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1 - My Brother was a Pimp!?

The car wheels crunched against the gravel driveway of my deceased brother's estate, as we drove up to the front door. Inside, my heart was racing, but the world felt so far away. I could hardly believe this was really happening.

I spent most of my life living alone with my mother. When I was younger, I had a much older half-brother who dipped in and out of my life for years, until I was a teenager. I'd never really known him well - he was a mysterious, apparently-wealthy entrepreneur who had no time for his baby brother. When my mother died, I didn't really have any family left, and I took on factory work and heavy labor to make ends meet. 

Two years later, my best childhood friend Izzy completely dropped off the face of the Earth. True, we'd spoken less and less often as time went on, as if there was some kind of awkwardness between us I didn’t know about. Maybe she could tell I had feelings for her and it made her uncomfortable.

Whatever the case... one day she just disappeared. And then I was completely alone. Somehow, it felt like that was Terayo's fault, too.

Of course I always wondered what my brother's life was like after he stopped visiting. But I had spent most of my time feeling nothing but anger and contempt for the man - so I tried to push those thoughts aside. Now he was dead, I almost felt guilty for how little effort I'd made to reach out to him before he died... but then again, he hadn't tried to contact me either.

Until now, that is. In my hand, I still held the deed to what seemed to be the entirety of my brother's worldly possessions. His will had been very clear that in the event of his death, he wanted me, his completely absent little brother, to have everything.

"Perhaps if I'd known you were so wealthy, I would have tried harder to get to know you," I muttered to myself as I folded up the piece of paper, then pocketed it. "...Sorry, bro. Just a joke."

I didn't know anything much about my half-brother, not really. He'd been around when I was younger... then I saw him a handful of times once I'd passed my 10th birthday. Terayo always seemed too cool to bother with a kid like me.

The last time I saw him was at my mother's funeral, 4 years ago, when I was 17. I could still remember seeing him standing right on the outside of all the mourners, two women hanging off of his arms. At the time, I was so full of grief I didn't feel anything except anger at him for not being there before now, and when he left, I was glad to tell myself I'd never have to see him again.

I didn't expect that to be so literal...

When I was informed of my brother's death, they told me he had died from surgical complications. Apparently, his doctor had discovered a heart defect that required an operation to correct. I don’t know if he didn’t think the procedure was risky enough to warrant reaching out beforehand, or he just didn’t care. In any case, he’d died on the table, and now I was here.

I felt a lump in my throat, thinking about it. Death was a terrifying prospect at the best of times. But imagining it sneaking up on you, like a thief in the night... I shivered, turning my attention to the grand oak door at the top of the short set of marble steps that the car was now parked beside. The driver turned off the engine, and then came around to open my door so I could get out.

"...Thank you," I mumbled awkwardly to the smartly-dressed man, who merely nodded his head in response. "It's... in there?"

Another silent nod, as he removed my rolling suitcase from the trunk. As a near-penniless bachelor, when I learned I'd inherited an enormous house and millions of dollars, I didn't think there was much worth bringing with me. Just enough clothes to last until I could get a new wardrobe, a few childhood keepsakes, and my games console. Seeing my entire life packed into one case like that was humbling - I wondered if my brother ever felt humbled, living here.

Gathering my courage, I awkwardly pulled my rolling case up the steps behind me to the door. I briefly wondered if the chauffeur would be assisting, but apparently that wasn't in his job description. 

As I knocked on the door, I wondered who would greet me. The lawyer who executed my brother's will had explained that, if I agreed to accept the assets listed, I would also have to take on responsibility for a group of young women who lived in the house. I would be required to provide them with food and shelter for the rest of mine, or their, natural life... but I didn't have to do anything more than that.

I pressed the lawyer for details at the time, but he became nervous and refused to elaborate further, pointing out that this was the exact wording of my brother's will. Still, I had my suspicions about what exactly my brother had been doing with eight young women in an enormous house...

"Is this a whorehouse?" I had asked him, frankly, and watched his eyes bug out from behind his round glasses.

"C-Certainly not!" he'd spluttered. "It's a... well, you could call it a 'care center' of sorts... I... Well, I can't explain very well. You'll have to see it for yourself."

So now I planned to do exactly that. 

The door creaked open... I wondered which girl would be there first. I imagined a beautiful woman, skimpily clad as she opened the door to a prospective client. I wasn't ashamed to admit I felt a stirring in my pants at just the thought of it - maybe as a pimp, I’d be allowed to sample the 'merchandise'?

That stirring went away very suddenly when I noticed who had answered. A hunched-over old woman with white hair squinted at me from behind her own pair of small, round spectacles. She was wearing a maid's uniform - a real maid's uniform, I realized, not a cosplay one for fetish purposes. This was not who I had been expecting, but I smiled pleasantly, and waved.

"Uh... hello! I'm Satoh Kano. I was - am! - Satoh Terayo's younger brother?" I felt my grin growing strained as the elderly woman looked me up and down, second after awkward second ticking by. "Um, I have the piece of paper with me, if you need to see it..."

"No, that won't be necessary," the old crone finally responded. "I was just surprised by how much alike you look. For a moment, it felt like my old master had come back from the grave..."

I had no idea what to say to such a thing. Instead, I followed her inside, looking all around me at the finery that surrounded us. I could scarcely believe I was even allowed inside this place, let alone that it was now my property!

"You can leave your bags here, Master Kano," the woman said. "The other staff will re-locate them for you. For reference, my name is Yuna, and I'm the head maid here. As for what to do next, I think you should probably meet some of the girls. It's for the best that we get introductions over with as quickly as possible." 

"Why is that?" I asked.

Yuna paused, gathering her thoughts as she led me down what seemed like one of thousands of long corridors.

"You have no idea what this place really is, do you, Master Kano?" she asked, her voice more playful than challenging. "Why all of these girls are here, hm?"

"I, I could guess!" I replied, my pride wounded. "This is a house of ill-repute, isn't it? Admit it, old woman - you're taking me to show me a bunch of whores, and I'm their pimp now!"

Yuna spluttered with creaky old laughter. I began to feel embarrassed as it went on for several moments, the old woman clutching her sides as she wheezed and chuckled. Apparently, what I said was very funny to her.

"Good gracious, no," Yuna finally replied, wiping a tear of mirth from her eye. "But thank you for the laugh, young Master. No, no, the women here came looking for sanctuary. They're not prostitutes. They're just looking for a safe harbor."

"You see, some women - and some men, I'm told, but there aren't any here - just aren't able to cope with adult life. They develop... strange coping mechanisms, trying to return to childhood. And your brother made a safe place for them all here, where they could preserve that sense of childishness without needing to work or pretend to be adults."

I frowned as I listened. This explanation was only confusing me more! Why would my older brother allow these layabout women to live here on his dime? What did the old woman mean by 'strange coping mechanisms'?!

"And yes, our previous Master did have relations with most of the girls here," Yuna said, seeing my confused expression. "But that was never payment for what he did for them! It was just an expression of love and affection between them. In time, maybe you'll develop your own similar relationships with each girl." 

I really doubted this 'expression of love and affection' business, but I kept my mouth shut. As far as I was concerned, there was no way you could be entirely dependent on someone so wealthy and have sex with them completely freely. I had no intention of abusing my power or manipulating any of the girls into sex - but I did enjoy the idea of something making me irresistible to women, even if that something was just money.

At last, we came to a plain white door with a placard on front of it. The placard had three big cartoon 'Z's on the front, and underneath the words 'quiet room' were written in a cartoon-y font. Was this where all the girls were?

"Well, here we are," Yuna said, as she began to push open the door. "Ah... One thing - please, young Master, remember to be quiet... It's nap time."

And then, slowly but surely, it creaked open - onto a vision of my brand new life.

2 - Half a Dozen Diapered Girls!

The door opened onto a room with cream-colored walls and a purple pastel rug, and several comfy-looking couches beside an enormous bookcase. That wasn't what drew my attention, however…

What I noticed first were the five girls laying - most of them dozing - in various positions on the floor. Several were laying on padded mats similar to the kind you'd find in kindergarten for nap times, only jumbo sized. For a moment, I only saw the unusual clothing they were dressed in - outfits that were frilly and cutesy enough to put even the most passionate sweet lolita to shame!

...And then I noticed the diapers.

"Whaaaaaa!" I exclaimed under my breath, my eyes wide as I saw that every single girl laying on the floor was wearing a thick adult diaper. Some of them were patterned or different colors, but from what I could see, not a single girl was undiapered.

"My brother really was a pervert!" I cried out, eliciting a gasp of surprise from another girl I hadn't noticed, sitting on the couch opposite from me. "Oh, tell me - are you wearing a diaper too?"

The girl looked like she was my age, but she was dressed in a schoolgirl's uniform. As soon as I made my tactless remark, she snapped her legs shut, but not fast enough to hide the tell-tale flash of white plastic from between her thighs.

The dark-blue haired beauty looked away shyly, clutching the book she'd been reading to her chest. Her large glasses made it hard to tell what expression she was making, but I could see from how her lip wobbled and her body language shrank inward that I'd caused offense. Oops.

"No, no, don't worry!" I said, hurriedly. "I don't mind at all! I think it's very sexy!"

Words were spilling out of my mouth before I even had a chance to think about them. Did I really mean that? It wasn't as if I'd ever thought about a fetish like this before, but now that I was confronted with the sight of six diapered beauties, I felt the blood rushing straight to my crotch! Suddenly, all I could think about was humping and groping those sexy padded asses.

"Are you really all wearing diapers?!" I went on, my breathing frenzied. "That’s so weird - my brother always seemed so straight-laced!”

I crouched down next to the nearest girl, a redhead with an average figure. She looked so peaceful laying there, wearing pastel blue pajamas with ruffled arm and leg cuffs. The shirt was so short, her white underwear poking out of the back of her pants.. Or was that a diaper?

Curious, I leaned even closer to get a better look - it looked like plastic poking out, but was it actually a diaper? Maybe she just had a big, strangely-shaped ass... Without even thinking, I reached out and squeezed the bulk of the padding, hearing and feeling the crinkly plastic beneath her pajama bottoms.

"Wow, you really can't pretend this is anything but a diaper!" I said, without thinking, not moving my hand. "Why are you all-"

"AIIIIIYEEEEEEE!”

The sudden scream from the young woman who's diapered bottom I had been groping cut through me like a knife, and a moment later I felt myself being pummeled by two slender fists.

“Pervert! Pervert!” she screeched, and I had to admit it looked bad.

"Ah, calm down, I’m sorry!" I yelled, trying to shuffle backwards away from the onslaught, as the girl continued striking out blindly in my direction. "I'm sorry! I didn't mean to be inappropriate!"

"Girls!" Yuna said, interrupting the woman's shrieking and punching at last. "...This is your new master, Kano."

I rubbed the side of my face, where the blonde woman's last blow had landed. Already I could feel a bruise forming there, but the green-eyed woman didn't look the least bit sorry about what she had done, crossing her arms and glaring at me in irritation.

"Oh, we have a new master already!" One busty girl with curly light-blue hair and matching eyes said, the other women awake now from all the yelling. "And Kayda says he's a pervert!"

"Oooo, I hope so!" A curvy-looking girl with pink hair said, dreamily. "I've so missed the feeling of Master's hands all over my body! Nnn! Quick, quick, Master, please, grope me like Kayda! I love it!"

I almost couldn't back away fast enough. The pink-haired girl had crawled towards me, quickly, her big breasts pushed out as she grabbed for my hands. She was wearing a low-cut gingham dress that left most of her bust completely exposed, and when I refused to touch her, she cupped each breast and wriggled them pleadingly at me.

"Nyaaa, please, Master!" she begged. "I want your touch so badly!"

These extreme declarations weren't helping my arousal. I already felt like I would pass out from dizziness if I stood up - instead, I looked helplessly at Yuna, hoping for protection from this crazy girl!

Luckily, the old woman came to the rescue. She clapped her hands above her head, and the pink-haired woman backed away, sitting on her ankles with a pout.

"Please, girls, don't give the man an aneurysm on his first day," Yuna chided. "Now all of you stand up in a line, so you can be properly introduced..."

All of the girls obediently got to their feet, and stood side by side in front of me with their arms crossed behind them. I couldn't help but notice but the girl with light-blue hair had more trouble than the rest, her diaper visibly thicker and forcing her to spread her thighs wide apart. Noticing me staring, the busty woman giggled behind her hand, her face turning red.

"Master Kano," Yuna began, pointing to each of the girls in turn. "This is Hitomi, Kayda, Sakiko and Raiku, Ayaka, and finally, Tomoe. These are your new charges."

Hoping to get off on the right foot now that things were calmer, I offered my hand to shake to each girl as I was introduced.

Hitomi, the nerdy-looking schoolgirl was first. She barely managed the tiniest smile as she shook my hand, before shyly looking down at her own feet. Her adorable schoolgirl uniform was, ironically, the most mature outfit any of the girls were wearing.

Kayda, the sandy-haired beauty whose backside I'd just had to grab, continued to glare at me as I offered my hand. I could tell she was going to be difficult to get along with, but I didn't want there to be any bad blood between us. I waited until she took my hand and curtly shook it, rolling her eyes as I told her it was nice to meet her.

Sakiko and Raiku didn't seem to have any actual family resemblance, but Yuna must have introduced them together for a reason. As I offered my hand uncertainly to both of them, it was Raiku, the girl with bubblegum pink hair who took it first, lifting her eyebrows up suggestively. 

And, sure enough, Sakiko copied exactly what Raiku did, even though it didn't make any sense. I tried not to laugh as the ditzy blue-haired girl grabbed my free hand with both of hers, and shook it vigorously. The beaming smile she gave me almost made her flat-out the most beautiful girl in the room...

"Uhhhhh..."

When I reached Ayaka, I was momentarily unsure of what to do. The girl in front of me had light brown hair, hazel eyes - and a body that looked almost completely undeveloped! For a moment I was horrified that my uncle had been keeping a child here in this situation - especially since I was apparently expected to take part in it too! The top of Ayaka's head barely reached my nipples, her body like a scrawny baby bird's, deep rings under her eyes. 

"Don't worry," Ayaka said, in a surprisingly even and mature voice. "I'm an adult woman, despite how I look. I just have a few health issues."

"Um... right," I stammered, cautiously shaking Aya's hand, her slender hand pulling my fingers out of the fist they'd made. "...Sorry. You must get that a lot." 

Ayaka just shrugged, and I moved on. This diaper thing was excitingly kinky, but the idea of making love to somebody who looked so fragile... that just made me feel dirty! I wasn't sure if I could behave with Ayaka the way my brother had apparently behaved...

Embarrassingly, as I reached the last girl I had all but forgotten her name entirely, distracted by how young Ayaka looked. Her golden hair was pulled back into a ponytail using those hairties with little plastic bobbles on, and she was wearing a t-shirt dress made of a white shirt with a cartoon cat on and a pleated pink skirt. As I approached, she offered her hand, smiling gently.

"And, of course, your name is..?" I began, trailing off in the hopes the girl would take the lead. 

"Tomoe," the woman told me, as she shook my hand with surprising firmness. "Don't worry, I know little Aya here can be distracting..."

"Tom-tom, don't call me 'little'!" Aya grumbled. "Not in front of our new Master."

"Hmm, then don't call me Tom-tom," Tomoe replied, smiling. "And we'll be even."

I could tell that these six girls already had a rapport, probably from spending months or even years together. Stepping into the role of 'Master' of this house suddenly didn't feel like such a sexy adventure - it felt like a lot of responsibility... 

Behind me, I heard the door click open - and in walked a tall black-haired woman with frankly enormous breasts. I tried not to gawp, but it was impossible not to notice how the woman's tits bounced and wobbled with each step, the modest blouse she wore doing little to contain her endowment.

"Oh, Iwa, there you are," Yuna remarked. "I was just about to ask about you. Where is Izumi? Still not feeling well?"

"I'm afraid so," Iwa replied, eyeing me as she walked around to join the other women. "Ah, and who's this? Our new master, Kuno, is it?"

"It's, it's Kano," I said, my cheeks glowing as I shook Iwa's hand. "...Who is Ikumi? What's the matter with her?"

Iwa winced, and for a moment an awkward chill spread through the girls, all of them sharing identical grimaces for a moment. All except for Kayda, who only looked more furious with me.

"Maybe because she’s IN MOURNING, you stupid jerk!" she exploded, getting right up in my face as she yelled. "Of all the nerve, you come in here expecting us to call you 'Master', less than two weeks after the man I- the man we loved died! You moron! Idiot! B-big... dumb... i-i-idiot..."

Kayda's eyes were still narrowed in anger, but the tears in the corners of them were unmistakable. Where a moment ago she'd been cursing me out, suddenly she was crying outright. I blinked at the abrupt change in mood, but nobody else seemed to think it was strange. Raiku and Iwa both gathered around Kayda, rubbing her back and cooing softly at the diapered woman as she trembled and sobbed in front of me for several long seconds.

"I'm sor-" I began, but Kayda cut me off with a searing glare. 

"Don't! Don't even b-bother!" Kayda spat, as she shoved her way past me and the rest of the girls. "I'm going to my ROOM!"

I winced as the door slammed shut behind her. I'd been here less than an hour, and already I was upsetting the women here to the point of tears. Obviously, what I said had been a little thoughtless, but there was no way I could have known Yuna meant that ‘Ikumi’ was in mourning and not just actually sick. 

"I'm sorry about her," Iwa said, with a sigh. "Kayda can be temperamental at the best of times. Since Terayo's death... well, she's been extremely unpredictable."

The other women murmured in agreement, Hitomi rubbing the back of her neck awkwardly as she nodded. I was relieved to know it wasn't just me putting my foot in my mouth, for once.

"I still feel bad," I replied, all erotic thoughts forgotten for now. "...Is there anything I can do to make things better."

"Hmm, when Kay-kay is like this, usually she likes to be left alone," Sakiko remarked, tapping her chin thoughtfully as if thinking very hard. "I don't think you should bother her, Master Kano. She can be aggressive if we provoke her!"

I blinked at the obviousness of that statement. Sakiko apparently didn't notice that I was still wearing the marks from 'provoking' Kayda earlier. Still, as oblivious as Sakiko seemed to be, she was at least trying to be helpful...

"For now, let's go to one of Master Terayo's offices, and discuss what will happen next," Iwa said. "Girls, you have another half hour of quiet time you can use to nap - then the lunch staff will get you for your meal." 

Still reeling, I let my feet carry me out of the door, following Yuna and Iwa to wherever they were leading me...

3 - Introductions

A few moments later, and I was sitting at a table in a smaller room, with a fresh cup of tea in my hand. I was still overwhelmed by everything that was happening. This house was so luxurious, I almost forgot to thank the servant who had served me tea before I remembered my manners.

"Oh! Oh, thank you, Mister, ah...?"

"You can just call me Nikko," the smartly-dressed man replied. "I'm happy I can be of service to you - will that be all?"

"Yes, thank you, Nikko," Yuna said abruptly, before I could respond. "You can go and attend to the girls..." 

With a curt nod, Nikko pushed the door open, and backed out. I really couldn't believe my brother had been living here this whole time in such luxury! 

"So, Master Kano," Yuna began, as she slid open the first drawer in a tall dresser. "By now you probably understand why Master Terayo kept this place such a secret."

"I certainly can!" I exclaimed. "This is like some kind of fetish fantasy house for perverts! My brother was kinkier than I thought!"

Yuna shot me an annoyed glance, but Iwa just laughed. I didn't really know what was so amusing...

"Kano, do you really think that's all this is about?" Iwa asked, smirking at me as if I were an idiot.

"I'm not saying sex isn't a part of things for these girls, because it certainly is. But being 'little' is about more than just having lots of sex."

"Then what is it about?" 

"Freedom, for a lot of girls. Feeling totally uninhibited," Iwa paused to sip her coffee. "More than that, though, it's about being safe, comforted... looked after. Knowing that nothing can hurt you. And that it's okay to be yourself. You understand?"

I furrowed my brow as I tried to wrap my head around it. To be honest, I really didn't understand at all. I thought it was fine to live however you wanted - but perhaps living all the time as a baby was going too far! Especially if it wasn't just a fetish for them...

"Well, I suppose I understand... wanting to be yourself," I mumbled. "...But I don't get this diaper thing! It's a little sexy, taboo things are hot! But shouldn't these women be out in the world, acting as adults? Isn't that the right way to be?"

I heard Yuna scoff angrily, but Iwa just smirked harder at me.

"Why is it the right way to be?" she challenged. "Most of these women didn't enjoy adult life. It didn't make them happy... They were depressed and despondent. Here they're happy. Isn't that better than being sad all of your life and then dying?"

"It's... It's not like that," I protested. "You need to work... have a normal life..."

"Is that what you did, before you came here?" Iwa asked. "Was that better for your health and your mind?"

I stopped, frowning as I recalled my own life. My mother never had much money, and when she passed away I had absolutely no cushion. I remembered being furious with Tera, for just running away and leaving us, but also feeling a sense of pride in how I managed to support myself without relying on anybody. There were many hours of backbreaking labor - pain and sweat... At the time, it was my only option.

"...Maybe not," I mumbled. "...But I still wouldn't want to be treated like a baby..."

"Enough, Master Kano," Yuna said firmly, as she slapped a manilla folder down on the table. "Since you're still here, we can assume you're agreeing to take on the responsibilities of this property. Is that correct?"

I swallowed hard as I looked from Yuna to Iwa. While I certainly did have my reservations about the idea, it was true that I didn't want to leave. If nothing else, living in a house like this was a dream come true. I knew if I stayed I never have to work a day in my life, on less I wanted to. I had to smile at my own hypocrisy. I talked a big game about how important work was – but now that I was being given the chance, I was as happy as any of the girls to not have to work anymore.

"Maybe," I admitted. "I guess I don't have any real objections, but I'm not really sure what I'd be doing here. I don't really have much experience with taking care of babies - let alone adult babies."

"Well, I can tell you some things are much easier," Iwa said with a smirk. "Lots of babysitting is just making sure they don't hurt themselves. An adult woman isn't likely to do something stupid, like stick a fork in the electric socket... Although, we give all the girls plastic forks and spoons just in case."

"In general, Master Kano, you'll only be required to look after one girl a day," Yuna explained as she flipped through the folder, looking for a specific piece of paper. "It's largely to give you an opportunity to bond with them one-on-one. The rest of the time, there are staff to look after them. Like Mr. Nikko there - he's one of our most faithful employees."

At last, Yuna found what she was looking for and slid it across the table to me. I picked it up - it was a piece of paper, printed on both sides, with pictures of each of the girls and some short identifying information about them. Somebody had also left handwritten notes all over it, but it had been photocopied, so the ink was pure black. I squinted at the words, feeling a little uneasy.

Was that my brother's writing?

"We won't ask you to change any diapers just yet," Yuna said. "But eventually you'll have to learn... Messy ones too..."

I nodded, still looking at the information sheet. Honestly, I wasn't too worried... For some reason, the thought of changing a girl's poopy diaper wasn't exactly unappealing. Yes, it would be gross - but imagining any of those cute girls blushing and flustered, pouting as they showed their Master they had made stinkies... That made me feel a little excited, to be honest.

"Hey, Iwa," I remarked, as I looked at the piece of paper. "You aren't on here.

"Hmmm? Ah, no, I'm not," she said, with a smirk. "I'm not a baby."

"But I was told I'd be responsible for 8 girls," I replied, with a frown on my face. "So... are you?"

"Don't get me wrong," Iwa said, waving her hand dismissively. "I'm dependent on Terayo's money and I have been for several years. But I always believed I paid my way with assisting the other girls here. I'm not like them. I'm the opposite."

"Like... a Mommy?"

"Pft. More like a nursery maid. Or... A nurse maid?" Iwa winked as she spoke. "...I help out the girls in lots of ways, 'Master' Kano."

I swallowed, feeling my face heat up. Gah, why did she have to say it like that? Now I couldn't help but imagine her in all kinds of naughty positions with the girls, letting them suckle her tits, lick her pussy, giving them cute little orgasms... Stupid Iwa!

"W-well, okay," I mumbled, looking back down at the paper. "Um... There's one girl still missing? Right here, it looks like something was blocked out..."

There was a blank square in the top right of one side of the paper. It was extremely neat - in fact, there was a grey-black outline around one edge, suggesting it had been made by putting a piece of paper there to cover things up.

"That girl doesn't want to tell you about herself, yet," Yuna said firmly. "We've chosen to respect her wishes."

"Oh?" I said, trying to remember who had been mentioned when I came in - one girl was missing... What was that name?

"...Isano, right?" I finally said, although I wasn't sure I'd gotten it quite right. "She... wasn't feeling well?"

Yuna and Iwa shared a glance. 

"...Yes," Iwa finally responded. "...She wasn't feeling well. She took your brother's death very hard."

"That's a shame," I said, with a frown. "I hope she feels better soon. Are you sure I shouldn't visit her just to make sure she's okay? I am the new Master here, after all..."

"That won't be necessary," Yuna replied hastily. "She'll, ah, she'll get to know you in her own time, I'm sure. For now, you should go upstairs and get some rest. Tomorrow you'll be looking after your first girl - me and Iwa will discuss it in a while."

It felt strange to be the 'Master' here and still be told what I could and couldn't do, but I assumed Yuna didn't want me to be overwhelmed on my first day. I told Yuna as I was leaving of my intention to go into town to buy new clothes soon, and she told me I could just give a list to the servants if I preferred. Happily, I made that list and gave it a willow-y female staff member, blushing as she curtsied to me. 

Adjusting to living this way was going to be hard.

4 - Baby Sakiko

Despite the private room and comfy bed, I had a hard time sleeping that night. This whole situation felt incredibly surreal, but more than that, I was afraid that I'd somehow mess up today. I'd read the info sheet back-to-front over and over, and I felt confident I could remember all of the girls' names... But actually taking care of one of them would be a challenge.

While I was trying to rouse myself, there was a knock. With a groan, I turned around in bed to look at the door. Whoever was there didn't want to wait for me to respond - it swung open a moment later, and I scrambled to cover myself.

"Morning, Kano," Iwa said, smirking at my disheveled state. "...Nice PJs."

I was too tired to speak, so I settled for glaring at Iwa as intensely as I could manage. My intense gaze only made Iwa giggle, so I furrowed my brow harder, trying to show her that I meant business. 

"...What do you want, Iwa?" I finally asked when she didn't leave. "I was trying to sleep..."

"Well, you need to get up," Iwa told me, reaching down to grab my blanket. "You'll be babysitting Sakiko today."

As Iwa bent down, I could see right down her blouse. My eyes bugged out as I found myself staring at her magnificent mammaries, my mouth gawping like a fish out of water. I almost found myself lifting my hands to grab those luscious melons before I stopped myself, jerking as Iwa yanked my comforter away.

"Stop staring at my tits and get out of bed!"

I grumbled, but did as Iwa asked. Obviously, I hadn't had a chance to get new clothes yet, so something from my crummy case would have to do. Iwa teased me the whole time as I got dressed, but at least she gave me some privacy behind a screen instead of insisting on watching me...

"So, what's Sakiko like?" I asked, as I straightened out my pants. "I want to do a good job..."

"Oh, Saki is easy," Iwa chuckled. "She's really just an innocent little baby. You'll probably just have to play with her for a little bit, and then she'll need a nap... I don't think you could have been scheduled to deal with an easier girl your first time."

"...Sakiko is roommates with Raiku, right?" I asked, the information I'd read over and over coming back to me. "They don't seem very alike..."

"Not really. Raiku is definitely not what I would call innocent. She's pretty obsessed with sex - and definitely a lot brighter than Saki," Iwa said. "But, I think after all that, they both really depend on each other. They're not really related at all, but they consider themselves sisters." 

"Hmm... I have no idea what that's like," I admitted. "I've never really had any close friends. It must be nice..."

Iwa told me that I should go and get breakfast and then go to see Sakiko. Apparently I wasn't expected to look after her for the entire day, which I had to admit was a relief, because I didn't really know what I was doing yet.

***

Sakiko and Raiku's bedroom was on the first floor. After I finished breakfast, one of the staff from yesterday showed me the way.

"Thank you, uh..."

"It's Nikko, sir," the blonde man replied with an amused smile. "We met yesterday."

"Oh, of course," I said. "Sorry, I have a horrible memory for names."

I could remember Sakiko's name, though. Even though I'd read the document over and over to try and remember things about all the girls, I kept repeating it under my breath as I pushed the door open to her room.

"Um... Sakiko?" 

"Master!" 

Before I could get a good look at the inside of Sakiko's room, a blue-haired cannonball launched itself at me, a tangle of limbs wrapping around my body as I fell to the floor with a loud thump. Sakiko giggled, her thick diaper crinkling as she bounced in my lap, rubbing her cheek against mine over and over.

"Hh! Sa-Sakiko! Hello!" I said, struggling to speak with her jumping up and down on me. "...Why is your cheek sticky?"

"Mmm! Big Sissy Rai-Rai gave me a candy before I saw you!" Sakiko declared, beaming. "She said it would help me be extra sweet!"

Since Sakiko stayed still for a moment, I was able to get a good look at her and the room around us. I was amazed by how much pastel pink and blue decorated the walls, shelves full of soft stuffed animals and a huge box of toys at the foot of Sakiko's... Crib?? Huh... Sakiko's bed was an adult-sized crib, similarly filled with stuffed animals. The other bed in the room was more like the kind a toddler or very young child would have - with high sides and legs that lifted it off the floor. And against the far wall was a jumbo-sized changing station, stocked with wipes and dozens of diapers.

Sakiko herself was dressed pretty simply. She had a blue t-shirt that stretched across her hefty breasts, and a pair of fluffy blue bunny socks. And of course, a very thick diaper, that was currently pressed against the crotch of my pants.

"Le-let's get your face wiped off," I mumbled, gently pushing Sakiko off of me. "Come on."

It was easy to dive into things with Sakiko. She didn't seem to be giving the strange situation a second thought - she obediently stuck her face out, eyes closed and smiling as I ran the wipe I'd grabbed all over her cheek and then the rest of her face. Sakiko just let me clean her, squirming and giggling occasionally until I was done.

"So, Saki, what do you want to do?" I asked, dropping the wipe into her cute little bunny-shaped trashcan. "We could play with some toys, or-"

"I want to do a finger-painting, for Master!" Sakiko exclaimed excitedly. "Please, please!"

"Ah - then, uh, one set of finger paints coming up!"

The finger-paints were already inside the toy box, and with a little digging I found some paper, too. Sakiko told me how usually she had a 'plastic thingy' underneath the paper, so she didn't make a mess - I looked in her closet and found what looked like a jungle-themed vinyl tablecloth, spreading it out on the floor so the pastel pink carpet was covered. 

"Thank you, Sakiko," I said, petting the blue-haired girl as she knelt on the floor beside me.

"That could have been very messy..."

"Saki is a good girl?"

"Um.. yes, Saki, you're a very good girl!"

"Eee! Saki is a good girl! Thank you, Master! I love you, Master!"

Sakiko's affection was almost overwhelming, but she definitely made me feel welcome. I settled down on Raiku's bed to watch Sakiko work once I'd opened the finger-paints. 

From this angle, Sakiko's cute bottom was pointed right at me. I had to admit I was admiring the view as the diapered woman dipped her fingers into the green paint, painting a sloppy line along the bottom of the paper. What she lacked in finesse, Sakiko made up for in enthusiasm, as she flicked yellow paint onto the page in a pattern that almost looked like flowers.

"Master, are you watching me?" Sakiko asked excitedly. "Do you like the picture Saki is makin' you?"

"It looks great so far, Sakiko," I replied, with a genuine smile. "Are you going to draw us together?"

"Uh huh!" Sakiko said, as she shuffled into a different position. "I'mma do you in red!"

From this angle I could see down Sakiko's shirt. I could tell she wasn't wearing a bra - her big, bouncy breasts hung down, stretching the t-shirt fabric. Even her nipples were visible through the thin material. I swallowed, feeling my neck heating up as blood also flowed elsewhere. I couldn't believe how wanton Sakiko was being - and she didn't even seem to care that I was getting such a good look at all her assets!

"Ooo! An' here's Saki..." 

As Sakiko clumsily reached for the blue paint, I decided to try and distract myself by talking with Sakiko instead. Maybe engaging my real brain would help me stop thinking with the one between my legs. And besides - there were things I wanted to know about Terayo.

"So, uh, Sakiko," I started. "...What was my brother like?"

"Oh... Mister Terayo?" Sakiko paused with a paint-y hand raised. "He was super really nice. He gave really good hugs."

"Uh huh," I said. "...And what else?"

"Um, um. I guess he kissed good too? Um, he got me that big bunnybun up dere!"

Sakiko grinned, pointing in the direction of one of the biggest piles of stuffed animals. An enormous fluffy blue rabbit with one floppy and one prick ear smiled enigmatically at me from the back of the pile. It didn't seem like it would have been to Tera's tastes - but then again, what did I know about what Terayo liked? I hadn't spoken to him in years.

"I miss him lots," Sakiyo added, unprompted. "I really did love him lotsly... But he hadta go to heaven..."

I swallowed, a knot tightening in my stomach. 

"I bet you miss him too, huhs?" 

I wasn't really sure what to say. Sakiko was looking up at me expectantly with her deep blue eyes, her hand leaving a clumsy green print on the page. 

"...Well, I didn't see him much before he died," I mumbled.

"But, but, you were his brother! So, you musta loved him..." 

"...Yeah," I admitted, finally letting out a sigh I didn't know was inside me. "I guess I did. I guess I missed him when he went away - and now I feel bad we'll never get to talk again." 

Sakiko furrowed up her brow in a frown. The diapered girl clumsily wiped her hand on her shirt, leaving multi-colored smears of paint all over it before I could stop her. Then she shuffled over to me on her knees, her breasts bouncing and jostling with the movements.

"You could still talk to him," Sakiko said, pressing her hands together. "You just, um... you could pray? To heaven an' stuff?"

Sakiko leaned in, cheeks pink. I could smell her she was so close - she smelled like blue raspberry candy and a dusting of baby powder.

"I do it at bedtime sometimes," Sakiko whispered. "Come on... try."

"Um... I don't know how," I mumbled, as I clasped my hands together too.

"Then I can do it," Sakiko said, grinning. "Um... Dear Master Tera..."

Sakiko closed her eyes as she started to speak, squeezing them tightly shut. I wondered if I should copy her, but it was hard to resist peeking when she was being so cute.

"Um, we miss you lots, and we love you," Sakiko went on. "Your brother is really good too. But I wish I could hug you... Okay, bye."

Sakiko sniffled as she ended the 'prayer', and when she opened her eyes they were full of tears. It only took a moment for me to wrap my arms around her, cuddling her tightly. Without even thinking, my hands wandered down to her backside, patting her diaper in what I hoped was a soothing way. 

It didn't take long for Sakiko to cheer back up, and soon she was giggling, wriggling her bottom happily at my attention. I cursed my fickle libido as I felt my cock start to stiffen once more, just from the sensation of smooth plastic moving under my fingers and the busty girl pressing against me.

"Does Master like my tushy?" Sakiko asked, her somber mood suddenly gone. "Does it make Master haaaappy?"

I blushed, but nodded, groping at Sakiko's diaper more firmly. Despite my thoughts just the other day, she didn’t seem to be being coerced at all. She pushed her bottom back harder into my hand, letting me squeeze the thick, crinkly padding as much as I wanted. My erection surged back into complete life once again, and suddenly I was very aware of my own heartbeat as it pulsed in my trousers. 

"I wanna make Master happy," Sakiko went on, sitting back on her heels and squeezing her hands together, her breasts pushed together and forwards by her arms. "...Can Sakiko give Master special peepee kissies?"

God, that sounded so innocent but so dirty... Without even thinking, I nodded, and soon Sakiko's hands moved down to my zipper. My dick burst out of my fly as soon as she'd gotten it down, the turgid length throbbing and pulsing and pointed right at her.

"Oh, Master is very excited!" Sakiko giggled, wrapping her still paint-stained hand carelessly around the base of my shaft. "I wanna make you happy, Master..."

"Y-you're making me happy right now, Saki," I moaned low in my throat, curling my fingers in Raiku's sheets as Sakiko squeezed and stroked my member. "You're uh... being a very good girl..."

Sakiko lit up, beaming at me cutely. A moment later, and she pursed her lips, leaning forwards to give the dripping end of my shaft a sloppy kiss.

"I wanna be a good girl, Master," Saki giggled, pumping her hand up and down my pulsing length. "...Can you tell me I'm, I'm bein' a good girl if I put your fingy in my mouth?"

I twitched in Sakiko's hand. Even if she hadn't been wearing a diaper, the way she spoke was so undeniably childlike. It was hard to not feel like a pervert... But fuck it, being a pervert felt amazing! And it seemed like this was her fantasy too, so what was the harm?

"Of course, Saki," I managed, my toes curling as I used one hand to guide her face down towards my cock. "You're... You're such a good girl. A good, special little girl..."

A moment later, and I felt the head of my member being engulfed by warm wetness. I grunted, trying to ignore the temptation to buck my hips and slam my cock home deep inside Saki's soft mouth.

This felt totally taboo! I couldn't decide if I should keep my eyes shut to focus on the sensations, or keep them open so I could watch Saki's head bobbing back and forth. She lifted her eyebrows in a question, and I stroked her cheek gently, encouraging her to keep moving.

"You-you're doing an amazing job, babygirl," I panted, feeling her tongue pressed hard against the underside of my cock. "You're a good girl! Nmm... S-suck on Master's, uh... ah... suck on my peepee..."

"Nmmmm," Sakiko agreed, eyes amused as she used her hand to stroke my pulsing length as her tongue wrapped around my head.

Once again, what Sakiko lacked in natural talent she made up for with raw enthusiasm. There was drool running in rivulets down my cock as she forced herself to take more and more of my length deep into her mouth. I groaned, feeling my cockhead probing at the back of Sakiko's throat, my breathing getting heavier as the pleasure built in the pit of my stomach.

I felt so dirty in the best way. I was getting my cock sucked by a diapered girl while surrounded by stuffed animals and adult-sized baby furniture. On the floor I could still see Sakiko's finger-painting, the sight of it somehow making my heart beat even faster.

"Oh, God, Sakiko, keep going," I grunted, feeling my balls growing tighter and throbbing with the need to release. "You're being a-amazing, such a good girl, c-come on, make Master... Make Master make yummy milk for you."

That seemed to please Sakiko. With renewed enthusiasm, she sucked and slurped on my throbbing erection, her big round tits jostling as she moved, her eyes not leaving mine. More and more, as the room was filled with the sound of wet slurps and happy half-moans, I could tell I was getting closer to climax by the moment!

"Nnn! H-here it comes! Drink every drop, Saki!" I commanded, breathing out hard through my nose as I felt my balls throbbing, my whole length jerking and pulsing as my climax hit. "Nghh!"

Saki obediently did as I said, sucking constantly as spurt after spurt of my cum splattered against the back of her mouth. I could see her neck moving as she gulped down every mouthful, making noises of delight as I unloaded into her cute little mouth.

"Ohhh... Good girl..." I groaned, my length spitting out a few more drops as she pulled away, running her pink tongue across the tip to lick them off. "That f-felt so good."

"Master has really yummy milk," Saki said, breathlessly. "An' look! I drunked every single drop! Blahh!"

I cringed slightly as Sakiko stuck her tongue out, showing the sticky, off-white fluid that was covering it. Despite how off-putting that was, I had to laugh at Sakiko's brazen naughtiness, ruffling her light blue hair playfully.

"That was a very good girl thing to do, Saki," I said, grinning. "Um... Wh-what are you gonna do now?"

"Well, I fink I am gonna finish my picture," she replied, wiping her mouth on the back of her hand. "An' then maybe I'll have a nap?"

"That sounds good, Saki... Can I have the picture when you're done?"

***

An hour later, and I left after tucking Sakiko into her crib. I left the side down, since I couldn't manage to fix it in place, but she looked very cute laying there, snuggling one of her toys. I even pushed a pacifier into her cute little lips, trying to ignore the twitch I felt in my groin as she took it into her mouth. Bad penis - you already got an orgasm today!

Finally, I kissed her forehead uncertainly. It seemed like the right thing to do... I left with the picture held in my hand, promising to put it up in my room. Now I was back in there I was admiring the finger-painting, the clumsy shapes of two people on the grassy ground and one hovering higher, near the sky.

My big brother... I could feel myself getting misty-eyed again. Somehow Sakiko's childishness stirred my own emotions, ones I didn't even realize I had. And she'd given me another good idea.

"I want to feel more connected to you, Terayo," I said, as I set down the journal I'd asked one of the servants to buy me. This journal, in fact. "...Maybe if I keep a record of my days here… I’ll be able to feel closer to you. What do you think?"

The room was unsurprisingly silent.

5 - An Immodest Proposal

The next day, the girl I would be attending to was Hitomi, the shy bookworm I spoke to first. I wasn't sure how that interaction would go, compared to the day I spent with Sakiko.

Sakiko seemed almost totally innocent - the fact she'd offered to give me a blowjob only made the situation more perverse! And it seemed like she really loved to play at being a little baby, wearing the thickest diapers I'd seen so far and asking for her pacifier. Hitomi... From what I could tell, Hitomi wore diapers just like every other girl in the house except Iwa, but she didn't dress like a baby at all. Hitomi's style seemed more mature. The first time I'd met her, she'd been wearing a schoolgirl's uniform, after all.

Yuna told me that I didn't need to visit Hitomi until after 11 am, so I had plenty of time to think about what was going to happen - and take a bath! I hadn't had a chance to wash since I arrived... 

Unlike most of the rooms in the house, which seemed to be inspired more by European architecture, the bathing room had traditional Japanese-style sliding doors, and a huge soaking tub. It was a fancier bath than I'd ever seen. It looked like it had been built to fit a dozen people at once!

As I soaped my body up in the nearby shower, I pictured my brother sharing the bath with all the beautiful girls I'd seen so far. Perhaps they'd be laughing, hugging, drinking...  That was so far from the image I had of him! When I saw Terayo last, I thought he was a playboy, but I imagined he was a strict, suit-wearing businessman, that he'd grown up from the goofy older brother who took me out for icecream and then disappeared for months at a time.

Obviously, I didn't know my half-brother as well as I thought I had. It seemed like he'd traded in looking after me as a kid for looking after women who liked to be permanent adult babies... And there was no way you could keep a suit clean when you were dealing with the kinds of messes Sakiko made... 

"What were you really like, Terayo?" I mumbled to myself, as I finally sluiced off the rest of the suds. "...I guess I'll never really know, huh..."

I sunk into the heated water with a sigh. Even though there'd be no manual labor or odd jobs for me, my muscles still ached from the past few years of misuse. It felt amazing to just have the time to soak in the tub. This was a luxury I hadn't experienced in years.

My eyes were closed in relaxation - but I jerked awake as I heard the noise of the first set of bathroom doors sliding apart. Afraid of being ambushed, my hands shot out of the water, grabbing for any kind of nearby weapon - but there was only a rubber duck resting on the side of the tub!

My squeaky yellow friend would have to do! Seeing the shadow of whoever was there getting closer, I squeezed him violently, letting loose quacks of war. 

"Who's there?!" I cried out. "I... I'm armed!" 

The intruder's shadow bobbed up and down. Were they preparing an attack? My heart was in my throat - who would sneak up on a man during bathtime? Likely some heinous criminal out for blood. I almost shed a tear - it was probably too late for the girls, but at least I could get away!

The sliding door to the room started to open... I readied my duck. If this hostile entity wasn't going to back off, I was going to have to use it as a projectile! 

"Gah!" 

I tossed the duck in the direction of the opening door. My power-level was off the charts, but my aim left something to be desired - as I watched with bated breath the rubber object slapped wetly against the side of the door, then fell to the floor with a squeak, completely missing my target...

Who I could see now was... Iwa?! 

"Wh-what's the big idea! Learn to knock!" I yelled, my face red. "The sign says 'occupied!' Can't you read?!"

Iwa just chuckled behind her hand, gesturing downwards to the tub. I followed her gaze, and then gasped, trying to cover my manhood with my hands. Just what kind of place was this where women could just barge in on a man bathing.

"So, when you said you had a weapon," Iwa said with a smirk, crossing her arms under her ample breasts. "Did you mean that little thing... or the rubber duck?" 

"I-it's not little!" I stammered. "Shut up!"

"Well, whatever," Iwa replied. "I just came to see how you were settling in." 

So that was it, huh? We weren't even going to discuss the invasion of my privacy... Well, it wasn't like I could punish Iwa, anyway. I'd just have to roll with it - I sensed that complaining wouldn't get me in her good books…

"...I'm fine," I mumbled, letting myself sink back into the water. "I babysat Sakiko yesterday."

"Oh, I heard," Iwa chuckled, as she approached me, lifting her hands to make air quotes. "I hear she really enjoyed drinking 'Master's special milk'. I guess you're quite the pervert too, hm?"

Iwa was almost going too far - it was embarrassing to know everybody else knew about what I'd been doing sexually in the house, but I guess privacy wasn't really important here when everybody went around half-dressed and wearing diapers.

"Anyway, I won't keep you," Iwa said. "I just wanted to tell you that if you get tired of sloppy oral, and want to be with a real woman... You can always come see me..."

Was she really serious? How over-sexed were the women in this house! I must have looked embarrassed because Iwa shrugged and turned to leave.

"It's just an offer, Kano," she said, smirking. "Don't take it too seriously. But if you are interested - I'm in the last room on the left, on the second floor..."

Then she left me alone without another word, leaving me to think about her proposition.

6 - Bookworm Babygirl

After the experience with Iwa, I took extra care to cover myself completely with the towel as I dried. Luckily, there were no more interruptions while I got dressed, and soon I was ready to go and see Hitomi.

"Hitomi’s room is the 3rd on the right, isn't it?" I asked a chubby smartly-dressed servant as I tried to navigate the enormous house again.

"...Yes, that's right... There's her name, right there,” the man told me, pointing. I thanked him for his time and then moved on. Hopefully over time I’d be able to decipher the architecture here.

It seemed like each of the girls had their names on their bedroom doors. Hitomi's was written in neat gold script, with a painted red book on each side.

"I guess she really does love books... Okay... here we go..."

I rapped my knuckles on the front of the door, gently, waiting for a response. I tried to swallow my embarrassment - after all, a delicate flower like Hitomi was probably just as nervous as I was, if not more.

"C-come in," I finally heard Hitomi squeak, and I pushed the door open to see her. 

Hitomi's room reflected her personality. It was far less babyish than the playroom I'd been in with Sakiko yesterday, the walls a deep plum color and lined with mahogany shelves, each of them filled with books. Her bed itself had guard-rails on, like you'd expect for a toddler - but the pink floral bedspread seemed like something my grandmother would have picked out. Tucked into one corner was a small loveseat, and Hitomi was sitting there as I walked in, looking shyly at me from behind another book.

"So, you do wear something other than school clothes!" I joked. 

Hitomi blushed furiously, and shrank even further behind her book. Crud, I'd embarrassed her again! I was only trying to compliment her, really. Today Hitomi was wearing a frilly sailor doll blouse with a light blue bow, and a pleated grey skirt that reached below her knees. Unlike the other girls in the house, Hitomi seemed to prefer to dress more modestly.

"Ahh... Sorry," I said, rubbing the back of my neck awkwardly. "I just meant to say, you look nice! That pale grey really complements your hair color. And the blouse is so flattering!"

I could swear Hitomi turned even more red, but at least she pulled her book down to look at me. I could swear I caught the hint of a smile this time.

"Th-thank you," she managed, her voice a squeak, as if even speaking to me caused her intense anxiety. "I, um, I like your, um... You have nice shoes on?"

My shoes were nothing special, but I could tell Hitomi was making an effort. Gingerly, I took a seat on the end of the loveseat, and tried to think of something else to talk about. Hitomi didn't seem to care about the silence at all - instead, she just went back to reading her book, as if I wasn't there at all.

To be honest it felt more than a little awkward. Sakiko just wanted to be treated like a baby and get all of my attention, but Hitomi didn't really care that I was sitting with her right now. I wondered if I should have even bothered coming in here…

"...you read?"

I jumped, realizing suddenly that Hitomi had been talking to me. I was embarrassed to admit I hadn't heard her, but at least we were close to having a conversation!

"Sorry... I said, um, do you read?" Hitomi repeated.

"Well.... No," I admitted. "I never really had time to read before, and when I was a kid, I preferred to play outside."

"Oh..."

"But, what about you?" I said, hurriedly. "I can tell you really like to read - what are your favorite kinds of books?"

"Well, that's a complicated question," Hitomi replied, nudging her glasses up her nose. "I like to read all kinds of things. Some non-fiction books can be really fascinating, especially if the writer has a sense of humor. Then, of course, there are the classics... I've read all of Jane Austen's books several times..."

I nodded, trying to look as engaged as possible. It seemed like Hitomi really opened up when she was talking about books! It was actually really cute, seeing the normally-refined girl listing off all kinds of different genres and what she liked about them.

"-and of course, science fiction can pose some really compelling questions! I love the historically important authors like Isaac Asimov and H.G. Wells, but there are a lot of new, indie authors writing stuff that's amazing too!" Hitomi went on. "But, my all time favorite genre is probably romance..."

"Oh? I didn't take you for the mushy type, Hito," I teased. "Why, what's so nice about romance?"

Hitomi flushed, looking down at her feet, suddenly shy again. I didn't think it was about the teasing, somehow, but I couldn't put my finger on what the matter was.

"W-well, um, it's just the scenarios. I love reading about um, a young couple falling in love," Hitomi said, scuffing her shiny shoes against the floor. "...And the idea of a forbidden love, thinking 'will they or won't they', and knowing it will all end happily. That's what I like..."

Despite her shyness, Hitomi was practically glowing now, smiling down at her lap as she thought about the stories she liked best. So far, this discussion was going great - but I was scared that once the topic fizzled out, we'd be back to sitting in silence again...

"Ah, that's great!" I said, casting my eyes around the room for something we could do together. "But what about... children's books?"

"Children's books?" Hitomi repeated. "Well... sometimes when I want to feel little, Iwa reads them to me. Or... Master Terayo used to..."

While she spoke, I'd already gotten up and started looking on the shelves. It seemed like the bottom shelf nearest to me was the one which had the most children's books, so I looked through to see if I could spot any that I knew.

"Ah... Kintaro's Adventures!" I exclaimed, as I picked up the little hardcover book. "I remember my mother reading this to me when I was little..." 

Hitomi was watching me uncertainly as I sat back down on the couch. I'm not sure exactly what she'd expected me to do when I walked in here, but apparently this wasn't it. 

"Well?" I asked, as I opened the book to the first page. "Why don't you come over here and sit on my lap, so I can read to you?"

"O-on your lap?!" Hitomi exclaimed, wide-eyed. "I, um, don't you think I'm a little big? I mean, for your si-size... Oh! I'm sorry, I just, I don't want to-"

In a fluid movement, I pulled the pacifier I'd kept hidden in my pocket out, and pressed it into Hitomi's lips, shushing her. She blinked at it, looked at me, and then stared at the binky for a moment. Finally, her whole face slowly turned pink, as she parted her rosy-red lips and let the pacifier slide into her mouth.

"Nmf..." Hitomi mumbled as she suckled. "Fank -oo..."

I was relieved that it had worked. It felt like a bit of a gamble, since on the outside, Hitomi seemed more mature than the other girls. But in the end, she had chosen to live in my brother's house with all these other baby girls... She must be like them on some level.

"Now, get up here, Hitomi," I said, patting the top of my slacks. "Your new Master says so!"

Although she was wearing the kind of outfit that wouldn't be out of place on any young lady, Hitomi crawled like a little baby towards me over the short distance separating us. I couldn't keep the amused smile off my face, especially as now she was moving I could hear the noisy rustling of her diaper.

A moment later, and Hitomi was sitting on my lap, with her legs stretched out on the couch. I tried to hide my jolt of surprise as her full weight came to rest on me - I hadn't had a full-grown adult sit on my lap before. But after a moment, once Hitomi had wriggled herself into place, it was easier to just ignore the discomfort.

"Now, it's a little hard for me to use both hands like this," I said. "So I'll put this one around you so I can cuddle you - and you hold the other side of the book for me, okay?"

"O-Okay, Master Kano," Hitomi mumbled behind her binky, obediently doing as she was told.

Hitomi wasn't totally relaxed yet, but as I cleared my throat to prepare to read, she snuggled up to me, resting her head on my chest. My other hand moved upwards to gently stroke her hair, occasionally brushing over the hard plastic of her glasses frames. I could tell they were crooked, one side pushed up from how she was laying. I wished I could see - Hitomi was at her cutest when the facade of being totally put together was broken.

"Are you ready, Hito?" I asked, waiting for her nod. "Okay then. Long, long ago, there lived a soldier named Kintoki..."

7 - Humping in the Library

By the time I finished the story, all the tension had left Hitomi's body. She'd taken her glasses off halfway so we could both be more comfortable, and she ended up snuggling right up against me as I read. Now that I was closing the book, I congratulated myself smugly for calming her down so much. After such a pleasant experience, she was guaranteed to open up to me!

"...nnn..."

"What was that, Hitomi?" I asked, looking at her face for the first time since I'd started reading. "Did you wan-"

I stopped with my mouth hanging open as I saw what had happened. Hitomi was fast asleep! Was my reading really that boring that she'd passed out?

"Ah... Dang," I muttered quietly, putting the book down on the couch. "Hmmm... Well, since she's sleeping..."

Sakiko had been wearing nothing but a diaper for most of our playdate yesterday, but I didn't really get a chance to get up close and personal with it. Now another adult babygirl was sleeping right on my lap - there was nothing wrong with just checking to see she was still dry, was there?

My hand crept up Hitomi's slender thigh, until it reached the crotch of her padded underwear. I wanted to say it was completely innocent, and it mostly was just curiosity. But my cock twitched a little as I cupped and squeezed the thick diaper, pressing it firmly against Hitomi's private areas. The only response she gave was a small murmur as she turned her head away.

"It doesn't feel wet! But maybe I need to check a little more thoroughly," I mumbled to myself. "Isn't this how mothers do it with their babies?"

I slipped a finger into the legcuff of Hitomi's diaper, running it along the inside. As I got further towards the middle, I could feel the texture of the diaper changing, until finally I felt some definite dampness under my fingertip! Hitomi really was a little baby, I thought, with a smirk.

And now my hand was so close to Hitomi's bare slit, I could feel the heat coming off of it... My pants were getting a whole lot tighter just feeling the weight of Hitomi against me and touching her diaper so intimately.

Just as I decided to stop before I went too far, Hitomi stirred in my arms.

"Nnn?"

Quick as a flash, I pulled my hand out from under her skirt and wiped the wetness frantically on my shirt. Hitomi was still waking up, rubbing her eyes with one hand. Her sleepiness was adorable, her usually-neat bob all mussed on one side where she'd been laying on me.

"M-master," Hitomi finally said, pausing as she spoke to yawn, her pacifier in one hand. "Why was your hand... inside my diaper."

Oh! Busted...

"Well, um, Hito, I was just-"

"We-were you being perverted, Master?" Hitomi asked, her eyes suddenly wide. "I, I never expected that kind of attention from you..."

What? Hitomi was flushed and stammering as if the very idea was astonishing to her. As bookish and shy as she was, Hitomi was still adorable. No - those things only added to her cuteness. But I didn't want to admit to being a pervert...

"Hitomi, I swear, I was just checking to see if your diaper was wet!" I explained. "Scouts honor!"

Hitomi blinked - and then visibly deflated. Obviously, I had said the wrong thing, again.

"So... you aren't attracted to me?"

"I didn't say that!"

"You di-didn't have to, Master Kano," Hitomi went on, melodramatically. "I'm just a plain, ugly girl with glasses, so I don't... I don't expect you to find me sexy..."

"Hitomi, you're being ludicrous," I said, watching as the dark-haired beauty began to tear up and sniffle. "Of course you're attractive! You're gorgeous! You have an incredibly sexy body!"

"Tch! You're just saying those things!"

"No I'm not!" I said, feeling desperate. "And here's the proof!"

My arm was still around Hitomi's waist, so I squeezed her tightly against me. In the same motion, I thrust my hips upwards, pushing and jostling my erection against her padded backside. I heard Hitomi gasp as she realized I was gently humping her, my hardness obvious even through my pants and her diaper.

"Just having you on my lap was enough to give me a hard-on!" I said, exaggerating only a little. "Doesn't that prove I think you're sexy, Hitomi?"

Hitomi had gone beet red. At first I thought perhaps I had gone too far with what I did, but soon I noticed that her frown was turning slowly but surely into a great big smile.

"Oh Master Kano!" she exclaimed, throwing her hands around my neck, before her tone slowly changed. "...Do you actually think I’m sexy?”

“Uh, I do,” I replied awkwardly. “You’re a… a very attractive girl.”

Hitomi was now straddling me completely, her diapered crotch pressed against my pant-covered erection. Shyly smiling, Hitomi looked up at me for approval. I froze, not sure what she was looking for from me. I didn’t want to take advantage of her, or push her to do anything with me she didn’t want. Hitomi waited for me to do something, but I stayed still.

If I was confused about the signals she was sending… Hitomi rolled her hips slowly and sensually, watching my face hopefully. I was shocked that she was being so forward.

“H-Hitomi,” I mumbled, feeling my erection pulse. “...Are you sure you want to- uh… what is it you’d like us to do?”

“Um. I thought maybe you could, um. Unzip your pants? And rub against my, my diaper?”

Hitomi sounded flustered, but genuine. She didn’t need to ask me twice. My little man throbbed in the open air now he was less confined, and soon I felt the cool surface of Hitomi's plastic diaper pressing against my member. I grunted, pushing my own hips up as Hitomi's came down, grinding myself against her through her crinkly, slightly squishy diaper crotch.

My hands moved down to Hitomi's hips, guiding her movements as we both dry-humped one another. Apparently Hitomi could feel something from just grinding against me through her padding, because her breathing was getting heavier and heavier.

Meanwhile, my leaking cock had made the front of Hitomi's diaper a slick, warm mess, and I ground my length against it like I was fucking Hitomi for real. I could imagine that her clit was probably pressed up against some fold of the diaper, her sensitive nub rubbing against it as she moved.

"Oh, Master Kano," Hitomi whimpered, as she rocked harder and harder against me. "Y-yes... I'm going to..."

I was close too, if Hitomi just kept going... Her movements were now incredibly erratic, the diapered girl's eyes tightly shut as she focused on the sensations between her legs. It was an incredibly sexy sight, Hitomi right on the verge of climax as she squirmed and humped against my exposed cock, feeling her thick, damp diaper against my length…

"Ah! Nnn!" Hitomi grunted suddenly, her hips gyrating as she shivered and climaxed. "Ah! Ah! AAH!... Ah- Oh, n-no!"

Her eyes huge, Hitomi suddenly trembled and bit her lip, squeezing her eyes tightly shut, freezing mid-climax. Despite how close I was as well, I froze, watching Hitomi's body language as she tried to resist... something...

But apparently it was no good. Hitomi whimpered, tears in the corners of her eyes, as she sagged against me.

"Hitomi? What's the ma-"

I stopped myself as I felt a sudden rush of warmth against my cocktip. The heat spread down the front of the diaper, all along my shaft, making it twitch against Hitomi's padded crotch. At first I was confused about what had happened, since I didn't feel any wetness - but when I lifted Hitomi's skirt to check what had happened, I could see that she was absolutely flooding her diaper.

Actually, it was pretty hot, feeling that intensely warm wetness through the padding as it got soggier and squishier against my cock. Without even moving, I could see my member twitching as it nestled against the now-yellowed diaper, now so much mushier and softer than before.

"I'm, I'm sorry, Master," Hitomi sniffled, covering her face with her hands. "I got so excited... I accidentally wet myself..."

"That's... that's no problem, Hitomi," I said. "I think every girl here wets their diapers. Isn't that why you're here, too?"

Looking embarrassed, Hitomi nonetheless nodded at my inquiry. Her little pout was fairly adorable, but I didn't want her to feel bad. Playfully, I booped her nose, drawing her attention back to me.

"I know you like to pretend to be a big girl, Hitomi," I said, as I wriggled the pacifier out of her hand again. "But I'm your new Master, so you can feel free to be your real self with me. You're as much of a baby as the other girls here. And I for one think it's incredibly cute."

I pushed the pacifier into her mouth, and Hitomi suckled thoughtfully on it for a moment. She was still looking a little more serious than earlier, but at least she seemed to believe I wasn't upset

"Cute?" she said, from behind her binky. "Weawwy?"

"That's right," I confirmed. "And... if you're willing, I'd love to feel that warm, squishy diaper against my hard cock for a little longer..."

I'd been so close before, I really hoped Hitomi would help me cum. Of course, if she didn't want to, that was okay, but...

With a low moan, I felt Hitomi's body start moving again. I could see a hint of a smirk from behind her pacifier, pressing and grinding her wet padding against my throbbing cock in slow, steady motions up and down.

"Oh yes... Hitomi, keep going," I moaned, my hands on Hitomi's hips as she worked herself against my shaft, her soggy diaper squishing and rubbing against my length far more intimately than before. "Your wet diaper is going to make Master make stickies!"

Since I was already pent up from before, I didn't think it would take long for Hitomi to bring me to orgasm. Not for the first time, I bit back a moan of sheer perverted pleasure as the diapered adult girl humped against me, the air heavy with the scent of her urine.

This felt like something out of a hentai fantasy, my erection pulsing harder and harder against Hitomi's diaper as she suckled rhythmically on her binky. It was hard to tell if she was doing it out of trying to focus or trying to turn me on, but it got me even more excited.

My balls were growing tighter and tighter, and I could tell that the more Hitomi squished and squashed her wet padding against my cock, the harder it would be to keep from cumming. But I didn't care - I needed to empty my balls, after being teased for so long... I needed to splatter my seed on Hitomi's diaper, and show her how good she was making her Master feel!

"Nnnn... nghhh... H-Hitomi!" I grunted, grabbing her forcefully and thrusting my crotch hard upwards. "G-good baby!"

Hitomi gasped and froze again, as I furiously humped and ground against her diaper, feeling my orgasm racing towards me. In a matter of seconds, my cockhead started spurting, and I grunted rhythmically as I unloaded my balls, pleasure hitting me in wave after wave. I could hear my semen splattering against the plastic lining of the diaper, some of the thick, ropey strands hitting Hitomi's belly under her skirt, making her whimper softly.

"Oh... Hitomi..." I groaned, as I felt myself shoot my last few loads. "...That felt so... amazing..."

I leaned up weakly, aiming to plant a kiss on Hitomi's soft lips. To my surprise she turned her head and my smooch landed on her cheek instead, meeting her apologetic gaze before I sagged back into the couch. I didn't know what that was all about but I offered Hitomi a gentle smile to reassure her everything was okay, pulling her in close to rest for a few moments. I guessed I'd be learning to change a girl's diaper sooner than I thought.

***

"S-so, you just um, open the tapes, and then wipe everything clean..."

Once we were done snuggling, I had transferred Hitomi to her bed, and she'd told me where the fresh diapers and wipes were. Luckily, every room in the house so far seemed to have somewhere to dump used diapers. Hitomi's was a discreet gray bin, which she told me would seal the diaper in plastic automatically, ready for disposal.

Now she lay on the bed, with both slender hands holding up her skirt as she looked away in shyness. It was impossible to tell if she was flushed from embarrassment, or from our recent exertion, but Hitomi's face was vivid pink again.

"Gross," I said, as I used a wet wipe to clear the goop away from Hitomi's lower stomach and the front of her diaper. "I'm sorry I got you all sticky, Hitomi."

"It's fine, Master," she said, returning to formality a little. "...I enjoyed myself."

"At least these undo easily," I went on, as I undid her diaper tapes. "Look, there's another one underneath, so the plastic doesn't tear."

"That’s a very common design for adult diapers, Master Kano," Hitomi explained, moving to push her glasses up her face and then freezing as she realized she wasn't wearing them. "Uh.... um, anyway... Most diapers I've worn have the double tape feature. They can be used to re-fasten an improperly fitting diaper, or you can use them to secure it into a ball once it's used."

"Is that so?" I remarked. "Tell me, what about diapers without that design?"

At this point, the soaked front of Hitomi's diaper had fallen away and exposed her bare sex. Darling Hitomi had trimmed her pubic hair down neatly, but what was left was the same dark blue shade as her hair. She didn't squirm at all as I slid the wipe over her nude slit, but I saw her wrinkle her nose as if repressing the urge to move.

"W-well, usually those are only on diapers with a pla-plastic landing zone!" Hitomi continued, her fingers curling into the bedsheets as I delved between her folds, cleaning all the wetness away. "I, I mean, a different kind of plastic! Usually clear... On those diapers, the fit is usually better, because the landing zone doesn't stretch like the rest of the diaper. But you often only get o-one chance to position them!"

To be honest, I suspected Hitomi's slick cunny was already clean, but I continued wiping her diligently for several more seconds. When I ran my finger across her over-sensitive clit once more and elicited a frustrated whimper, I finally relented, using one last wipe to clean off her bottom.

I could tell Hitomi was a little embarrassed by how I pressed the wipes firmly between her cheeks, teasing her tight little pucker. I knew in a moment I was going to be embarrassed too, though - taking the diaper off was one thing, but putting a fresh one on Hitomi was another altogether.

"Clean enough to eat off of," I said once I had throwing the old diaper away, making Hitomi giggle shyly. "And now for the new one..."

Hitomi obediently lifted her rear end so I could slip a fresh nappy underneath. The moment was remarkably intimate - for a few seconds, all I could hear was the sound of her gently breathing and the rustling of the diaper as I lifted the sides, trying to find the right position.

"Mm... You're a little off," Hitomi said, and her slender hands moved down to guide mine. "Here, try this. And make sure you get the tapes equally level..."

She'd perfectly positioned the front of the diaper for me, so I only had to secure the tapes. It seemed best to position the lower one first, so I untaped it, and let Hitomi help me find the right spot to stick it down. Then I slid my hand up to undo the upper tape on that side.

"N-no, wait!" Hitomi exclaimed, grabbing my hand before I could open the tape. "You should do both bottom tapes first. That way it's easier to get them even."

"Hm, who’s supposed to be the master of the house here?" I teased, although I obediently followed Hitomi's instructions, sticking the tape down into an almost-identical space on the other side. "And now the top?"

"Yes."

Once I was done, my first diapering went pretty well, if I did say so myself. The plastic wings were wrapped snugly around Hitomi's slender hips, hugging her slight curves and rustling with every movement. I offered my hand to pull her upwards, and then picked her glasses up off of the couch.

"Thank you," Hitomi murmured, shy once again, but smiling a little more than when I'd entered. "I didn't expect to do that with you, Master Kano. But I'm glad that it happened." 

"So am I," I replied sincerely. 

I guided Hitomi's glasses through her hair and over her ears, nudging them into place with a finger so they'd stay put. This time when I leaned in to kiss her, I consciously aimed for her forehead instead of her lips. The nerdy girl accepted my polite smooch with only a 75% increase in blushing - and then told me I should get going. 

My pride was a little wounded, but Hitomi explained she liked to have a lot of private time to read - and it was better to be told to leave, than awkwardly wait around and wonder if I was wanted.

“I’ll… see you later?” Hitomi said softly, as the thick oak door to her room began to close.

“I look forward to it,” I said to the empty hallway, wondering what the rest of my day would be like.

"I like to have a lot of private time," Hitomi explained. "So... I'll see you later?" 

8 - Mommy's Boy

I waited until 10pm until I decided to make my way to see Iwa. I felt like a ninja as I crept down the hallways in my pajamas, imagining how the scene would go…

Iwa would be dressed seductively in scarlet lingerie, draped over her bed as she waited for me. I'd push her door open, a cocky smile on my face, prepared to bring her a night of unimaginable pleasure. Iwa would see my cock throbbing in front of her and have to stop herself from swooning away - and then I'd plunge my manly length deep inside of her, until we both reached mutual climax together!

...Of course, one flaw in my plan was that I had no idea where Iwa's bedroom was. I wanted to keep my rendezvous a secret, so I hadn't asked anybody where I could find Iwa at night. And since all the lights were turned off, it would be hard to read the signs on the doors until I got incredibly close...

"What are you doing, moron?"

I practically jumped out of my skin as I heard a cranky voice from behind me. I span around to see Kayda standing there, holding a can of soda and wearing striped lime green pajamas. Her diaper was almost unnoticeable, except for the rustling sound as she shifted the way she was leaning.

"Shouldn't you be in bed, young lady?" I chided. "N-never you mind what I'm doing! Your Master has serious business to attend to."

"Tch. What are you gonna do about it, dumbass? Punish me?" Kayda popped the tab on her can of soda. "...Tell me what you're really doing out here."

I frowned, tempted to take Kayda up on her suggestion... But I had no idea how I would actually punish an adult baby. What was I supposed to do, send her to the naughty corner and take away her cola? She might be disrespectful... but maybe she could help me find Iwa's bedroom.

"...If you really need to know, I'm going to see Iwa," I explained. "Do you know where her room is?"

"You're going to see Iwa? Pft. Good luck with that, idiot," Kayda said. "She'll chew you up and spit you out. You'll have no chance."

"D-don't be so rude! Just tell me where to go."

For a moment I thought Kayda wasn't going to help me. But after a few awkward seconds, she shrugged in agreement.

"Okay, okay. You need to go down these stairs... Then take a right... Make sure you go past the kitchen. Then it's the first door on the left."

"Got it!" I said, giving a thumbs up. "Uh... First door on the right? Or second door on the left? Or-"

"The first one," Kayda replied with a smile in her voice, already walking away. "Have a great time, stud!"

"Ahah! Sleep well, Kayda!"

Maybe she was starting to come around to liking me after all…

***

15 minutes later and I was still as lost as ever, fuming as I stomped my way back up to where I started from. Now it was 11 o'clock, and I had been sent on a wild goose chase down into the basement for the past quarter of an hour. I knew Kayda had a temper, but I didn't expect her to outright lie to her Master's face.

"Damn Kayda," I grumbled. "I may as well just go to be-"

"Kano, what are you doing out here?" 

Once again I froze as I heard a woman's voice. The door next to mine was open - and Iwa leaned out of it, dressed in a silky purple robe her breasts were almost falling out of. I did a double take - Iwa's room was right next to mine this whole time?! How did I miss that?

"Uh... I was. I was looking for you, actually," I confessed. "I thought... you know... maybe I would take you up on your offer?" 

Iwa lifted her eyebrows, and then let a smirk spread across her lips. As she beckoned me closer, her eyes half-lidded, I felt my heart leap into my throat - or was that the feeling of the blood rushing to my crotch?

***

In the bedroom, Iwa didn't waste any time. I only got a moment to glance around her elegant red and black bedroom, noticing the mahogany bedframe on her enormous four poster bed. I bet it could have fit four people comfortably, or at least if they were prepared to snuggle up.

I didn’t have long to imagine the circumstances that would lead to four people sharing the bed before Iwa roughly grabbed my collar and laid her lips on mine. Her tongue battled mine for dominance, and won conclusively, as she moaned loudly into my mouth.

"Not bad," she purred, as she lay back on her bed, untying the robe to reveal her pale body, nothing underneath but a thin lacy pair of panties. "Strip down for me, little boy."

"Y-yes ma'am!" I said, snapping off a salute unthinkingly. 

I'd never been more aware of how scrawny and unimpressive my physique was up until that moment, but I hurriedly unbuttoned my shirt anyway. I could hear Iwa chuckle to herself as she watched, but I couldn't let it dissuade me! This was my moment... 

I bent down to hide my erection for a little longer as I slid off my pants. Nervously, I stood back up, knowing my cock was tenting the grey underwear, my excitement obvious from even a glance. I moved to pull the boxer briefs off, but Iwa stopped me before I could. 

"Keep those on for now," she murmured, moving so her hands were behind her back, reaching under the pillows. "And come here."

I did as I was told. I couldn't help licking my lips as I got an eyeful of Iwa's big, round breasts, knowing my hands were just inches away from being able to grab her luscious mammaries. Iwa saw me staring, and smiled knowingly, taking my hand in hers, guiding it to her heaving bust. I gave a whimper of sheer gratitude as I groped the pillowy softness of her tits, using one hand on each. They were so large, there was no way I could hold one fully in my hands...

Without warning, I felt Iwa wrapping a thick leather strap around my neck, spinning it around so she could fasten a buckle into place. Before I could speak, she'd tugged on the leash attached to the collar, once again taking the initiative on a rough, passionate kiss. Even though I was on top, she was definitely still in control...

"Oh, I forgot to tell you," Iwa said, smirking wickedly, leaving me panting and confused as she pulled away, the strap of leather around my neck being pulled downwards by the leash she was holding. "In this bedroom, I'm in charge. Understand me?"

Swallowing, I nodded slowly. Of course I wasn't going to say no - and, from the way my cock was throbbing against Iwa's leg, I guess I was more turned on by being dominated than I'd have imagined... 

"And another thing -  you should call me 'Mommy'."

I felt like my face couldn't get any redder! Iwa really was unbelievably kinky... She re-directed my attention to her breasts, using her own hands to make mine grope and massage at her chest.

"Do you like Mommy's big titties?" she moaned, wrapping the leash around her fingers.

"Y-yes," I could barely focus to reply, my thumb sliding down to find Iwa's perky nipple, jiggling that round orb of flesh, watching it hypnotically bouncing. "They're so good... Ngh!"

Iwa tugged hard on my leash, like she was correcting a dog. I gave her a plaintive whimper, feeling every bit like the pathetic animal she was treating me as.

"They're so good, what?"

"...Mommy! Your tits are so amazing, Mommy," I cried out. "So perfect and round and full!"

"Ooohh... that's right, baby, squeeze Mommy's nipples like that," Iwa groaned, rolling her hips absent-mindedly. "Nnm... put that cute mouth of yours around one..."

Feeling uncertain, I obeyed. Her erect nipple projected onto my tongue, and I licked all around it, teasing the opening and then moving my lips to form a seal. With a shiver of pleasure, I started to suckle, feeling Iwa tense in pleasure underneath me.

After a few moments of licking and nibbling at her nipple, I felt a droplet of warm liquid spill onto my lips. Curious, I latched on once again, sucking more firmly. My eyes were wide in amazement - she really was producing milk!

"Oh my God, baby boy, that's so goood," Iwa moaned. "Yes, drink all of Mommy's titty milk... You're so thirsty, aren't you?" 

I mumbled my agreement as I gulped down more and more of the surprisingly rich fluid. I guess Iwa had really meant it when she said she was a wetnurse! So far this 'date' was proving to be far more taboo than I'd expected, but I had to keep going, teasing and tugging ever so gently at her dribbling nipples with my teeth, moving from one to the other and lavishing long, loving kisses on each.

"Ohh fuck," Iwa groaned, milk trickling down her chest. "Mmm, Kano... I think I need your mouth somewhere else, okay?" 

At first, I didn't understand what she meant, staring at her like an idiot as I swallowed what was in my mouth. But a moment later, Iwa pushed me down and off of her, using one hand to shove my shoulders down towards her spread thighs. Ah, that was it, then...

Like the slathering animal Iwa was treating me as,  I scrabbled desperately at the thin panties that concealed her womanhood. They moved aside, letting me see the unshaven beauty of her pussy. Her folds were already parted from her position, and from the glistening pink color between them I could see that she was aroused. My cock pulsed in time with my heart as I took a deep whiff of her aroused scent, dizzy with lust and excitement.

"Well, baby, don't you want to give Mommy a kiss?" Iwa teased, holding her panties aside with one finger. "...Get started."

"Ohhh, yes, Mommy!"

I almost didn't feel like myself, as I launched myself at her musky wetness without even a second thought. My hands eagerly pushed Iwa's curvy thighs further apart, as I stuck my tongue right out, licking hungrily between her folds. I heard her happy gasp as I ran across her clit over and over, first approaching from one side and then from the other, the firm prong being pressed down and then bouncing back up again like a literal button.

"F-f-fuck... Yes, tongue Mommy's pussy," Iwa demanded, filthily. "Show Mommy how nice you can make her cunt feel with your little baby tongue..."

I was in no position to deny her. I leaned in deeper, sliding my tongue into Iwa's slick opening. I ran it back and forth, pressing hard against the rougher area just inside, eliciting pleased gasps and whimpers from Iwa as she rocked her hips against my face. I kept going like that for a while, giving gentle, teasing licks to the inside of her pussy, then firm, long strokes that hit her firm clit. 

As time went on, Iwa's enthusiasm grew and grew. I could hear her panting furiously, one of her hands on the back of my head, nails digging into my scalp. A sheen of sweat coated us both, overheating even in the large room from the heat of our passion. The more noise she made, the wilder I went for her taste, licking, nuzzling, sucking whatever I could reach. 

"Oh, God, Kano, Mommy needs it, make Mommy cum, make Mommy finish, that's a good baby..."

Iwa's demands got more and more frantic and less forceful as she rhythmically ground her crotch against my face. From this position, I could only grind my cock against the bed, not touch it, so I focused completely on eating Iwa's cunt. Obediently, I took her clit into my mouth and suckled gently, prompting a shriek of pleasure, before I slid my tongue back down to her waiting hole.

Like this, I could tongue her entrance once again, while my lips pressed and teased against her clit. Iwa whimpered softly at first as my tongue stroked back and forth, just inside of her, but as I got more and more enthusiastic, she began to moan more and more loudly. I let my face be almost totally engulfed by her dripping slit, tongue working constantly, my head held firmly in place, forced down between Iwa's thighs as she bucked and writhed and used my mouth to bring herself closer to the edge...

...And then, over it.

"Oh! FUCK! Yes, good baby! Nnmnn! Mommy's c-coming!"

For a moment, I couldn't breathe, as Iwa shoved her crotch hard against my mouth and nose, hand still gripping my scalp tightly. I panicked a little, but, committed to my task, I kept licking, tugging my tongue out of Iwa's spasming, clenching canal and using it to flick rapidly at her throbbing clit. Iwa screamed again, her hips bucking frantically, as she loosened the grip on my hair, her body clearly spasming as the orgasm hit her over and over.

"Good boy, good boy good boyyyy," was all Iwa could moan as she laid back on the bed, twitching and gasping with the huge flood of endorphins. "Nnnyyah..."

As she finally relaxed, spreading her thighs bonelessly, I gave one last lick to her oozing hole and then pushed myself up to look at Iwa. Her eyes were rolled up to heaven, her mouth hanging open in a shameless expression of sheer pleasure. Feeling proud, I wiped my sticky face off on the back of my hand.

"Ooooo..." Iwa managed, her huge breasts heaving as she lay there. "So good."

Even the leash was limp now. I was excited I helped Iwa to get off, but... I looked down at my boxer briefs, the outline of my erection stretching them obscenely, a small wet patch visible where my pre had leaked into them. I took my trembling hand, reaching down and tugging my length through the underwear's opening so I could start stroking myself. I intended to quickly get myself off and be done...

"Ooo..."

...But Iwa had other plans.

"Oh, baby, that- wait, wait, what are you doing!" 

"I'm uh... what does it look like?"

"Don't be a smartass with your Mommy," Iwa barked. "I mean, what makes you think you're allowed to touch yourself? Bring that thing here to me!"

Iwa tugged me over using the leash again, commanding me to straddle her. I wasn't sure exactly what was happening at first, until Iwa pressed her breasts together and lifed an eyebrow at me invitingly. My cock somehow felt even harder as I looked down at that beautiful sight.

Nodding and swallowing, I guided my length between Iwa's bountiful bust, and slid home. 

It felt amazing! Not just the warm, soft flesh all around me that jiggled responsively as I thrust, but how it looked, too. It was so hot to see my red, veiny cock squished between two soft, plush tits. I whimpered pathetically as I started humping eagerly at Iwa's breasts, already feeling that familiar tingle starting in my balls.

"Y-you aren't going to last long, huh, baby?" Iwa teased, as I grunted, rocking my hips and pumping away between her tits. "It's okay, just remember to ask Mommy for permission before you cum..."

I grunted my agreement, lost in bliss. The bed was bouncing and rocking along with my body as I fucked Iwa's ample tits, reaching down to cover her hands with mine and press them harder together. She let out a soft moan of her own, and as I looked down, I could see that some more of the milk was flowing, squeezed out by my desperate hands as I pushed her tits more firmly against my eager, thrusting shaft.

My balls were growing tighter by the second, my breathing desperate and ragged. 

"Oh, Mommy, Mommy, please can baby come?!" I begged, panting. "Please, please!"

“Hmm… I’m not sure,” Iwa teased.

“Pl-Please!” I pleaded, knowing I couldn’t stop now.

"...Okay. Do it, baby! Give Mommy all your sticky boy juice!"

"Gyuuhh!"

With a series of furious hunching motions, I grunted, splattering my load between Iwa's breasts. I shoved my hips forward, shivering as I felt another spurt leaving my cock, hitting Iwa under the chin. 

"Oh, Mommyyy," I moaned, unexpectedly even to me, as I rode out the last few grunts and huffs of my climax. "Sooo good..."

Finally, my balls emptied, cock flexing one last time as I finished ejactulating. Panting heavily, I sagged on top of Iwa, resting my full weight on her for just a moment - before she pushed me off to the side, both of us laughing as the bliss of afterglow surged through our bodies.

I guess I could rest here, for just a moment...

***

"Very impressive," Iwa teased several minutes later, as she undid the collar from around my neck. "I have to say, you know some tricks with your mouth, don't you?"

Now we both had our breath back, I tried to shrug nonchalantly, but I couldn't keep the proud smile off my face. Iwa reached into her dresser drawer, and pulled out a babywipe, cleaning off her chest with it. I grimaced as she wrapped it around my still-sensitive shaft, carefully cleaning away the remaining semen and sweat.

"I suppose you should go back to your bedroom now," Iwa remarked. "But let Mommy clean you up and get you dressed again, first."

Iwa sat me on the bed, and used a fresh wipe to clean off my face. I wriggled and squirmed just a little, like I had when I was really a little boy having his face cleaned by his mother. It was a strange thought to have at a time like this, but Iwa really did have the same kind of maternal vibe...

She made me put my arms in the air like a toddler, praising me as she pulled my pajamas back on. I was still blushing and embarrassed by her infantalizing treatment, but I had to admit it felt nice to have somebody else take care of me for a while. Perhaps I understood a little more now what the other girls liked about it.

"Okay, all done, little buddy," Iwa said, gently helping me to stand up. "Can baby find his way back to his room?"

"Now I know it's the next door over? I think I can manage that." I replied. "...Hey, Iwa... can I ask you something?"

"What do you want, squirt?"

"...Would it be weird for us to do this again sometime?" I asked, rubbing the back of my neck with my hand. "Not the sex! Or, um, not just the sex... but you... being in charge, that sort of thing?"

"Calling me Mommy?" Iwa asked, with a knowing smirk. Bashfully, I nodded, feeling the blush creeping up my neck again. "Well, maybe if you're a good little boy. I didn't know you'd like it so much."

"Yeah, me neither," I admitted, as she led me to the door and opened it. "Well... Good night, 'Mommy'."

I kissed Iwa's cheek, and then felt her gently pushing me out into the hall. I got the message - as soon as my foot crossed the threshold, Iwa was already closing her door. I guess she liked her alone time too...

I was just about to stumble into my room near-drunkenly, when I happened to glance at one of the other doors on the other side of the hallway. No, wait, my eye was drawn there for a reason... Someone was watching me.

"...Izzy?"

Somehow in the darkness, the girl staring at me looked almost exactly like my childhood best friend. Even her hair seemed to be the exact same shade of lilac. It was crazy and impossible, but I guess the mind plays tricks on us sometimes. 

With a soft gasp, the girl suddenly pulled her head back into the room, and then slammed the door shut. I frowned - that must have been the other girl I'd yet to meet. I guess I'd scared her off.

"So strange though," I murmured to myself as I made my way to bed at last. "For a moment there, I really could have sworn she looked exactly like Izumi..."

As I drifted to sleep, I consoled myself with the fact I'd get to meet her for real soon enough. And then I'd see what she really looked like…

9 - Old Friends

I woke up much later than I expected, at 9.30. For just a moment after I checked my phone, I was suddenly struck with panic, worried about getting to work so late. But then the relief washed in like a cooling ocean wave. There would be no more frantic early morning commutes for me.

"I might have missed breakfast, though," I mumbled to myself as I shambled out of bed. "Or... wait, what time does breakfast for the girls start?"

I'd eaten my meals privately the first couple of days I'd been here, but I really wanted to see what the girls' meals were like. Besides, in the future I'd probably be spending most of my time around them, since I had no intention of getting another job. You could call me lazy, but with my brother's stocks I really had no reason to do anything other than stay and be a glorified babysitter for the girls.

I quickly threw on some clothes and headed into the hallway, passing Iwa's door as I went. As I remembered the events of last night, my cheeks flushed brightly - but I also couldn't forget about what else happened as I left Iwa's room. Who was that girl? Would I meet her today? The smell of breakfast was getting closer, distracting me, but I resolved to ask somebody about her if I got the chance.

"Oh, Master Kano," Nikko said, as I passed him on the stairs. "You're going to be joining the others for breakfast?I was just bringing up some of the things you requested we buy for you."

In Nikko's arms were several hanging bags of what looked like pressed clothing. So, my wardrobe would finally be full of new clothes, at last.

"Ah, good," I said, grinning. "I need some new duds - these old ones are almost falling apart!"

I gestured to my scruffy old jeans. Nikko smiled politely, but the shine of amusement in his eyes suggested he agreed with his Master, even if he didn't feel able to say so. I wished him a good day and then went on my way, my stomach growling noisily as the smell of freshly cooked bacon, sausage and eggs got closer.

The dining room was... about as ornate as I'd imagined it would be. An enormous table filled the middle of it, with chairs down either side. In a different household the furniture would surely all have been matching, but in my brother's kinky ageplay hideaway things were apparently not that way! Instead, along with several simple well-crafted wooden chairs, there were also several adult-sized high chairs and booster seats, along with a more private area in the furthest corner with a small couch.

The private area seemed to be for 'private' kinds of feedings - in fact, one girl was being breastfed right now! My eyes must have been enormous even from across the room as I noticed bratty, fussy Kayda being held and suckling on Iwa's exposed breast. The grumpy girl's eyes were closed as she drank from Iwa's bountiful titty - until she noticed me staring. Then Kayda blushed, trying to squirm away - but Iwa held her firm until she relaxed again, slamming her eyes shut again as if pretending I wasn't there.

Actually... this was the first time since I arrived here that I had seen all of the girls together in the same room. The dining room was pleasantly noisy, most of the babies busy eating or being fed by the employees. To my right, a female member of staff was spoon-feeding Sakiko, the busty babygirl strapped into one of those large high chairs. She clumsily waved to me, knocking Raiku, who was sitting in the high chair next to her.

Ever the flirt, Raiku was running her tongue along the inside of her spoon while making eyes at the flustered young man serving her. But when she noticed who Sakiko was waving to, she began to bounce and squeal excitedly, gesturing for the staff member to let her down.

"Master, Master!"

Before I could protest, Raiku had pounced me again, wrapping her arms around my waist and squeezing tight. She pressed her breasts firmly against me, sticking her uncovered diapered rump out and wriggling her body like a seductive cat. I felt the temperature of my face rising as Raiku rubbed herself shamelessly against me.

"Oooo, Master, it's my day with you today," Raiku cooed. "I've been longing for your touch since you arrived! Please, please, give it to me."

I chuckled, about to tell Raiku I would like to eat breakfast first before we spent the day together. But just as I opened my mouth, something caught my eye - a lilac head of hair at the next to last seat of the table, half-obscured by a female servant who was happily spooning a red mush into the girl's mouth. Setting my mouth in a hard line, I grabbed Raiku firmly by the shoulders and pushed her away so I could get a better look.

"Nyyahh, Master wants to touch me so badly he would start right here!" Raiku moaned. "Nnn! Master, please, yes, be forceful with me!"

That wasn't it, but I was too preoccupied to correct her. While Raiku gushed and babbled beside me, I followed my hunch and walked closer and closer to the girl with lilac hair. She didn't notice me at first - but just as I was completely sure of her identity, the girl suddenly glanced over, and froze, at the same time I did.

"Oh my God, Izzy, I can't believe it really is you!" 

Izumi's eyes darted down to the table, seemingly lost for words. I had to admit to being stunned too! The last time I saw Izzy, she was dressed in the modest coveralls of a factory worker, dark bags under her eyes from working so hard at her job and in college. The girl in front of me was wearing a ruffled purple onesie and matching booties, her diaper poking out from her legcuffs, a yellow bib around her neck. 

"You look so different," I said, feeling like I was in some strange dream. "...Why didn't you tell me where you were going?"

"...I didn't know what to say," Izzy mumbled after several seconds. "What could I say - 'I'm going to join your brother's harem of adult babies'?"

"Well, that would have been better than nothing!" I complained, my heart still pounding as I tried to process the situation. I had so many things to ask Izzy, I didn't think there were any words that could express my complete shock, my mouth seeming to move on its own.

"How long have you been here?"

"Since I left," Izumi said, simply. "...I'm sorry I never told you. And for leaving so abruptly. I truly am, Kano."

I was glad Izumi was somewhere safe and she seemed to be happy, but I didn't think a few platitudes about how sorry she was would stop the hurt feeling inside of me. Izzy was my only friend when she left! Since then, I had nobody in my life at all, and now I found out it really was all Terayo's fault after all! 

"Maaaaaster," Raiku whined in my ear, wrapping herself around my left arm and tugging playfully. "Baby Raiku wants to go play with youuu..."

"In a minute, Raiku," I snapped. "I'm trying to talk to my friend..."

"You should take her, Ka- Master Kano," Izzy said. "...We can talk later, I promise."

"Oh, sure, and that's when you'll run off again," I shot back. "No, I want to hash this out now!"

By now, Tomoe and Ayaka, along with Iwa and Kayda were all watching me and Izzy. My former best-friend flushed, squirming uncomfortably in her seat as she prepared for the dressing down she knew was coming. I hoped she really liked this being a baby thing, because she was going to get one hell of a verbal spanking!

...Except Raiku had other ideas, jerking me back and forth as she tried to convince me to pay attention to her instead.

"Nnnnooo! Master can't!" Raiku cried. "Pleeeease, it's not fair! I n-neeeeed Master!"

I rolled my eyes, and went to ignore Rai's pleas again, but when I looked over at Izumi I could see her gaze was no longer on me. Instead, she was looking right at Raiku... I glanced over at her, and swallowed hard. Raiku looked like she was genuinely about to cry - was the idea of losing time with me that upsetting?

"Pleeeease?" Raiku whimpered. 

Even then, I was tempted to brush her aside, but there was a real edge to Raiku's voice. I didn’t want to be the reason she started crying.

Reluctantly, I took a step away from Izumi, to Raiku's delight. Without caring who was watching, the curvy babygirl jumped right up and kissed me hard on the lips, stunning me into momentarily forgetting what I was doing. It was only once I was halfway to the door that it clicked that I hadn’t had breakfast yet.

"Wait! I haven’t eaten!" I protested, as Raiku began to literally push me out of the room. "I'm hungry!"

"Master can grab a granola bar on his way out!" Raiku insisted. "...Or do you think you'll need that much energy to play with me, Master Kano?"

With a groan, I let myself be pushed out of the door. On the way out, I gave one last meaningful look to Izumi - and hoped I could trust that she really would be able and willing to talk to me sometime later.

10 - Solid Pink

Again, I found myself in Sakiko and Raiku's bedroom, not sure exactly what I was going to be asked to do. Unlike last time, however, I was more annoyed than anxious, taking out my irritation on the granola bar Raiku had encouraged me to grab. With every bitter crunch I let more of my anger dissipate - although, really, in a mansion like this, you'd expect a more luxurious breakfast, right?

"Ooo, Master, I'm so excited!" 

Raiku giggled as she threw herself onto her toddler bed, kicking her legs happily and exposing the diaper underneath her dress. I couldn't help but smile at how cute she was being, even if I was still annoyed by her for the moment. I guess she really just couldn't control herself...

"So, what is it you want me to do, Raiku?" I asked, glancing around her room. "I'm still learning, so-"

"We can do whatever Master Kano wants," Raiku said, sitting up, her titties bouncing and jiggling as they settled back into place on her chest. "Anything at all! And I really mean aaaanything..."

I rolled my eyes. Raiku was definitely not subtle... But I wanted to do more than just have sex with her and blow my load. I wanted to get to know what these girls really wanted from their 'Master'.

"Anything, hm?" I said. "Okay, Raiku. Sit up on your knees and lift your skirt."

Instantly, Raiku's eyes took on a wild, excited quality. She hurriedly moved into the position I asked of her, her thighs trembling in anticipation of my touch as she lifted her skirt. I looked down curiously between her legs to see the diaper there, frowning slightly as I noticed something new and different about the one Raiku was wearing.

"This line," I said, as I ran my finger down two sets of yellow and blue lines that ran down the crotch of Raiku's diaper and then went even further back, where I couldn't see. "It’s pretty ugly. Why is the design like that?"

"Ohh, Master Kano, you sly dog!" Raiku cooed, half-lidded. "Of course you know those are wetness indicators, nyah! They tell everybody how much of a soggy little babygirl Raiku is! And... I like them because they broadcast that fact to anybody at a glance!"

I raised an eyebrow, sliding my palm between Raiku's thighs and cupping and squeezing the slightly sagging padding. Just as Raiku had said, where the diaper was obviously wet, the lines had turned blue instead of yellow. I pressed and squished the soggy padding against Raiku's crotch, making her pant and gasp exaggeratedly.

"If I wanted you to pee in your diapers - would you?"

Raiku scrunched up her face in effort. I was about to explain my question had been purely rhetorical, but Raiku was already tensing and pushing with her bladder muscles. She let out a surprisingly subdued whimper as a shiver ran up and down her entire body, and then I could hear the soft sound of urine running into her diaper.

"Ooo... Master," Raiku murmured, pressing her already squishy crotch down firmly on my palm so I could feel the fresh warmth blooming there. "Is this what you wanted?"

I didn't answer, although I could feel the blood rushing to my cock as the heat of Raiku's diapered crotch grew. She gently ground herself against my hand as I thought about my next move.

"...If I asked you to poop yourself," I said, slowly. "Would you do it?"

"Master would need to give me a laxative," Raiku said, with a small frown. "Or an enema! Is that what you'd like, Master? A babygirl bouncing on your lap with totally loaded pampers!"

"You really are shameless, aren't you?"

Raiku just shrugged, happily. She didn't seem to take it as an insult at all... And to be honest, there was something very sexy about how forward she was. 

"Come here, then."

I pulled Raiku down on her bed by her ankles, grinning hungrily at her. As she squealed and gasped,  I tore at the tapes of her diaper, exposing her wet pussy, the sweet scent of her fresh urine hitting my nose. Raiku's pussy was totally nude, all the hair shaved or waxed away... Except for a neat pink tuft at the very top of her mound.

"M-master - AH!" 

Raiku gasped as I leaned down to slurp and lick at her bare cunny, wrinkling my nose at the taste of her pee as I cleaned it away with my tongue. I wasn't surprised to find that the thick prong of her clitoris was already stiff, and I ran my tongue over it forcefully to make Raiku gasp and moan in pleasure.

I could have done this all day, but there were other, kinkier things I wanted. Giving a soft nip to Raiku's inner thigh that made her yelp, trembling in erotic excitement, I grabbed clumsily for her bedside drawers. Pulling the first one open, instead of the diapers I was looking for, I found other tools of pleasure that I couldn't wait to use on her.

"Raiku," I said, with a wicked grin as I held aloft a thick, ridged purple dildo. "...How experienced are you with anal insertion?"

"F-for Master?" Raiku gasped. "...Anything..."

***

It had taken maybe half an hour to get dildos into both of Raiku's holes. As I expected, her excited pussy could probably have taken the larger one with no problem, but as she showed me her collection with a flushed, excited face, I picked out one that would vibrate as it was pushed deep inside of her by the diaper.

Her ass put up a small fight when I tried to slide the thick piece of silicone inside it, but Raiku and I worked as a team with a lot of lube to get it deep, deep inside of her bottom, the pained grimace on her face showing how stretched she was.

"Is that okay?" I asked, hesitantly, my fingers around the base. "Raiku, how do you feel?"

Raiku struggled for a moment before she told me:

"Ngghh! It f-feels... AMAZING. I'm so stretched, Master, nn... I love knowing how sore I'll be for you tomorrow..."

Relieved, I moved on, dressing her in a fresh, thick diaper and attaching the vibrator's remote to a holster on her upper leg, and then smoothed down the skirt of her dress once more. 

When I told Raiku to find me somewhere in the house she could be 'shown off', she eagerly led the way to a room I hadn't been in yet. Instead of waiting for me to open the door, Raiku pushed it open herself, legs trembling with excitement. I was amazed at how energetic she was even in this situation. The long ridged dildo buried in her backside and the thinner, vibrating one that stretched her pussy had made her walk gingerly at first, but now she bounced along as if nothing was wrong.

"Look what Master's done to Raiku!" she announced, proudly spreading her thighs to the small playroom, showing off the vibrator's controls strapped to her thigh. "Even now, Master Kano is claiming and -ohh!- owning Raiku's tight baby holes!"

I couldn't help blushing at Raiku's outburst, the four other girls in the room looking alarmed for a moment before they realized it was 'just Raiku' and relaxed. Hitomi rolled her eyes and went back to the book she was reading, while Ayaka and Tomoe watched, Tomoe offering an uncertain but encouraging smile. 

"Ugh, gross," Kayda muttered, also trying to pretend to read - but I could see her sneaking glances at Raiku as she bounced excitedly around. 

This room seemed to have some of the more elaborate furniture I'd seen in the house. From the surprisingly high ceiling hung an adult-sized pink baby bouncer. In another corner, Tomoe was sitting 'side saddle' on an enormous dappled grey rocking horse, letting her foot hang down as she made it swing back and forth. There was even a large playpen - although, I think an adult could have stepped over the side if they'd really wanted to...

"What are the wires for, Raiku?" Ayaka asked, my face turning scarlet once again as she spoke - it was hard to not feel embarrassed being openly sexual around somebody who had such an innocent-looking body. "Where do they go?"

"Nmm, Master put a big thick silicone cock into Rai-rai's naughty pussy and tushy," Raiku explained excitedly, reaching down to rub her thickly diapered crotch through the onesie, moaning softly as the rustling noise mixed with the soft buzzing sound of the vibrator. "Nnn! I'm being invaded by them right now!"

With that, Kayda angrily snapped her book shut and stormed out, face red and fuming. She didn't even look at me as she passed - I had to duck out of the way, frowning in confusion. 

"Don't worry about her, Master," Raiku reassured me. "She's just jealous!"

"Oh?" 

"I don't know how true that is, Raiku," Tomoe said softly. "...I think she's just generally in a bad mood."

"She's always in a bad mood," Hitomi piped up, and all the girls seemed to agree with that. “She doesn’t need to take it out on us.”

"...Well, anyway," Raiku went on, her cheeks getting pinker by the second. "M-master and I- I wanted you to all see me having both holes stretched and filled inside my soaking padding! So, so, Master Kano, what are you going to do with me? Lay me on the floor and make me rock and hump against your palm? Or, or maybe ride on the rocking horse until I'm a moaning, gasping wreck?"

Tomoe moved to slide off of the rocking horse, but I shook my head. If Raiku wanted to be truly shameless, I wanted to push that to the limit. 

"Why not the bouncer?" I suggested. "Every single bounce will be like a thrust in and out of your uh... Needy, slutty holes."

I felt embarrassed to talk that way, but it seemed to have the intended effect on Raiku. The thickly-diapered woman squealed, swooning and fanning herself with excitement as she nodded enthusiastically. I had to enlist help from Tomoe and Ayaka, but soon I had Raiku strapped into the bouncer, her toes brushing against the floor as she whimpered from the feeling of having the lengthy dildo press hard into her bowels. 

"Masterrr... It's stretching me," she moaned softly, pressing down firmly and bouncing gently up and down, letting the two dildos slide in and out of her. "Nnn..."

I knew the thick padding was holding the toys inside of Raiku firmly against her whenever she pushed down, several inches slipping out when she pushed upwards and then sliding firmly back inside of her whenever she relaxed and sank back down. My member throbbed inside my pants as I patted her crinkly backside through the bouncer, Raiku's eyes half-closed as she shamelessly bounced herself up and down.

"Good girl," I muttered. "Let's show these other babies what a little slut you are for Master, hm?" 

I ran my hand up her thigh using a feather-light touch, making Raiku whimper softly. Soon I found the remote strapped to her thigh, my thumb circling the dial to turn the strength up. As I pushed the number higher, Raiku's eyes opened wide in surprise, moaning and rocking her hips needily towards the louder buzzing of the vibrator lodged inside of her. 

"M-M-Master!" Raiku squealed, grunting as she tilted her hips to a certain angle, forcing the vibrator against her g-spot. "Ohh! I want to be your slutty baby, Master Kano! Nnn! Make me cu-cum in my pampers for you!"

Tomoe stifled a giggle as she watched, glancing over towards a toy box marked 'Big Girls Only'. Hitomi was trying not to look, but I could tell from her flushed cheeks that the filthy scene unfolding in front of her was much more exciting than the romance novel she was reading at the moment. 

"That's a good baby girl," I told Raiku, my confidence growing along with my arousal. "Why don't you bounce for me, hm? Moan and whimper helplessly as you feel yourself being stretched and fucked. Imagine it's my hot, pulsing cock that's invading you... over... and over... and over again."

As I whispered in Raiku's ear the effect was immediate. The wanton diaper girl squealed and moaned, nodding as she starting jumping up and down. She moaned loudly from the effort, gritting her teeth as she felt the large ribbed shaft tugging and pulling at her squeezing rectum, but working herself through that burning discomfort to drive the dildo into her wet, clenching pussy again and again. 

"This is so exciting," Tomoe muttered to Ayaka as the younger-looking girl opened the 'Big Girl' toy box and handed her a heavy-looking wand vibrator. "D-do you want to um... share this?"

Ayaka only nodded. I could feel my cock about to burst out of my pants, so I helped it out, sliding the firm piece of meat out from between my fly and grasping it in my hand. My breathing hitched in my throat as I looked out over the room of naughty diapered girls, all of them shamelessly pleasuring themselves in the infantile-looking playroom.

Tomoe reached her hands down and undid the snaps on her romper, revealing her poofy pink diaper. While Raiku gasped and bounced, eyes rolling back in her head from the relentless feeling of the twin shafts sliding deep in and out of her, Ayaka lifted her short summer dress and revealed her wet, near-yellow diaper, positioning the wand vibrator underneath her. As I swallowed, the two girls slowly brought their padded crotches together, sandwiching the large wand between the two of them until it was hidden from view. 

Tomoe reached up and grabbed onto Ayaka with trembling hands, face flushed with eager excitement. Ayaka reached down between the two of them and switched the wand vibrator on, filling the room with the noisy buzzing. Both padded girls moaned and grunted as they started rocking and gyrating against one another. Ayaka kept her eyes closed, seemingly losing herself in the sensations, while Tomoe looked out shyly from beneath her, blushing furiously.

"You're such a little slut, Raiku," I grunted, as I reached down to turn up her vibrator, eliciting a trembling whimper of pleasure from her. "Good girl, keep bouncing, keep feeling yourself being fucked in front of everybody."

On the couch, Hitomi was still holding her book in front of her flushed face. But her hand was pushing up her skirt, fondling and rubbing herself with her fingers deep in her diaper. She was giving hushed moans, biting her lip as her hips moved steadily up and down against her own stimulation.

"To-Tomoe, I want to... nn... I'm going to cum..." Ayaka grunted, her skinny thighs spread wide as she desperately rocked and rolled her hips against the vibrator. "Nnnn..." 

The atmosphere in the room felt electric. It was no longer just about Raiku's public display, although from the loud, lewd moans she made as she bounced harder and harder you would think it was. Instead, all of us rode the same pulsing wave of sexual pleasure, stroking ourselves, humping each other, breathing a panting mess as we felt that orgasmic peak approaching. The air was full of the sound of girlish moans and gasps, and the sexual energy ebbed and flowed with Raiku's feverish, needy bouncing.

"Ohhh... Ohhh! OHHHH!" Raiku moaned loudly, tossing her head back, fingers curling around the straps of the bouncer, her toes outstretched, forcing herself to judder quickly up and down. I gripped my shaft tighter, stroking far more quickly as I could tell Raiku was about to go over the edge, imagining her two holes stretched so far, the diaper keeping both dildos from slipping out all the way and relentlessly, unflaggingly fucking her, over and over and over...

"NGUHHHH! Master! Your babygirl is c-c-cumminnng! NYAHHH!"

Raiku yanked her legs up, kicking and thrashing as she lost her mind with pleasure. As she bounced and squirmed, I could see her jolting and gasping as the toys inside her moved and jostled, the stimulation never ending as she was carried through a powerful orgasm.

Behind me, I heard Hitomi gasp and then muffle herself, the little whimpers of bliss carrying through the room as she rubbed herself through her own climax. I couldn't hold back anymore - my own balls throbbed and twitched as my cock kicked in my hand, hot, salty cum splattering over my fingers as I breathed out hard through my nose, savoring the sensation. In the corner, Tomoe's mouth was open wide, eyes closed and hips pressed up firmly towards Ayaka... And Ayaka herself looked into the distance stoically, her hips gyrating and rocking frantically. Seeing all the girls cumming together, I grunted again as I felt the last spurt of cum leave the end of my cock.

"Ohhhh..... God...."

Exhausted, I fell to the floor, my cock still dangling limply from between my legs. Tomoe and Hitomi were panting heavily, while Ayaka breathed through her nose loudly. As Raiku 'collapsed' into the bouncer, she let out one last desperate squawk as the still-buzzing vibrator plunged itself deep inside of her. I chuckled as I shuffled across the floor to turn it off, wondering how sore she would be from her muscles clenching and clamping around the massive invaders inside of her.

I guessed this was just a typical day when looking after Raiku. And if it was, well. I wanted to do it more often.

11 - Sunny Days

The sun shone down hard on our heads as I swung my feet awkwardly from the adult-sized swing, while Tomoe did the same a few feet away. The blonde was dressed in an adorable light turquoise pair of shortalls with pastel pink ruffles on her legs and around the pockets, a heart appliqued on the chest. I could tell Tomoe was thickly diapered, but what she was wearing hid it better than some of the other girls. 

"What are you thinking, Master?" Tomoe asked, carefully running her tongue alone the side of her watermelon-flavored popsicle. "You look tense."

I was already so hot and red I didn't think it would matter if I blushed, but my face definitely turned a little pinker as I tore my eyes away from the enticing display. Compared to some of the girls, like Sakiko and Raiku, Tomoe was downright stand-offish. That only made it more intriguing to imagine what being with her would be like, though.

"Ah, sorry, Tomoe," I mumbled, rubbing the back of my sweat-soaked neck. "It's just... hot. And I'm uh, having a hard time adjusting to the idea that it's okay for us to be out here in public..."

"It's not exactly public, Master," Tomoe teased. "There's a fence, after all. This playground was custom made for the girls inside the house. There's nothing wrong with us being out here, is there?"

"W-well, sure! But when the ice cream truck came, you and the 'twins' both went out together to meet him! And Sakiko was wearing just a diaper..."

"And a big hat," Tomoe pointed out, playfully pulling on the edge of her own sun hat. "...Master, when you updated your wardrobe, you really should have asked for a hat of your own. You might get sunburnt."

"Maybe... But don't change the subject!" I lifted a finger in accusation. "This isn't about hats. Sakiko's big boobies were bouncing all over the place! And under Raiku's short skirt, it was obvious she'd recently messed her diapers!" 

Several feet away, on a picnic table, Raiku was being changed by Iwa. Sakiko sat on a picnic blanket, holding two matching ice cream cones, her legs spread to show off her massively thick diaper, drips of ice cream and sweat running down her breasts. As near as I could tell, Sakiko was supposed to be looking after the cones, but every so often she'd nervously lick away a runaway drip as it threatened to slide down the side of the cone and make her fingers sticky. Clearly Sakiko was trying very hard to be a good girl - but I did wonder if some of those licks were unnecessary.

"Okay, I am messing with you a little, sorry, Master Kano," Tomoe said, smiling shyly. "But that ice cream man knows us. In fact, he alters his route so he can pass our garden. It's no big deal for him to see us dressed up."

"Oh... Huh," I frowned pensively. "I guess that makes sense. My brother was really okay with that? He always seemed like he cared so much about public image..."

"Hm. Actually, when I first moved in, Terayo really did seem worried by it. He would either go out himself to get the ice creams, or send me, since I'd usually be more conventionally clothed," Tomoe explained. "But one day, Sakiko and Raiku's pleading got to him. He said 'go on, then, go out there, see what the ice cream man says when he sees you in diapers and onesies!'"

"And what did he say?"

"Actually, he thought it was adorable! And Raiku and Sakiko said if he had been mean, well, they wouldn't have cared," Tomoe continued, smiling. "Because their Master had taught them to embrace and love everything about being a babygirl, they didn't feel there was anything to be ashamed of."

I felt my own lips stretching into a smile. Hearing stories about Terayo gave me a warm feeling inside, one I hadn't felt in some time since he'd left. And of course, now it was tinged with pain -  I'd never get to see him again, or hear these stories from his own mouth.

"Hearing that, it was like Terayo just melted," Tomoe said, wistfully. "He said as long as we were comfortable, we could go out and meet anybody we wanted - as long as we had a grown-up watching us. He was still Terayo, after all." 

"Hm.... when I was a kid, he was the same way," I chuckled. "Mom would let me run around all over town. But when I was out with my big brother, he held my hand everywhere we went so he wouldn't lose track of me."

Tomoe laughed happily, both of us glad to just share and talk about Terayo. My heart ached, but in the healthy way, not in the angry, brooding way I'd denied to myself for so long. I could admit now that part of the anger towards Terayo was just... hurt. I'd missed him.

At the same time, I understood better now how important this place was to him. Obviously, he couldn't just bring me here without explaining things... Maybe someday he intended to tell me and bring me here, before he died. Actually, that was the only thing that made sense - Terayo must have been planning to tell me so I could inherit this place if anything happened to me, but he never got around to it.

"Did Terayo ever talk about me?" I asked. "At all, I mean?"

"Oh, sometimes," Tomoe said, licking her sticky fingers clean. "He used to talk about how he had this cute baby brother who never listened. I had no idea he was also planning to leave this house to you until after he.. you know."

"...Yeah."

I reached out from my swing, offering my hand. Tomoe smiled sadly as she took it, both of us swinging in silence for a few moments. Absent-mindedly, I looked out onto the rest of the playground. With Raiku's diaper changed, and the ice cream all gone, both Sakiko and Raiku were clambering on the enormous blue and green playground equipment, giggling as they took turns swooshing down the enormous curly slide. Iwa watched from the sidelines, cooing and praising both girls as they played together. It almost looked like a normal family scene, except for how developed the 'babies' were.

"Hey, Tomoe," I said, as something occurred to me. "I don't really see you play with the other girls much. I mean, I see you with Ayaka a lot of the time... but not really anybody else."

Tomoe frowned, tensing slightly. 

"Ah! I'm sorry if I hit a nerve!" I said hurriedly, flailing my open hands in gestures of apology. "I just want to make sure you're... you know, happy. And that the other girls aren't bullying you?"

"Bullying me? Not really," Tomoe mumbled into her pastel pink and blue sneakers. "I guess I just feel. Separate from the other girls, a lot of the time. I don't think they mean to exclude me, but sometimes I just feel too shy to really let my guard down around them. And sometimes I guess they just forget about me."

"Oh, that doesn't sound fun, little Tomoe," I replied, grabbing her hand again and wiggling it about. "Do you want me to go and ask them to play with you? 

"N-no, no thank you," Tomoe blushed, although she was smiling again now. "I wouldn't want to interrupt..."

"Well then, I guess there's only one thing for me to do," I announced, as I hopped off of my swing. "If you won't play with the other girls... You'll have to play with your Master!" 

Grinning, I lightly slapped Tomoe's shoulder, rapidly backpedalling away from her as I yelled 'TAG! You're it!' as loudly as possible. At first, Tomoe was startled - but a moment later, she grinned competitively, jumping off of her own swing with her hair flapping in the air behind her as she took off after me. 

I wasn't exactly a slow runner, and I could hear Tomoe's crinkling diaper getting louder and louder whenever she got dangerously close to catching me. But as the initial burst of adrenaline wore off, I felt her slender fingers wrap around my shoulder, jerking me back as Tomoe declared 'TAG!' right back. Without waiting for me to catch my breath, she tore off, giggling and grinning as I hurried to try and catch her.

Today I'd picked a new pressed and button-up shirt out of my new wardrobe, over the usual t-shirt I wore. All this running was getting me all sweaty, so as the game continued, I lifted a hand, telling Tomoe to take a break so I could unbutton it. She flopped onto the grass, panting exaggeratedly as we both shared smiles and giggles. She was already a beautiful girl, but like that, with all her worries and tension melting away, not caring how she looked in the sweltering sun, Tomoe looked gorgeous.

"Oh, my legs ache," I groaned, flopping down beside her. "Running... I haven't done much of that in my life." 

"We could do something else, Master," Tomoe suggested, sliding her hand onto my thigh with surprising boldness. "We could... wrestle?!"

"Wr-wrestle?!" I repeated, but Tomoe was clearly serious. Okay, maybe some cute, playful wrestling wouldn't be the worst thing in the world. "Well, first you'll have to avoid this attack!"

I lunged at Tomoe, grabbing her by her shoulders and pushing her down onto the soft grass. She squealed, eyes open wide in surprise as I straddled her, leaning down with a playful but menacing grin on my face. But, not to be outdone, Tomoe replied by surprising me, as well! In a swift movement, she reached up to tangle her fingers in my short hair, and then brought my mouth down to hers so she could kiss me passionately.

"Hrk!" 

Tomoe's feet caught me right in my torso, pushing me up and away with surprising strength. I was so dazed, I didn't realize what was happening until Tomoe was straddling ME instead, grabbing handfuls of my exposed t-shirt as she pushed me to the ground. Without even thinking about where my hands were going as I laughed and wriggled beneath her, I lifted my arms and tried to push her off, my palms pushing against her chest and feeling her small but firm breasts beneath her clothes.

"Ow! Master, be careful!" Tomoe chided, although she sounded playful still. "I'm only a baby, after all. I need more tender treatment..."

We were still ostensibly wrestling, but we seemed to be in a stalemate. I wriggled uselessly around beneath Tomoe, using my hands to push her away as much as possible. After a while, Tomoe began to force her diapered crotch down against my own pants, pushing and grinding against me, as if trying to hammer my lower body into the dirt. In all the excitement, I had to admit my cock was feeling a little sensitive and excited.

"Nh! You be careful too, Tomoe!" I muttered. "That's... that's a sensitive place as well!"

"Oh? Why?" Tomoe teased, a grin on her flushed, sweaty face. "...Is Master getting aroused from our playtime?"

Tomoe slid her hands down to my thighs, running her thumbs up along the inside. I suppressed a manly whimper as she groped and felt the shape of my shaft through my now grass-stained pants, giving me a playful smirk. Without waiting for me to ask or say it was okay, her skinny fingers found my zipper, and pulled down the fly. 

There was a bush a few feet away, shielding our bodies from view - at least, I hoped it was. Still, I couldn't help but look out anxiously towards the playground, still able to see Sakiko climbing to the top platform, as I felt Tomoe carefully sliding my erection out of my underwear and through the opening in my pants.

"But..."

I swallowed my protest as Tomoe's hand wrapped around my shaft. Seeing me nervously peering into the distance, Tomoe carefully shifted off of my lap, kneeling beside me so we were both looking in the same direction. My length twitched as Tomoe began to stroke it slowly up and down, squeezing and pulling back my foreskin before she rolled it back up to cover my glistening glans. She gave one last look to the playground, before she moved again, placing her free arm in my lap as she leaned over me.

"Shhh," Tomoe muttered, playfully. "If you're quiet, Master, nobody has to know..."

I bit my lip, trying to muffle my whimpers and moans. Playing outside like this seemed like a whole new level of exhibitionism, and it was making my heart race in time with the pulsing of my erection. As Tomoe sweetly dipped her head and licked around the head of my cock, her hand slid up and down, squeezing firmly. I couldn't see her face from this position, but Tomoe wriggled her thickly-padded tush at me, inviting me to grope and squeeze it through her shortalls.

It felt like anybody could come along at any moment. Strangely, the 'danger' was making me incredibly excited, my erection as hard as marble as Tomoe moaned and slipped more into her mouth.

The sun shone down on the perverted scene, as I heard the sounds of other girls playing in the distance, squealing and giggling childishly. Grunting, I bucked my hips up impatiently towards Tomoe's expert grasp, my fingernails getting dirt underneath them from how I gripped the ground, trying not to move too much.

Unlike Sakiko, who's technique had focused far more on mouthing and suckling my cock, Tomoe seemed to prefer to use her hands, keeping her mouth and tongue focused on my dripping cockhead. Her grip strength was formidable, never seeming to stop squeezing even though her wrist was moving up and down faster and faster now. As I got closer to my climax, tension growing in my stomach, I could feel more and more precum spilling from my tip. Tomoe eagerly licked it up, sending shivers of bliss down my spine as I felt my chest thumping with anticipation and the thrill of having sex in the open air.

"Ohh fuck, Tomoe," I mumbled. "I'm so close..." 

I no longer had any thoughts of stopping this or moving somewhere less open. The soft 'thup, thup' noises of Tomoe stroking me off came together closer and closer now, my whole body a knot of tension. I felt like I was beautifully trapped in this moment of erotic exposure, rocking my hips harder and harder as my teeth grit together.

I forced my eyes open, looking out onto the playground and then at Tomoe's backside, thickly padded, rocking back and forth in time with her movements as she pressed her hand between her thighs, tongue licking over and over at my throbbing glans.

"Gnn!"

I spurted hard, surprising Tomoe as the first jet hit her in the face. I would have winced as some of the splatter landed on my nice new pants, but I was too busy moaning, rolling my neck back as I trembled and climaxed in Tomoe's hand. She milked me affectionately, taking the end of my pulsing length into her mouth and swallowing the rest of my spunk, her hand gradually slowing as my orgasm ebbed to its natural conclusion. With my balls more-or-less empty, I shuddered and then felt one last squirt of cum escape into Tomoe's waiting mouth.

"Ohhh... Ohhh," I panted, laying my head back in the grass without caring at all. "Holy... Wow, Tomoe. That was amazing..." 

"Nmm, thank you, Master," Tomoe replied, almost coyly, as she carefully licked her fingers clean. "I um... Honestly, that was very exciting for me as well. I don't think Terayo would have let me do that..."

Now I was finished, Tomoe gently tucked my flaccid length back into my underwear and pants, using her still-wet fingers to zip them back up. She went to push herself up off of the ground, but I grabbed her arm, making her look up in alarm.

"Wait, Tomoe," I said, pushign myself up. "Don't you... Do you want me to make you finish, too?"

Tomoe's reaction was to turn beet red, as if I had just suggested the most scandalous thing ever. It was honestly surprising given how she'd been so eager to give me a handjob right here! Laughing awkwardly, she spread out her fingers and shook her head in a pose that said 'no, no' before she even had to say a word.

"Oh, Master, I couldn't!" Tomoe insisted, as she extricated herself from me and stood up. "I... I just couldn't! I um... I'm, going to go inside, for a little while. I'll be back!"

I wanted to cry out 'wait!' but something told me Tomoe would ignore me, even if she could hear me with the distance she'd already put between us. Instead, I watched her bouncing bottom as she departed, trying to figure out what all that was about. Tomoe was a stranger girl than I had thought.

12 - Izumi

The next day was very quiet. I asked Iwa which girl I was going to be watching, but she didn't have a real answer for me.

"You'll just have to wait and see, Kano," the busty woman said as she checked over the shopping list for the next week. "Maybe nobody? I guess it depends on how she feels."

"How who feels?!" I asked, but Iwa just shrugged and refused to answer. 

I decided it could only be one of two girls. Either it was Kayda, who I knew had refused to see me several times already... Or it was Izumi. Secretly I hoped it was Izumi - I had been desperate to talk to her since that morning, but she hadn't been to breakfast today OR yesterday.

Since everybody else was busy, I wasted time in my room. I offered to help some of the staff out but they seemed almost offended I asked... I guess since their job was to make sure the house was clean or the food was cooked, asking to help might have felt like I was implying they were doing shoddy work. Of course, I just wanted to have something else to do! Sometimes the life of luxury could be a real bore.

"It's true what you used to say, Tera" I said, half-laughing at myself. "I could find a way to complain about anything."

Lazily, my eyes flitted over to my desk, where the journal I used to write about my days was waiting. I could write in it now. It was a good way to keep track of everything that had happened since I'd arrived. Sometimes it all felt unreal.

Just as I was resolving to get up off of my bed and go write in it, there was a commotion outside of my door. I froze, turning my head curiously to listen to it.

"-you can't avoid it forever," I heard Iwa saying. "So go in there right now and explain yourself."

"I-Iwa!" A second voice - maybe Izumi's? - protested. "Please, this isn't the way to do things, I need more time!"

As they argued, my door began to rock back and forth on its hinges, one moment nearly opening inwards, the next being tugged firmly shut. I was starting to get worried about the integrity of the door frame, when I heard Iwa speaking again.

"Little girl, go in there right now," she barked. "Or I'll give you such a spanking you won't be able to sit down for a whole week!" 

"But, but, but-"

The door was starting to open again, with less resistance this time. 

"No buts!" Iwa cried, and suddenly Izumi was shoved through the half-open door, and clear of where it swung. She looked at me like a deer in headlights for a moment, before she gasped and span around, just in time to see the door slam in her face.

"Iwa!" Izumi cried, reaching up and pounding on the door with her fists, her short baby skirt riding up to show her thick, white padding. "Iwa, let me out! This isn't fair!"

The only response from Iwa was the sound of a key turning in the lock. I jumped off of my bed - I didn't know she could lock me in my own room!

"Wh-what's the big idea?!" I spluttered, joining Izumi on banging on the door. "You can't just trap me - uh, us - in here!"

"I'm pretty sure I just did exactly that," Iwa responded, her voice sounding slightly further away. "... You two should talk!"

It was true I'd wanted to talk to Izumi since I'd seen her, but I was extremely frustrated that Iwa had trapped us in here. I gestured to Izumi, encouraging her to move back, before I lined my shoulder up to ram the door. Oh man, this was going to hurt... I closed my eyes and-

"Wait!"

Izumi stopped me, her hand on my shoulder freezing me in place for a moment longer. I followed the hand to the wrist, down to her arm and body and got a good look at her, gulping and swallowing as she shook like a leaf in the breeze. Izumi looked like she'd either just finished crying, or was about to. Or maybe both were true.

"I-Iwa's right," Izumi mumbled, looking down at her trembling legs. "I need to talk to you. I even asked her for help getting the courage. I just didn't expect her to go to these lengths..."

I shrugged. 

"It's okay," I said. "Look, I understand you've been upset over losing my brother... I, I am too..."

"No, Mas- No, Kano," Izumi whimpered, swallowing hard as she forced herself to continue. "I mean, of course I’m upset about Terayo. But I wanted to talk about why I left and never came back. I wanted to tell you how sorry I am."

"You already said so-"

"No, please!" Izumi interrupted me. "I just need to talk. I know how much it must have hurt you that I went away without saying anything. I knew how you felt about me... I, I... I felt almost the same..."

For some reason, hearing Izumi say those words felt like an icy cold blast of water that went right through me. As long as I could brush things aside, it didn't feel so bad. As long as I didn't acknowledge how things had been between us - and now Izumi was dredging ancient feelings up again. It felt like an old wound was being savagely reopened - and in a moment I went from the understanding Master I wanted to be to the same hurt teenager I had been all those years ago.

"What is there to say?" I said, my voice starting out cold and calm and gradually growing more and more bitter. "You left me, Izumi. My mother had died, I was working a shitty, dead-end job, and the only person in my life who ever made it worthwhile... Got up and walked out of the door without a second thought."

"I know, I'm sorry, I'm sorry," Izumi babbled, big tears welling up in her eyes and running down her freckled cheeks. "I didn't want-"

"I don't understand, Izumi," I snapped, ignoring her tears.

The pain and shock of realizing Izumi had abandoned me was flaring up once more, as fresh as it had been all those years ago.

"You didn't say anything when you left. I even thought perhaps you had died - and then I find you here, years later! Why didn't you send a note, a letter, give me a call - anything!"

"B-because I was scared," Izumi replied, her voice definitely cracking now. "Y-you don't know what it was like. It's not like your brother just came and swept me off my feet. I'd been having these, these desires for so long. I was working so hard and going to school and everybody expected so much and it was just too, too much for me."

With a whimper, Izumi dropped to her knees, clutching her stomach in distress.

"...You.... I needed to escape," she whimpered. "I had to get away. I wanted to be a baby girl, I wanted to wear diapers and wet them and live life that way. I couldn't have told you that. I just ho-hoped you'd forget about me."

"I could never forget about you!"

"I couldn't for... forget about you... nggh... either...." 

Izumi's teeth were gritted tightly as she shook from effort. I was almost worried - yes, of course this was an upsetting conversation, but she was acting as if she was in real physical pain.

"Izumi, please," I said, forcing myself to calm down a little as I dropped to one knee, placing my hand on Izzy's shoulder. "Just tell me what happened. That's all I want to know."

Sweating and shivering, Izumi looked up at me. I could tell inside of her there was a war going on, between the side of herself who wanted to tell me everything, and the part that had locked things away for so long. Finally, she closed her eyes, breathed out hard through her nose and started talking:

"Kano... Do you remember when we were little and we played together?" she said. "I always wanted to be the baby. I always wanted to play house, but I never wanted to be the Mommy. Even years after we were too old for it... I would ask you to pretend to be my Daddy and I would take my mother's towel, and..."

"...And pretend it was a diaper," I mumbled under my breath, suddenly remembering. 

I guess to me, those games had been nothing but childish fun. If I'd remembered anything about them before now, it was that we were probably too old to still be playing pretend. But looking back, suddenly, the clear image of a teenage Izzy with a thick towel twisted between her legs, sucking her thumb and blushing, came back to me. 

What was also surprising was how that made me feel. Even back then - I'd enjoyed this too, hadn't I? I never once complained or wanted to stop. I thought Izzy was cute even then, but I'd never have admitted it. Maybe this fetish ran in the family.

"Right," Izzy mumbled, looking down with tears in her eyes. "Well, I never stopped wanting to be the baby. I always wanted to - I wanted to be yours. But you were so interested in real women, mature girls who, who didn't want those things. I felt like you could never accept me. Like you could never understand what I needed. And it felt like too much of a burden to even ask you to try."

I frowned. I wanted to tell Izzy of course not - that she wasn't a burden and I would have loved to look after her as an adult baby. But if I was honest, I didn't know what younger me would have said. I already felt like there was so much on my shoulders. I couldn't deny that there was a chance... That could have killed my attraction for her dead in the water. 

"I started posting online, just trying to find people to talk to who lived nearby," Izumi continued. "And I found Terayo. At first I was just glad to have somebody in the community I knew at all. But the more he told me about this place, and the more I learned about myself.. I realized I was meant to be here."

"So I left. I didn't think about anything. I know it was s-selfish, but... I couldn't do it anymore, Kano," she mumbled, wincing as she squeezed her thighs together around the thick diaper. "I'm sorry. I'm more sorry than you'll ever know... And I just hope you can forgive me. And if you can't, it's okay..."

She swallowed, starting to cry again.

"...Because I can just leave you alone, or you can kick me out, or we can just never speak to each other ever, ever again, or-mmf!?"

My hand had slipped under her chin, tilting it upwards. As Izzy kept talking, I silenced her with a firm kiss, pressing my lips against hers in the way neither of us had ever dared to before now. She stiffened in surprise, before melting into it, letting out a muffled sob against my mouth.

There was still some residual anger and bitterness burning inside me, but right now that was all overridden by the heartbreaking sight of my best friend in tears because she thought I would never want to speak to her again. She looked so beautiful, childish and adult all at once, desperately vulnerable and yet believing I would turn her away in an instant. 

It was her who broke the kiss first. I worried I'd gone too far or misread the mood, but when I looked down to ask Izzy if I'd done something wrong, she was doubled over, clutching her stomach and gritting her teeth.

"Nggh... nnn..." 

"Izumi! Are you okay?!" I asked, putting a hand on her shoulder and shaking her gently when she didn't respond. "Izumi? What's the-"

*BLLLRRPPT!*

I was stunned as a noisy, wet-sounding fart ripped through the air. The contrast to the emotional situation and Izumi's confessions, and my own passionate kissing her back... I couldn't help but burst into laughter.

"Izumi! What have you been eating?" I teased. "Are you alright?"

"Gnhh... S-sorry, Kano," Izumi mumbled, sweat visibly beading on her brow. "Iwa thought -GUH- that I needed some, um, motivation... Ohhhh! So she put two suppositories inside me..."

"Ohh," I said knowingly. "Is the little baby girl going to make a poopy?"

"Don't tease!" Izumi snapped. "I would never want to force you to deal with this!"

"Eh? I don't think of it that way," I replied. "I think you look cute this way. I think it'll be exciting to see you messing your pampers."

Izumi sniffled, giving me a pouty look - before cringing and moaning again, trembling as she held her tummy. Tired of her moping, I pulled her back up to her feet. 

"What are you d-doing?" Izumi gasped, as I sat down on my bed, pushing her in front of me. "Kano!?"

"I'm just sitting down so I can watch," I said, sliding my hand down so I could undo my fly. "...Why don't you put on a show for me, little girl?"

I could see Izumi's head was spinning from everything that was happening, but I really wanted her to know that I not only accepted who she really was... but embraced it. I wished she'd felt able to tell me about her feelings then, but the least I could do is make up for it now. Izumi gasped as I pulled out my cock, easily rubbing it into hardness. For a moment I worried again that I'd miss-stepped, but Izumi put my fears to rest a moment later.

"Th...thank you," Izumi mumbled - but then she didn't have any more time to talk, spasms racking her body as it made it clear she needed to empty her bowels right now.

I felt like the world's biggest pervert as I leaned forwards with my hardening cock in my hand. I squeezed and stroked my member up and down as Izumi grunted and curled her hands into fists, sticking her thickly padded bottom out. I reached out to push the bottom of her dress up, nudging the seat of her diaper inwards so I could see the mess filling it.

Her breath shaky, Izumi let out a soft whimper as she lowered herself into a squat. I could see her gritting her teeth, with her eyes closed - just the intensity of her expression set my hand moving faster, massaging my throbbing cock as she began to strain and push. Another noisy fart ripped through the air again, and Izumi groaned softly. 

"Nmmggh..."

I leaned in closely, my heart pounding. Watching a cute girl mess her diapers was surprisingly sexy! At first, I couldn't tell anything had really changed - but as I kept watching, the seat of Izumi's diaper began to be pushed outwards once again, the dent I'd put in it disappearing as she started to poop herself. I groaned myself, feeling my erection surging in my hand, my own breathing heavy as I jerked faster and harder.

The bottom of Izumi's diaper was bulging outwards now, the soft crackling wet noise of her pooping audible in the quiet room. A moment later, and the plastic of her diaper stopped straining, as the seat of Izumi's diaper was filled with stinky poop.

The scent wasn't too strong while it was trapped inside of Izumi's diaper, but it still hit me hard. I wrinkled up my face, continuing to stroke my length as Izumi whimpered and started pushing again. She looked so babyish and vulnerable, her closed eyes tearing up at the corners, as she helplessly messed her diapers. If my feelings for Izumi had been strong all those years ago, now they were doubled.

"Nggh.. ahh... M-Master! There’s more..." 

"You're doing amazing, Izumi," I panted. "Keep filling your pampers!"

"Y-yes, yes sir," she mumbled, bending her knees a little more, pushing her bulging diapered backside towards me. "Ohhh..."

I could feel the tension growing in my lower stomach as I eagerly stroked my cock, eyes taking in the sight of Izumi whimpering and gasping as her body forcefully evacuated her bowels. The back of her diaper bulged out again, as mess must have been spreading all across her backside, hot and pungent. She let out a soft moan, and I heard the sound of liquid being forcefully ejected from her body, the already sagging seat of her diaper suddenly changing color, hot yellow piss staining and soaking it.

"Oh my God, Izumi, I l-love you!" I grunted as I felt my orgasm heading towards me like a runaway steamroller, surprised by how sexy it was to see a girl poop herself. "Nggh! F-fuck!"

As Izumi shuddered and pushed out the last of her mess into her sagging, stinky diapers, I felt my balls explode. With several eager grunts and jerking motions of my wrist, I let my cum splatter onto the seat of Izumi's thick padding and on her lower back. With a moan of my own, I met Izumi's big eyes as she looked at me, flushed, jerking slightly as another spurt of cum landed on her upper thigh.

"Oh God, Izumi, you're so beautiful," I moaned, the last trickle of cum spilling out of the tip of my cock. "....Good... Good girl..."

Izumi sniffled, so I opened my arms wide to offer a hug. Izumi fell into my arms like she'd never done in the past, crying and nuzzling against my chest. I felt an overwhelming rush of warmth and love towards Izumi, holding her close as I kissed the top of her head over and over. Even now the sexual part was over, I still felt that paternal attraction towards her. This felt so right and so good, and I understood now more than ever why Terayo had lived like this.

"Is, is it really okay?" Izumi finally sniffled.

"It's fine, Izzy!" I reassured her. "I'm so glad you could be vulnerable like this with me. I never want to lose you again... And you're such a precious baby girl, anyway."

Izumi half-smiled, still teary. 

"...I love you too, Kano," she mumbled softly. “Um. If you meant what you said earlier?”

"I did," I chuckled, my own eyes a little watery from emotions of my own, but also from the way the smell of her well-used diaper had filled the room. "...But as much as I love you too I think I'll ask somebody else to change your diaper this time!"

"No you won't!" A voice said through the door - Iwa was still there?! "You're locked in. You're her Master - it's your job to deal with the stinky babygirl and her poopy diapers."

My mouth dropped open and my eye twitched as I thought of how messy and yucky and hard to clean Izumi's bottom would be. Her diaper was smushed up against my leg, the poop likely spread all over the seat and sticking all over her backside. I could already imagine it would take a whole pack of wipes to clean her off!

"Welcome to being a Daddy, Kano," Izumi teased, with a giggle. And although she was teasing and the job ahead was messy, hearing her say that word made my heart flutter.

13 - Playing Doctor

"Master Kano, would you like tea?" 

Ayaka held up her pink plastic teapot with the same unreadable expression as always, offering me more imaginary tea. I'd cleaned Izumi up and cuddled with her for a while before leaving yesterday. It was very tempting to devote all of my time to her, but that really didn't feel fair. So today I was looking after Ayaka for the first time.

On Ayaka's almost-impossibly skinny body, her diaper looked absolutely enormous. Even if she wasn't doing anything strenuous, I had to fight the urge not to insist Ayaka sit down, in case she injured herself.

Ayaka definitely looked too old to be wearing diapers and playing with dolls, but it didn't immediately make me flustered the way it did when she was being overtly sexual. Although being involved in the tea party itself did make me feel self-conscious... Especially since Ayaka insisted on making me wear a tiara, too. 

"Master Kano? Tea?"

"O-oh, yes, sorry Aya," I said, offering my plastic tea cup. "I was just zoning out."

Ayaka mimed pouring tear into my cup, watching the invisible stream intently. I couldn't help but smile as I glanced to the left and right of me, where a dolly with brushed blonde hair and a dinosaur in a smaller tiara also sat with cups in front of them. Ayaka's room was simplistic, the walls a cool blue and all the furniture a plain white. The only splashes of color were the toys bursting out of the toy box and the items scattered on the floor in front of me.

"Drink up," Aya urged, turning to serve tea to her doll. As she bent over, her long t-shirt rode up, showing just the bottom of her puffy diaper. I found myself tilting my head, trying to get a better look at her slender legs and the exposed diaper. As she stood back up, I jerked and looked away, trying to pretend I hadn't been staring. Looking at her that way felt wrong... But because it was wrong, it made the blood rush to my crotch. 

"...Master Kano, you're zoning out again," Ayaka grumbled, as she sat down. "I asked you to help Miss T-Rex with her tea..."

"Oh, sorry, sorry," I stammered, my face red. "...Here you go, Miss Rex! Yum yum, hm?"

I tilted the cup as I held it up to the dinosaur's open plastic mouth. Ayaka had stretched her skinny legs out in front of her in a 'V', her shirt rolled up so I could see her exposed diaper.

As I kept 'helping' the dinosaur toy, Ayaka shuddered and then sighed - and a moment later I could hear the faint sound of liquid splashing against tightly-packed diaper padding. Ayaka's diaper crotch began to grow more and more discolored, the wetness visibly soaking into it, making it swell outwards at a surprisingly rapid rate.

"Are you wetting your diaper?!" I exclaimed, so shocked by her shamelessness I couldn't keep quiet. "Right in front of me?!"

"Yes," Ayaka replied, reaching down and squishing the soggy padding while still wetting it. "Why not? I'm wearing a diaper... and it feels good..."

I swallowed, my eyes bugging out as I watched Aya squish and rub the front of her diaper. As I stared, the short, slender girl pressed the diaper harder against her crotch, even pushing her hips a little more upwards to meet the lewd motions of her hand. I could feel sweat prickling my forehead as I watched the innocent-looking girl teasing herself through her wet pampers, as if I wasn't even there.

"When... when you say it makes you feel good.. what do you mean?"

"It makes my pussy warm," Ayaka replied, raising an eyebrow in irritation, her voice slow as she explained to me what I already knew. "It feels tingly and slippery. It makes me want to orgasm..."

"How can you say those things!" I practically exploded. "Looking the way you do! It's... it's sick..." 

Ayaka flinched at the statement, hurt in her eyes. Slowly, she moved her hand away from her squishy padding, narrowing her eyes.

"Apart from Terayo, nobody ever respected me as a woman. Everybody treats me like I'm made of glass," Ayaka said, sulkily. "I'm an adult, you know. I might like to roleplay that I'm a helpless infant, but that's all it is. Roleplay."

I swallowed. Of course I knew Ayaka was a grown woman and she was healthy enough to have a sexual relationship with whoever she pleased. In fact, she was older than a lot of the others, wasn't she? It wasn't her fault she looked so small...

"I'm... I'm sorry, Ayaka," I mumbled, feeling a little ashamed. "It's just hard to remember when you look so...vulnerable."

"Hmm..."

Without saying anything further, Ayaka moved onto her knees, and began to crawl towards me. My eyebrows raised in alarm, unnerved by the speed of her motions, even though the scene would likely be comical to an outsider. With her diapered tush sticking up high in the air, Ayaka made a decisive move towards my crotch, bringing her skinny hand down to rest on it firmly.

"WH- What are you DOING?" I asked, steam practically shooting out of my ears. 

"Just as I thought," Ayaka continued calmly, as she rubbed and stroked the shape of my member through my pants. "You're aroused looking at me. I guess then you must want to fuck women who look like sickly little girls, hm?"

"Wh-what! Don't be crazy!" I stammered, my eyes wide. "I... You were just behaving so shamelessly! Nn! A-and stop touching there!"

I pushed Ayaka away. She wore an uncharacteristic smile as I did so, apparently feeling I had proved her point.

"Sorry, Master," she said. "I was only teasing. I think your body knows full well I'm capable of being just as sensual as any other woman here, even if you don't... but if you want to roleplay, I like that too..."

Ayaka trailed off, looking over at her closet. I followed her eyes, and gulped, wondering what else she had in store for me. I could tell from how her smile grew, it was likely to be a very different kind of playing pretend.

***

Now dressed in a long white doctors coat, I frowned, waiting outside of Ayaka's door. As I expected she had offered to play another pretend game – only this one was far more sexual. I'll be playing a doctor, and she would be playing a 'sick' little girl who had no idea how perverted her physician was.

Around my neck I wore a stethoscope, but barely concealed in my pocket was a big, heavy wand vibrator. I was told this was the centerpiece of the whole scene, my 'special tool for special girls', to treat Ayaka's pretend malady.

"Come on, Ayaka," I grumbled. "Open the door already!"

I wasn't enjoying standing out in the hall like this, My cheeks were already flushed from embarrassment – elaborate role-playing games weren't really my thing, but something about how excited Ayaka had seemed... Well, that made me interested to say the least. So I would put up with it, for now.

"Doctor? Is that you?" Ayaka's voice came from behind door. "Please, come in. I feel so sick!"

With a sigh of relief, I stepped inside, and tightly closed the door behind me. Ayaka lay on her bed, the covers up to her chin as if she really were sick. She gave a very unconvincing cough as I entered, batting her hazel eyes at me slowly. Obviously, she wanted to play innocent, with me being a naughty, corrupting force for her…

"What's the problem, little girl?" I asked, as I leaned over her bed. "You aren't looking well..."

"I feel hot all over," she said. "Especially between my legs. I think there must be something very very wrong with me."

"Oh dear," I said, as I put my hand on her forehead, feeling heat rising to my own cheeks. "...Well, yes, you do feel ever so hot... Let's get a better look at you."

I pulled back the covers, and then felt my eyes widen five sizes. Ayaka was completely nude, except from her diaper. Her breasts were clearly perfectly formed, healthy adult nipples on a pair of healthy adult breasts. Small, but not alarmingly so. 

"I'm sorry, Doctor," Ayaka mumbled, pretending to be shy, although she made no move to cover herself. "I'm so warm. I took off my clothes. Please don't tell my Daddy I'm being a bad girl."

"Uh... um..." I swallowed, feeling all the blood in my brain rushing to my cock, making it hard to think for a moment. For someone known for being composed and straight-laced, Aya certainly knew how to weave a perverted fantasy. "...Don't worry, Ayaka... I won't tell your Daddy."

"Good. And, I won't tell him about you staring at my boobies," she said. 

"Let's get your heartbeat," I said, moving the stethoscope's eartips up into place. "Hmm..."

Obviously, I had no idea what I was looking for, but I moved the flat silver disc around on Ayaka's chest as if I did. She shivered, squirming as I passed the device beneath her tiny tits. Seeing how she reacted whenever I moved closer to that area, I slid the stethoscope up one of the small mounds of Ayaka's breasts, as if listening to it instead of her heart. 

"I need to examine this area closely," I muttered, as I brought my other hand up to squeeze and rub at her other breast. I pinched her nipple gently, and gave it a soft tug, causing Ayaka's body to shudder as she looked right up at me.

"D-doctor," Ayaka half-gasped. "When you touch there, it feels even hotter, and tinglier..."

"Is that so, little girl?" I asked, pretending to be surprised as I got into my role more. "Well, let's see where else you're hot and tingly..."

I pulled off my stethoscope and slid my hand quickly down between Ayaka's thighs. She let out a small noise, breathing hard through her nose, as I began to palpate and squeeze her squishy diaper against her crotch. I rubbed it firmly against her hidden mound, seeing her roll her hips quickly up to meet mine.

"Is it hot here, too?"

"So hot. That's the most hottest place, Doctor."

"And tingly?"

"Very, very tingly," Ayaka faux-whimpered. "Is there something very, very wrong with me, Doctor? My little cunny never felt this way before..."

"Nothing we can't treat, little Aya," I said, grinding the diaper against her firmly with the palm of my hand. "I think you need a very special treatment from Doctor Kano! And here it is..."

I pulled out the big wand vibrator, grinning as I showed it to Ayaka. She already looked like quite a sight, with her skinny legs spread wide and invitingly, her soggy diaper smushed against her crotch. With her face flushed, she looked from me to the strange device, pretending to have no idea what it was.

"Doctor, what kind of treatment is that?" Aya asked. 

"It's for good little girls who need a 'special' treatment," I informed her, repeating almost word for word what Ayaka herself had told me a few moments ago... "Here! It makes a lot of noise when I do this!"

I turned the vibrator on, and began to lower it towards Ayaka's crotch. Although she was still keeping up her innocent pretense, she did spread her legs slightly wider, beckoning me closer. I saw her already-wide eyes widen further as the head of the vibrator touched her soaked diaper - and then she gasped as I pushed it hard against her mound, the soaked, squishy padding absorbing the vibrations and making them spread out across her whole vulva.

"Ohhh! Doctor! It feels strange! Are you sure we should keep going?" Aya asked, her usually flat voice rising and falling as she ground her diaper crotch eagerly against my special tool. "Nnn! It feels so funny!"

"Oh, yes, very sure!" I panted, my other hand reaching down to undo my pants, letting them fall to my waist as I began to stroke my own cock. This scene had gone from 0-to-100 very quickly, and I was eager to catch up, pushing the head of the vibrator hard against the urine-filled padding and rocking it back and forth over Ayaka's pussy through it.

"Nnn! But I'm just a little girl!" Ayaka moaned, although she writhed and bucked in pleasure like a very adult woman. "I-isn't it naughty to make little girl's cunnies feel so tingly?"

"It's, it's your special medicine," I informed her, although my brain was short-circuiting from the perverted things Ayaka was saying. "Don't you know a doctor always knows best?"

"Ohhh! But, but I'm not even outta diapers, doctor," Ayaka whimpered, her skinny fingers curling in the bedsheets as she shamelessly bucked her hips needily against the stimulation. "It's all so much! I feel it getting bigger and bigger inside of me..."

"Just let it happen!" I urged, one hand frantically masturbating myself, the other pushing the vibrator's head harder and harder against Ayaka's soaked padding, the perverted 'little girl' squealing, gasping, and moaning in a way far more animated than I ever expected to see.

"Good girl, cum in your pampers! Cum for your doctor!"

"Ohh, nnn, something is happening!" Ayaka grunted, her eyes wild, her face dripping with sweat as she shook and rocked on the bed. "Nnnn I'm gonna.... it's gonna... NNNNN!"

Ayaka grit her teeth and shoved her crotch upwards to meet the vibrator with surprising force, nearly knocking it out of my hands. I held fast, though, knowing she was right at the edge of her climax. As she lost herself in her filthy fantasy of being molested by a perverted doctor, Aya suddenly came, shuddering and letting out a long groan as her body went wild. Her whole body shuddered and rocked against the vibrator, and I held it in place, letting her work herself against the deep-penetrating vibrations.

"Nnn! Di-diapers! Nnn! So little!" she gasped and panted as she climaxed, her filthy words having an effect on me too. I could no longer hold back, my cock throbbing in my hand as I jerked it over and over and over, my tight balls pulsing urgently with need. 

"H-here it comes, little girl!" I barked, my other hand gripping the vibrator's handle tightly. "Doctor's going to cover your sexy baby body in his special sticky juice!!!"

Aya opened her eyes wide, waves of orgasm making it hard for her to really focus. She opened her mouth, clearly trying to say something before I climaxed, but she was already too late.

"W-wait, Doctor, your sticky juice will make a mess of my - oh! Fuck!"

I couldn't control myself. Ayaka's skinny body writhing and bucking as I pushed her through her climax, as well as the perverted roleplay, had made this scene too hot to handle! With one hand gripping my cock tightly, I stroked one last time and then ejaculated hard all over her, my cum splattering her bare chest, face, diaper, everywhere. Ayaka groaned, still shuddering as the aftershocks of her climax rocked her, and I shuddered in bliss as I painted the slender woman with my hot spunk.

"Ughh..."

"Ugh is right," Ayaka grumbled, body jerking slightly as she finally started to stop climaxing. "...You've gotten me all sticky now..."

She pushed the vibrator away with her hands, as I dropped to my knees, a blissful smile on my face. Her little toddler bed looked so comforting - without even thinking, I collapsed onto it, half of my body on the ground and the rest laying on her lavender-scented sheets as my head swam with pleasure.

"Master Kano, I'll need a bath now," Ayaka said, sounding unimpressed as I looked up dreamily at her. 

"Five minutes," I mumbled - I knew I'd need at least that long to recover.

13 - Bathing Beauties

I wiped Ayaka off as best I could, but she still insisted that she needed to be bathed. So I cleaned myself up and took off the doctor's coat, leading Ayaka down the hall. I offered my hand - but Ayaka insisted she didn't want to take it. 

"Fine, be that way," I teased. "I just think you make a cute little girl."

"I know I do," Aya replied. "That doesn't mean you need to babysit me all the time."

"But it's so much fun!" I said, having to walk more quickly to keep up with her. "Just look at that crinkly tush wiggle! Crinkle, crinkle, crinkle-"

"Hmmmm? Is that Master Kano?"

From an open door along the hallway, I could hear Raiku's voice. I peeked inside and found myself confronted by the adorable sight of Sakiko and Raiku both in high chairs, being spoonfed pasta and red sauce by Nikko. The blonde servant and I shared a brief smile, before I waved to both the girls. Sakiko wasn't wearing anything above the waist, her big boobies bouncing as she gleefully waved back. Raiku wiggled her fingers in an imitation of a seductive wave, giggling in greeting. It was nice to have so many people happy to see me.

"Come on, Master Kano," Ayaka said, tugging on the back of my shirt. "I want to get into my bath quickly."

"Nyahh! You're bathing with Master? No fair!" Raiku protested, suddenly pouty and jealous.

"I, I could just wipe your face?" Nikko offered meekly, holding up a napkin. "You wouldn't need to take a bath?"

"Nooo!" Raiku said even louder, while Sakiko ate the offered spoonful of pasta silently, happy to watch the drama unfold. "I want to take a bath with Master! Why does Aya get to?"

"Technically we're not bathing together!" I explained hurriedly. "I'm just bathing Ayaka because was just a little... dirty! That's all."

"Master ejaculated on my chest and face," Ayaka said, dryly. "So I want to wash it off."

That caused an instant response in everybody else. Sakiko giggled, clapping her hand over her mouth as she dribbled pasta sauce down her chin. Nikko and I both gave each other a stunned, awkward gaze, shocked that Ayaka would say things so boldly. And Raiku... Raiku became completely incensed!

"Whaaat! MASTERR! I'm so jealous, I want to get down!" Raiku cried out, kicking her feet desperately. "Nikko, Nikko let me down! I want to go bathe with Ayaka and Master! It's not fair!"

Nikko gave me a look as if seeking my permission. I nodded, and he slid away Raiku's high chair tray. I braced myself, and sure enough, a moment later Raiku had launched herself at me, wrapping her arms around me and squishing her boobs against my chest as she nuzzled and kissed at my face adoringly. I rolled my eyes, but couldn't help smiling as I embraced her back.

"Masterr, Masterrrr," Raiku cooed. "I missed you!"

"You just saw me this morning!" I replied. "You were flirting with the man who works in the kitchen!"

"That was then and this is now, Master Kano!" Raiku said, linking her arm with mine. "Now I'm allll yours."

"I'm here too, you know," Ayaka pointed out, but there was no real irritation behind it. "So let's go."

"Of course you're here too, beautiful little Aya," Raiku giggled. "And we are going to have so much fun, hmm? Okay, okay... Sakiko, be a good girl for Niiiikko. And be sure to ask him about you-know-what!"

"I will! Byebye, sissy," Sakiko said, waving eagerly again as we left. I could hear her giggling and talking to Nikko as we headed towards the bathroom.

"What did that mean?" I asked Raiku. "'You-know-what'?"

Raiku just grinned and tapped her nose, refusing to answer. I guess even she could keep things under wraps sometimes.

***

Unlike the big bath area on the downstairs floor, with the large Japanese-style tub, the bathroom Ayaka showed me to had the kind common in most European and America households. The bath was clean white porcelain, with sparkling silver taps, and looked like it could fit both girls easily. Three people might even fit, if they were friendly... But I came here to get Ayaka clean, not to 'get dirty' myself!

"Come here, Raiku," I beckoned, grabbing the knot she'd tied in her t-shirt so I could pull it off.

"Jeez... Why did you do this anyway?"

"It makes her breasts look bigger," Ayaka pointed out, as she slid off her own top. "...Not that she really needs it..."

"Not all of us can be cute little lolis!" Raiku replied, holding up her now-bare breasts with both hands and jiggling them slightly. "But your little titties are so sweet! Let me feel them!"

Raiku jumped at Ayaka, grabbing and squeezing at her small breasts. Ayaka gave me a look, pulling her arms back and enduring it as Raiku cooed and babbled about how soft and tasty-looking her small tits were. Eventually, Aya lost her patience and pushed Raiku off.

"That's enough," she muttered. "...Master Kano, my diaper needs to come off..."

"Oh, sorry," I said, moving to help as Ayaka laid down on the tile floor for me to take off her diaper. "Here, let me get that..."

Raiku moved to watch from the side, unable to resist pressing her own diaper hard against her crotch and grinding against it gently as she stared. Ayaka didn't seem to care about the audience, so I carefully peeled open the tapes of her padding. I was surprised to see her exposed slit - it looked like other than Iwa, Aya's pussy had the least hair removed. Only the very bikini line seemed to be trimmed, light brown hair covering most of her mound, slickened down with her own pee from the wet diaper she'd been soaking in.

"Oh, she looks so juicy down there!" Raiku panted, licking her lips as she peered over my arm. "Is that all girl juices, or did Master add some of his own?!"

"I had an orgasm," Ayaka replied, letting me pull the soaked diaper away from underneath her. "Master finished on my chest. Remember?"

"Oooooo," Raiku groaned, rocking and grunting as she squeezed the diaper between her thighs. "That's so lewd! Master Kano, you're such a pervert!"

"I'm the pervert!?" I exclaimed, brandishing the balled-up diaper accusingly at Raiku. "Look at you! You can barely go five minutes without touching yourself!"

"Ohhh! Eee! Master, yes! Yell more!" Raiku giggled, throwing herself back onto the floor, thrusting her hand right down into her damp padding to rub herself frantically. "Show me what a big, domineering Master you can be!"

"The only thing I want to show you right now is the inside of the tub!" I grumbled, hurrying to undo her pampers. "Can you please both be good girls and help Master get you clean?"

***

I don't know how I did it, but somehow or other I managed to get the tub filled with warm, bubbly water, and two diaperless adult little girls in there. I was about to get a washcloth ready for them... but then I remembered my conversation with Tomoe the other day. There was no time like the present to try and bring it up...

"Hey, Aya, Raiku," I said, suddenly surpisingly serious, as even Raiku sat up straighter to listen. "...How come Tomoe never really gets to play with the rest of you? I mean, I see her with you sometimes Aya... But I know you're not particularly close..."

Ayaka and Raiku gave each other a look of surprise, and then both frowned simultaneously as they turned back to me. 

"We're not leaving her out on purpose, Master Kano," Raiku said, with surprising gentleness. "It's just, um. I think she isolates herself sometimes. Because she's... different."

"Because she has a penis," Ayaka said flatly, and my eyes bugged out wide while Raiku bopped Aya lightly on the arm. "What? Master Kano will change her diapers and find out eventually..."

This news about Tomoe knocked me for a loop. I found myself wavering between repulsion and excitement, eventually settling on excitement. So, Tomoe had a little extra down there, hm? That was probably why she had run off before.

"Tomoe's a trap?" I asked, remembering some very lewd manga I'd read in the past. 

"No, Master Kano," Raiku said, frowning. "That's an impolite term!"

"Yes, yes," Aya confirmed. "Tomoe's a transgender girl, or a trans girl... We try to be respectful of her."

"Oh... you think that's why she feels like she doesn't fit in?" I asked, embarrassed by my faux pas. "She said she feels very lonely, even around the rest of you..."

Both girls nodded solemnly, but Raiku perked up a moment later, grinning and clapping her hands together.

"Oh! But Master Kano, Sakiko and I would love to be friends with Tomoe!" She exclaimed, bouncing in the bubbly water. "I just assumed she wasn't interested. But from now on, we'll make a real effort to include her! Right, Ayaka?"

"Right, Rai-rai," Aya agreed, nodding. "We promise."

I smiled. It had only taken a few words and both girls were instantly ready to help Tomoe feel more at home. I was glad I'd mentioned it. Ayaka coughed, looking down at the water expectantly.

"Oh... sorry, I guess we'd better get on with the bath before the water gets cold, huh?"

Ayaka sedately lifted her arms, and I realized I was expected to clean them both. My heart beat a little faster - hadn't the day already had enough temptations? I was sorely tempted to make a dark joke about the effect living here had had on my brother's heart condition…

"O-okay, cutie," I stammered, squeezing some bubblegum-scented soap onto a washcloth. "Let's get you all clean."

"Ooo, Master," Raiku giggled, sitting back in the bubbles to watch as I ran the soapy washcloth up along Ayaka's sides. "I can't wait for my turn."

I rolled my eyes and ignored her, moving the washcloth upwards along Ayaka's flat tummy, to her small breasts. The brunette shivered, tensing slightly as I swirled the cloth around her tiny titties, leaving her nipples and small areolas covered in a thin layer of water and bubbles.

With that sensitive area done, I carefully cleaned off Ayaka's face. As she relaxed, closing her eyes to wash around them, Aya's expression softened. She looked even more childlike like this, her trust in me stirring the more paternal instincts I was rarely in touch with before I came to the mansion.

"Okay... Get up on your knees," I commanded, once I'd cleaned Ayaka's bald armpits. "Spread your legs.. good girl..."

Raiku giggled and raised her eyebrows repeatedly as I said that, but I just blushed, re-wetting and soaping the washcloth once more. Aya kept her thighs obediently parted as I washed up along the inside of them, but couldn't fully suppress a small moan as I reached her exposed slit. I didn't linger, but as I rubbed the soapy cloth between her folds, Ayaka ground her slit gently against my fingers, her breathing hitching before I pulled it away.

"Okay, you're all clean!" I said hurriedly, trying not to turn bathtime into a huge sexy ordeal. At least once I wanted to get through a day without things becoming a near orgy! "Raiku... you're up."

Raiku pushed her chest out expectantly, but her face still had a little pasta sauce on her face. I cleaned that first, to her disappointment, but then I had to move on. Sighing, I got a lot more soap on the washcloth as I prepared to grapple with Raiku's big, bouncing titties. She moaned shamelessly as I slid the soapy cloth across them, finding her prominent nipples easily through the wet fabric.

"Uhhh! Nn! Yes, Master!" Raiku panted, bouncing, splashing water over the side of the tub as I tried to wipe the soap away from her stiffened pink nipples. "More, more, more!"

"Hold still!" I chided, as Ayaka hid a smirk behind her hand. "If you don't stop squirming, you're going to get it..."

"What am I going to get, Master?!" Raiku asked, eagerly. "Please, give it to your widdle baby girl!"

She was distracted enough for me to clean her off, but soon she started bouncing and pouting again. I ordered the pink-haired girl to move into the same position as Ayaka had been a few moments ago. Raiku happily spread her legs, panting and lewdly grinding her hips as I rubbed the washcloth against her mound and between her folds. There was no missing the way her clitoris shamelessly projected against my hand, and Raiku was trying desperately to rub it against me.

"All done!" I said, firmly, yanking my hand away. 

"Ohhh! But Master, please," Raiku whimpered, as I chastely washed her exposed armpits. "You said if I kept squirming, I would 'get it'!"

"Oh, you want to 'get it'?" I asked, giving a smirk to Ayaka as I moved to Raiku's closest armpit. "Reaallly?"

"Yes! Master KANO, please, give it to me!" Raiku begged, shaking her chest needily at me. "I waaaaant it!"

"Okay then - here's what you get!"

I grabbed Raiku's arm and held it high above her, out of the way, while my other hand dove for the exposed armpit. Raiku squealed and erupted into helpless giggles as I began to tickle her mercilessly, squirming and splashing water all over me and the floor. Ayaka burst out laughing, the most I'd ever seen her react, as Raiku kicked and flailed, in hysterics from the unexpected tickle attack.

"Bwahahah! Masterr! Master stop!" Raiku begged, still spluttering with laughter as I stopped tickling her. "No fair!"

"You did look pretty funny," Ayaka pointed out, grinning. "And you did ask him to 'give it to you', right?"

"Hmf... if that's how you feel..."

Raiku's grin spread across her face, and then she jumped across the tub to grab Ayaka, tickling her instead. Ayaka flailed and laughed, trying to jam her fingers under Raiku's armpits, scrambling to get away with her feet.

"Girls, there's less water in the tub than out of it!" I chided - but that was a mistake. Two mischevious pairs of eyes met mine, and then both of them lunged for me instead, wet fingers tickling at my sides forcefully. 

"Bahahha! My shirt! Haha!" I laughed, as water soaked my skin. "Okay okay okay! Stop it!"

Reluctantly, both girls stopped, all three of us panting and grinning as they both settled back into the tub. Luckily that seemed to have calmed both of them down... Well, it calmed Raiku down, anyway. They both let me wash their hair, and Raiku only wolf-whistled once when I took off my sopping wet shirt. 

Of course, I didn't know then that tomorrow she would be ambushing me again…


14 - Double Diaper Trouble!

"Ooo, Master Kano," Raiku purred as she wriggled on top of Sakiko on my bed. "We've been waiting all day for you to touch us, haven't we, Saki?"

"Um... Mmmhmm," Sakiko replied uncertainly, as Raiku pressed her diapered crotch hard against her. "We, um, we want to put on a naughty show for you..."

I had been busy for most of the day, but now that dinner was over and Raiku and Sakiko were freshly diapered, they had been sent to my chambers to 'play' with me, since Kayda had... declined to spend time with me. 'Play with me' was their words, not mine - but it was immediately obvious what Raiku, at least, wanted, because she stripped herself and Sakiko down to nothing but their diapers in ten seconds flat. 

The kissing, groping, and building heat between the two girls might have almost seemed spontaneous, if it wasn't for Sakiko stopping every so often to make sure I was watching - even asking 'is he looking?' on at least one occasion. Sakiko's naivety only made her more attractive to me at that moment, though, and by the time Raiku got frustrated and pinned Sakiko to the bed to grind their diapers together, I was already rock-hard.

From the moment they'd entered the room, up until now, I hadn't said a word. At first I was just too stunned and overwhelmed by the blur of skin and movement as Raiku organized a threesome right on my bed, and now I was quiet just so I could take in the erotic sights in front of me. As second after second passed, Raiku wriggled sensuously, her breasts hanging down and just brushing against Sakiko's own ample chest, barely any space between the two of them.

"...Do you think he doesn't like it?" Sakiko asked her ‘Big Sister’ uncertainly at last, in a voice that didn't manage to be a whisper.

"Oh, he likes it very much," I finally replied. "In fact, why don't you look at how much I like it..."

The zipper of my pants came down easily, and a moment later I had my cock in my hand. Both Sakiko and Raiku gasped, Raiku licking her lips as she eyed my hardness, my hand stroking it gently as it throbbed in my palm. 

"Ooo, and I like that very much, Master," Raiku murmured, nearly-drooling herself. "Sakiko, kiss me!"

The blue-haired girl barely had time to react before Raiku crushed their open mouths together. I watched with excitement as both girls let out happy moans and surprised squeaks of pleasure as their mouths explored one another's, their thickly padded crotches grinding together. The sound of plastic against plastic echoed through the room, almost as loud as the murmurs and giggles of both women as they kissed and nibbled at each other's lips.

I was going insane with lust just watching the two of them - I had to join in! In my haste to get some attention of my own, I wrapped my fingers in Raiku's hair and tugged her off of Sakiko, hearing a strained gasp as she broke their passionate kiss. 

"Oh! Master, you're being so forceful!" Raiku gasped. "What ever could you-Mmm!"

Raiku's flirtatiousness had gotten me hot and bothered before, but right now the only thing I wanted her using her mouth for was holding my throbbing meat. Luckily for me, Raiku seemed to be an expert at giving blowjobs. She hungrily sucked down my shaft, letting it slide right to the back of her mouth and running her tongue along the underside while her lips formed a seal.

While Raiku's head bobbed skillfully back and forth, sucking my cock as easily as breathing, Sakiko's head craned upwards. The positioning was a little awkward, but soon I felt myself groaning as Sakiko ran her tongue across my balls, licking all around that unexpectedly erogenous zone.

Raiku's eyes fluttered closed as I dug my fingers harder into her scalp, my hips pushing back and forth more forcefully. As I took control of the situation, I could see Raiku's hips rolling backwards and forwards, masturbating herself using her diaper and Sakiko beneath her. The harder naughty Raiku humped, the more Sakiko's ball-licking technique suffered - but at the same time, Raiku herself was practically inhaling my cock, drool running down my length as she sucked harder and thrust her head back and forth without even needing my input.

As hot as this was, I didn't want to blow my load and be done for the night. Reluctantly, I yanked my hips backwards, leaving Raiku's mouth dangling open foolishly as both girls looked at me with big, curious eyes. Raiku whimpered in disappoint as I walked around to watch them both from behind, but Sakiko took the initiative and muffled Raiku's complaints with another sensuous kiss.

"These diapers look awfully dry," I pointed out, as Raiku rolled her hips back and forth to press the crinkly padding against Sakiko's below. "I'm worried about you girls chafing..."

"Ah!" Raiku broke the kiss with Sakiko to respond, shooting me a smirk and a suggestive glance. "Well, why don't we get them all wet for you, Master?"

"Mmmm, yes," I agreed, but Raiku wasn't done yet.

"Okay - Saki first!" 

In a flurry of movement, Raiku rolled to her left, pulling a shocked Sakiko on top of her instead. In what seemed like a well-practiced motion, Raiku wrapped her legs around Sakiko and squeezed firmly, prompting a squeak of surprise from Sakiko.

"Go, Saki! Make your diapers all wet for your master!" Raiku cried out encouragingly.

"Nnn... ahh!"

Sakiko's eyes rolled back in her head as she pushed and then relaxed, apparently starting to wet herself. The unmistakable hissing sound of forceful urination filled the air, as Sakiko shamelessly let loose into her diapers.

Her body shivered and swayed as Raiku held her in place, and I kept watching as the crotch of her diaper started getting wetter and wetter. My cock throbbed at the sight of the padding growing more and more discolored, the swollen filling inside Sakiko's nappy bulging and squishing against Raiku's dry one as she totally flooded her pampers.

In fact, Sakiko was wetting so rapidly it didn't look like her diaper was going to hold all of it. I masturbated eagerly as I watched with burning eyes, seeing Sakiko's over-loaded padding try and fail to contain the entire contents of her bladder. As she moaned in surprise, twin streams of hot yellow pee escaped from her legcuffs, running down her thighs.

"Ahh! S-sorry, master!" Sakiko squealed, apparently more shocked than I was by her leaking. "Nnn! Saki is sorry Saki was a naughty girl!"

She was still trembling and wetting herself at that point. Sakiko tried to lift her hips away so that her swollen diaper wouldn't be pressed quite so firmly against Raiku's below her, but the mischievous pink-haired girl used her legs to pull her companion right back down, squishing the yellow crotch against her own and forcing out another small flood from Raiku's legcuffs.

"Oh, baby sissy Saki leaked?" Raiku cooed, teasingly. "Well, obviously you're too much of a baby to be in control here. Let big sister Raiku show you how we treat naughty little girls!"

In another forceful movement, Raiku rolled Sakiko over again, pinning her against the bed. For a moment, I felt like an intruder, as Raiku passionately kissed every inch of Sakiko's mouth and neck she could reach, her painted nails curled around Sakiko's wrists as she held her in place on the bed.

"Nnn! Oh, big sissy!" Sakiko moaned, pushing her hips up needily. "Please, lets do humpies! Saki needs it!"

"Y-you dirty girl," Raiku grunted, as she began to grind her diapered mound against Sakiko's soaked padding. "Behaving so shamelessly in front of master! You really don't have any control at all, do you?"

Raiku's words might have been harsh if she'd been saying them to somebody else, but sweet Sakiko merely nodded and moaned, agreeing completely. As Raiku rocked back and forth on top of Sakiko, I could see her muscles straining. A moment later, and my eyes bulged as I realized that Raiku was now wetting herself too!

I wanted to feel this up close and personal - so I thrust my hand between the two diapered crotches. Raiku let out a shamelessly lewd moan as she kept pressing her damp padding against my palm, while on the back of my hand I could feel the searing heat of Sakiko's own freshly-used diaper.

"Oh Master, Master!" Raiku cried out, humping me needily as she kept wetting. "Nnn! Keep your hand there!"

I was in no position to refuse. With my hand sandwiched between the two diapered vixens, I could feel the erotic sensation of warmth growing under my palm as Raiku slowly and steadily emptied her bladder. The formerly-dry, pillow-like padding kept growing heavier as more and more urine flowed into it, the diaper turning from soft and cushy to saggy and swollen with Raiku's peepee.

"Nmm... I'm done, Master," Raiku moaned, wriggling against my hand saucily. "Did naughty Master get excited watching Rai-Rai make potty?"

"Very much so," I murmured. "You did a good job!"

"Did, did Saki do a good job too, Master?" Sakiko asked, hopefully. "Saki wants to be a good girl..."

"You're a very good girl!" I said quickly, as I pulled my hand out from between the two of them.

"And now I want to see you two good girls grind your cute diapered pussies together! So do it for me, do it for Master!"

Sakiko's eyes lit up as I called her a good girl, but before she could say anything else, Raiku had already jumped back into action. Both girls moaned and grunted as Raiku rocked her hips back and forth, pushing the squishy, squashy diapers together and mushing their private parts against the warm wetness inside. 

For a few minutes, the only noises were the sounds of our hot breathing, the girls' moans, and the oddly-specific sound of two wet diapers squishing and rubbing against one another. As sexy as this was, I wanted to go further, and I could sense Raiku was getting more than a little impatient - she didn't come here to play her usual games with Sakiko, after all! She came to be fucked by her Master.

"Ehhh?" 

Raiku panted in confusion as she felt my hands on her hips, but soon understood. She lifted her bottom slightly so I could reach the tapes of her diaper, pulling them open so I could pull away the entire undergarment, revealing Raiku's glistening wet pussy. 

I noted that like the other girls I'd seen naked before, Raiku's cunny was mostly bald - except for a fuzzy pink patch right at the end of her slit. Curious to see how Sakiko looked, I grabbed the front of her diaper, and tore it away. The busty girl shrieked in surprise, and then giggled, noticing what I had done. I'd managed to remove her diaper, but I'd totally ripped it apart, stray plastic sticking to the tapes.

Unperturbed, I threw both used diapers into the ubiquitous open trashcan every room seemed to have, and then turned my attention back to trying to see what Sakiko's private areas looked like up close. It was hard to get a good look at her mostly naked slit, however, because as soon as I'd removed her diaper as well, Raiku had crushed their pubic mounds together, humping eagerly. The erotic sight sent the blood straight to my cock, even if it did obstruct my view a little.

"Oooo, Raiku's cunny feels good," Saki moaned, as both girls panted and rubbed their bare mounds together. "Nnn, please grind your clit against Saki's, big sis!"

"Ohh! Saki, you're such a dirty girl!" Raiku exclaimed. "Keep telling me those naughty things, little sister! Your soaking wet slit feels amazing!"

The girls seemed lost in their own blissful little world, barely noticing me as I retrieved the bottle of lube and squirted a copious amount into my palm. They only responded when I shoved my hand between their grinding pussies, each of them gasping in pleasant surprise and wriggling their spread lips against my fingers.

"Ngh! Master!" 

Raiku gasped lewdly as one of my fingers penetrated her wet hole to the last knuckle. Her muscles squeezed, encouraging me as I gently fucked her tight passage using my single digit, feeling how hot and wet she was around me.

Not wanting to leave Sakiko out, I slid my finger back out and grabbed my cock. Now that her hungry hole wasn't being filled, Raiku returned to grinding her slit against her busty friend's below, desperate for stimulation. I let them tease each other for a few seconds, before I intervened again, plunging my throbbing shaft deep into Sakiko's waiting vagina.

"Nyahhh! Ohhh, Master!" Sakiko gasped happily, thrusting up to meet me as  Raiku kissed and licked at her neck. "Thank you for humping Saki!"

Grinning, I thrust eagerly in and out of Sakiko's inviting wetness, eliciting squeaks and moans of pleasure as Raiku's needy slit hovered above the action. Once  I'd worked Sakiko up a little, I pulled out again, and my achingly hard length found its way to Raiku's desperate hole.

I slid deep into Raiku's seemingly-bottomless pussy, her slippery wetness like velvet around me. There was no resistance at all - until, suddenly, Raiku consciously squeezed her muscles around my cock, working it with rhythmic clenches that felt like heaven. I grunted, pushing my length in and out of her for several seconds, enjoying how hot and wet she was, before I yanked my cock back out again.

Like they had never stopped at all, Raiku and Sakiko went right back to humping each other. As the pair engaged in their eager frotting, I occasionally slid my cock into one or the other's inviting wetness, and made them gasp and moan as I fucked them. That always left one girl waiting, however - and I wanted this to be an experience we all shared!

As much as I was enjoying the hot warmth of each girl's pussy, I wanted them to be able to grind their slits together freely while I fucked them. That meant there was another hole I wanted to claim today...

Taking my time, I slipped my already-dripping cockhead right between both girls' slick cunnies, hearing them both gasp in pleasant surprise. Both Sakiko and Raiku humped and ground their lube-soaked pussies against my throbbing length, getting it nice and wet as I rolled my own hips back and forth. I could feel the little bumps of their clitorises pressing against my cock as they ground their private areas harder against my own, and as I thrust back and forth quickly for a few moments, I almost wanted to just keep going and cum like this…

But I held firm, and after a few moments I pulled out. My cock left the warmth and wetness of the two pussies spread around it, and both girls gasped in surprise in time with the unexpected wet slurp. 

I didn't waste time with foreplay. I had no idea how often Raiku had had anal sex before now, but I was too horny to think properly as I hurriedly thrust my cockhead into her tight pucker. As soon as I had shoved my head against her smallest entrance, I heard Raiku gasp in surprise - followed by a muffled groan as I pushed my way into her bottom.

"Nggh, Master really i-is a pervert!" Raiku groaned, as I hurriedly shoved my length deeper into her bowels. "He's putting his big peepee into- nghh! Into Raiku's tight little tushy!"

Sakiko's only response was wide-eyed shock, followed by blissful moans as Raiku went back to humping and rocking her bare slit against Saki's. Raiku really was a trooper, enduring my anal assault with no complaints as I leaned over her, fucking her deeper and deeper with my hard spear of love.

She grunted and grimaced on occasion, but kept her hips moving, even pushing back against me to take me deeper. I was truly impressed with how Raiku handled the situation, her ass gripping and clenching at my shaft the same way her pussy had earlier.

"D-does my... my Master enjoy m-my tight ass?" Raiku asked, breathlessly, once my head was beside her face.

I could only nod my affirmation, lost in the blissful sensation of our deviant coupling. I felt like a king, having sex with two girls at once and even getting anal from one of them! But my response only made Raiku smirk wickedly, and then lean in to whisper so only I could hear what she said next.

"Saki's is tighter."

It only took a moment to process what she'd said before I realized what Raiku meant. With a nod, I held onto Raiku's hips firmly, and dragged my pulsing length out of her tight anus. Raiku moaned and shivered as if the experience was deeply sensual for her, her rectum gaping slightly with recent use.

"Come on, Sakiko," Raiku said, panting, as she moved to roll onto her back again. "Stick your tushy up! Let Master fuck you some more!"

Sakiko eeped and giggled as she tumbled over, ending up on top of Raiku. Saki looked back at me with a curious smile, seeming so innocent that my heart skipped a beat.

Raiku's face was bright red, but she fixed me with a knowing look as she wrapped her arms and legs more tightly around Sakiko, pinning her in place on top of her. We both knew that I wasn't going to put the cock that had just penetrated Raiku's anus into Sakiko's pussy - Raiku was setting her friend up to have the same anal experience as her, and innocent Sakiko had no idea it was coming.

Testosterone pumping through my veins, I grabbed Sakiko's hip with one hand, using my other to guide my cocktip to her puckered hole. Raiku made an effort to distract her friend for the moment, grinning wickedly as she thrust her hips up and rapidly humped Sakiko's dripping pussy, the bustier girl moaning and squealing in pleasant surprise.

Sakiko didn't seem to notice my throbbing head pressing against her other hole - but as I thrust my lubricated member in hard, she certainly did.

"AH! AH, MASTER!" Sakiko squealed, suddenly thrashing about on top of Raiku. "Nnn! Master is claiming Saki's tushyhole, Raiku! It's so big!" 

I didn't think I was all that big, actually - it just seemed like Sakiko was incredibly tight. Her anal muscles reflexively squeezed and clenched, like an incredibly hot vise all around me, massaging the few inches that I had already shoved inside of her. I could hear Sakiko breathing heavily, her moans taking on an edge of pain as I pushed forwards, plunging my length deeper and deeper into her bowels.

"Ohh! Owwiieee! S-Saki hardly ever takes Master there!" Sakiko squealed, curling her fingers into the bedsheets. "Nnn! Ow, nn, Master, that's the wrong hole!"

"There is no wrong hole, silly Saki!" Raiku said with a giggle, as she squeezed her trembling, panting companion tightly. "Just relax and let Master use your body to feel good!"

"Ohhh! Oh, Master, Saki is sorry!" Sakiko moaned, grunting as I began to pull my entrenched cock out and push it firmly back in again. "Of course, all of Sakiko's holes are for my Master to use! Ugguu! Saki will be a big girl for Master!"

I grunted my own affirmation as I gripped Sakiko's hips tightly. The sheer amount of friction and tightness gripping my cock was incredible. I could hardly thrust at all, since Sakiko's tender backpassage was squeezing so hard. I tried anyway, shoving my hips back and forth and eliciting gasps and eeps from the quivering girl beneath.

"G-good girl, Sakiko," I moaned, feeling the lubricant and Saki's weakening muscles starting to make my movements easier. "You're making Master feel so good!"

"Th-that's all Saki wants! To be Master's good little girl!" Sakiko cried out, her voice wobbling with exertion, pleasure and pain. "M-master can hump in Saki's tushy whenever he wants! Ahnnn!"

Sakiko's frantic speech was cut off by Raiku pushing her head upwards and kissing her deeply. With Saki silenced, I began to rock my hips faster, my cock sliding back and forth inside Sakiko's burning hot anus. As I went faster, I could hear her whimpering at the uncomfortable experience, but Saki bravely took my cock, not protesting at all as I used her adorable tushy for my own perverted pleasure. 

I had already been holding out for some time, but Sakiko's genuinely innocent-sounding whimpers and calling herself a 'good little girl' had taken this anal experience to the extreme! I could feel myself getting stiffer and stiffer as I plunged faster and faster in and out of Sakiro's bowels. As I got faster, feeling the incredible tightness gripping my entire shaft, I heard Sakiro break the kiss with Raiku, throwing her head back in alarm at the building friction.

"Ah! Mastterrrr!" she squealed, eyes wide with discomfort as I drilled her tight backside. "Nnn!"

"Good girl, Saki, good little girl, Master is going to make stickies inside you!" I cried, as I fucked her mercilessly, my balls slapping against both girls' soaked pussies. "Just a little longer! Here it comes!"

I could barely hear Saki's series of surprised 'Ah! ah! AH!' noises as I pounded her against her naked companion, feeling my cock throbbing harder and harder with every second. I couldn't wait to empty my load into this adult babygirl's bowels, and everything felt so right. Saki's rectum was stretched around my hardness, every thrust, in and out and in and out, my balls tightening, hearing her genuinely surprised noises as I went right up to the edge…

"GN!"

And then went over it.

Saki squealed as she felt me embed my cock deep in her backside, muscles spasming reflexively. That was all I needed to climax, and my entrenched erection kicked and pulsed inside of Saki's tight bottom. As I groaned, strand after strand of thick semen spurted deep into Saki's bowels, warmth spilling into her as I slowly rocked my hips, riding out the blissful sensations.

"Nnn, oh, Saki, you are such a good girl." I murmured, stroking Saki's back as she swallowed and sniffled. "Your tight little ass feels amazing for Master..."

"I-I'm... I'm glad, Master," Saki replied, genuinely. "...But Saki's bootyhole is going to be very very sore after this!"

"Aww, Saki, let big sissy take your mind off of it," Raiku cooed, pressing her pussy against Sakiko's firmly once again. "Once you make cummies, it won't feel so bad..."

With my softening cock still lodged inside her bottom, Sakiko's whimpers and sniffles soon turned to moans of pleasure as Raiku ground her slit against hers. She barely noticed as I slipped my length out of her sore and swollen rectum, lost in bliss as she approached an orgasm that had been building all night.

As I tucked my cock into my pants and watched, I saw Sakiko through her head back and shudder all over, gasping and squealing as the sensations overtook her. I smiled dotingly as I watched both girls have a well-earned climax, moaning 'I love you!'s to one another as they writhed and thrashed. 

Doing my fly back up, I left my room and then hurried down the hall to get more diapers for both girls. Tonight I wanted them both sleeping in my bed…

15 - Nikko Nikko Ni

The next day my muscles were pleasantly sore, and I was tempted to stay in bed until noon. But even if I wasn't a wage-slave anymore, I had responsibilities to deal with. I met Iwa at breakfast, and she told me that Kayda had declined to see me again. Once I was finished with my food, she asked if there was anybody I'd like to check in on, since I was 'free' that day.

"I'd like to see Hitomi, I think," I said, letting Iwa lead me away from the breakfast table. "Since I visited her on my first day here - it's been a while."

"Oh, you don't want to see Izumi again?" Iwa teased. "I know she's looking forward to having special time with youuu..."

I said nothing, embarrassed. Of course, as luck would have it, a few moments later we turned a corner and saw Nikko along with Izumi herself, walking down the long corridor towards us. My chest fluttered and I felt my palms growing slick with sweat as we got closer. Behind me, I heard Iwa snicker softly, but she luckily didn't say anything more.

"Good morning," Izumi mumbled as she approached me, a subdued smile on her face. 

She kept glancing at me, then looking away, her face redder and redder each time. I knew I wasn't doing much better, a feverish blush creeping up the back of my neck, unable to keep the smile off my face as my heart skipped and thudded just from being in her presence. I couldn’t bring myself to look at her face, knowing I’d be overwhelmed if our eyes met.

Instead, my eyes trailed up and down her slender legs, to the ruffled bottoms of her pink and polka-dotted shorts. Her diaper pushed the stretchy material outward, the thickness giving her a noticeable waddle as she went by.

Nikko remained quiet as we passed, the barest hint of a smile suggesting he was amused by how Izumi and I interacted. I couldn't help it - I'd thought I'd lost Izumi years ago, and the feelings I had needed to be buried quickly so I could move on. Now she was back in my life with the twist of diapers and total dependence on me, and I'd fallen in love again, hard.

For a moment it seemed like Izumi was going to pass by without even a touch, but in the instant she reached me, she made sure to come closer, brushing against me as if the hallway was far narrower than it actually was. My nostrils flared and I felt myself overtaken by a wave of arousal and love. I barely heard Izumi's little squeak of surprise as I grabbed the diapered woman by the shoulders, and pushed her into the wall, like some big, playful predator.

I wasted no time in crushing my lips against hers, my hands sliding down to her hips to feel the plastic wrapped around them, fingertips delving under the waistband of her shorts to touch her diaper with nothing in the way. Izumi meekly moaned into my mouth, lifting her arms slightly away from her body to allow me access. It was intoxicating - this beautiful girl submissively allowing me to do whatever I wanted with her.

After a few moments of passionate kissing (while Nikko tactfully stepped aside and pretended to be checking his watch, and Iwa made no pretense of not watching and enjoying the show), I broke away. Izumi's head was tilted up slightly to look at me, our bodies so close the minor height difference was accentuated significantly. I felt I could melt into the pools of adoration that were her eyes, but I still wanted to visit Hitomi. I didn't want any of the girls to feel like I was leaving them out, even if Izzy and I had a 'special relationship'.

"So!" I said, my cheeks a little flushed, heart racing with bravado. "...I'll see you around?"

"...Yuh huh," Izumi mumbled, as I stepped away from the wall. I left, feeling cocky and pleased with myself, carrying that energy all the way to Hitomi's room despite Iwa's gentle teasing.

***

Iwa was stopped on the way to Hitomi's room. Tomoe blushingly admitted she had a diaper that needed changing, and shyly asked if Iwa could help. Iwa was surprised to be approached by the quiet girl, but agreed readily. As they left together, I flashed Tomoe a thumbs up, proud of her for making moves towards getting closer with the other girls. 

That meant I was all alone when I walked into Hitomi's room. Of course, I probably should have knocked, but I was riding the high of feeling like Master of the house, unable to do any wrong. I confidently strolled in, opening my mouth to say Hitomi's name - and then froze, my jaw dropping at what she was doing. 

Sat on the floor with her legs spread wide, Hitomi's dark blue sailor skirt was flipped upwards. In one hand, she held a remote control, similar to the one I'd used to pleasure Raiku in front of everyone. This remote didn't have any wires, but it was clear it was controlling a similar toy from the audible buzzing sounds coming from Hitomi's thickly padded crotch, even without the soft moans that echoed around the small room. Her other hand was pressed against the front of her diaper, and every so often Hitomi would grunt and push more firmly, as if re-securing whatever was inside. 

"Oh, Daddy, Daddy, Daddy," Hitomi whimpered, needily, still unaware of my presence. "Make love to me, Daddyy..."

As I recovered my composure, I glanced at the floor, noticing the pieces of paper scattered all around her. My mouth closed but my eyebrows remained raised, realizing these were handwritten notes. Embarrassed and knowing this was definitely not a scene Hitomi wanted me to have walked in on, I began to back up, hoping to make my way out of the room.

My silent escape was thwarted as I bumped into one of the taller bookshelves. Hitomi froze, then whipped her head around, her glasses nearly falling off of her face from the speed. I raised my hands in an apologetic gesture but as soon as Hitomi saw me, she screamed in surprise, sending the remote control in her hand flying out of her hand and towards my face. I jerked my head back, smoothly avoiding the remote - but smacking the back of my head on the bookshelf instead.

"OW!" I yelped, seeing stars as I grabbed the back of my head. "That really smarts!"

"I'm sorry N- Master, I'm sorry!" Hitomi squeaked, jumping up, the movement increasing the buzzing sound from between her legs. "Oh, oh, let me help you!"

"Ah, get away! I'll be fine!" I said, more loudly than I'd intended, rubbing the sore spot and feeling dazed. "I'm alright! Stop!"

"Is everything okay in there?"

Yuna's elderly voice of concern came from the hall, and in unison both Hitomi and I squealed a response:

"We're fine!"

I kicked the door shut hurriedly to prevent the old woman getting in, my concern validated when a moment later the doorknob jiggled. Hitomi shot me a thankful look as we both heard Yuna sigh in apparent annoyance.

"...Please be careful with the girls, Master Kano," Yuna grumbled. A moment later, we heard the sound of shuffling footsteps walking away from the door, and Hitomi and I were left alone to talk about what I'd walked in on.

***

It took a few minutes for Hitomi to calm down and talk to me. It took only slightly longer for her to remember it might be easier to focus without a vibrator nestled between her pretty little folds, and shyly ask me to pass her the remote. Once the buzzing stopped, Hitomi's breathing grew easier, but she still had an adorably flushed expression, her speech frantic and jumbled.

"Um, I'm sorry Master Kano, I didn't- I mean, that is, I wasn't- Oh, I'm sorry!" 

Hitomi's eyes welled up with tears again. Sighing, I pulled her into a reassuring hug and held her for a moment, til she stopped shaking and whimpering. 

"Now - how about you tell me what all this is about?" I asked, once she was calmer, slipping into a caregiver role with an ease that surprised even myself.

"It's... Oh, it's too embarrassing to say," Hitomi replied. "...Could I just... sit down? And you can, you can pick up some of the letters and... Well, Master Kano will soon learn my, my secret."

I wanted to crack a joke about the idea of someone having a secret they hid despite openly wearing and using diapers - but Hitomi's expression was so serious I couldn't bring myself to. As I nodded, she sat down on the cushy loveseat, and pulled her knees up to the couch, watching me anxiously as I examined the floor she'd been sitting on.

I began to pick up the papers scattered all around Hitomi's feet. Most of them were handwritten letters on soft, embossed paper, but several pieces looked like they'd been photocopied. Curious, I picked up one piece, and flipped it over to read it, intrigued by how the feminine script differed. Behind me I heard Hitomi squeak softly, but she didn't protest, watching silently as she'd said she would. 

'Dear bumblebear,' the letter began, curiously. 'I adore you... you are everything a man should be and more...'

As I read each line, my eyebrows raised more and more. I could tell Hitomi was waiting with baited breath for my reaction, expecting me to finish much quicker than I did. Unfortunately, I wasn't blessed with the ability to speed read like her. 

The first paragraphs of the letter were innocent, Hitomi telling this mysterious man about a book they'd both been reading, remarking on his thoughts on literature, along with several excessively romantic comments. Once I got a little further though, things became far spicier, and it was obvious why Hitomi had saved her half of the exchange as well:

'I want to be completely submissive to you. I want to feel your male dominance...'

'to open the feminine flower of my womanhood to your shaft, begging to be sheathed inside of me...'

'...feeling your seed spilling deep into my fertile womb, swelling me, making me all yours-'

I gasped with only a little exaggeration, and Hitomi let out another squeak, hiding her burning red face against her knees. Arousal mixed with just a little jealousy as I read the naughty passage, knowing that this was the reason Hitomi refused to kiss my lips. She clearly felt parts of herself were promised to another, even if she had some strange boundaries about which parts were off-limits.

"Naughty, naughty!" I chided Hitomi playfully. "Refusing to kiss your Master even when you're gallivanting around with this mystery man."

Hitomi parted her legs slightly, giving me a glimpse of her thick padding under her skirt, She peeked out at me quizzically.

"...Master... did, did you read one of the other letters? The ones - the ones I didn't write..."

My amused smile turned to a small frown. I carefully smoothed out one of the handwritten letters, starting from the top and quickly speeding down. This time when I reached the end, my gasp didn't need any exaggeration.

'Yours, forever and ever, Nikko Murai.' 

The letter ended, with several inky hearts and kisses after the period. 

"...You've been writing letters to Nikko!" I said in surprise, and Hitomi shamefully nodded, hiding her face again. "This is quite a shock, Hitomi! Were you hiding this from my brother, as well?"

"I'm sorry Master!" Hitomi whimpered. "I, I, I think Terayo knew, really, but he never said anything..."

"Nothing at all?"

"Well, sometimes it seemed like he, he created situations for me and Nikko to be together," Hitomi confessed.

There were a few moments of silence as I read another letter, blood tinting my cheeks a healthy red as even more blood rushed to my crotch.  

"You never write your name, I noticed."

"No... I never managed to confess to him. He thinks I'm a girl in the nearby town," Hitomi admitted. "...He thinks I've seen him going to pick up groceries. I use a P.O. box and get Yuna to mail the letters out at the post office, so nobody can trace them back to here."

"I see..." I muttered, as I pored over one of the handwritten letters, seeing that the things Nikko wrote back were only slightly less filthy than Hitomi's fantasies. "Any particular girl? Is this a catfish situation, Hito?"

"No! Of course not," Hitomi replied, scandalized. "He has no idea who I am. Sometimes he asks for pictures... I've sent close ups of my... you know... but never my face. He thinks I'm just shy."

"Hmmm..."

I pondered what to do or say next... Hitomi hadn't said she wanted to push her relationship with Nikko into the real world. But also, it was clear from what they'd both written they were deeply in love! And I couldn't imagine a world where Nikko would ever reject such a beautiful girl.

Hitomi's expression caught my eye. Yes, she was embarrassed and hiding her face - but the glimpse I could see showed hope, mixed with fear. Maybe since I was her master... Hitomi was looking to me for guidance? Was that something I could provide for her, then?

"Hitomi!" I said, determinedly. "We are going to get you and Nikko on a date!"

There was a loud squeak, and then Hitomi tried to rapidly protest:

"Master, no, he could never, he'll never, it won't work out-"

"Hush, Hitomi," I said stepping forward and placing a finger on her lips. "Let Master take care of everything."

She fell instantly silent, and I grinned. Now I just had to hope my scheme would be successful...

16 - Confession

Now that I knew Hitomi was in love with Nikko, I just needed to work out a way to get them together! The first step would be convincing Hitomi to confess to him. Honestly, I felt like everything after that would be child's play (baby-girl play?), but Hitomi was fighting me every step of the way. It was only me putting my foot down and reminding her of my authority as the house's Master that got Hitomi to agree to it, but the look on her face said she really, really didn't want to.

It took us a little while to get Hitomi ready, but it felt like there was no time like the present! I knew if I let Hitomi wait a day or however long she insisted she needed to 'prepare' she'd talk herself out of it. It was best to strike while the iron was hot!

An hour later, Hitomi was standing just beside the door to the dining room, shaking like a life. We could both hear Nikko's soft spoken voice from behind it, humming some tune under his breath as he cleaned up after the breakfast rush. 

I'd brushed Hitomi's hair, changed her diaper, and given her a pep talk. There was no reason for her not to be confident! What guy could possibly resist a confession from such a gorgeous, intelligent girl! I told her as much, hoping I could calm her down a little.

But still, the closer we walked to the dining room, the more the bespectacled girl seemed to shake. I placed my hand on her shoulder sympathetically, hearing her breathing heavily from anxiety.

"I can't do this, Master Kano," Hitomi whimpered, her glasses fogging up from her hyperventilation. "Wh-what is he going to say? What's he going to think?"

"He's going to say, wow, why didn't you say something earlier!" I joked, patting Hitomi's shoulder. "Come on. You won't know if you don't try. Don't you want to have Nikko kiss you, for real?"

"...Yes."

"And hold you, love you like in those letters? Look after you, maybe let you call him 'Daddy'?"

Hitomi let out an uncertain whine, stepping from foot to foot in her shiny Mary Jane shoes. Clearly that thought had rubbed against some very special fantasies for her, and those thoughts also pushed very scary buttons too - there was no way she could have 'Daddy' if she didn't admit her feelings to Nikko.

"I'm just... I'm just so scared..." 

"Let me help," I said, remembering how Iwa had gotten Hitomi and I to talk about our feelings. "Come just stand in front of the door for a moment. Put your hand on the wood."

"Uh... why?" Hitomi asked, looking up at me skeptically.

"Just do it. Put all your calming energy into the door," I said, bullshitting, buying time as I came up behind her, putting my hand on her shoulder again. "Close your eyes. Take a deep breath. Imagine yourself walking through, to a peaceful, tranquil scene..."

Hitomi frowned but did as I asked, shutting her eyes tight. I reached down around her, slowly as I possibly could, to avoid letting Hitomi know what I was doing. My free hand found the doorknob. Slowly but surely, I turned it, silently cheering in my head as it made barely any noise. Still trying to be whisper quiet, I pushed the door away. 

Hitomi's eyes flew open as she felt the wood moving away from her fingers. Oops. Before she could say anything else, I gave Hitomi an apologetic smile - and then shoved her through. Hitomi squealed, and we both saw Nikko look up in shock. Before she could run back through the door, I yanked it closed.

"MASTER NO!" Hitomi cried, her voice on the edge of tears. "I'm not ready! I'm not!"

"This is for your own good Hitomi!" I said, holding the door shut. "Just talk to him!"

The doorknob rattled against my hand for a few more seconds, before Hitomi apparently gave up, letting out a scream of frustration that was unlike anything I'd ever heard from the demure girl. I heard Nikko approach, using Hitomi's name, asking her what was wrong. It seemed like things were coming together. 

Through the door, I couldn't hear much of anything - it seemed like the two had stepped away. Hesitantly, I let go of the doorknob and moved away from the door, leaning against the wall to wait. Both Nikko and Hitomi were soft-spoken so it was hard to know what was being said, or if things were going well. As confident as I'd been at first, there was that tiny twinge of guilt in my gut, worrying that I'd forced Hitomi into an awkward situation that was going to end in heartbreak. 

Seconds passed like hours - was that laughter I heard from the other side of the door, or crying? I couldn't help feeling antsy just waiting out there...

Finally, Hitomi opened the door. I jumped away from the wall, hurriedly checking to see her expression. Mostly she looked... dazed. I could see a hint of tears on her cheek - but was that a tiny smile on her face?

"Well?" I asked, impatiently.

"...He... he likes me too," Hitomi muttered, voice full of awe. "I couldn't believe it."

"That's amazing news, Hito! I never doubted it," I said, grinning. 

"We... he said we should have a date, later this week. I have a date. A real life date, with Nikko... Oh Master, I'm so happy!" 

Hitomi thrust her arms around my waist and hugged me tight, tears of joy streaming down her face. I smiled, patting her back gently, basking in the feeling of a job well done. That had been scary for a moment there...

"Anyway, Master Kano," Hitomi sniffled, as she extricated herself from our hug. "I um... I could use some... help?"

"Help with wh-"

Before I could finish my sentence, Hitomi had begun to lift up the skirt of her dress, smiling bashfully. My jaw dropped as I took in the state of her diaper, the same one I'd put on her fresh less than 20 minutes ago. It was beyond soaked - it looked like a yellow water balloon had burst inside, the hefty mass of padding sagging away from her groin dramatically.

"You see, I was so nervous when I started talking to Nikko-"

"...You flooded your pampers entirely!" I chuckled, shaking my head. "Come on, baby Hitomi. Let's get you changed again - and help you make plans for your big date!"

***

"Wow," Izumi said, when I told her about what Hitomi had done. "You really got her to confess her feelings?" 

"It wasn't really just me," I replied. "I mean, she had to do it herself." 

"But you gave her that push, like Iwa did for me."

"Yes! Master Kano is the best! And Iwa is the best too!" Raiku piped up from her seat on the floor.

She, Sakiko and Tomoe were sharing a plastic playmat while Iwa sat and watched with me. The girls were making little creatures out of playdoh, or rolling around balls of the stuff mushed together. Only Kayda, Ayaka and Hitomi were missing, but Ayaka had apparently gone to nap, and I knew Hitomi was occupying herself with thoughts of her upcoming date. 

Kayda... Kayda had left the room as soon as I entered, in a huff. I sighed - I'd need to do something about that soon. But when I clapped eyes on Izumi once more, those thoughts were quickly chased away, replaced by goopy gooey lovehearts and soppy looks of adoration.

Everyone had cooed and teased as Izumi and I laid eyes on each other, but now things seemed to have calmed down. We were trying to take things slow, so we hadn't been alone together since the day I changed her messy diaper. As much as I was looking forward to getting my hands on her in private, it felt good to be cuddling with her with the other girls around. I had her head resting in my lap, my hands sliding through her hair as we shared the couch. 

"So, what are they going to do for their date?" Iwa asked. "I assume you aren't going to be pulling the strings for that as well, Kano."

"Uh, I wasn't going to," I replied bashfully. "I'm not sure what they're going to do."

"Actually, that's not a bad idea," Izumi murmured. "We could all help to do something for them."

As Izumi went on, she repositioned herself, pushing herself up and out of my lap. "We all love Hitomi - and Nikko is a sweet guy. We could, we could give the staff the evening off, and all work together to make it a special evening for them?"

"I could be a waitress!" Raiku said excitedly. "And Iwa and Tomoe could cook! I know they like that kind of thing."

Tomoe looked up, surprised at being mentioned. It seemed like she was still having trouble getting used to being included with the other girls.

"Oh! I suppose we could," she said, smiling. "And, uh, Sakiko and Master can help in the kitchen too... Ayaka as well, I suppose. Maybe Kayda will even join us?"

"What if we used the dining room, and pushed aside some of the tables to make a big empty space?" Izumi suggested.

"And then they could dance!" Raiku exclaimed.

"Oh, we should have three um, three different meals, like at a fancy restaurant!" Sakiko piped up.

Soon the whole room was abuzz with excited chatter, all of us planning our roles in making Hitomi and Nikko's date a special one. I smiled proudly at Izumi - her suggestion had brought us all closer together. Maybe, like Tomoe said, even Kayda would join us and help. We just needed to co-ordinate everything as a group... 

"Hm... maybe after we decide what to do for Hitomi and Nikko, we can arrange a time for a private date for you and I," I muttered in Izumi's ear while the others were occupied. "In your room, maybe?"

Izumi squeaked - but subtly, she nodded, and I grinned. That wouldn't be for a while - but I couldn't wait, and I didn't think she could either.

17 - Some Enchanted Evening

Two nights later, the girls and I had set to work making sure Nikko and Hitomi had a magical evening together. Even Kayda had agreed to pitch in, although right now all she was doing was leaning against the kitchen wall, disdainfully watching the rest of us.

"That's too many tomatoes," she said to Tomoe, as the taller girl finished blending together the soup, wiping sweat from her brow with a free hand. "You need to add pepper and lemon juice to balance it."

"Kayda, don't micromanage Tomoe," I chided, getting a scowl and a roll of the eyes from Kay. "It looks delicious. Here, let me try."

I dipped a spoon into the sauce, taking a sip, smacking my lips to get the full flavor. Tomoe watched me with a vague smile, getting to work with wiping the surfaces clean so she could keep cooking. Not only was she joining the other girls in helping with Hitomi's date, she was taking the lead by playing the role of 'head chef' for tonight.

"It's good," I said, smiling. "I'd have a little more spice if it was me, but I guess it's better if people add it themselves."

"That was my thought exactly," Tomoe sighed. "I'm having Ayaka take red pepper flakes out, so they can add extra spice if they want. I know Hitomi's not a big fan of capsaicin. I'm not sure about Nikko."

"Is it ready?" Raiku asked, excited to play the role of serving staff tonight. 

Raiku had dressed up for the occasion. The upper half of her outfit was exactly what you might expect for a waiter at a fancy restaurant - a clean white button-up blouse with a red bowtie, and a black apron that hung down and stopped at her lower thigh. Her legs were bare, however, and when the pink-haired girl turned around it was clear she was wearing nothing but a diaper from the waist down. Until, of course, you reached the frilled socks and shiny black shoes she had chosen for tonight.

“I think so,” Izumi said, sticking close to me. “Uh, Iwa?”

“Two bowls, coming up!” Iwa replied, ladling out the soup. “Here you go, girls.”

"Soup's on!" Raiku said cheerfully, loading the dining cart with the two bowls and a pitcher of water. "Come on Ayaka. Let's take this to Nik-nik and Hito right away!"

"Yes, ma'am," Ayaka replied. 

Izumi giggled and held open the door for them as they passed. Ayaka had skipped the apron, and she wore pants that covered her diaper, but otherwise it looked like she was wearing the same uniform as Raiku. Knowing the kitchen was in good hands, I slipped out to watch Hitomi and Nikko as the serving cart approached.

The room was dimly lit, a cluster of candles in the center of their table illuminating them both. Even from a distance, it was obvious they both only had eyes for each other, neither of them even looking up as the clattering sound of the cart got closer. I chuckled - why hadn't Terayo done this when he was still alive? It was simple enough to set up…

"I guess I got one up on you, big brother," I muttered. "Oh... Raiku's telling them about the meal."

I leaned in and focused, trying to hear what was being said. Raiku put down the plates of soup, explaining their ingredients and flavor profiles, discussing how hard Tomoe had worked to prepare. Hitomi shot me a confused look, but I just smiled back, knowing the girls had put a lot of work into tonight. Raiku could blather on for a while, as long as Hitomi and Nikko got some alone time.

"Sir," Ayaka piped up, when there was a break in Raiku's torrent of words. "Would you like some red pepper flakes? The soup is better spicy."

Uncomfortable in the position of the one being served and not the other way around, Nikko made an awkward motion that was somewhere between a nod and a shrug. Taking his answer as assent, Ayaka flipped the shaker of red pepper flakes over and began to carefully shake them onto the soup.

"Just tell me when."

"So, what would both of you like to drink tonight?" Raiku asked, pouring out a glass of water while she spoke. "I mean, other than the water of course! We have an excellent wine list!"

Hitomi giggled behind her hand, the other one reaching out and squeezing Nikko's. He seemed embarrassed, but he forced a smile as he responded. Ayaka continued to shake extra pepper flakes into the soup, ignoring everything else going on around her.

"Well, uh, what would you recommend?" Nikko asked hesitantly.

"Hmmm... Well, if we were talking about wine, I'd probably recommend an acidic red wine for the soup!" Raiku began, one hand tapping her chin thoughtfully while the other held the water pitcher, pouring another glass for Hitomi with remarkable poise. "Then again you'll be having chicken right after, so you might want a white wine like a chardonnay."

Nikko and Hitomi were already beginning to look overwhelmed, but Raiku kept going.

Meanwhile, Ayaka kept glancing at Nikko, looking for a signal, and getting none. I bit my lip as I saw more and more flakes of red pepper land on the surface of the soup.

"Then there are other alcoholic options! Whisky or rum.... Maybe rum is best for a dessert course, it does tend to be sweet..."

His brow furrowed in concentration, I could tell that Nikko was trying his hardest to pay attention to what Raiku was saying. The ebullient pink-haired girl just kept chattering and chattering about possible drink options for the two of them, getting really deep into her role as wait staff.

Meanwhile Ayaka kept emptying the container of red pepper flakes. She'd unscrewed the lid now, and was grabbing pinches of the flakes to add to the soup, looking more and more exasperated as Nikko still said nothing.

"Now if you were asking me what I would choose," Raiku continued. "Well, I'd probably go with something sparkling! Since it's a date, you know? I don't know if we actually have Champagne in the kitchen - I could go check! - but I know we have Prosecco, Cremont, Cava..."

Hitomi had also been watching Raiku this whole time. I saw her glance at Nikko just for a second, and then freeze, looking back at him with her mouth open in shock. There was now a sizable pile of red pepper flakes rising out of the soup, and Ayaka was still going, looking impassively back at Hitomi. Now instead of small pinches of red pepper, Ayaka had up-ended the entire bottle, and they were slowly spilling out to join the rest of their brothers in the red liquid below. 

"-and we also have stuff to make cocktails, and-"

The door to the kitchen banged open, startling us all. Sakiko blushed and giggled before speaking, cutting Raiku off. 

"The main course will be ready in five minutes," she said sweetly, before popping back inside the door.

"Okay!" Raiku said with a chipper grin, whipping back around to face the couple. "So do you two want-"

"Wine!" Nikko blurted out. "Just... sparkling white wine. Any kind. Thank you."

"...Leave the bottle," Hitomi murmured.

"Okay! I'll be right back!" 

Raiku grabbed Ayaka by the back of her shirt cuff and pulled her away from the table. The petite girl shrugged, dumping what was left of the container of pepper flakes into the soup, and following the 'head waiter' out of the room and back into the kitchen. My eyes boggled at just how spicy the soup must have been, but Nikko had yet to even look down at his plate. Instead, he and Hitomi were sharing an amused yet loving look, each of them sighing in relief now they were finally alone. 

After what seemed like several long moments of staring into one another's eyes (I wasn't sure if it was cute or so sickeningly sweet I wanted to barf), Hitomi picked up her spoon and dipped it into the soup. Delicately, she took a sip from the side of the spoon and swallowed, frowning slightly.

"Oh, Raiku talked for so long, my soup's gone cold," she said, disappointedly. "...How's yours, Bumblebear?"

Nikko's cheeks went bright red from hearing their special nicknames being used in person. Stammering and even shyer than Hitomi herself, he picked up his own spoon and filled it without looking. I grimaced as he raised it to his mouth, unable to look away.

At first, Nikko closed his eyes, as if enjoying the flavor. Then his eyes opened again, suddenly very wide. His teeth were still clenched around the spoon. I swore I could see sweat on his brow, his cheeks getting redder and redder as Hitomi watched with concern. 

"...N...Nikko?" Hitomi started, after several long seconds.

That apparently broke the spell. Nikko swallowed hard, and then leapt from the table, snatching up his glass of water. 

"Hot! Hot!" He panted, between frantic glugging of the liquid, trying to cool his burning tongue. "Hot hot hot!"

Soon the glass was emptied, and about half of it was down Nikko's formerly immaculate shirt. Apparently the water didn't do the trick, because Nikko pushed his chair away, giving Hitomi an apologetic little bow before turning around and running towards the kitchen. The usually stoic man was heard yelling for 'milk', 'cream', anything to soothe his burning tongue, and the kitchen doors swung open and then shut as he hurled himself through them.

Hitomi blinked in confusion, and I bit down hard on my fist to muffle my laughter, hearing the yelling and squeals from inside the kitchen from the other side of the door.

***

Nikko had returned to the table after several glasses of milk, looking slightly bedraggled but apparently feeling much better. Hitomi gave him a look of concern, but he waved it off, and within a few minutes they were both enjoying the chicken dinner with their wine.

Tomoe and Iwa did an amazing job cooking the main course. Iwa made sure there was enough for all of us, and while the lovebirds ate their own meal, we sat around in the kitchen eating bowls of our own. Even Kayda helped herself to a serving, muttering that Iwa had done a good job with the seasoning.

"Well, Tomoe made sure the potatoes were done, and marinated the meat," Iwa said, giving the blonde girl's shoulder a quick squeeze. "She had to do that overnight as well."

"It's nothing," Tomoe blushed, but I could tell she was pleased with herself. "...Kayda, weren't you working on something last night?" 

Kayda looked up, glancing at me. Then she slowly started to grin. 

"I made dessert," she said. "It's a chocolate silk pie. It just needs whipped cream and its ready to go."

"Wow, Kayda, I'm impressed," I remarked. "You really do care about Hitomi and Nikko, don't you?"

Kayda scowled as I said that, her cheeks red with embarrassment. She didn't deny it though, just shrugged. I couldn't help smiling - it seemed like she was starting to come around and want to be part of the community a little more, even if she was grumpy about it. Maybe this was closer to how Kayda had behaved before my brother died?

Soon enough, the main course was finished, the pie was decorated with whipped cream, and two mouth-watering slices of chocolate silk pie were set on two plates for Nikko and Hitomi, Raiku smiling as she pushed them out the door on her cart again.

"I think Nikko filled up on milk earlier, you know, when his mouth was on fire?" Raiku said cheerfully as she returned with two empty plates and one full slice of pie. "Maybe we can box it up?"

Kayda's eyes went wide, and she shook her head, grabbing the cart and pushing it back towards Raiku.

"No! He needs to try it!"

"Well, he said he wasn't hungry!" Raiku replied, ignoring Kayda's hostility. "I can't force him to eat it..."

"I worked hard on that!" Kayda spat. “At least try asking!”

“Nooo, I really did try!” Raiku protested, pouting herself. “Don’t be such a meanie, Kayda!”

Raiku gave her a pleading look, as Kayda kept glowering, her gaze flicking between Raiku and the door alternately. It seemed like she really, really wanted Nikko to eat the pie. Obviously, she was going about it the wrong way, but I felt like it was a good sign that Kayda was getting invested in Hitomi’s date.

After several long seconds, Kayda snorted angrily, and stormed past everybody else, heading for the back door of the kitchen. Sigh - it's not as if Nikko was rejecting what she'd made. Just saying he didn't have room for it right now! I'd have to have a talk with her later.

"Oh, dear," Izumi murmured, squeezing my arm. "...I hope she'll be okay."

"I don't think I could manage anymore food either," I said, glad I hadn't spoken up before and incurred Kayda's wrath. "...Save me a slice?"

The general consensus was that most of us were too full to enjoy the pie, although Sakiko was definitely eyeing it. Soon the dessert was through the door on Raiku's cart, and Hitomi was enjoying the last course of the evening with her ‘bumblebear’.

We let the lovebirds have a moment alone while they ate dessert, but none of us could resist peeking through the tiny windows of the kitchen doors to see how things were going.

"Awww, he's feeding her," Izumi said, leaning in close to me in a way that made my heart flutter with adoration. "They're so precious together. She's certainly his little babygirl, isn't she, Kano?"

Sakiko and Raiku tittered slightly at Izumi dropping my first name with no honorific, but I just pulled her close and kissed her cheek, causing a dopey smile and a red hot blush to spread across her whole face. My perfect little princess...

"She is, she is," I finally agreed with Izzy. "And Hitomi's face is so red! Hmm, Nikko certainly knows how to keep a babygirl embarrassed!"

"Nyaaa, silly Nikko could never embarrass Raiku!" Raiku challenged, cheerfully. ”Even Master can barely make me blushy!”

"Nothing embarrasses you..." Ayaka muttered, and before long the kitchen had devolved into playful arguing, while Iwa and I made a start on the washing up.

***

With the night drawing to a close, we had one more thing to do for the happy couple. For Kayda, this would be a surprise, but Nikko knew what was coming - he moved to the center of the floor, offering both his hands to his baby girl. They both wore uncertain smiles, faces rapt as if they couldn't quite believe this was happening for them.

We raised the lights a little - and began to play music, using Kayda's stereo. It was the kind of mushy, schmaltzy stuff you heard play at slow dances for weddings, ballads about the power of love and being the center of one another's worlds. Hitomi and Nikko certainly seemed to capture the spirit of the music, merging together, dancing slowly, rocking rhythmically back and forth.

I chuckled, watching the pair, the rest of the dining area empty. Hitomi's head was on Nikko's chest, her eyes closed as if trying to hold on to this memory forever. Nikko's strong hands held tight to her lower back - from this distance, with her elegant sapphire evening dress and her diaper concealed, it was easy to mistake them for a vanilla couple if you didn’t know any better.

"Hey, Master," Raiku giggled. "Let's not leave them dancing alone! C'mon!"

I chuckled as Raiku pulled me out onto the floor, offering Izumi a shrug and receiving a smile in return. It hadn't been long since we'd rekindled our friendship, but her endorsing me fraternizing with the other girls felt like a good sign for our future. I blushed as I realized I was thinking about a future with Izumi again so soon after she came back into my life - wow, she really did have a hold over me, after all this time.

"Masterrr! Pay attention!" Raiku pouted, dragging me back into reality. "Put your hands here!"

Raiku guided my hands to her hips, pressing them down firmly to encourage me to hold on. With her apron gone, my hands were now on her diaper, one of my thumbs rubbing the crinkly plastic and enjoying the sensation under my digits. With us on the dancefloor, I saw Iwa offer her hand to Tomoe, who blushed furiously and then made her way out, too.

Bouncing excitedly, Sakiko tugged on Izumi's wrist pleadingly. She giggled, and I caught her eye and winked. Raiku and I spun together, and when I was facing the place Izumi had been standing, she was no longer there. Instead, she, Sakiko and Aya had all joined hands, spinning in a giggling circle as if the music was at a rave. Sakiko even had the over-sized pacifier to match, although the sagging cloth diaper might have looked out of place at a real concert.

I danced with Raiku for a while, all of us leaving the middle of the floor for Nikko and Hitomi. They didn't seem bothered by the rest of us joining in - in fact, I doubted anything at all would have bothered them at that moment, they were so lost in each other's arms. 

As Raiku whirled me around the dance floor, she suddenly stopped dead. Just as Ayaka had said earlier, she did seem to be truly shameless.

"What is it?" I said, worried I'd done something wrong.

With a giggle, Raiku grabbed my hand and slid it down between her legs, to cup the front of her diaper. I raised both eyebrows as I realized why she'd stopped moving - she was soaking her diaper right there. I could feel the warmth first, growing against my palm. Then came the change in texture, the uniform smoothness of the padding giving way to a kind of swollen lumpiness as the discoloration showed through the plastic. 

"You're such a baby," I teased, kissing Raiku on the nose. "I suppose you'll want a change now?"

"Ooo, Master wants to see my nakie kitty, dirty Master!" Raiku giggled, twirling away from me. "But Raiku loves the feeling of her soaked pampers against her naughty-oh!"

Raiku's hand was seized by Sakiko, and suddenly the three girls were four, giggling even louder as they swayed and swung each other around by their arms. I found Tomoe's hand in mine, and we started dancing too, the blonde girl giving me a shy look of thanks as we moved together.

Of course... All good things had to come to an end. I just didn't expect the nature of the ending...

From my left side, I heard Hitomi gasp, suddenly stopping. Nikko stopped too, a look of concern on his face - Hitomi's mouth was pulled down in a frown, and she was grabbing at her stomach like she was in pain.

"Are you... okay?" Nikko asked quietly, getting a soft groan from Hitomi in response. "Honey?"

I think we'd all stopped moving by then. We all shot one another worried glances, as Hitomi doubled over, grabbing her tummy, her mouth open as she panted in what seemed like a great deal of discomfort. Her face was bright red and sweaty and her eyes kept looking about fearfully, when she wasn't squeezing her eyes shut and enduring whatever was wracking her body so hard.

"Uh oh," I heard Tomoe mutter. "I think Kayda might have added a 'special ingredient' to the pie..."

"What do you mean?" I asked, cluelessly.

"Laxatives, Master Kano," Ayaka explained. 

My mouth dropped. That little rat! I’d trusted her - I couldn’t believe I’d actually thought she was trying to do something nice!

"I guess that's why she stormed off earlier," Iwa sighed. "She wanted to humiliate Nikko as well, but she ended up just embarrassing Hitomi."

Hitomi herself let out a long low groan, trying to force herself to stand. A ripe odor began to fill the air, and Nikko's nose wrinkled in something approaching disgust, although he valiantly tried to hide the expression and help his girl to her feet. 

"Urgh... Help me- the... the bathroom," Hitomi moaned, and we all moved out of the way so Nikko could help her along. 

Watching Hitomi bent double in pain, I was embarrassed to admit I could feel my cock hardening inside my slacks. So sue me! She was a pretty girl, about to load her diapers in front of everybody she knew, in the middle of a slow dance. The kinkiness factor was through the roof, and I bit my lip as my heartrate increased. Most of my brain was focused on being a good friend and Master and worrying about Hitomi. But a little part of me was fantasizing about spanking her through her messy padding, the other girls and I teasing her for being such a stinky baby...

"BLLLRRRT!" 

Gas escaped loudly from under Hitomi's dress, and she whimpered again, shaking, knees bending, clearly on the verge of collapsing. Nikko hesitated, and then lifted her up, over his shoulder. I could see her shocked face as she was carried away, her legs kicking - and then the grimace and shaking as she felt the urge to mess overwhelming her. 

"Nikko! Nikko, p-NGH!"

Nikko froze a foot away from the restroom door, and we all heard the unmistakable sounds of someone who could no longer keep their sphincter closed losing control. With comically loud blorts and raspberry sounds, Hitomi was messing herself, while still over Nikko's shoulder. She moaned and shuddered, body tensing as she pushed out more mess into her diaper.

Turning around, Nikko placed Hitomi back on the ground, apologetically. Hitomi tried to wrench her hands out of his, but he held them firm, looking down at her lovingly. He was a better man than I, no lust in his eyes, just love and acceptance for who Hitomi was, a babygirl who couldn't control her bowels.

"I'm sorry!" Hitomi moaned breathlessly. "I'm so sorr-GUHH!"

Another spasm. Hitomi sobbed as she kept messing herself, clearly terrified this would never end. Nikko kept looking down at her with the same loving smile, waiting until she'd finished to speak.

"It's okay, my darling," he cooed. "I love you for who you are - my adorable diapered girl. So go ahead and fill your pampers. I'll still love you - more than ever. And when you’re done, I’ll change your stinky butt.”

A chorus of 'aww's came from the girls around me. Hitomi looked like she was overwhelmed with love by Nikko's statements, but before she could respond, she was squatting again, pushing her bottom out, loading her diapers once more. 

"C'mon, buddy," Iwa muttered, putting her hand on my shoulder to lead me away. "...Let's all give them some privacy." 

We filed out of the (increasingly stinky) room, averting our eyes. I allowed myself one brief look back at the couple, just to see what was happening.

As I glanced back, I could see Nikko helping Hitomi out of her dress, probably to avoid staining. Her diaper's seat was bulging out, the mess having discolored much of the back of it. It was quite a contrast to see the shy little nerd with her diapers sagging and stinking while she cried and clung to another man. Blushing myself, I turned to leave.

Something told me even this disastrous end to a first date would only help Nikko and Hitomi's relationship to thrive.

18 - Picture in Picture

I don’t know exactly what happened with Nikko and Hitomi right after we left them, although I was sure Nikko kept his promise to change those stinky pampers. I confess, I hurried to write down the events of the day in this journal, hurrying to my desk to record them while they were fresh. Once I was finished, I sat back, sighing happily.

I felt... happy. Proud, even. There was a deep sense of contentment that came from helping Hitomi overcome her fears. It reminded me that this house wasn't just about letting girls live out a kinky sexual fantasy of dressing like babies and using diapers... It was also about actually helping them to overcome some of the issues that brought them here. Maybe this was part of what drove Terayo to run this place for so long.

"I guess Hitomi might move out now," I mumbled, to nobody. "...Or I guess maybe she'll stay here with Nikko, if he wants to keep being staff here. Hm. That might be weird though, since he'll have to baby other girls. But then again I could just make all of his duties kitchen-related or focused on Hito herself..."

My thoughts were interrupted by the loud grumbling of my stomach. Oops. I guess it had been a few hours since I had some of dinner. And I didn’t grab dessert - I grimaced, remembering how dessert turned out. Bullet dodged, I guess.

I patted my belly, trying to think about what I could grab from the kitchen. It was so late, I didn't want to call any of the staff just to make me something to eat.

"I'm sure there's bread I can use to make a sandwich or something down there," I mumbled to myself, as I pushed myself up from my desk, still dressed in my pajamas.

***

Twenty minutes later, I was heading back to my room with what was left of a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. I'd had one already, but I was surprisingly hungry, so ravenous I finished it in a matter of seconds.

This one I savored as I tried to find my way up to my door. I had decided to take a different route this time - I was feeling pretty confident about my ability to navigate the mansion, so I wanted to challenge myself.

I was pretty sure this hallway led to the right stairs, but... I squinted at a light coming from a door at the end of the hall. I didn't think that was anybody's room. In fact, I hadn't been inside that room at all... I furrowed my brow as I approached, the electronic glow coming from underneath the door itself getting brighter and brighter the closer I got. As I put my hand on the doorknob, I could hear giggles coming from behind the door. Very girly giggles…

I started to turn it, hearing several gasps as the old knob rattled and shook. Smirking to myself, I threw the door open and looked out triumphantly at the room.

Four pairs of panicked eyes met mine. Ayaka and Raiku shared one big, black, rolling desk chair, while Sakiko and Tomoe were playing with stuffed animals on a couch. They were bathed in the unnatural light of several monitors, each of them showing the image of a different room in the house. The room wasn't one I'd ever seen before... It looked a little like the surveillance center at a shopping mall, where security guards would watch endless boring tapes to try and stop shoplifters. I stared down Sakiko hard, and her eyes soon darted over to some motion on one of the screens.

"What are you all watching?" I demanded, crossing my arms across my chest. "Aren't you all supposed to be in bed?"

"Ummmm..." Sakiko began, her cheeks fiery red. "Maaaaaaybe?"

I looked over at the screen she was watching. My jaw dropped as I realized they were watching Hitomi and Nikko alone in Hitomi's bedroom! The naughty little girls were spying on their friend and her new beau, after her very first date with him.

"We came in here to see what Hitomi and Nikko got up to," Ayaka started.

"And, it's not like we spy on people often," Tomoe said hurriedly. "I mean, this is my first time coming down here... The um, the others all showed me how to turn it to this channel. It's not like the cameras are always recording."

"It's mostly just to make sure the staff are behaving, Master," Raiku continued. "...We just got so curious... Please don't punish us!"

"Or tell Missus Yuna we're in here!" Sakiko said last, her lip trembling at the very thought. “Or Iwa!”

I tutted, sliding my hands onto my hips so I could look as menacing and superior as possible. I didn't think the role fit me very well, but it was exciting to play the dominant Daddy for a few moments. As I looked over the four diapered girls, there wasn't a single lip left un-trembling, and I saw several tears in the worried eyes of Raiku and Sakiko. I felt a little bad, but I wanted to tease them for just one moment longer.

"You girls made a very big mistake tonight," I said, shaking my head. "Do you know what it was?"

"L-leaving our beds?" Raiku mumbled.

"Spying on our friend?" Tomoe asked.

"B-be-being bad widdle baby girls?" Sakiko whimpered.

"Well, yes... But more than that, you forgot to invite me!" I declared, pushing aside Sakiko's large stuffed bunny so I could sit on the couch beside them. "Don't tell Yuna or Iwa about me joining you, and I won't mention this to anybody either, okay?"

The girls' responses seemed to be overwhelming relief. Tomoe and Raiku tried to teasingly chide me for making them think I was upset, but I brushed them off, eager to get a good look at the monitor.

"So what naughty, kinky things are the two lovebirds up to?" I asked, smirking. "Has Nikko given Hitomi a spanking? Are they masturbating while reading erotica aloud? Let me see!"

Raiku and Ayaka shared a momentary glance, before Raiku let her legs hang down and pushed the chair away from the screen so I could see it. Instantly the image of two figures became clear, and I licked my lips pervertedly as I leaned forward to try and get a good look at the action. Nikko and Hitomi were on the bed - but sitting side by side, only just touching.

"Eh?" I mumbled to myself, as I squinted at the screen. They were reading alright, but if the subject matter was anything saucy it was impossible to tell. They were both still completely clothed and barely moving!

"What's this about?!" I demanded. "They're doing nothing!"

"Sorry, Masterrr," Raiku said, with an exaggerated pout. "They kissed a little when they came in but then they started reading! ...But if you want a show, me and Sakiko will gladly put one on for you..."

She winked at her blue-haired best friend, and the bustier babygirl giggled shyly behind her hand, although the way her eyes flitted over my crotch told me it was accurate. I wasn't sure I could handle another 'show' from Sakiko and Raiku so soon after last time. With a groan, I rolled my head back against the couch, disappointed I wasn't going to get to watch Nikko and Hitomi get up to anything naughty tonight. It wasn't just about seeing something sexy - I was curious to see Hitomi at her most uninhibited, too.

"Wait... Look!" Tomoe exclaimed.

We all followed her pointing finger to the monitor, hope stirring in our chests. One by one, our jaws dropped as we realized something was actually happening. Was that a kiss? A hand on a thigh? And now a stronger kiss from Nikko, firm, cupping Hitomi's chin as he parted her lips with his. When he rose from the bed a moment later, I felt the wave of disappointment wash through the room - to be replaced with that same tense excitement as the blonde man returned, having locked the door tightly.

"Oh my God, they're going to do it!" Raiku squeaked happily. "Oh my God!"

I could hardly wait to see what exactly Nikko and Hitomi would get up to together…

***

Alone in her bedroom, Hitomi didn't realize anybody was watching her. She felt like her time with Nikko was like something out of a fantastic romance novel, only this was real, and it was happening to her. The bookish babygirl whimpered softly as the blonde man kissed gently down her neck as he laid her down on the bed, taking charge without being possessive or controlling.

No, no - Hitomi realized she wanted him to be possessive and controlling, his strong hands owning and claiming all of her.

She'd never been handled so tenderly. It made Hitomi feel like something precious and fragile. Her heart thudded noisily in her chest as Nikko's hands slid to the front of her blouse, slowly beginning to undo the buttons. Once her chest was exposed, Nikko placed his hand gently on Hitomi's right breast through her bra, looking at her as if requesting permission to keep going. He was such a gentleman, waiting for Hitomi's consent instead of pawing at her like an animal.

"Go ahead," Hitomi said, sliding her smaller hand up to meet Nikko's, guiding him to slide his hand into the cup of her bra. "Y-you can touch me anywhere."

Nikko flushed, still seeming shy, but his interest was obvious. Both hands rubbed and fondled the soft mounds under his palms, squeezing lightly as he breathed out hard through his nose, closing his eyes as if cherishing a profoundly intense experience. Hitomi felt just as owned and possessed as she wanted, but the love in Nikko's touch was obvious.

"Ohhh... It feels so good to know you like my body," Hitomi gasped, as Nikko gently pinched and rolled her stiffening nipple between his thumb and forefinger. "I was so scared you wouldn't be attracted to me..."

"I thought you were beautiful from the moment I met you," Nikko immediately replied, sounding surprised that Hitomi would ever think anything different. "...I didn't want to be inappropriate..."

"It's a little late for that now, isn't it?" Hitomi teased, sliding her sock-covered feet up along Nikko's legs, to rub at his crotch playfully.

Nikko jerked at the sudden contact, knowing Hitomi must have been able to feel his erection through his pants. Then he looked down at the blushing girl, seeing the tiny hint of a smirk on her face, as she kept pressing her toes against the bulge where his erection was concealed. Of course, it would be strange to be scandalized at this stage…

"You were in a vulnerable position," Nikko explained. "I didn't want to take advantage. But when you confessed... I don't think I've ever felt happier than I did then."

Pausing, Nikko slowly moved his hands down to Hitomi's hips, the pleated schoolgirl skirt being smoothed down over the plastic sides of her diaper. Hitomi shifted, a little embarrassed about having Nikko touch and see her there, but the man persisted, sliding his fingers underneath the hem of the skirt and upwards, passing the soft skin of Hitomi's upper thighs until he was resting both hands on her tightly taped diaper. Hitomi felt her stomach doing flips as she gazed vulnerably, lovingly up at him.

"Actually, I think right now I might be even happier," Nikko added, smiling. "I can't wait to make love to you, Hito. You're so beautiful like this... I want to feel our bodies come together as one..."

"M-me too," Hitomi mumbled, pushing her glasses back up her face from where they'd been jostled down. "...Ni-nikko... I want that, so badly. But can I ask you something first?"

"Anything, my angel."

"Well, I was afraid for a long time that you wouldn't think I was beautiful or sexy, but I can see now that's not the case," Hitomi said, smiling as she said the last thing before moving on. "...But the other worry was that since I'm... like this... you might not be interested. Do you really want to love a baby girl?"

Nikko snorted, his fingertips kneading the sides of Hitomi's diaper. She could feel the plastic rustling and tickling against her skin. It made her heart race with exhilaration.

"Of course I do, you silly woman," Nikko replied. "I started working here because I like caring for people, especially people who might not feel like it's okay to ask for that care in most places. You being an adult baby is not just 'okay', it's perfect for me. I want you just as you are, diapers and all."

Hitomi felt herself tearing up with happiness. Nikko looked her over carefully, but seeing the smile, he moved his hands to the tapes of Hitomi's diaper. Slowly, he peeled the top two tapes away together, giving a little tug at the end so the thick padded undergarment would snug and then relax against Hitomi. The shy babygirl gasped, feeling her heart in her throat from anticipation.

"In that case," she mumbled uncertainly. "Would it be okay if... if... If I called you 'Daddy'?"

Nikko stopped suddenly. He didn't look upset or repulsed - rather, he had the look of a man who was considering a very serious and important request. None of the girls here called anybody 'Daddy', except in occasional roleplay with Kano.

But Kano was just 'Master Kano', just as 'Master Terayo' had been before him. Nikko knew that for Hitomi that word was likely more important than she even had words for. It spoke to her soul, directly. Calling himself her 'Daddy' was a promise to love and protect her no matter what happened to the mansion or if Kano lost interest, for the rest of Hitomi's life.

...In an instant, Nikko decided he wanted that, too.

"I'd love that, little girl," he declared, seeing the joy that suddenly radiated out of Hitomi as soon as he spoke. "You're going to be Daddy's little princess, aren't you, hm? My own precious babygirl..."

"Y-yes! Oh, thank you, Daddy," Hitomi whimpered, tears of joy running down her cheeks as she felt Nikko sliding the front of her diaper down, pushing the skirt up so he could get a good look at her exposed slit. "I love you, Daddy."

"I love you too, little angel," Nikko replied, leaning down to Hitomi's face. Eagerly, she met his lips, both of them sharing a passionate kiss that went on for several, long seconds, before Nikko pulled away. After a moment of staring lovingly into each other's eyes, Nikko spoke up again.

"And now, princess," he said softly. "It's time for Daddy to make us both feel so, so good..."

They didn't bother moving aside Hitomi's dampened diaper, the plastic rustling audibly under Hitomi as they began to make love. Nikko's thumbs rested under the back of Hitomi's knees, holding her legs lovingly apart as if lifting a baby for changing. But what he was lifting the precious girl down onto was no fresh diaper - it was a long, throbbing cock, aching to be buried inside his little girl's pussy.

Hitomi swallowed, looking down in alarm at the impressively-sized piece of meat - but then nodded, signalling her desire to feel it inside of her. Nikko's exposed pink head found Hitomi's slit, nuzzling almost affectionately between her folds. He could feel the warmth intensifying at the end of his erection, and then, ever so gently, he pushed inwards.

"Ohhhhh," Hitomi groaned, feeling her slickened passage being stretched slowly by her Daddy's cock. "Yess... Daddy, you're so big..."

"Maybe it just seems big to such a little girl," Nikko remarked, although he couldn't help but smirk at the compliment. "You feel amazing around me already. So soft... like silk..."

Hitomi managed a smile between her heavy breathing, moving her hands up to guide Nikko's hips forwards. She could tell she'd be sore tomorrow, but it would be the amazing, good kind of sore, the one that reminded her of how good sex could feel. And it would be even better since it was with Nikko, with... her Daddy.

"F-f-fuck me, Daddy," Hitomi whimpered desperately, Nikko's length pressing against the end of her needy passage. "Fuck your little girl so hard she can't walk."

Nikko hadn't been expecting the dirty talk, but it did wonders for his arousal. With an animalistic grunt, he planted his hands on the bed, leaving Hitomi's legs free. They wound around his waist as Nikko began to slide his lengthy phallus in and out of Hitomi's slick pinkness, his shaft moving slowly back forth, pressing against Hitomi's g-spot over and over. The bespectacled girl moaned loudly, her legs pulling Nikko back in whenever his hips pulled his cock too far out.

Although she was lost in the physical sensations, Hitomi's keen mind was loving every moment of this as well. After a few minutes, she was panting and gasping too much to really say much more except 'Daddy!' or 'Yes!', but mentally she was savoring the scene unfolding just for her, finally belonging to somebody... No, not just to somebody - to Nikko, to her Daddy. The man she'd wanted for so long was making love to her, humping her on top of her used diaper and saying yes, I love you, I love all of you, you're MINE…

"Nnn! M-moore..." Hitomi demanded, arching her hips upwards towards Nikko. "Daddy, please!"

Obeying his little princess' demands, Nikko grabbed the sides of her hips roughly and with purpose. His thrusts became less about gently stroking Hitomi's g-spot now, and more about hammering against it repeatedly, his hips working like a piston to shove his cock in and out of her squeezing pussy.

Hitomi squealed in surprise, the force of Nikko's sudden, animalistic movements knocking the glasses from her face, her cheeks red and sweaty. Every time he thrust inward, Hitomi could feel the spark between her thighs, her clit throbbing, her pussy squeezing and tensing harder and harder. With wordless moans, she pushed her hips up harder, body tense and needy, so close, eager to reach that peak together with her Daddy…

"Nhhh! Nnnnn! Ahhh! Dadddyyy!" 

Hitomi gasped and jerked over and over as her world exploded into white. She spasmed and clenched around the hard cock stretching her pussy, every inch of it in contact with her sensitive walls. The pleasure was like something from another world, sucking her over into sweet, sweet bliss, as Hitomi moaned 'Daddy' again and again, trembling as her orgasm buffeted her with unbearable pleasure.

Nikko looked down in awe, heart swelling at the sight of his adult babygirl's first climax with him. With a grunt, he felt himself stiffen up, swelling very, very hard suddenly inside of Hitomi, while her clenching pussy massaged his length, doing all the work for him. In a matter of seconds, Nikko climaxed too, blasting hot cum right up into Hitomi's waiting womb, filling her with jet after jet of his spunk.

"Nnn! Ahh! Daddy! I love you! I love you!" Hitomi cried, as she came again and again and again.

***

We were all huddled around the big black chair, mouths hanging open in shock at what we were watching. I was hard as a rock and I could tell the girls were excited too, but until the big climax, we were all too enthralled by the image onscreen to do anything about it. Once Hitomi and Nikko came together, they slowly stopped moving, until Nikko slid out, and joined Hitomi on the bed. Hitomi lay there, panting, shamelessly, until Nikko gently closed her legs and rolled her onto her side, cuddling her close.

God... That had been so hot... Now it was over, I was more aware than ever of my boner tenting out the front of my pants.

"H-hey, girls," I said, the mood around me crackling with excitement again. "...I don't suppose you would want to-"

"Girls, if you're hiding in the security room, you have 5 minutes to get your asses back into bed before I come in and spank the crap out of you!"

Iwa's voice through one of the speakers on the control panel cut through us like a knife. We all took off like rabbits, rushing to make it through the door. With some giggles and hurried whispers, we all managed to get back into our beds okay. I had no idea if I would have been in trouble too, but I didn't want to find out when it came to Iwa!

As I settled back into bed, trying to calm my racing heart, I couldn't help but smile as I thought about how Tomoe was finally making friends with the other girls - even if it was in a very naughty way!

19 - Bratty Kayda

I didn't know who I was scheduled for when I first woke up. In fact, it was hardly on my mind at all - I was still glowing from how successful I and all the girls had been with setting Hitomi and Nikko up! Maybe today I would even get to take a day off from babysitting. It was sexy and fun looking after so many babygirls, but it was almost as exhausting as my old day job!

Whoever I was originally scheduled with, my surprise was immense when none other than Kayda marched towards me in the breakfast room. I could see the other girls pretending not to watch, as Kayda told me that I would be babysitting her today, instead of anybody else.

“Oh, you’re talking to me? I’m pretty upset with how you acted last night,” I said, trying to sound more casual than I really felt. "Have you come to try and make amends?”

"Tch. Don't get the wrong idea," Kayda replied, her arms crossed over her chest. "Iwa told me to come spend time with you - or else she’d spank me.”

There was some strange note in her voice as she said that, but I didn’t know what it meant. I was still frustrated with Kayda anyway, so I wasn’t going to waste my time trying to decipher what she meant but wasn’t saying.

"Oh, I see," I remarked, spooning another mouthful of oatmeal into my face. "Well, you'll have to sit down and wait. Your master isn't finished with breakfast."

Kayda rolled her eyes and took a seat on the table, next to my bowl of food. I ignored her pointedly as she huffed and crossed and uncrossed her legs. Kayda was wearing loose grey cargo shorts along with a flow-y yellow shirt that was tight right under her chest, and then billowed outwards. It had the effect of at once emphasizing her womanly attributes, and at the same time making her appear more babyish.

The cargo shorts hid her diaper well - other than a slight bulge and the crinkling noise as she moved, Kayda could almost have passed for an adult woman. But we both knew the truth.

"Alright, I'm finished," I finally said, pushing the bowl away. "Lead me to your room..."

Kayda huffed, and stalked off in front of me, without waiting for her Master to catch up. Now that I could see her from behind, her diaper was far more obvious - because there were big, crescent shaped leak-marks that stood out clearly on her grey shorts! If she'd been more polite and waited for me to catch up, I might have warned her about how obviously she needed a diaper change. But instead, I just smirked to myself, hearing several of the girls giggling behind me as we left. A little embarrassment might do her good.

Once in the privacy of Kayda's room, she immediately lay down on her bed. I was distracted for a moment by looking around - Kayda's bedroom was similar to some of the other girls, but like always, there were some personal touches.

The stuffed animals in a hammock was a surprising sight. Less surprising was the games console and TV at the foot of her toddler bed. Kayda hadn't gotten a full crib - instead, her bed was shaped like a purple and black car, with high sides to keep her from rolling out. I would have liked to look around more, but Kayda interrupted me before I could.

"Hey, 'Master!' I have something for you to deal with, if you're not busy," Kayda snapped, making me roll my eyes. This was getting tiresome.

"Let me guess," I said, as I reached down to Kayda's waistband, and began to pull her shorts down. "You need a diaper change?"

"How did you know that?" Kayda asked suspiciously. "Or are you just that desperate to see me naked, you pervert?"

Instead of answering verbally, I pulled the shorts all the way down, off of Kayda's slender ankles. Once she was laying there in just her soaking wet diaper and shirt, I lifted them up, showing off the backside... and the places where Kayda had very obviously leaked. As Kayda gasped, my smirk grew and grew.

"So, you see, I think everybody knows," I said. "I don't think anybody except a blind man could have missed those wet patches!"

"Sh-shut up!" Kayda snapped. "Just get on with it..."

She was still being rude, but I was prepared to ignore it for now, since I'd gotten in a good jab myself. It only started to grate on me after a while, as I searched for her changing supplies.

"Idiot!" Kayda yelled as I asked where the wipes were.

"That's wrong! The other kind!" Kayda insisted when I showed her the diaper I'd chosen.

"Do you even have any idea how to do this?!" she hissed in irritation as I carefully cleaned away the wetness from her neatly-shaved pubic area. "Stupid, just hurry up!"

"That's enough!" I finally snapped, loudly enough that Kayda jumped. "I won't put up with this! Stay here!"

I threw the wipe down onto the bed, and left the room without another word. I was sure Kayda thought I wasn't coming back, or that I just needed a 5 minute time out. The truth was I was fuming, and I wanted to show Kayda her place. 

With my hands curled into fists, I made my way to Sakiko and Raiku's room, hoping Rai wouldn't mind me borrowing some things from her to tame the naughty brat I was babysitting right now. 

***

When I returned a few moments later, I was honestly surprised to see that Kayda was still laying on the bed, like I'd asked. She'd kicked the used diaper off into the trash pail, but otherwise it was like I'd never left. I even thought I detected some worry in her eyes as she saw me. It was hard to feel too bad, though, after the way she was behaving.

"Where have you been?" Kayda demanded, wiping away any sympathy I had. “I was bored, waiting for you."

"Relax. I needed to get some things from Raiku," I said, dropping what I was carrying in my arms onto Kayda's bed.

"Wh-what things?!"

I smirked, and lifted up one item in each hand. The first was one of a pair of babyish yellow mittens, with ducks and lambs all over. The design was simperingly cute, and I was certain that Kayda would be forced to depend on me almost utterly when she was wearing the alarmingly thick mittens.

The second item was a small remote-controlled vibrator with two 'prongs'. One would slide into a girl's pussy and stay lodged there, the other would rest on her clit and vibrate mercilessly until she climaxed. The idea of forcing naughty Kayda to orgasm in front of everybody made blood instantly rush to my groin.

"Y-you, you can't be serious!" Kayda cried, mouth open wide. "There's no way you're going to do that! I won't allow it."

I hesitated. Was she serious? I was still getting used to my role as ‘Master’, maybe my authority wasn’t as absolute as I thought. I considered her face for several moments until I saw it. A flicker of uncertainty in her eyes. So this was allowed... Maybe I just needed to hammer home that I was in charge.

“Good thing it doesn’t matter what you’re going to ‘allow’,” I said, shrugging. “You’re in this house, which means you’re willingly submitting to being a baby girl. And that means I’m going to parade you around like the naughty diapered brat you are, and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

Kayda’s face screwed up in anger, only making my own smirk wider. I could tell everything I’d said was true. This was far from my finest moment, but at that moment I wanted to make Kayda pay for how she’d tried to ruin Nikko and Hitomi’s special night. That I might get to see a sexy girl orgasming under my control was just a bonus.

“...I’m a grown woman,” Kayda hissed, furious at me. “I’m not submitting to jack shit. Fuck you.”

I tried not to flinch at the cursing. I'd obviously touched a nerve. At this point, it didn't really matter what Kayda said. I doubted she really meant any of it - she just wanted to act tough.

"We both know if you’re here, you’re Master’s widdle diapered baby girl,” I said, making my voice mocking and sing-song. “So let’s do this. It’s payback for how you nearly ruined Hitomi’s date.”

A flicker of something like guilt crossed Kayda’s face. It didn’t last long, being replaced in an instant with more anger. But it pulled me back from the edge slightly. Just because Kayda behaved in cruel, unethical ways, didn’t mean I needed to do the same.

“I’m not saying you can’t be yourself,” I added, hastily. “You can yell at me, you can call me a 'moron'... anything you want - but I'm not going to stop unless you say a safeword."

Kayda snorted through her nose. I could tell I’d appealed to her sense of competition, though. Kayda wanted to pretend she was forced to be here, but I could make the ‘challenge’ here enduring whatever I did without bailing. That way she could still tell herself she was rebelling against me.

“The safeword will be ‘candle wax’,” I told the as-yet undiapered girl. “Sound good?”

“...That’s idiotic,” Kayda grumbled. But she didn’t move, passively accepting our agreement. Good enough for me.

I tactically ignored Kayda as I moved to the drawer of her cabinet with the thickest diapers. I pulled one out. Then another. I watched Kayda's eyes going wide, her face going red as she realized what I was planning to do. But she said absolutely nothing at all that sounded even a little like 'candle wax', and I didn't plan to stop until she did.

It was as I reached for the third and final diaper that my fingers brushed against something else inside the drawer. Curious, I tugged on what appeared to be a pink and black leather strap, watching with wide eyes as what slid out from under the pile of diapers revealed itself.

"Oh? What's this, Kayda?" I asked, hanging the pacifier gag from my hand. "Why is this in your drawer, naughty girl?"

For a moment, all the color drained from Kayda's face as if I'd discovered a terrible secret... But then, a moment later, her face was angry and red once more.

"That, that's nothing! Leave it alone!" she barked, uselessly, as I walked towards her. "You don't need that! Ju-just put it back in the drawer!"

"I think I'm tired of hearing you talk back to your master," I said, moving to straddle Kayda and pin her to the bed. "Little girls should be seen and not heard, after all."

Kayda glowered at me and the pacifier as I held it aloft. Once again, I had to remind myself that if she really wanted me to stop, she had her safeword right there. And Kayda seemingly had no interest at all in using it - she merely clenched her teeth shut, glaring daggers as I poked the nipple of the binky against her lips, unable to push it inside while her mouth was closed.

"Okay, be difficult then."

Using my other hand, I pinched Kayda's nostrils tightly closed. Her look of alarm passed back into anger after a few seconds. I kept squeezing her nose shut, waiting for her to open her mouth, as Kayda's cheeks puffed out bigger and bigger, her lips pursing as she tried to decide what to do.

Suddenly, Kayda opened her mouth, to take a ragged, desperate breath. I waited for a moment to see if she said anything at all - but again, there was no safeword. In another instant, I'd pushed the pacifier into Kayda's panting mouth at the same time as I released her nose. 

"Nnn!" Kayda complained, squirming underneath me as I pulled the leather strap tight, doing up the buckle behind her head. She could probably undo it with her hands when I wasn't looking - but that was something the mittens would take care of.

"'uck 'oo!" Kayda spat, unable to speak correctly around the intrusive pacifier. "'uck 'oo fo muc'!" 

"Aww, I can't understand that baby babble," I teased wickedly, as I climbed off of her to prepare her diapers. "...But I'm sure I could still hear 'candle wax', if I needed to? ...Or you could tap my arm three times."

Kayda chose to look away, grumpily crossing her arms across her chest once again. I was feeling more confident in my role now. While the other girls liked to wallow in being babies, or were shy about their desires, Kayda liked to pretend they weren't her desires at all. She wanted to be forced to do things. Someone else being in control was what made Kayda wet, especially when they were forcing her to be the helpless, diapered babygirl she really wanted to be.

I stacked the three diapers one on top of the other. The pile was so thick, I had to make Kayda lift her bottom right up to even get them underneath her. I could see her wide green eyes meeting mine in mild panic, knowing there was no way she'd be able to walk normally like this.

Judging from how juicy her pussy looked right now, that might have even been enough for the secretly perverted girl to get off - but of course, I had a little toy that would ensure she climaxed no matter what.

"So wet!" I remarked, as I slid my finger in and out of Kayda's slick cunny. "No wonder you need such thick diapers, little girl!"

"Nnngh.. nya..." Kayda groaned, feverishly sucking on her pacifier, although she spread her legs even wider than before. "Shtoppp!"

I briefly diddled her already-stiff clit, eliciting a surprised squeak from the prone girl. I still wanted to humiliate her as much as I could, but having a half-naked girl in front of me, legs spread, with full access to touch anywhere I wanted… Okay, I wasn’t going to ignore how hot the situation was. If Kayda got off on this experience, all the better. Maybe it would even endear her to me.

Not wanting to tease her longer, I picked up my little silicone toy, and pushed the first prong deep into Kayda's waiting hole. She shuddered, hips jerking a little as I positioned the outer prong, making it rest exactly on her clitoris. For now, it would do nothing but wait there as I taped Kayda into her diapers.

"Now, here we go!" I said, as I pulled up the front of the innermost diaper, pressing the vibrator firmly against Kayda. "Three nice thick diapers for the baby!"

"Gnnnnn!"

Kayda groaned around her pacifier as I pulled the front of her first diaper taut and then began to tape it up. I'd been slightly worried that with how wet and excited she was, the vibrator would just slide out. However, as I pulled the second diaper up between Kayda's thighs, it was obvious that the massive bulk of all three would keep it locked inside her - and as Kayda gave a moan of embarrassed lust, it was clear she knew that, too.

"What a dirty little girl," I remarked, now the second diaper was firmly taped in place. "So horny for Master to put her in pampers! I bet you could cum right now, couldn't you?"

"N-nuh uh!" Kayda protested, her voice infantile - before she flushed, as if remembering to put up more of a fight. "I, I, I meem... N-no!"

Now I understood her game, I let myself smirk openly. One last diaper, and widdle baby Kayda would be all ready to go play with the other babies. I let myself enjoy the sense of power - in some ways, it was even better that it was Kayda I was doing such kinky things with, her bratty, rebellious nature adding spice to the already filthy scene.

"Okay, here's the last one!" I remarked, finally snugging the last diaper into place. "Oh my God, Kayda, are you sure you're even going to be able to walk while wearing this many diapers?"  

There truly was an obscene amount of padding between Kayda's thighs. Her crotch looked like a puffy white marshmallow, with the outer layer of plastic stretched taut across the other layers within. Her eyes bugged out as I fixed the last diaper in place, leaving her triple-padded, with a vibrator pressed against her clitoris and g-spot.

"I don't think your pants are going to fit over these, baby," I added cheekily, patting the enormous pile of pampers and hearing a hollow 'thump' in return. "So you'll just have to toddle about with your diapers on display."

Kayda whined softly, her eyes pleading with me as I sat her up. Still grinning, I took each slender hand and slipped it into the elastic opening of a thick mitten, rendering them useless. Kayda was completely dependent on me right now, and I could tell from the mixture of pout and anger on her face that she knew it.

"What a good baby girl," I said, as I stood up off of the bed to admire my handiwork. "Come on now. Walk to 'Daddy' - if you even can walk, now!"

Kayda glowered at me, huffing and turning her head away as if physically snubbing me. I wasn't surprised. Instead of getting angry, my hand slipped into my pocket, and found a little plastic remote…

"Gnn! Uhn!! K-Kaywo!" Kayda squeaked, as she felt the vibrator spring to life inside of her, and against her. "Oohhh!"

It was only on the lowest setting, but Kayda's eyes were wide with the sensation. I think in part it was the sheer shock - but also, the fact she was utterly powerless to stop it, her crotch trapped beneath three layers of thick diapers. I watched her legs tremble, her body rocking almost unconsciously against the bed - before I shut the vibrator off, leaving Kayda panting and wide-eyed.

"If you're a good girl for me, you can have more of that," I told her, firmly. "...So... How about you toddle towards me, like a good girl." 

Kayda breathed out hard through her nose. Her eyes tightened as she glared at me - and then she pushed herself slowly off of the bed, and started to hesitantly waddle in my direction.

I grinned. I couldn't wait to show off new baby Kayda to everybody else.

20 - Baby Kayda

As I left Kayda's bedroom, she was like a changed woman. I guess being trapped in several layers of thick diapers with a vibrator against her pussy made her feel a little less bratty. I held her wrist tightly as I pulled her out into the hall. I glanced over my shoulder to see that she was cringing back, trying to make herself as small as possible as we walked along.

Unfortunately for her, there was no way that people wouldn't be able to hear her coming. Kayda's thick diapers crinkled and rustled with every step, her upper thighs rubbing against the thick bulge of padding as she walked. 

"Now now, come on little Kayda," I said, with a smug grin on my face. "Don't you want to go and see your baby friends?"

Kayda glowered at me harder, her face bright red behind the pacifier. I could tell this was probably one of the most humiliating experiences in her life. I almost felt bad for her, but she refused to safeword after all this. And her response to the vibrations a moment ago was interesting to say the least. Maybe Kayda just wanted to prove how tough she was, but I was determined to put her through her paces.

At first I wasn't really sure where to go. I just enjoyed walking Kayda down the halls, knowing she was squirming with embarrassment behind me as we wandered around, hearing the anxious sucking noises of her pacifier alongside the crinkling of her diaper. I wondered if the toy I'd slipped inside her was pressing and bumping against her clit at this moment…

I still didn't have a plan, but I decided to maybe have a look in some of the doors to see if any of the other girls were around. As luck would have it, the very first door I stopped outside was the entrance to the largest playroom - I was sure there would be somebody else inside.

"Mmm!" Kayda complained from behind her binky. "Mm-mm!"

The thickly-diapered redhead had stopped several feet back as I approached the door to the main playroom. She'd planted her feet firmly, shaking her head and refusing to take a step further. Obviously, she didn't want to go in there…

"Oh, what's wrong, little baby?" I cooed, playfully tickling at Kayda's chin. "Does the fussy baby girl not wanna go in and pway?"

Despite being in thick mittens, Kayda quickly lifted her free hand and slapped mine away, glaring furiously. I had to admit she was incredibly adorable with her cheeks puffed out that way and her face all red, but I couldn't back down just because she was cute! Kayda needed to learn to obey her master…

"Tsk, well then we're definitely going in," I said. "But first..."

I watched the blonde's eyes suddenly grow very wide, her sucking intensifying as my fingers pressed the button of the vibrator's remote to 'on'. Through her thick padding you could barely hear the buzzing, but I was sure it was having an effect on her body. Kayda swallowed hard, looking at me pleadingly.

"What's the matter, Kayda?" I said. "Don't you want everybody to see you lose control?"

"N-nuh huh," Kayda mumbled, a genuine note of pleading in her voice. "...P'ease?"

I smirked. This would be more fun than I had imagined! Squeezing Kayda's wrist, I tugged her in the direction of the playroom door…

***

As I pushed open the door, several pairs of eyes looked up to see me. Tomoe and Ayaka were playing with the dollhouse, while Sakiko and Raiku were drawing carefully around each other's hands in crayon. There was no sign of Izumi or Hitomi, though.

"Hi Master! Hi.. ummm..." Sakiko said cheerily. "I dunnow who that is behind you!"

Instead of speaking, I pulled Kayda forwards. She trembled shyly, trying to hide her lower-half behind me as she peeked out into the room. Her uncharacteristic embarrassment was incredibly cute - my cock throbbed in my pants just watching it.

"Kayda, you can't hide behind Master Kano," Tomoe said with a giggle. "Not when your diapers are so thick."

With a reluctant grumble, Kayda emerged, pouting and glaring at nothing as the other girls muttered and giggled at her appearance. Even though all of them were wearing diapers of their own, and playing with babies' toys, it was still apparently very amusing to see tough Kayda dolled up like this. Maybe they were also enjoying a little schadenfreude at her expense.

"I haven't seen Kay using that pacifier in a long time," Ayaka remarked in her usual flat tone. "...It's very cute."

"Why don't you go play," I said, pushing Kayda towards Aya and Tomoe. "Master will sit on the couch and watch you..." 

"Well, me and Aya were playing dolls," I heard Tomoe explain kindly. "But since your hands are, um, trapped... Maybe we ought to do something else?" 

I settled onto the couch near Sakiko and Rai. From my position I could still see what the other three were doing – Tomoe had gotten a large stack of plastic  blocks out of the toy container. Both she and Ayaka tried to hide their amusement, but the way Kayda struggled to even pick up one block with her thick mittens on was equal parts cute and hilarious. I chuckled as I watched, my hand sliding into my pocket to find the vibrator's remote once more.

"Master, Master, do you like our drawings?" Raiku asked, pushing her chest forward excitedly. "Me and Saki are making cute little turkeys out of our hands!"

"Oh, yes, very good," I replied, reaching down to pet the diapered girl on the head. "I especially like how you've given him big green tail feathers!"

While Raiku fawned and exclaimed excitedly that Master was petting her, I subtly pressed the button in on the vibrator's remote. From across the room, I could only just hear Kayda's sharp intake of breath. She looked over at me in alarm, and I winked at her, knowing the heavily padded girl was certainly feeling those teasing vibrations now. 

"So, did my brother - your Master - often dress Kayda up like this?" I remarked, keeping watch on my charge out of the corner of my eye. She was focusing harder now, her face starting to turn pink as she carefully used both hands to pick up a block and place it on top of the tower.

Sakiko and Raiku shared a glance, as if they weren't sure if they should actually let me know the answer. They seemed able to communicate entirely with looks and uncertain hand movements, because a moment later Sakiko nodded and looked back at me. 

"Master, if you want to know the truth about Kayda, before you came here she was almost as slutty as Raiku!"

“Ahhh, don’t say those kinds of things, Saki! Master thinks Raiku is an innocent virgin, waiting to be corrupted by his naughty, naughty touching!”

“...I don’t think that,” I finally replied, remembering Raiku’s behavior from day one. “At all.”

“Spoilsport,” Raiku teased, but Sakiko went on, the ditzy girl surprisingly verbose for once.

“Um, I guess Kayda kinda didn’t wanna let anybody know she likes being a baby so much?” She said. “Me and Rai-rai really love it! But, um. Kayda liked Mr. Terayo to pretend to bully her. Which was funny cuz he was really, really nice!”

“Kayda is suuuuuper kinky,” Raiku agreed. “She just likes to keep up her little tough girl act while she’s being dommed.

"Oh? I think I'm starting to get it," I replied. "Kay likes to feel like she's being forced to do things, hm? That is what makes her feel most vulnerable, and small. Being under somebody else's control, and having no say in what they choose to do to her."

"Exactly! Master is learning," Raiku said. "That’s why she’s such a big brat all the time! She’s always been that way, it’s just a way of playing sexy games for her.”

“‘Cept she didn’t usedta be so mean,” Sakiko grumbled. “It usedta just be playing. Now Kay-kay makes my heart owie lots.”

“Poor widdle sissy,” Raiku sighed. “Maybe now Master Kano is here, Kayda will stop acting like a big meanie all the time!”

I looked over at Kayda as she played, thinking about what I'd just been told. Yes, Kayda had been rude to me since the day I'd arrived - and yet, there she was, wearing multiple layers of diapers and stacking baby blocks while wearing mittens, all because I had done this to her.

She had had the chance to say 'no' in the language of safe words many, many times - and even now, she still didn't try to get my attention to stop this. I could tell from the small frown behind her binky that Kayda was straining not to react to the vibrator inside of her diaper, her body probably crying out for her to respond to the pulsing vibrations that were still only on their second lowest setting.

"Perhaps she's proud, too," I muttered. "Of being able to endure so much embarrassment?"

"Master is probably right!" Raiku said, moving up onto the couch and snuggling up against me. "...Maybe Master should fuck her right here! Have hot diaper sex with our pretty little Kayda while she helplessly moans and drools behind her pacifier! Ooo!"

Raiku was getting a little carried away, but with what she and Sakiko had told me... It made me confident of my next move. I waited until Kayda reached down to grab another block, carefully carrying it towards several others waiting in a tower formation. I swore I could see a bead of sweat on Kayda's forehead as she struggled to focus - it was too bad that I was going to break her concentration! With a wicked smirk, I pressed the button on the vibrator's remote several times, boosting the power very quickly. 

"Ngggh! Ohhh!" Kayda moaned, body jerking like she'd been struck by lightning. "Nuuu!"

Her eyes rolled back in her head, as she dropped the block abruptly, quivering all over. Kayda clearly hadn't been expecting such a full-on assault so soon, and although I couldn't hear it from here, apparently her secret toy was rather noisy.

"Kayda, what's that sound?" Tomoe asked, alarmed, as the skinny redhead bit down hard on her pacifier to muffle another moan. "It's coming from your diaper?"

"It's a vibrator, Tom-tom," Ayaka said, lifting her fingers to make air quotes for the last part of her next sentence. "Kayda is being pleasured 'against her will'..."

"N-nn-nnuuu," Kayda moaned, her breathing heavy behind her pacifier as her hips began to roll and buck towards nothing, the pronged vibrator jostling back and forth inside of her. "OHhhhh... Nnn... Tooo musch!"

Kayda reached down between her thighs, her diapered mitts scrabbling desperately at the outer diaper, trying to pull it off so she could get to the vibrator inside. Unfortunately for her, all she managed to do was press them harder against herself, making herself gasp with unexpected pleasure, unconsciously humping at her own padding. There was no getting away from the vibrating invader inside, and Kayda dragged herself to her feet to totter drunkenly towards me.

"Nnn... Masshterrr...." she moaned, reaching out to me, taking uneasy, shaking steps.

"Now now," I teased, with a wicked grin. "Babygirls don't walk, do they?"

"Nnn... n... noo," Kayda replied, squeezing her thighs tightly together around her padding, trying not to shift and squirm as her body was masturbated by a vibrating toy. "B-babiesh dun... dun walk..."

"What do babies do?" I asked, finally pulling the vibrator remote out of my pocket to reveal it to everybody in the room, Sakiko gasping loudly as she saw it. "...Tell Master?"

"Babiesh... Babiesh cwawl!" Kayda exclaimed.

"Good girl!"

As I praised Kayda, she and the other girls watched as I pressed the 'up' button again. I felt incredibly powerful, forcing Kayda to put on a display like this for me. As the intensity shot up again, Kayda squealed, dropping to her knees, grunting and shuddering as she clenched her thighs tight around her thick padding. I could see her moaning and humping at the air, all shame forgotten for now, her face hidden in her blonde hair as Kayda humped desperately in her diapers towards a climax she could tell herself I'd 'forced' on her. This was her fantasy, I knew, and when she finally caught my eye, hers were huge and desperate.

"Nnnn! N-nu- notta baaayybee!" Kayda moaned, a moment before she let out a series of grunts and moans as she bucked and writhed on the floor, having a very obvious orgasm in front of everybody. "Nnnnn!" 

"Kayda's wetting herself," Ayaka remarked from behind, as the thickly-diapered girls noisy climax continued. "She's leaking!"

Sure enough, a moment later I could see it too. Foolishly, I hadn't punched any holes in the inner diaper, so the wetness was being forced out through her legcuffs. She grunted and whined, pushing herself up from the carpeted floor as her orgasm dulled, body still quivering with the pleasure of her recent climax.

"Come and sit on Master's lap, Kayda," I said, patting my knee. "...Ride him like a horsie."

Kayda went to rise - then, remembering my words, she slowly crawled towards me, tears in her eyes from how ashamed she was. I couldn't believe she was still making herself do this, but Kayda didn't even try to safeword as she pulled herself up to obey my command, breathing heavy and ragged from her most recent orgasm.

I had to wonder what it felt like, to have her already-sensitive post climax clit buffeted by more and more of those intense vibrations. As Kayda straddled my knee, I could feel them buzzing against my leg. They were so powerful! Kayda really was a trooper... She looked at me in a half daze, arms trembling as she grabbed onto my shoulders. In full view of everybody, I wrapped my hands around her waist, letting her grind her padded crotch against my leg as I began to slowly bounce her.

"Ohhhhh, this is so sexy!" Raiku said, her hand already down Sakiko's diaper. "Saki! Touch me, please!"

Always obedient and happy to please, Sakiko reached over and began to masturbate Raiku at the same time. Soon, the two of them were also gasping and whimpering with pleasure, as they watched the scene unfolding in front of them. But I only had eyes for Kayda at the moment, my own erection rock hard as I gripped her slender hips tightly.

"You little slut," I murmured, pressing my leg upwards and hard against Kayda's crotch, hearing her whimper. "You love being a naughty little girl, don't you?"

To my surprise, Kayda nodded, squeezing her eyes shut and forcing out several tears down her cheeks. Pleasure was clearly overwhelming her again, as she squished her diapers against me over and over, completely submissive to my desires. 

"Are you Master's good little girl?" I challenged, giving a particularly hard jolt with my leg that made Kayda cry out, arching her back in unexpected pleasure, more urine seeping out of her legcuffs. "Tell me. Tell me you're Master's good babygirl!"

"Nnnn! I'ms.... I'sh Masshter's guhd babygirl!" Kayda whined from behind her pacifier, her cheeks burning red. "Nnnn... Ohhh..."

Her rocking and bucking was getting more and more urgent once more. I couldn't believe how close Kayda seemed to be to another climax, but I guessed it was the intensity of the vibrator coupled with the dirty talk I was making her do. With another grin, I started bouncing my leg harder and harder, seeing Kayda's mouth open wide, so the pacifier would have fallen out if it wasn't strapped to her head.

"That's it, good girl, Kayda," I muttered, seeing her sexy chest rising and falling more and more quickly as she felt pleasure hammering at her needy clit. "I know you want to cum for Master. I know you're so, so close, aren't you, you desperate little whore?"

Kayda moaned and nodded wordlessly, squirming around on my lap in desperation. I could tell she was right at the edge, she just needed a little push off of it... I jiggled my leg harder and faster, squeezing at Kayda's hips as she panted and got closer and closer to the point of no return, eyes closed from the world-rocking sensations.

"Cum for me, babygirl," I demanded, as I could tell she was right about to do it. "Cum in your pampers, orgasm hard, and show everybody else what a helpless, submissive, needy little baby girl you are!"

"Nnnn! Mashter! I', I'sh, I'sh c-cCUMMIN'!" Kayda squealed, as she shoved her hips forwards, hard. "Nnn! Nn! Oh! Ah! SHH!"

I felt myself being jostled around by Kayda's frantic bucking movements, her mittened hands grabbing and clutching at me desperately as she climaxed once again. I could tell she was being dragged under by an explosive climax, her whole body moving, soft tits bouncing in my eye-line as she twisted and spasmed with pleasure from the vibrator inside her.

Kayda knew everybody could see her as the pleasure roiled and bubbled up inside of her, exploding out every which way, making cummies in her diapers for Master over and over as she humped and ground against her swollen, extra thick pampers. And it just seemed to make her orgasm more intense.

"Gnnnn!" 

With one last, trembling, teeth-gritted convulsion, Kayda's orgasm finally seemed to end. She trembled, eyes rolling back in her head, and wobbled on my lap. I shifted slightly, just enough to let her fall onto the couch, and she let out a weak moan and spasmed again, kicking her leg from how overwhelmed she was. Her eyes were unfocused and drool was running down the side of Kayda's face, making her look totally shattered by her experience.

"Ca-...Ca...Angle Waxsh," Kayda whimpered, as she tapped me on the arm desperately, three times exactly. "Cangle Waxsh!"

Instantly, I shut the vibrator off, and Kayda's whole body relaxed. I grabbed the buckle of her pacifier gag and undid it, letting her wipe away the drool from her face with her mitten-covered hand. Suddenly I was nervous about what she would say now everything was over.

"Wow, that was quite a scene, Kayda," Tomoe remarked. "...You really gave the twins something to get off to..."

I glanced over at Sakiko and Raiku - they were both laying on the floor, totally wiped out by their own mutual orgasms, giggling and kissing one another as their hands wandered all over. I almost regretted not watching them, but I knew it had been worth it to bring Kayda to such an explosive climax.

"That was... sho... so... intense," Kayda mumbled, under her breath.

"Oh, so you liked it?" I asked, with a smirk. 

Kayda blushed, looking like she was thinking about nodding. I could hear Tomoe giggling behind me - Kayda's hair was beyond messy, flyaways sticking up everywhere. She looked like as much of a wreck as she probably felt, still shaking from the experience.

“...It was fine,” Kayda muttered. “...Now get these mittens off of me.”

She jerked her hands towards me, and I frowned, helping her slide them off. I felt like I’d succeeded in humiliating Kayda - but clearly, I still needed to learn a little more about her in order to really tame her.

Not for the first time, I wished Terayo was here to give me some advice.

21 - Feel Like a Woman

Tomoe's room was all pastel purples and stuffed animals. I was surprised to see she slept in a large crib rather than a toddler bed, since she dressed so conservatively compared to some of the other girls. Today for instance she had on a pair of dark blue leggings with pink and blue glittery spots on, and a long-sleeved knit shirt, as well as a pink tutu. It was the kind of outfit that looked like it wouldn't be out of place on a little girl but not a baby... But then, Tomoe did wear diapers, like all the others…

"Master Kano," Tomoe said, smiling softly, legs crossed as she sat across from me on her open crib. "I wanted to thank you, for helping me make friends with the other girls... All this time I never realized they accepted me for who I am..."

"Of course they do," I replied, giving her a gentle smile. "...And so do I..." 

Tomoe flushed as I said this, her eyes narrowing a little as if in pain. She still didn't believe me! After all of this time... I needed to show her how much I really meant it. I wasn't gay, I'd never thought about a man in any way except as a friend - but Tomoe wasn't a man. She was a girl, with a penis. I'd seen pornography like that before, and it didn't really phase me at all. A cute girl was a cute girl.

"And since I am your Master, Tomoe," I continued, letting my eyes run up and down her body shamelessly. "I think I would like to make a request of you."

"Wh-what would that be, Master?" Tomoe asked, her voice nervous and quiet. 

"I want to see your body," I said, firmly. "Stand up for me."

"Oh, Master..." Tomoe whimpered, looking at me pleadingly, even though she was already getting to her feet. "Please don't. I don't... I don't think you'll be able to see me as a woman once you've actually seen what I have, you know, down there..."

"That's for me to decide," I insisted, grabbing Tomoe's wrist to pull her closer. "But I think your body is beautifully sexy..."

Tomoe didn't speak, but she let out a soft moan as my hand found her chest. She didn't wear a bra, her small breasts easily felt through the fabric. I squeezed and kneaded very softly at one, noting how Tomoe's arms trembled as she pushed her chest outwards for me. My thumb brushed across Tomoe's stiffening nipple, eliciting a muffled whimper from the blonde as I teased it gently. 

"Are these natural?" I asked, already fairly sure of the answer, but just curious.

"Y-yes, sir, I mean, Master Kano," Tomoe mumbled. "They're from hormones... They're very, very sensitive to touch..."

"I see," I muttered, a smirk on my face. "What about kissing?"

I slid Tomoe's shirt upwards without waiting for an answer, revealing her budding breasts. They were firm and warm to the touch as I ran my hands across their small shape - and as I pressed my lips teasingly to the side of one nipple, I heard her shuddering moan. There was something unique about touching and kissing a girl like Tomoe - I knew every inch of her was new to explore, her body growing into a feminine shape that was unfamiliar even to herself.

Emboldened by Tomoe's eager noises, I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around the small nub of her nipple. The response was instant and electric.

"Nyahh! Ahhh! M-Master! It's so t-tingly!" she stammered, as I sucked and slid my tongue over that extra-sensitive protrusion. "Nnnn!"

Without even thinking, Tomoe had reached down and pressed her hand against the front of her diaper. She was rubbing herself lightly through it, moaning and biting her teeth as I played with her perky breasts and nipples. I gave one long, last, lingering suck to her right breast, and took the other into my mouth, bringing up two fingers to gently squeeze and tug on her left nipple, which still glistened with my saliva.

Tomoe's squeaks and gasps became more urgent as she rubbed herself harder through the diaper, grinding herself against it while thrusting her chest forwards. I grinned as I gently ran my teeth along the underside of her areola, kissing and licking at the excited nub in the middle.

"Ohhh, pwease, Master, nnn..." Tomoe whimpered. "D-don't tease me..."

"You're right," I said, as I pulled away, wiping my mouth on the back of my hand. "I want to see the rest of you, Tomoe... So let's have a look..."

As my hands ran up her outer thighs, the still-flushed Tomoe flinched. They slid up higher, to her slender hips, and I could tell Tomoe was starting to worry again as I tugged her leggings down. I fixed her with the most assertive and dominant look I could muster - and then grabbed at the crinkly sides of her padding. 

"M-master..." Tomoe mumbled, covering her mouth with her hand. "Do you really want..."

"I do," I said firmly, as I began to pull the diaper downwards. "Relax, babygirl. Master is in control..."

Some of the tension left Tomoe's body as I said that, but far from all of it. She was trembling with adrenaline, as if she might run away at any moment if I said or did the wrong thing. I ignored the worry nagging in my own brain to slide her diaper all the way down to her knees - through the gauzy screen of her tutu skirt, I could just about make out the shape of something different behind it. For a moment, I was content to just peer at her genitalslike that - but after a moment, I decided I needed to see it for real.

"Lift your skirt for me, cutie pie," I urged.

"B-bu-but, Master Kano, it's not-"

"Now."

Her eyes full of worry and tears, Tomoe's shaky hands reluctantly lifted her tutu. From underneath the mass of tulle and satin, her slender member became obvious. Despite Tomoe's protests and reluctance, she was clearly excited, her girlish length jutting straight upwards as I examined it.

It didn't look like a man's erection - it was thin, almost feminine, lightly rosy pink around the head. Tomoe's testicles were tucked neatly underneath, everything completely smooth and hairless. The idea of putting my mouth on Tomoe's girlcock neither repulsed nor aroused me, but I definitely wanted to see how she reacted when I touched it…

"Ahh! Mastterrr!"

I had gently run my thumb around her cockhead, and Tomoe had whimpered and thrust her hips forwards needily. I tried stroking up and down her small shaft, but the reaction was biggest when I focused on her tip, pressing my thumb firmly against her fleshy head. Just like a cis woman's clitoris - Tomoe's nerves were all bundled at the very tip!

"You're dripping on your Master, you bad girl," I chided, with a grin, as I noticed the clear fluid dripping between my fingers. "Naughty, naughty. Tell me, Tomoe, do you often get sticky like this when you're around your Master?"

"I, I, I don't know," Tomoe mumbled, unable to keep her hips from moving needily towards the stimulation I was providing. "Nnn... Sometimes my... my clit just gets so pokey and excited and... Ahh!"

"Your clit!" I exclaimed in delight. "That's right, Tomoe... Your cute little clit is really telling me how much you like this! You're a very good girl..."

"I... I am?" She panted, clearly slipping into the babyish headspace that was so cute! "Nnnmm... B-but please, Master... I'm shy..."

"It's okay to be shy, babygirl," I said, watching her cute, girlish body tremble with excitement as I withdrew my hand. "Master just needs you to kneel down - that's right. Now turn around and lay your front over the mattress, and stick out your bottom - what a good girl..."

With Tomoe in position, I slid my hand between her thighs and pulled the diaper back up. She obediently lifted her body so I could slide it back up to cover her crotch, her dainty girlcock pointing downwards into the padding so we'd make less of a mess. As I firmly snugged it into place, Tomoe moaned gently, rocking her hips to push her dripping length against the soft padding. As she was bent over the adult-sized crib and surrounded by the smiling faces of a dozen stuffed animals, I felt even more sure she needed just as much loving little girl treatment as the other women here.

"Wh-what are you going to do, Master?" Tomoe asked breathlessly, deep in her role now.

Her voice sounded so cute and innocent - my cock felt as hard as steel just looking at her like that, so vulnerable and available t me, her bottom exposed and right there for me to use or spank or kiss or fuck.

"Is, is it a game?"

"It's a grown-up game for good little girls," I teased, sliding the bottle of lubricant out of my pocket and into my hand, squeezing out a healthy portion into my palm. "You'll -nghh- you'll like it, princess. Just keep your tush nice and still for Master Kano!"

Tomoe waited, quietly, almost reverent, as I slathered the lube on my throbbing length, eyeing her cute backside lovingly.  It was funny how it was this that seemed to be bringing out her more regressive nature! I watched Tomoe's fingers curl downwards until only her thumb was sticking out, and then she slipped it into her mouth, sucking quietly. I chuckled - Tomoe looked back in surprise and maybe a little embarrassment, but as she saw me smiling she relaxed once more, closing her eyes and focusing on feeling small and helpless. Good. I wanted her to feel that way.

I slid one finger between those soft, perky rumpcheeks, leaving a trail of lubricant between them. Tomoe shivered, then cried out in surprise and pained pleasure as my finger pushed forwards, probing her crinkled anus. In a firm but gentle movement, my lubricated digit slid deep inside of Tomoe's delicate backside, and she let out a noisy groan as she pushed her rump back to meet me.

"You know, Tomoe, I wanted to mention something you said earlier," I said, as I gently fingered her tight pucker, the sounds of wet lube squelches and Tomoe's own moans and gasps of delight filling the air. "You said you were worried I wouldn't see you as a woman, right?"

"Y-y-yes, Master," Tomoe mumbled, drooling around her own thumb. "...Ish dat what's gonna happen?"

"Oh no," I said, prompting a gasp from Tomoe as I fingerfucked her harder and faster. "No, Tomoe, I want you to know I don't see you as a woman - I see you as my helpless. Little. Girl."

I leaned in close as I said that, whispering loudly into Tomoe's ear, my mouth right next to her head. I felt her tight hole squeeze and clench around me as she moaned shamelessly, clearly loving hearing it from her Master.

"Oh, Master, yes, please," she moaned, wriggling back against my hand. "Please, Master, make me your little girl! D-dominate me totally!"

I didn't need a second invitation. I slowly slid my finger out of Tomoe's slightly-stretched backside, guiding my throbbing cockhead to her prepared opening. I braced myself by placing one hand on the crib, pressing the pulsing hardness against Tomoe's entrance, knowing it was going to be a delightfully tight fit. Underneath me, the adult babygirl tensed, holding her breath as she waited for me to penetrate her. 

Slowly, my hips rolling forwards inch by inch, I did. Tomoe and I moaned in unison as my cock tucked into her tight pucker, stretching it until I slid inside that first inch. She was incredibly hot inside, her passage squeezing all those special spots along my shaft as I grunted and allowed myself to keep going, wanting to bury all my length inside of Tomoe. As I kept going, she let out one long, continuous moan that started out low and breathy but soon became high-pitched and childlike.

I could feel my cockhead probing deep into her bowels, possibly further than anything had ever gone. With one last, forceful thrust, I hilted in her, pressing hard until my crotch was crammed up against Tomoe's backside, shoving her forwards slightly. She gripped the sheets of her crib, her well-stretched anus spasming in a mixture of pain and pleasure around me.

"That's my good little girl," I grunted, as I tugged my entrenched member back a few inches, only to push it back in. "So tight for Master, aren't you?" 

"Yessssss," Tomoe moaned. "J-just for you, Master!"

Tomoe was tall compared to most of the other girls, but my body completely covered hers like this. My erection flared inside of her bowels as I rocked my hips back and forth, knowing I was completely dominating and owning her body at the moment. With the diaper pressed firmly against her girlcock, Tomoe had something soft to grind against, and she did so, moaning and whimpering loudly as I claimed her cute little bottom like I might with any other girl in the house.

"A-and from now on," I went on, a growl in my voice as Tomoe awakened a possessiveness I'd never known before. "You're going to make yourself available to Master, aren't you?"

"Nnn... Y-yes, I want to be... OH! I want to be Master's little girl!" Tomoe panted eagerly, shoving her bottom back to meet my thrusts as they came quicker now. "I want to make stickies in my pampers for Master! I want to be c-claimed by him every day!"

My only response was an animalistic snarl, my thrusts coming together harder and faster as I thumped the inside of Tomoe's stretched rectum. She squeaked and squealed, her face hot, red and sweaty as I fucked her into the crib, every rough pump of my hips shoving her forwards, making her clit rub against her slick diaper lining. The wooden crib itself rocked and creaked, a symphony of noises that broadcast exactly what was happening to the submissive babygirl inside the room to anybody walking past.

Tomoe was panting and drooling into her bedsheets, her hair a mess as I pounded and plunged in and out of her backside. There was no longer any resistance now, just the warm embrace of her body, her backside fitting like a glove around my member. The pressure around my length was just right, prompting moans and grunts from my own mouth as the sloppy sounds of rough but loving sex filled the air. Tomoe's pampers kept rustling underneath her, her stuffed animals watching on, one large stuffed bear in particular seeming to have a knowing smirk as Tomoe's body shook and convulsed with pleasure. 

"M-m-masttterrr," Tomoe whimpered, needily, her asshole squeezing and sucking me in deeper, hungrily, as she pushed back against me. "Nnn... Please, keep stroking inward there- I'm gonna... I'm go-going to make st-stickies soon."

"That's my good baby girl," I urged, panting hard, both my hands gripping the sheets on either side of Tomoe as I thrust my cock way up into her bowels, my own balls tingling and tightening insistently. "Come on for me... Show me how much you love being a submissive little princess for your Master. Squirt into your cute little diapers for him!"

"Nnn... nn... Y-yes~! Master Kano!"

In a voice that dripped with pleasure, Tomoe cried out loudly, her whole frame shaking and trembling. I could tell from how her tight hole squeezed and clenched rhythmically around me that she was climaxing, her gasps and whimpers in time with the urgent bucking motions of her hips as she 'made stickies' into the lining of her diaper.

I carried her through the orgasm as far as I could, shunting my erection back and forth to keep her squealing in pleasure as she came underneath me, but soon I too felt my orgasm become inevitable. With a heavy breath out, I shoved my cock forward, entrenching it in Tomoe's tight bottom, and let forth what felt like a torrent of spunk from my cock.

"Ngghh!"

"Oh, Master!" Tomoe gasped, feeling me twitching inside of her. "Oh, yes, ohhh God..." 

The way she spasmed against me as my length kicked and throbbed inside of me suggested she was still cumming. I was amazed at her endurance, Tomoe seeming completely drunk on pleasure as wave after wave of bliss hit her. I emptied my load deep into her, rocking back and forth slowly as she floated down off of clown nine, still whimpering and moaning audibly.

It felt like it took forever for our climaxes to finish, but finally, I heard Tomoe give a big sigh, and I knew things were coming to an end. I reached down with one hand, grabbing hold of the base of my member and tugging it out of Tomoe's stretched bottom with a noisy slurp. Her pink little hole gaped, some cum visible inside it before it squeezed shut once more. I grabbed a wipe and cleaned off my own length, then got another to clean Tomoe's used hole…

"No, don't," Tomoe said, the first time she'd spoken since she felt me cumming. "...I want to feel your um... gift, inside me..."

I chuckled softly. If Tomoe could say something like that, I'd obviously made her feel comfortable. As I pulled her diaper back up, I leaned in, kissing her softly on the side of her mouth. Tomoe sighed lovingly, pulling herself onto the crib and then collapsing, bonelessly.

"Thank you for making me feel like a little girl, Master Kano" she said, softly - and I felt my heart melt, as I thought of how much I loved my new life.

I was determined that that evening I would make someone else feel like a little girl too - my little girl.


22 - Daddy's Girl

My fingers clenched tightly around the warm glass of the baby bottle I was holding, as I made my way across the hall to Izumi's room. We were only a few feet apart but the distance felt like it took forever to cross as I fought with myself over whether I was doing the right thing.

Hitomi had her man - her 'Daddy' - now. Tomoe seemed more assured of her place in my heart and in the house. Even Kayda had had an.... interesting... encounter with me. Ayaka had been able to goad me into an intensely filthy sexual roleplay. And Sakiko, Raiku and Iwa all seemed content as well.  

That just left Izumi. What was my relationship with her going to look like, going forward? As much as there was a part of me that wanted to go back to how things were before she left, I knew so much more about her now! Things had to change…

I'd told Iwa my plan. I said I'd always have room in my heart for all of the girls - but I wanted Izumi to know she was special. Seeing Hitomi with Nikko made me realize that there was one thing Izumi had wanted from me all those years ago, but had been unable to put into words. Even now, she hadn't said it directly.

But after today, I was going to be her Daddy. If she'd have me, that was.

"Do you know what that means?" Iwa had asked sternly. "To an adult baby girl?"

"I'm not an expert," I said. "But I think it means...I hold her heart in the palm of my hand... I want her to know it's safe to be vulnerable and innocent around me. To pledge myself totally to her and to have her pledge herself back, in turn."

My response amused Iwa, but she agreed to help me and gave her blessing. Now the only thing to do was tell Izumi what I wanted from her.

I knocked on the door. It took Izumi a moment to respond, but when she did, her 'come in...' sounded shy and unsure once again. Certainty and purpose gripped me - I wanted to make sure Izumi always knew she had a safe place to come back to, a person who would never judge or lash out at her.

"Hello, Master Kano," Izumi mumbled, pulling down her overly-frilly blue dress. "It's um, good to see you again..."

I let my eyes move around the room, taking everything in. Izumi's room was almost like the one she'd had in childhood. A pattern of bluebirds in flight decorated the Eastern wall, and a huge teddybear occupied the entirety of one corner. Izumi's bed was the most adult one I had seen in the house so far - barring Iwa's and mine, of course. It took me several seconds to realize there were plastic guardrails which had been lowered before I came in.

"Izzy," I said, clucking my tongue softly. "So dressed up! What's all this about, babygirl?"

I put the bottle down, then lowered myself to sit beside Izumi on the bed, lifting the edge of her frilly skirt. Now I was closer, I could even see she was wearing make up! That wasn't like the Izumi I knew…

"I just... I just thought," Izumi mumbled into her chest, rubbing one forefinger against the other as she struggled to get her words out. "...I thought maybe Master Kano would like to see me... at my best? After last time."

Her voice trembled with an edge of shame. Obviously she was still feeling humiliated about messing her diaper in front of me, even though I'd masturbated to the perverse scene. I scoffed.

"Izzy, of course I want to see you at your best," I said. "But to me, this isn't it. Your best, to me, is seeing you be a happy little babygirl, your diapers shamelessly on display for me to check as I see fit."

"You don't mean that!" Izumi exclaimed, a tremor in her voice. "...Do you?"

"I very much do," I replied firmly, pulling her skirt up higher so I could see the fresh, thick diaper underneath. "Let's get you into something more fitting for a little baby..."

Izumi flushed and fussed a little as I undressed her, hanging the dress up neatly in the closet. As she sat half-naked on the bed, she looked intensely vulnerable and beautiful. I found a suitable romper, decorated with carrots and orange trim, and ordered Izumi to stand up for me.

"Put out your foot, little one," I instructed, as I crouched in front of Izumi patiently. "That's it..."

"I don't know why you're doing this," Izumi mumbled. "I just wanted to be alluring for you."

"I'd rather you be AH-dorable, for me," I teased, as I slid the opened romper leg up Izumi's own. "Because you are precious, just the way you are."

"K-kano... Master... Don't," Izumi whimpered, an edge of tears to her voice as I pulled the stretchy material up over her padded backside. "Please... I know you could never-AH!"

Izumi cried out and jumped as I smacked her hard on the bottom through her diaper. Lip trembling, she gave me a questioning look, and I swatted her once again with a smile on my face. I could see her starting to soften as I pulled the romper up over her arms. I pulled the fabric around to close the poppers, one by one, making her look more infantile by the second.

"Where are the wipes, babygirl?" 

"In... in there," Izumi said softly, pointing. 

She didn't seem to know what to do with herself now I'd come into her room and taken charge. But I knew what needed to happen. As I embraced my role as her 'Daddy' internally, it made everything click into place so easily. I knew with certainty that this was the right thing to do - that I would never get tired of being Izumi's caretaker forever.

"Come here, princess," I cooed, as I used one hand to gently guide Izumi's chin upwards towards me. "That's my good girl..."

"Nyah! Master!" Izumi squirmed as I wiped away the make-up.

Okay, I don't think I did an amazing job of it, but by the end she looked more like the cute little girl I'd known growing up than a woman going on a date somewhere fancy. With Izumi still wrinkling her nose at the cold wipe, I sat down and scooped her onto my lap in one quick movement, making her gasp. I suppressed my own noise of discomfort - letting a cute girl know you couldn't pick her up effortlessly was definitely not cool!

When I kissed her nose it was still cold. Izumi clung to me awkwardly, clearly anxious. I could tell she'd never expected anything like this to happen. Maybe she'd fantasized about it sometimes, but there was no way she could have predicted we'd meet again, especially not like this.

"...What is it?" Izumi asked, making me realize I'd been staring into her eyes for a while.

"Hm, nothing," I shrugged, feeling heat on my own cheeks. "I'm just thinking about how glad I am that you're here, and so am I..."

I slid my hand down between Izumi's legs. I heard her breath catch in her throat as my fingers brushed against her inner thigh through her romper, bringing my palm down to rest on the thick crotch of her padding. I squeezed it affectionately as I used my other arm to cuddle her closer.

"So I can do this," I went on. "And see how cute you are this way."

"Hmmf.. Kano, you don't have to say that," Izumi grumbled. "With the other girls it's okay. But with me you can be honest and-"

I pressed a finger against Izzy's lips to silence her. She looked adorable with her big eyes full of confusion and surprise, I almost didn't want to talk and just kiss her instead.

"I'm being honest right now, Izzy-wizzy," I said. "You didn't see how I was the first day I came here... Yes it was strange to me, but I thought it was hot and exciting from the beginning! I never refused this. I just thought it was a fetish. And I've always been a little perverted, haven't I?"

"And now?" Izumi mumbled from behind my finger.

"Now I think I understand more what this is all about. It's more than just a hobby or a kink. It's something deep inside, that calls you."

I slid my hand up, to Izumi's chest. It seemed like she might think I was going to grope her, but instead I placed it right above them, where her heart was. Or where I was pretty sure it was.

"Here right? It's part of who you are... like your soul. You never felt right being an adult woman... You have a child's soul, and a woman's body, and being someone's babygirl is more than just a whim. It's a need, right?"

"I, I don't know about all that-"

"Izumi, come on," I said firmly. "Now who isn't being honest?"

"...Alright... yes," Izumi replied, her eyes shining. "I, I need this. I need to be a babygirl."

"Good girl," I purred, leaning down to reward her with a kiss on the cheek. "And you know what? I love that about you."

Izumi swallowed, her eyes growing wide. She looked like she wanted to say something but I cut her off before she could.

"And yes, I mean I love you, too. I've loved you for a long time. I don't remember when those feelings first started but I think you know about them, right? Right. Maybe you even felt the same way," I sighed. "But it felt like you couldn't be with me because of all this. Like this would be something I could never accept."

As she stared raptly at me, Izumi's heart beat faster under my palm. Tears were springing from her eyes. I could tell she could feel the deep emotions radiating from me, and she was almost afraid of their intensity. So was I - but I pushed on.

"Izzy, not only do I accept it, but like I say - I love it. It's just one more part of what makes you, you," I told her, decisively. "I want to know every single part of you. I know not everything will be good, because nobody is perfect. But as far as I am concerned, you being an adult little girl is nothing I have to 'accept'. It's something I embrace."

"Huhh... Such a big speech," Izumi said, between sniffles, trying to deflect with humor. "Just because you think girls in diapers are hot..."

I smiled. 

"...You know, I think the girls here and my brother had a lot in common," I said softly. "I think you both have- had- the need inside to have a role normal life wouldn't permit. And the more time I spend here, the more right it feels. Being the Master of this house, I mean."

I took a deep breath before the next part. I felt confident Izumi wouldn't reject me, but this was still nerve-wracking! 

"...But with you, Izumi, I want more," I finally said. "I want you to be mine. I want things with us… to be like Hitomi and Nikko. I want you to be not just a babygirl, but my babygirl."

"Wh-what are you saying?" Izumi stammered, her voice uncertain and lilting. "What do you mean, Kan- Mast-... Kano?"

"Izumi, I want to be your Daddy," I said, squeezing her closer to me, my words tumbling out of my mouth now I'd finally said it. "I don't want to be 'Master' or 'Kano' or anything else to you. I want you to be totally and utterly mine! Because I love you."

Izumi's eyes were like saucers. Her lip trembled as if she was about to cry - and then she did, small, salty tears rolling down her cheeks. She reached for me, clinging to me, as her mouth formed shaky, uncertain words.

"Do you mean that? D-do you, do you really want to do that?"

"More than anything in the world!" I cried, letting Izumi search my face for any hint of dishonesty. "I promise you, Izumi. I want to be your Daddy, and I have never wanted anything more."

It was all true. My whole life I had had no purpose, just dead-end job after dead-end job, working to support myself and get through each day as it came. Here, in this house, I knew I belonged. And seeing Izumi so vulnerable and so in need of love and real, genuine caring, it lit a fire in my heart that could only be doused by becoming her attendant Daddy dom.

"Hhhh.... This must be a dream," Izumi whimpered. "I'm dreaming..."

"Every day with you is a dream," I teased. "...But seriously. It's real if you want it to be."

"...I don't even know where to start," Izumi said. "What do I say? I want it so badly... but it's been so long that I even let myself dream of having a- a-"

"A Daddy?"

She nodded, tears welling in her eyes again as she was overcome with emotion. Her breathing was growing unsteady and frantic, so I did the only thing I could think of to calm her. I tilted her head upwards, leaned down, and kissed her soft lips gently. Izumi tensed for just a moment, and then kissed back, needily, frantically, as if saying 'yes, this is what I needed, thank you'. 

When we broke apart, she managed a wobbly smile.

"Yes... a... a Daddy," she confirmed, quietly. "I've wanted it for so long."

"And you have one, now."

"...I have a Daddy," Izumi repeated. "Master Kano... Kano, the man I love... is my Daddy."

I grinned, as Izumi got more and more excited as she spoke. It was like a part of her that had been put to sleep for years and years had finally woken up, and it was beautiful both to see it and to know it was down to me. 

"I have a Daddy! Daddy, Daddy... I love you, Daddy!"

"I love you too, little girl," I cooed, sitting her up so I could squeeze her tight. "I love you so much!"

"D-Daddy, Daddy, Daddy," Izumi repeated, as she cried freely against my shoulder, as if relieving herself of a burden she had been carrying for years. "...I can't believe... Thank you so much, Daddy."

I didn't bother to respond with words. My arms, holding her close and letting her cry on my shoulder, held by her Daddy for the first time, said everything I could want to in that moment far better than speech ever could.

23 - Cherished

It took several minutes for Izzy to calm down again and let go of me. Every time I tried to extricate myself from the hug, she clung more fiercely, begging me to tell her if I was lying - or if I really was committing to being her Daddy. Of course, it was no chore to kiss her and tell her of course I wanted to be her Daddy forever. But eventually I reminded her of the bottle of milk I'd brought in when I first arrived.

"...What's that for, K- ... Daddy?" 

"For feeding to you, of course," I chuckled. "I wanted to prove to you today I can take care of an adult baby girl, without anybody else's help. I want you to know you're in good hands."

"Ohh..." Izumi blushed, twisting her hands around each other nervously. "K-Kano... I've thought about that for so long. I guess I can't really believe this is actually happening."

"Believe it, cutie pie!" I said firmly, as I wriggled myself back into the pillows on her bed. "And now, come and lay your head in Daddy's lap. The milk's just the right temperature now, actually. I think it was a little too hot before?"

"Are you sure?"

In response, I unbuttoned my sleeve and then rolled it up, past my elbow. Izumi watched with big eyes as I up-ended the bottle and splashed two little drops of milk on my arm, just like I'd seen mothers do for their real babies. Izumi's face turned pink and she seemed almost speechless. Doing the same things I'd do for an actual toddler made her flustered and excited. That was a big trigger for her regressive headspace, it seemed.

"That's right, baby Izzy," I cooed. "Now, listen to your Daddy, and crawl over here for this nice, warm bottle."

I'd never seen anybody crawl faster. Izumi obediently got onto her hands and knees and shuffled quickly towards me, a smile on her face and her diaper rustling loudly with every movement. Once she reached me, I guided her down so her head and shoulders were in my lap, one arm cradling her for support while the other held her bottle.

Lovingly, I brushed her bangs away from her face and let myself look deeply into her purple eyes, my own pair taking in the tiny features of her face I'd missed so much. Her freckles, the scar above her left eye from a skateboard accident when we were kids…

"D-daddy, what are you looking at?" Izumi asked. "I'm not that ugly, am I?"

"Completely the opposite!" I replied. "I'm just remembering all our history together. And thinking how happy I am to have such a beautiful babygirl for my own. Now, that's enough talking... Open your cute little mouth... Say 'ahh'..."

Izumi looked like she might have been about to start fussing again, but she opened her mouth obediently anyway. I slipped the nipple of the bottle between her lips and held it in place, as Izzy let out a soft murmur of pleasure. She looked totally at peace, the only noise in the room the gentle sounds of our breathing and her mouth suckling down sweet mouthfuls of milk. Like this, she truly looked like something precious.

"I love you, Izzy," I murmured as I held her. "I love you so much. You're Daddy's special little princess, do you know that?"

One of Izumi's eyes opened just a crack, and she looked up at me as if saying 'am I really?' ... I nodded, and she wriggled gently in my arms, the corners of her lips turning up as she nestled more eagerly against me. As Izumi's tummy became more and more filled with the warmth of her bottle, I also felt myself getting warmer inside. It was the warmth that came from loving and devoting myself to someone so completely, and it was a feeling I never knew existed until I came to the mansion.

All those years... All those years I had worked so hard, just to support myself. I couldn't make anybody else the center of my world - it had to be about me, and that was it.

And now all the girls here had changed me in some way, had opened my heart to new ways of thinking and feeling. I'd realized the greatest feeling in life was expressing love and care for the people around me. And of course, Izumi had opened my heart most of all. I'd always loved her, even before she left. Now she was the woman I loved, and the baby girl I cherished, all at once.

I could see that Izzy was close to finishing her bottle, so I tilted it up higher and further, letting the last of the milk drain into her mouth. As she finished, I cooed and cheered exaggeratedly, making her giggle cutely, a little milk dribbling from the corner of her mouth.

"Oops! Let Daddy get that for you," I said, as I sat Izumi up in my arms and reached for the wipes again. "Don't be embarrassed, it's normal for a babygirl to make a little mess..."

"Dadddddyyy," Izumi whined playfully as I wiped the corner of her face. "...Fank you..."

My heart fluttered. I'd heard plenty of the other girls use that kind of cutesy baby talk, but never really Izumi. It felt special, coming from her. It felt like she was being truly vulnerable with me right now, maybe in a way she'd never been with anybody else before, not even Terayo, Yuna or Iwa. 

Without even thinking, I found myself rubbing and patting Izumi's back. She stiffened and looked at me in surprise, but I just kept giving her a Daddy-ish look that I hoped said 'everything is okay'. A moment late, and the adult toddler I was cuddling let out a cute little burp, covering her mouth shyly.

"D-daddy, why did you do that?" she mumbled, although I think she partly just wanted to hear my answer. And I was only too happy to give it to her.

"I'm just burping you, silly-billy," I said, smiling. "Little tiny babies have to be burped after drinking a bottle."

"And. And that's me?" 

"That's you, darling baby," I said, tickling Izumi under her chin so she giggled quietly. "...Now that your bottle is finished... let's see what you have around here to play with..."

"Oh, um, it's okay Daddy, you don't need to do silly things like that," Izumi protested meekly, but I'd already lowered her onto her bed so I could jump up. "Oof! Daddy, you can, um... we could just do sex instead?"

"Little angel, of course Daddy will enjoy everything you have to offer, later," I told her, as I began to rummage through her toy box. "Buuuut right now, I want to play with you. Daddies love to play games with their little girls. Besides, I want to prove to you that I really do love looking after you - not just for sex."

Izumi tucked her chin, smiling bashfully as I looked back at her. The subtle nod she gave would be easy to miss if I wasn't paying close attention to her every movement. I'd never been this attentive to another human being in my entire life! But so far... I think I was doing a good job...

"Ah, now who's this?" I said, pulling out a floppy doll with woollen red hair. "It looks like she wants to give you a big hug, little girl."

"That's, that's Penelope," Izzy explained with a giggle, as she squeezed the rag doll to her chest in a tight hug. "I um, sometimes I like to play pretend that I'm her Mommy and she's my baby..."

"Oh, that sounds fun," I exclaimed. "...How about this time, I make Penelope play, and you play as her Mommy like usual. Does that sound fun?"

"...Yeah! Daddy that sounds like a lot of fun!" Izumi agreed, sitting forwards on her knees to play. "Okay, Penelope, it's Mommy.... And it's nearly school time, and you're in bed..." 

I let a happy smile spread across my lips as I watched Izumi animatedly engage with the doll, telling her it was time to get up for school and get dressed. As Izzy looked up at me, prompting me to respond, I made Penelope sit up, rubbing her eyes with one cloth hand. Izumi giggled, so I hammed it up more, making her give an enormous yawn.

"I think Penelope is still tired," I said. "She's going back to sleep!"

I dramatically flopped Penelope back onto the bed, making Izumi erupt into giggles. She shook her head, jumping right back into her role as 'Mommy' to tell Penelope what to do next. As I played along, I could tell Izzy was losing herself more and more in her littlespace. It felt so special to watch, knowing she was opening up to me and I was finally seeing a part of her I'd never known so long ago...

And that I would get to see it forever, every single day of her life, for as long as I was her Daddy.

***

I lost track of time while I was with baby Izumi. It was easy to do, with such a precious diapered girl playing games with me and being so cute. Any fear that I was going to be tired or bored of Izzy's babyish nature was gone, for me and hopefully for Izzy too.

Since I hadn't noticed the hours passing, I was nearly as surprised as Izumi when there was a knock on the door. The person behind it didn't wait for a response, opening the door to reveal a smugly smiling Iwa, holding a story book. Izumi shot me a confused glance as the bustier woman walked in.

"Don't worry, Izumi," I said, softly stroking her head. "Daddy invited Iwa to come and read you a story before naptime." 

"Oh... Oh! But, um... Couldn't Daddy read it to me himself?" 

"Maybe I could," I replied, as I pulled Izumi into a laying down position on one side of the bed, cuddling her close as I left the other side open for Iwa. "But I want my precious little muffin to get only the best things I can provide. And I happen to know Iwa is the very best at reading bedtime stories."

"That's right," Iwa replied confidently, setting herself down on the bed. "Now come here and let me read to you."

After some quick adjustments, Izumi was cuddled between Iwa and I, her back and side against me and her head in Iwa's lap, to look at the book. She was looking small and vulnerable in her thick padding, and the feeling of her crinkly backside nestled against my crotch made it hard not to just want to pull her diaper down and start humping right there, Iwa's presence be damned. I didn't, though, keeping my lust for her cute bottom to myself for now - this day was for Izumi, not me, after all.

As we snuggled, Izumi kept glancing uncertainly between the two of us, as if she still wasn't sure if this was okay. Clearing her throat as she cracked open the book, Iwa took control of the situation, occupying Izzy's attentions.

"The Gingerbread Man," Iwa said, in her husky voice. "Once upon a time, there was an old man, and an old woman..."

My hand on Izumi's bare thigh, I waited for a moment, watching her. She was quiet, entranced, as she listened to the story. Just like she was the little girl I'd first made friends with, years ago. Without even really meaning to my mind took me back, imagining a world where I could go back in time as an adult, and I'd have had these resources, this money. I could have taken care of Izumi then. I could have made her life happy from the day she was born. She would never have had to make the hard decision to leave.

I sighed quietly. It was a nice thought, but even if something like that were possible, then Izumi wouldn't have been snuggled against me like this right now. She might never have grown up to be an adult baby - my adult baby girl. 

But since she did, I wanted to add some more adult elements to our snuggles. I wanted to show Izumi I still desired her like this. And also, perhaps more importantly, I really wanted to touch her too!

"The gingerbread man ran down the lane," Iwa went on. "Chanting 'Run run run, as fast as you can - you can't catch me, I'm the gingerbread man!'"

Izumi gasped, but it wasn't clear if she was gasping because of the story or the way my hand had snaked upwards and found the plump swellings of her breasts, rolling my hand from side to side leisurely as I warmed her up. Under the fabric of her romper, I could feel her nipples stiffening in time with my movements, each one firming up a little more whenever my fingers 

"The gingerbread man ran past a pig in a pen. 'Stop, stop!' cried the pig. 'I want to eat you all up!'"

Iwa's voice was maternal and steady as she read, but every so often she glanced down, looking at Izumi and I with a wicked grin. Izzy herself was breathing harder, cheeks pink as she peered at the pictures of the book, Iwa lingering with the page open once she'd finished reading it. 

Pop. Pop. Pop. I undid the poppers of Izumi's romper slowly, rubbing my thumb against the bare flesh I was exposing. Pop. I heard her whimper and let a smirk form on my own lips as I kissed the back of her neck. I was down to her cute little tummy now. A few more poppers... now the waistband of her diaper was exposed. 

I rolled my own hips so my crotch pressed against her bottom and then pulled away, teasing Izumi, my gentle motions mimicking love-making. My hand slid between the open folds of her romper, down further to wear her diaper began. Iwa suppressed a chuckle, before turning the page she was on.

"The cow chased the gingerbread man, and then the pig, and the little old man, and then the little old lady too!" 

Seeing what I was trying to do, Izumi slid her right leg up and back, over mine, rolling more onto her back and leaving her legs spread further. Grateful for the extra space to maneuver, I groped the front of her diaper, pressing the dampened padding against her. I heard her gasp softly, giving little starts as I did it again and again, knowing the gentle motions were starting sparks of lust between Izumi's thighs, slowly building into the roaring fire I wanted. 

I stopped for a moment, repositioning. My hand slid under the front waistband of Izumi's diaper. The tight plastic pinched just a little, but I wriggled my arm, making it looser. Izumi giggled tensely, breathing catching in her throat as she waited for the inevitable feeling of her Daddy's fingers between her folds. I hummed quietly, nodding at Iwa to keep reading, and gently slipped a finger between Izumi's labia.

She gave the most adorable squeak as I began to slide it cautiously up and down between her pussy lips. While Iwa's soft, motherly voice told us both all about the gingerbread man's misadventures, I found Izzy's tiny pink pearl, nestled at the very top of her cunny. With a delicate touch, I began to stroke around the area, hearing Izumi's soft hiss of pleasure.

Plastic rustled and rubbed against the blanket as Izumi's hips rocked softly. I continued to rub very gently, trying to slowly build momentum so that Izumi wouldn't cum too quickly, but I could tell that just this gentle teasing was arousing her terribly. I guess we had something in common, then, because I was insanely hard.

After all this time, it felt electric to touch Izumi, especially in a sexual way. It felt special to share this with her, with my babygirl... and all the more because it was Izzy, the girl I'd known and loved for years before she came back into my life.

"Nnn... Dadddyyy..." Izumi whined as I pushed a second finger between her folds, rubbing it up and down while the first moved around and around her eager nub. "Ooohh..."

Iwa continued reading, but we both met each other's eyes and smirked.

As my gentle masturbation of Izumi continued, she began to push her legs apart further and further. I could tell she was having trouble paying attention to the story, her eyelids fluttering closed and then snapping back open just before Iwa turned the page, not wanting to miss the pictures. Her face looked very hot, pressed against Iwa's breast - but between her legs she was hotter, like a slippery furnace.

I could see Iwa was getting close to the end of the book. I pressed my finger more firmly against Izumi's clit, my own hips bouncing and moving the bed slightly, but not as much as Izumi's needy motions. She made the most adorable squeaks and barely-muffled whimpers, helpless and overwhelmed in my hands. Under the sound of Iwa's calming voice there was that insistent crinkling, in time with my movements. Izzy's diaper muffled any wet sounds from her tingling cunny but I could feel how soaked she was.

Izumi grew tenser, her body language reading almost as impatience. In a smooth movement, I slid my hand further into her diaper, my thumb resting on her clit as two fingers slick between her folds. She moaned, eyes closing and then opening again, Iwa on the last page. As I nibbled at Izzy's ear, I felt her shiver against me. I could tell she was so close…

But I wanted Iwa to finish the story. With teasing slowness, I rolled my thumb in circles around Izumi's desperate clit, slowing to a stop whenever I felt her getting too tense or heard her voice hitching too much. Iwa glanced at me, and I smiled - and she turned to the very last page.

"And then the fox flipped the gingerbread man up, up, off of his nose, and he SNAPPED him out of the air, and ate him all up in one bite!" Iwa narrated, tickling Izumi's tummy, prompting a giggle and a snort from her despite how worked up she was. "And that was the end of the gingerbread man."

Izumi opened her mouth to say something now the book was finished, but I leapt into action, my thumb rubbing frantically at her excited clit. She jerked like she'd been struck by lightning, as if unprepared for the sudden increase in intensity. Not letting up, my fingers plunged into her wet hole, curling up and pressing against her upper wall, seeking that special rougher area inside. 

"AH!" Izumi cried, panting and wordless, shoving her legs open harder as I eagerly worked her after teasing for so long. "Kan- D- Daddy!"

"I think you should say thank you to Izumi for the story," I murmured into her ear. My fingers pumped in and out rapidly, turning Izumi to jelly in my hands, pliant and obedient to the man who owned her heart and soul.

"Nnnn... th-thank you for the story, Iwa!"

Iwa's response was to put the book down and wrap her arms around Izumi, kissing the top of her head. She was holding her still, as if trying to contain some of the erotic energy that was desperate to burst out.

Izumi trembled like a leaf, whimpering and needy and unable to stop her hips shaking harder than any other part of her. I could feel her pussy squeezing around my fingers as I fucked her with them, feeling her getting tenser and tenser. But unlike before, I wanted to get her off this time. I wanted to build her all the way up and then push her OVER that cliff.

"Aaa! Ahh! Iwa! Nnn! Daddy!" Izumi said, her voice approaching something like panic, as the sensations grew enormous.

"That's a good baby," Iwa chuckled, squeezing her tight. "Let Daddy make you cum."

As if that had been a command, Izumi let out a squawk of pleasure, and I felt her wet canal spasm around me. With eager hip motions, she trembled and came around me, clenching rhythmically over and over as my fingers moved slowly back and forth, wringing second after second of bliss out of her. She shook and gasped, lips parted in bliss and eyes closed as she let the sensations roll over her, giving herself completely over to me while Iwa watched and held her. 

...And finally, she groaned, rolling her head back into the bed, completely wrung out. I teased her little clit a moment longer, then slid my hand out of her diaper. I thought about wiping it off on the bedsheets, but instead I sucked my fingers clean, cherishing her tangy flavor. When I looked at her face again, her expression was worshipful and loving, and it made me fall in love all over again.

"You thanked me so nicely, Izzy," Iwa teased. "Don't you think there's someone else you should thank now?"

"Thank you for making me cum, D-Daddy," Izumi muttered, and I smiled, knowing all was right in the world.

24 - Wrecked

Iwa had slipped out after the story, and in a few moments, exhausted Izumi had fallen asleep my arms. I loved watching how peaceful she was, just being held by me. It was really something beautiful, knowing I held her heart in my hand and it was the most precious thing she had to give me. Izumi was mine, mine, mine, more than anybody or anything else had ever been.

"Don't you want your Daddy to stay here with you?" I asked, teasingly, when Izumi finally stirred and said I should go back to my room at the very end of the day. 

"Oh God, hearing you say that still makes my face so red," Izumi repiled with a giggle. "But I'm sure. You might be my... um... my Daddy... now, but the other girls need you too. I don't want anybody to feel left out."

Once again, Izumi gave me another reason to love her and her kind heart. Obviously I never wanted to abandon or let down any of the other girls, but if Izumi wanted to keep me all to herself... I'd have had a hard time saying no. With her blessing, I kissed her once more and tucked her back into bed, then walked up to my room, glowing. 

***

I woke up unexpectedly in the middle of the night. Still groggy, it took me a moment to realize what was wrong. There was a weight pressing down on my stomach. What felt like hands balled up in my comforter. The noise of shaky, nasal breathing closing in on my face. Someone was in my room, pinning me down!

I squealed in shock as my right hand shot out, fumbling for the light. When it flicked on, the room was suddenly engulfed in light, and both my assailant and I recoiled, covering our eyes with our hands. Peeking through my fingers I saw... I saw light brown hair hanging over a pair of hazel eyes, paper white skin flushed with color as I realized it was Ayaka who was on top of me.

She lifted the corners of her mouth in a brief smile, and then began to peel back my comforter as I presumed she'd been doing before I woke up.

"Aya! Wh-what are you doing?" I stammered, rushing to push myself into a sitting position so I didn't feel so vulnerable. "It's bedtime."

"I can't sleep," the skinny girl replied, with an adorable pout. "I thought maybe Master could help me?"

Somehow even through the thick comforter, Ayaka knew where my groin was. I had morning wood which wasn't surprising, given how I brought Izumi off yesterday without experiencing a climax of my own. Ayaka smiled placidly, pressing her soaked diaper down through the comforter, rolling her hips back and forth to tease my hardness through the bedding. I couldn't help but let out a small groan, my body longing to push up and into her slick warmth.

"Don't you want to play with me, Master Kano?" Ayaka asked, in the same monotone as always. "Don't you want to fill this little girl up with your c-cum?"

"Ohh.... nn... I mean, we can... If you pull off the covers, you could ride me?" I suggested.

"No, I don't think so," Aya responded, tugging them away anyway, revealing the bulge in my boxers. "I want Master to be in control this time." 

I gulped, looking Ayaka's slender form up and down. Even looming over me, she looked incredibly tiny and frail, and it wasn’t helped by the over-sized pajamas she was wearing. Ayaka fixed me with the serious look that I know means business. I didn't want to hurt her, but my cock jumped as I imagined stretching her from the inside out, ramming her as hard as I can and hearing her begging for more.

"If, if we do... can we roleplay again?" I asked - maybe I wouldn't feel like such a pervert if I was pretending to be somebody else while I do this…

"Sure," Ayaka said. "What do you want to do this time? Master and pet? Daddy and little girl? Oh... how about big brother and his naive little sister?"

"N-naive? I mean... sure, that last one sounds good..."

"Then hurry up, big brother," Ayaka teased, as she stood up and lifted her pajama shirt, showing the waistband of her diaper. "I need your big sibling cock inside of me!"

"Now, that's no way for a little sister to talk-"

Ayaka balled her hands into fists and stomped her foot with surprising force. I gasped, and she pouted even harder at me, nearly shaking. Did she really want this that badly?

"Master Kano, you should be the one talking dirty! Be a corrupting force! R-rape me!" Ayaka commanded, the burst of emotion unexpected from her. "I'm like Kayda - I need rough treatment sometimes or else I don't know where I stand. Make me your helpless fucksleeve now!"

I blinked in surprise, shaking my head to clear the sleep away. Wait, what was that about Kayda? No, no I couldn't get distracted now... I'd ask about that later. 

Rough, huh? That's how Ayaka wants things? I smiled a predatory smirk, and moved the comforter aside. Ayaka squeaked gently, backing away, but I was too fast. Just as I was about to touch her, Ayaka grinned bigger than I've ever seen before. Then, a second later, she was back to the serious, stern girl I usually saw. 

Reaching her body, my hands slid up under Ayaka's armpits. This wouldn't be easy, but I'd have to make it look that way. With a tiny grunt of exertion, I lifted the petite woman upwards, hearing her gasp. I pushed my lips against hers aggressively, my tongue sliding into her mouth, teeth knocking against hers from the force. It was a very sloppy kiss, but when I pulled away from Ayaka and let her feet hit the ground, she was wide-eyed and more flushed than ever.

"...What was that, big brother?" Ayaka whimpered, playing innocent for me. I wasn't sure how to feel about how it made my cock throb, but I went along with it.4

"It was a special secret grown up kiss," I muttered, stroking Ayaka's cheek. "That I can only give you, nobody else - because big brother loves you so very much."

"Oh... it made my tummy feel funny," Ayaka said as she patted her lower stomach. "Right here?"

"That's how it's supposed to feel," I replied, lifting Ayaka up again to the sound of a squeal. "And it's going to feel like a lot more than 'funny' soon!"

Lifting her that time was easier, because I used my momentum to toss Ayaka onto the bed. She landed on the comforter, the bed bouncing from the impact, while I walked over towards her. Shivering with excitement and the kind of fear you get when you're watching a horror movie from behind your fingers (so scary! but it isn't real!), Ayaka's big hazel eyes watched me as I crawl onto the bed, moving towards her rapidly.

I grabbed both legs of her pajama bottoms and yanked, pulling them down quickly. Ayaka squeaked again, bucking her hips and kicking her skinny legs, whether to pretend she was resisting or to help me I didn't know. What I did know was now the pajama pants were off, and Ayaka was in her top and squished diaper, slim legs pushed apart, mouth agape as she stared at me. 

"Big, big brother, you're being so rough!" Ayaka gasped. "What are you going to do with your little baby sister?"

Internally I rolled my eyes at the cliched dialogue, but my erection was straining at my boxers. With my hands like claws, I grabbed each side of Ayaka's diaper. The plastic tore easily, sides noisily ripping as I loomed over her. Ayaka's eyes were huge as she looked up at me, letting out a small squeak as I yanked the entire soaked diaper out from under her.

"I'm going to be like the big bad wolf," I quipped, grabbing Ayaka's thighs and yanking her hard towards me. "And eat you ALL UP!"

I buried my head between Ayaka's legs, snarling savagely like I really was an enormous beast. Drooling, my tongue swiped across her soaked cunny, my nose wrinkling at the bitter taste of urine. I wasn't going to let that stop me though - I licked frantically, clearing up every trace of Ayaka's wet diaper, my tongue transforming from soft and slobbery to stiff and slimy in an instant, as I thrust it into Ayaka's delicate pink wetness.

"Nnnn ahh! B-big brother!" Ayaka moaned, one of her legs kicking lazily with pleasure. "It feels so... so good..." 

I smirked for just a moment before I dove back in. Not just licking now, I nipped and bit at Ayaka's thighs, mouthed at her cunny, sucked it into my mouth like it was a ripened plum. Over and over my tongue or lips brushed against her clit, and Ayaka bucked needily, whimpering and shaking against me for a few brief moments of bliss before I pulled my mouth away.

"Oniiiichaaaaan," Ayaka groaned, her tongue hanging out. "Mmmooorree..."

"You want more?" I said, wiping away Ayaka's sloppy juices from my face and lips. "Then get ready little sis, cuz here comes big brother!"

I lunged forwards, grabbing each of Ayaka's wrists. I easily pinned her down as I kissed her, biting and sucking at her neck eagerly in much the same way I'd bitten and sucked at the juicy peach of her womanhood. Ayaka's hands were pinned up out of the way, but her legs needed no such imprisonment. They spread eagerly around me, inviting me to be between them. I briefly released one wrist to free my cock from my underwear, and then I was holding Ayaka down again, feeling her squirm, her molten wetness just at the very tip of my erection.

"What, what are you doing, big bro?" Ayaka asked, forcing the pitch of her voice higher, or maybe that was just the heightened emotions she was feeling. "It feels so tingly!"

"I'm going to fuck you so hard you can't walk!" I barked, hoping that was the kind of response she was looking for. 

Ayaka moaned, her eyelids fluttering, her body sagging as if some of the tension was going out of it. I grinned, and then shoved my hardness inside of her. I didn't tease her entrance or gently slide in, taking it at a comfortable pace. No, I gave it to her rough, like she had asked me to, my erection slamming right to the end of her inviting canal.

With a grunt, Ayaka bucked her hips up towards me. I didn't waste time building my thrusts up, instead I slid back as far as I could, and then slammed my cock back in as hard as possible. Ayaka let out a squeal that sounded like there was a hint of pain in it, but I took her at her word that she wanted me to fuck her roughly, and didn't stop. 

Having sex like this was hard on my hips, but I hoped it was worth it. My entire length pistoned in and out of Ayaka as I fucked her on my bed, the springs creaking and bouncing beneath us. She moaned low and long, throwing her head back, eyes rolling back at the sheer sensation of me fucking her. I'd slide right out so just the mushroom-head of my penis was inside her, then use all the force I could muster to ram back inside of her, eliciting a delighted squeal from the girl beneath me. 

I kept going like that for a while, using my whole length to fill all the space in her cramped, spasming pussy. But I was starting to get worn out, and my body kept pushing me to stay longer and longer inside of Ayaka's slippery depths. I started to change my movements, keeping most of my length inside of her, bucking my hips hard again and again into her tightness. One particular buck had Ayaka gasp hard, and I blinked as I realized I’d hit her g-spot.

Smirking, I pulled my cock back slightly, and began to roll my hips, pressing upwards with my shaft so my head would hit the secret spot I knew was there. Ayaka began to melt, groaning and panting under me, her cunt getting tighter and tighter around me.

"Gnnhlluuhhh..." Ayaka drooled, a helpless ragdoll spread around my shaft, my cockhead working again and again over that magic spot. "Nnn... nnn... Nnn!"

She spasmed and came, gasping wordlessly as she thrust her hips up to meet mine, juddering and shaking, her tiny breasts bouncing under her top. I grunted, gritting my teeth as I swelled up and got as hard as rock inside of her, feeling her pussy massaging me all over, trying to hold out until her climax ended. Finally, she sagged, and I felt the powerful squeezing reduce to weak residual grasps at my length.

"Ooohhh... big... big brother that was-"

"You don't think we're done, do you?" I barked, before Ayaka could finish her sentence. "I'm going to blow my load deep in your tight cunt!"

I yanked my dripping length out of Ayaka's sloppy, used pussy, my hands on her once again. She squeaked in surprise as I rolled her onto her belly, all the fight gone from her now she'd climaxed. I saw out of the corner of my eye, her looking back at me, wide-eyed and impressed, and spared her a smirk, before I pulled her hips upwards to make it easier for me to slam my length home between her slick folds. 

My prick pushed deep inside of Ayaka, and she threw her head back in a gasp. I used one hand to steady her, while the other balled up her hair in a fist. I yanked it like they were reins and she was a proud, petite horse I was breaking, my hips frantically shoving my hardness hungrily into her again and again.

Every time I thrust I yanked, and Ayaka squealed, pleasure and pain mingling together as I used her as roughly as I could, my nails digging into her sensitive flesh, my balls tingling with imminent release until-

"Ohh fuck!" I groaned, feeling my cock pulsing deep inside Ayaka. "Yessssssss. Milk your big brother..."

My length twitched, cum spurting out into Ayaka's female warmth. It felt like I'd just run a marathon and climbed a mountaintop all at once, my cock flexing and pumping spooge deep, deep into where it was supposed to go. I clutched Ayaka close to me, gritting my teeth as my movements slowed to a crawl, emptying my balls inside of her. It felt like I was unloading a week's worth of cum inside her, and when I shakily pulled out and saw the mess I'd made of her usually neat and trim looking slit, it looked like a week's worth of cum, too. 

"Sorry," I muttered, grabbing the pack of wipes and starting to clean her up. "I wasn't too..."

"You were perfect, Master Kano," Ayaka said, as she flopped onto her side, wiping the drool off of her face with her freed hand. "Really really perfect."

I felt my heart swell with pride, knowing I'd given her some of what she needed. 

***

We cuddled for a little once I'd gotten Ayaka into a fresh diaper. I felt myself starting to drift off to sleep - but my mind startled me awake, reminding me of something I'd wanted to ask Ayaka about.

"Hey, Aya," I said. "What did you mean when you said you're 'like Kayda'?"

"Oh... I just meant we both like rough treatment sometimes."

I thought about that quietly, remembering how I'd humiliated Kayda, masturbated her in front of the other girls. How she'd kept up the firey attitude the whole time but seemed to enjoy herself. Ayaka kept talking:

"Of course... Kayda really prefers a firm hand."

"What do you mean?" 

Ayaka rolled over to face me, looking at me curiously.

"Master Kano, haven't you noticed how she's acting around you? She's practically begging for you to take control," Ayaka said, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. "I assumed you were just trying to tease her."

"T-tease her?" I stammered. "You're saying acting like a bitch is Kayda looking for my attention?!"

"Master… you really are clueless..." Ayaka muttered. "Not like a 'bitch'. Like a brat. Kayda's pushing her boundaries. I don't think she feels safe unless she knows there's somebody to rein her in. And... You aren't exactly doing it..."

I let my mouth hang open in stunned silence. Was that really true? Was Kayda acting out this whole time hoping that I'd punish her and remind her of who was in charge?

“I guess it’s probably hard to believe, since you weren’t here before,” Ayaka continued. “But we all used to really like Kayda. Since Terayo died, she’s really been acting differently. Like a bitch, to use Master’s language. We all think she’s getting worse and worse because she isn’t getting her maintenance discipline any more.”

Maintenance? Discipline? What did those words mean? I wasn't sure - but I wanted to find out It felt like that was definitely the key to actually developing a relationship with Kayda.

"Ayaka," I said, quickly. "Tell me everything you can about what Kayda needs. I'll have her visit me, tomorrow."

The stoic woman smiled, nodded - and began to tell me all about the special attention Kayda was looking for from me. I’d need all the help I could get if I was going to turn Kayda’s behavior around.

25 - Breaking the Brat

Meeting Kayda today would be in my room, on my terms. I sat in the armchair facing the door, one leg crossed over the other. I felt pretty badass - I almost wished I had a glass of whiskey to sip while I waited, to really complete the look. Instead, I drummed my fingers on the arm of the chair, waiting impatiently for Kayda to arrive.

Talking with Ayaka yesterday had helped me understand Kay more than I'd thought possible. I knew she missed my brother, badly. I could see now that she'd been acting out to try and find some sense of stability from the correction and guidance he usually provided - but she'd found me horribly wanting, of course. I had no idea how to deal with the care and management of adult baby girls when I arrived. I'd let Kayda down worse than anybody else.

But... that was over now. Kayda was going to learn not to be a naughty girl for me today. She was going to see that I could be a Master for her, even if I couldn't replace my brother. 

My ears pricked up as I heard noises from outside my door. I could tell Kayda was fighting with Yuna, arguing that she didn't want to see me. Her harsh little voice got louder and more frustrated as it came closer. That was expected, though.

"FINE!" I heard her snap, and then the door to my room was flung open. "...What do you want?"

I didn't acknowledge her at first, looking over her shoulder to Yuna, whose face telegraphed her disgruntled feelings very clearly. I gave her a nod and a smile. I was grateful she was willing to deal with Kayda's bratty behavior for me, but now it was time for me to take responsibility for the adult little girls I was charged with. All of them.

"Thank you, Yuna," I said kindly, still not looking at Kayda. "I appreciate the help in you bringing this little brat to me."

Kayda made an exaggerated gasp of anger, bulging out her eyes and looking from me to Yuna as if she couldn't believe what was happening. Neither of us took the bait, though, and a second later Yuna had slipped out of the room, closing the door behind her. The gentleness the door closed with contrasted beautifully with how Kayda had slammed it open. I could tell from the grumpy glare she gave it that she wanted to have slammed it shut herself, and now Yuna had taken that option away from her.

As she turned around, I say Kayda eyeing the piece of furniture I had had sent up to my room. Hidden under a white sheet, I knew she must have been wondering what I had in mind for her. If I didn't know better, I could have sworn she looked afraid at the thought of what it might be. She glanced at me as if wanting to ask, but I just smirked, and she said nothing.

"...Well, what is it you want?" Kayda finally asked again. "Hm?"

"Kayda, Kayda, Kayda," I tutted, purposefully elongating my words. "Do you really think that's the way you ought to talk to your Master?"

"You're not my master," Kayda spat. 

I sighed, pushing myself up out of the chair. I saw a flicker of fear in Kayda's eyes, but then the fire was back, the anger and steel she used to keep me at arms length. I walked over, leisurely.

"We both know I have a responsibility to you. And I've been failing you," I said, putting my arm on Kayda's shoulder while she flinched. "So, first of all, I want to apologize for that. I know you miss my brother dearly... And I know I can never replace him."

Kayda looked uncertain about what to do or say in response. Her face, for once, was as still and vulnerable as any of the other girls. After a moment, before I could continue, she snapped again:

"You're damn right you can't!"

"Mmhmm. And I'm not trying to. Kayda, I know you and my brother were very close. And I know maybe... it was harder on you, than on some of the other girls, when he passed away."

Kayda's angry frown softened into a little pout. She was listening, I could tell. I stroked her shoulder, where my hand was resting. This would be the 'easy' part, for both of us.

"So I'm sorry. I'm sorry I haven't been giving you what you need. I'm sorry for not recognizing your bratty behavior for what it was - a cry for attention," I continued. "I didn't understand my responsibilities when I arrived here... But now I do."

As I said the words 'cry for attention', Kayda's expression screwed up in anger once again. That was okay - I didn't need her to agree all at once. I knew what needed to be done now, and I was going to take things into my own hands, no matter what Kayda said or did. 

“When I’m done with you, you’re going to apologize to Nikko and Hitomi for your cruel prank,” I said, firmly. “In fact, you’re going to apologize for being nasty to ALL the other girls. They don’t deserve to be on the receiving end of your hissy-fits just because you feel bad.”

Kayda swallowed. She didn’t say anything, but she pursed her lips together slightly more tightly. I wondered if she felt guilty for how she’d treated the other girls, if not for how she’d treated me.

“Do you understand, little girl?”

“Fuck. You,” Kayda snarled, shaking. I chuckled, squeezing her shoulder and then letting go.

"Enough talking, then. Let's get to what I know you've been needing - discipline!"

I reached down and pulled away the white sheet covering the spanking bench, I'd had brought up for today. 

The bench in front of us had two platforms. The first, a lower 'seat' with fabric-covered padding, only a few inches above the floor, was designed for Kayda's knees. The second part was a similar section of wood with padding on top, but it slanted down and away from where Kayda would be sitting.

Properly positioned, it would force her bottom upwards while her torso was pressed against the upper platform, giving me a perfect vantage point to deliver a spanking to a disobedient little girl.

At the top of the upper section, a large metal ring waited, with two pink cuffs dangling from it. The soft, pink ribbons running through the cuffs and attaching them to the ring looked flimsy, but from testing them before Kayda arrived I knew they were deceptively strong. More than strong enough to hold a bratty little girl in place.

I felt Kayda gulp as Igrabbed both her shoulders this time, pushing her towards the bench. She had obviously seen this device several times before - behind her, where she couldn't see, I silently grinned. So far I felt like I was right on the money with what my naughty little girl needed from me. 

"Kneel down, Kayda," I said firmly, pushing downwards on her. 

Surprisingly obedient, Kayda knelt on the thickly padded seat, glancing back at me with mild panic in her eyes. I guided her into place, moving her so her upper body lay on the upper part of the bench. She resisted only a little as I pulled her arms out in front of her - I swore I heard a small whimper as I began to attach the first cuff, so I glanced down at Kayda's face in between fastening it. 

Kayda kept looking this way and that, like she wasn't sure this could really be happening. I could tell she was expecting me to stop by now - that she thought I was going to chicken out. I smirked as I did up the first cuff, seeing Kayda bite her lip, opening her mouth and closing it several times as she tried to decide whether or not to say anything.

"What... What are you gonna do to me?" Kayda whined at last.

"I'm going to punish you, silly baby," I chuckled, as I tightened her second cuff. "It seems like verbal reprimands aren't working. So maybe baby Kayda needs a little corporal punishment instead?"

"I...  don't..." Kayda stammered, her cheeks red. "...This is bullshit"

"Aw, the little baby is still trying to cuss out her Master," I cooed. "Don't worry sweetie pie. I'll take care of that bad attitude of yours... And if you keep it up, maybe your mouth will get a soaping too!"

Kayda snarled, tugging and testing her bonds by pulling the cuffs away from the bench. They barely moved - certainly not far enough to enable her to strike at me. She fixed me with a furious glare, but I held firm, smiling serenely at her fussy behavior.

Inside I could admit I was a little worried. Tying a girl down and hitting her didn't seem like a kind thing to do. And the way Kayda was fighting now, I was concerned maybe I was making the wrong choice... No, no time to worry about that now. With a deep breath, I placed my hand on the small of Kayda's back and slid it down to her skirt. 

She was wearing an adorable little ensemble - the t-shirt was black, with poofy, ruffled sleeves and a sparkly pink kitty with big whiskers on the front. The skirt was hot pink with a fashionable pattern of black, grey and white kitten heads all over it - it was obvious the pieces of the outfit went together. I chuckled gently to myself as I slipped my fingers under the hem of Kayda's skirt, hearing the wood of the bench creak as she stiffened.

Flipping the skirt up, I was delighted to find the t-shirt wasn't a t-shirt at all. It was an adorable onesie, with snaps stretching over a thick purple diaper. I patted it with a laugh.

"Aw, what an adorable baby we have here!" I teased. "Did you think dressing up pretty for me would mean I wouldn't spank you so hard? No such luck, I'm afraid."

"Shut up!"

With that barbed remark, I drew my hand back and swatted at Kayda's padded bottom. Of course, I knew it wouldn't hurt very much through the thick layer of padding, but the muffled sound made her jolt slightly. I did it again, slapping her diapered rear end like it had said something to insult me, the sounds of my hand on her diaper filling the air over and over. 

At first, Kayda was stiff and quiet, stunned into silence just from the mild spanking. After ten or so swats, she looked back at me with a confused, somewhat irritated expression. I raised an eyebrow and smacked her diaper bottom again, prompting a very small cry from her - and then a look of surprise, that it hadn't hurt at all.

"...This is pathetic!" Kayda snapped. "I thought you were going to spank me? This is barely a spanking at all! I can't feel anything you're doing, you weakling!"

"Oh, I know," I replied, as I kept on patting and thumping my palm against her diaper. "But I figure, you are just a little baby after all. Maybe the humiliation of being spanked on your diaper bottom would be enough to keep you out of trouble?"

Kayda blinked, and then curled her lip into a scowl, her pretty light red eyebrows coming down to give some spice to her glare. 

"No! If you're going to punish me, do it right!" Kayda demanded. "Or are you really that pathetic?"

"If you say so..." I sighed.

My hand slid down lower, beneath what was covered by the diaper, to the back of Kayda's thighs. I pressed my fingertips into the closest one, tapping gently at the exposed flesh to let Kayda know where I'd be striking next. I felt her stiffen up, and that was when I made my next move.

Pulling my hand back all the way, I brought down hard on her bare skin. The girl squealed and jumped in surprise. I watched as she clamped her mouth shut, steadfastly refusing to say anything more. 

"Oh, did that hurt?" I teased. "I thought you were a big girl and you could take it!" 

I got no response, but one wasn't necessary. With renewed vigor, I slapped her bare thigh again, right underneath where the diaper met her skin. Focused on the task at hand, I swatted again and again, alternating thighs, the sound of skin on skin ringing out instead of skin-on-diaper. 

After half a dozen swats, Kayda began to wriggle slightly. Where I was spanking had begun to turn pink already. I continued, letting my spanks fall in a random pattern to keep Kayda on her toes. Sometimes my palm landed right where I'd hit her before, and then came back and did it again. Other times I paused, rubbing at her sore flesh with one hand, soothing her with gentle words to relax her. Then, as soon as she calmed down, I swung my other hand through the air and it landed right in the middle, giving a soft yelp of pain at the unexpected force.

Even a spanking on bare flesh was easy to take at first. But after several long minutes of this kind of treatment, Kayda's upper thighs had turned a lovely rosy pink. I could hear her whimpering, although I pretended not to notice. It made me feel powerful to have her like this, bent over and exposed while I spanked her with my own two hands. 

Of course, it was also starting to hurt me, as well. I ignored the burning in my fingertips and palm to give her a few more good whacks, and then I stopped. I delicately stroked her yellow hair, hearing her frantic breathing calm as I acted like the spanking was over. Honestly, I needed a moment to compose myself as much as Kayda needed a break. What Ayaka had told me about Kayda needing to be controlled and dominated made a lot of sense, but that didn't mean I wasn't hesitant about the idea of whaling on her with something other than my hand. 

"So, how was the spanking?" I asked. 

Kayda sucked in air through her nostrils, glaring at me angrily. I could see her eyes were just a little too shiny, but there were no tears yet. Her face was the same gently flushed pink of her thighs.

"...I could barely feel it," she lied, but her voice shook slightly. "I don't know what you think you're doing, but it's not going to work."

"We'll see," I said with a smile, reassured that everything was going as I had planned. "But, if you couldn't feel that - maybe we need something else?" 

Frowning, Kayda watched me as I moved to collect the spanking implement from where I had placed it. The shiny mahogany paddle sent her eyebrows right up, her knees shifting awkwardly as every instinct told her to run. I smirked evilly, catching her eye. In an attempt to look like she was still in control and not scared, Kayda forced a smirk of her own, but the way her shoulders trembled told me it was all fake.

"You know, Kayda," I remarked, as I moved around behind her once again, letting my hand get used to the weight of the paddle in my hand. "I think I'm going to enjoy using this." 

"Yeah? Of course. You're a real... a real sicko, Kano," Kayda sneered, before giving a loud yelp of surprise as I brought the paddle down on her upper thighs.

"It's Master Kano, to you," I said firmly.

Without giving her a chance to correct herself, I set about delivering the punishment I knew my baby brat needed. With loud SMACK, SMACK, SMACKS, I brought the smooth flat side of the paddle hard down against her sensitive flesh. Unlike before, where the pain had started mild and slowly became unbearable, the spanks from the paddle had an instant effect on Kayda.

"Ah! AH! Ah!" 

The sound of her broken cries twanged my heart strings just a little, but I kept going. I knew this is what she really wanted - no, what she needed - from her new Master. Forcing myself through the feelings of guilt, I trusted what Ayaka had taught me. Kayda could take a lot more abuse than I was dishing out... if Ayaka was to be believed, regular spankings were a near-daily part of her dynamic with Terayo.

Her upper thighs were no longer just slightly pink, they were hot, burning rose. I could even see where the shape of the paddle had left its outline. Huffing, I slapped the paddle hard on that spot again, eliciting a pained squeal from Kayda as she jerked upwards.

"Oh! You b-b-bastard!" Kayda snarled, her voice cracking, seemingly on the verge of tears. "Stopppp!"

"I'll STOP *SMACK* when you've learned your *SMACK* lesson!" I barked back, having to stop talking as I swung the paddle downwards, the exertion leaving me momentarily speechless. 

With her upper thighs suitably reddened, I decided to try spanking Kayda on her cute little bottom. Through the diaper at first, to test out how much she could feel it compared to my hand.

I wound up just a little, and then thumped the paddle hard against her thick diaper. The force got through, judging by Kayda's soft gasp, but it didn't hurt as much as on her thighs. 

I gave her a few more whacks like that, harder each time. After the third smack I heard her give a long shuddering gasp, tinged with tears. I paused for just a moment to confirm, seeing her biting her trembling lip as twin tears ran down her cute cheeks. I wondered if it was the humiliation or the pain that was making her cry. Curious, I gave her cute padded behind another hard hit, hearing her yowl, wrists tugging frantically at her bonds, desperate to reach back and rub her sore bottom.

"Ow! Ow stop! Stop, I'm going to... I'm, I'm..." Kayda half-sobbed, the tough girl attitude gone even if she was still trying to resist. 

"Going to what, Kayda?" I asked, stroking the paddle over her reddened flesh, hearing her whimper. "Tell me..."

She instantly clammed up again. I shrugged, and reached over, undoing the poppers of her onesie and peeling it back, to expose the smooth purple plastic of her diaper. I patted her bottom once almost affectionately - and then began to spank her once more. 

The paddle came down with a loud 'PAP!' sound that belied how hard Kayda was being hit. PAP PAP PAP PAP PAP PAP, it was almost like gunfire now. My swats lacked in raw power but they made up for it with how close they came together, never giving Kayda a chance to rest or adjust to the stinging sensation. She began to make a strange keening noise as if physically struggling with something, pressing herself harder and harder against the bench, trying to get away from my paddle but having nowhere to go. 

"Nnnn.... nnn.... nnn..." 

PAP-A-PAP-PAP-PAP-PAP! rang out in the room, Kayda's body starting to tremble, at first just a little, then harder and harder, her teeth gritted as she tried to endure her punishment. This wasn't a time for sex, but I could feel my arousal making itself known nonetheless, seeing such a cute girl completely helpless, red-faced, tears in her eyes - 

"AAA!"

Kayda cried out, and the dam broke. Suddenly she was sobbing as I spanked her, body juddering with convulsions. For a moment I paused, afraid I'd caused real lasting harm to the brat under my care... But a look at her diaper told me all I needed to know. 

Losing all control of her bladder, Kayda was wetting herself violently, whimpering and squirming as she thoroughly soaked her pampers. The torrent of urine flooded her diaper so quickly I could hear it hitting the inner padding, quickly soaking the material between her legs and running up to her bottom, discoloring everything on the way. Poor baby Kayda sobbed more authentically than ever, clearly broken, shaking and trembling as her diaper was pushed to its limits.

"I'mmm.... I'm SORRRRRRRYYY," Kayda howled, sobbing like the babygirl I knew she was. "I'm sorry Master! I'm, I'm, I'm-"

She couldn't speak anymore. She just threw her head back and howled, crying. I dropped the paddle with a noisy clatter, stroking at her back soothingly, muttering words of love and affection I hoped she'd understand even if she wasn't listening. 

In a matter of moments, I had uncuffed her from the spanking bench, and brought Kayda over to my bed. Still bawling, Kayda nonetheless relaxed in my arms, crying and clinging to me. The harsh steel of the bitchy girl I'd met on my first day was gone now, melting away into a completely pliable babygirl, sobbing and apologizing for being 'naughty'. 

"Shh, shh, shh, it's okay, I've got you, I've got you," I cooed, wrapping my arms around her so we both lay on our sides, facing one another. "I'll always be here for you."

Saying that produced another fresh wave of sobbing. I rubbed between her shoulder blades lovingly, while my other hand went lower, patting and feeling her diapered bottom. My erection was now rock hard and I was sure Kayda had felt it at some point already, but I ignored it, focusing only on comforting and holding her for now. 

Slowly, she began to calm down. Her sobs died away, her frantic crying becoming a few tears soaking into my pillow. Frankly, I was surprised she recovered so quickly. 

"...I'm sorry, Master," she mumbled quietly. "I didn't... I was cruel to you. It wasn't your fault that you're not Terayo... I thought you were weak, and, and- I'm just so sorry!"

"Let's have a little cuddle and a chat," I said, with a proud smile and a glow in my chest, knowing I'd made the right call. "Then we can get you out of that diaper. And talk about what's going to happen next..."

26 -  Babying the Brat

We cuddled for a while in silence. It felt good. It felt surprising, in a nice way, to be able to share such a sweet and quiet moment with Kayda. When I'd first arrived at my brother's mansion, I had no idea what to expect. And when I met Kayda - I would never in my wildest dreams have imagined we'd end up snuggling in my bed. Since I'd moved in, I'd been convinced that she hated me on several occasions. It's funny how things could turn out.

"I didn't ever expect you to do that," Kayda whimpered into my chest suddenly, close to parroting my own thoughts. "Never ever..." 

"Well, I hope I surprised you in a good way," I chuckled. "I was afraid of going too far..."

Without looking up at me, Kayda shook her head violently in disagreement.

"No! It... It almost reminded me of... Terayo," she mumbled, deflating as she said my brother's name. "He used to know how to deal with me when I got like that. I was so sure you could never handle me."

"I had a little help," I confessed. "Ayaka visited me last night, and she... Well, she helped me to understand that some people need a firmer hand, and that you were looking to me to provide it."

Kayda groaned, pressing her face into my chest completely.

“Of course she did. Poor Aya… poor everybody else. I’ve been such a cunt,” Kayda lamented. “And none of them deserved it.”

“I wouldn’t use that language,” I sighed. “But yes, you haven’t been the nicest… You can apologize for it, though. I’m sure everybody will forgive you.”

"You know, I barely even noticed how mean I was being most of the time. I thought... I was just so angry! With you, with life… with Terayo for dying." Kayda sighed, pulling back to look at my face. "That time when you dressed me up and made me cum... Well, I felt like I was breaking through that anger. And it was f-... it was terrifying. I didn’t want to think about what I’d find underneath."

I smiled gently, giving her soggy bottom a quick pap. I could tell she still felt conflicted, but I was glad to see what was underneath that big tough front she put up.

“Now you’re a little calmer, there was something I wanted to do,” I said.

Opening the drawer nearest to me, I slid out a green tube of aloe vera gel, holding it in one hand as I sat up on my knees. 

"What are you doing?" Kayda asked curiously. 

"Let me make you feel a little better," I said, with a smile. "Roll onto your stomach."

Compliantly, Kayda did just that, folding her arms above her body and resting on them. She watched me from the side, playfully sticking her tongue out when I waited too long. I just smiled, the gentle teasing a welcome change from the behavior I was used to seeing.

The cooling gel felt good on my hands - I knew it would feel even better on Kayda's tender skin. She hissed softly as I smeared it over her upper thigh, using gentle semi-circles to rub it into where it was red. I tried to be as careful as possible, but Kayda whimpered and twitched as my fingertips pressed into her flesh. Through the thin layer of cold jelly I could feel how hot the spanked skin was, feeling not unlike a sunburn under my palms. 

Massaging the aloe vera into Kayda's skin was a tender, intimate moment. I was glad I got to share it with her. Maybe this was that 'aftercare' thing I had heard so much about! I was proud that I could take care of her this way. 

At last, I'd done all I could, and the gel was soaking into Kayda's pink thighs. Hesitant but adoring, I leaned over her, and planted a tiny kiss right below her diaper. She was so sweet, like this. I couldn't believe such a precious babygirl had been hiding beneath that brattiness. 

No- that wasn't right. Kayda was a precious babygirl, yes. But she was also an equally precious brat. And I'd have to learn to accept that if I wanted us to co-exist happily, let alone if I expected her to respect me as a 'Master'.

"What are you thinking about?" Kayda asked.

"Oh, nothing," I lied. "...Just about how likely it is for a cute little babygirl to leak in my bed when her diaper is as soaked as this!" 

My hand darted between Kayda's thighs, and she squeaked as I squeezed the soaked padding as hard as I could. I was certain some of the urine had seeped out of the diaper against her crotch, reminding her of what a wet little girl she was. I hoped it made her feel small and dependent on me, maybe the way she'd felt about my brother before his passing.

"Well, that's your fault," Kayda teased. "It's your job to change my diapers, Master Kano."

"Oh, well isn't it your job to be a good little girl and not have an attitude, hm?"

Pinching her cheek playfully, I smiled as Kayda actually giggled. My heart jumped. Oh, there was definitely something very special about taking an angry, hard-as-nails girl and turning her into a cute little baby, one who giggled and rolled onto her back to have her diaper changed. As I grabbed the wipes and reached for the tapes of Kayda's diaper, I felt filled with a whole new sense of purpose and wonder for this lifestyle.

Once again, it was tinged with bitterness. Why didn't Terayo ever tell me about this? ...But there was no point in dwelling on the past.

I started to wipe Kayda's princess parts and her perky bottom clean. Her trimmed cunny looked ever-so inviting as I wiped away all traces of urine. After a moment's hesitation, I slipped a wipe-covered finger between her folds. Kayda bit her lip, but couldn't repress a tiny moan as I wiped her there. I blinked in surprise at the feeling of her aroused nub, stiff as I'd ever seen a clit get, against my finger. Even more interestingly, when I pulled the wipe away I could tell the wetness was more than just urine, thick, translucent fluids coating it now.

Saying nothing, I let a small smile creep across my face. Kayda must have really enjoyed that spanking in some way, or maybe she just got really horny from being punished. It would make sense given what I'd been told about her humiliation kink. I gave her slippery cunny a few more wipes just because I could, not intending to go any further, but enjoying how she whimpered and gasped at the attention. I wondered if Terayo used to fuck her after a punishment…

"Ohh... Master," Kayda said shyly, biting her lip. "Could you- ...Are we going to have sex, now?"

Her expression was hopeful, but I knew now she'd accept any answer I gave. Just hearing Kayda's softer voice asking that question sent a jolt right to my crotch, and I swallowed as I seriously considered it. It would definitely feel amazing to sink my erection deep into her slippery cunny and fuck her on my bed. But after a moment's thought, I decided against it. There were other things I wanted to do today.

"Nope, I don't think so," I said, making Kayda visibly deflate. "I want to go somewhere with you." 

Still the bratty girl I'd come to know, Kayda huffed and crossed her arms over her chest. I had to admit I was almost happy to see that - I was starting to worry I'd really broken her!

***

It didn't take long for me to get Kayda into a fresh diaper. I gave the front of her thickly padded crotch a few teasing pats, knowing it would jolt her needy womanhood but not provide any real pleasure. Now she was changed, I did her onesie back up, and had her stand up off of the bed and turn around, with her skirt lifted. Kayda blushed, but did as she was told, letting me get a good look at her spanked thighs. 

They were still a vivid pink, looking sore and tender. I reached out and gently pressed my hand against the flesh, hearing Kayda hiss softly. Hopefully the aloe vera I'd applied was soothing it somewhat. I gave Kayda a guilty grin as she dropped the skirt, offering my arm to lead her out of the room. 

We passed Yuna on the way out. I gave her a thumbs up, and she nodded with the barest hint of a smile. My attitude made it obvious I felt the punishment was a success. 

Kayda was silent as we made our way downstairs, towards the back garden. I felt her stiffen as we got closer to the large stone structure that had been built only a few weeks ago. Call it a shrine, or just a memorial - it was there to mark my brother's passing. 

"T-terayo," Kayda whimpered, as we got close enough to see the framed photograph attached to the stone slab, my older brother's mischievous grin and playful eyes looking out from the picture as if he was alive again. "Oh... I miss him so much."

Below the photograph was a small shelf, just above where Terayo's name and date of death was inscribed. On it an incense burner waited, sticks of fragrant wood laying beside a box of matches. I picked up the box of matches and struck one, lighting a stick. Within a few moments, the heady scent of incense filled the air. 

"Oh god," Kayda muttered, clutching me close. "I can't believe... I can't believe he's really gone. That a-a-asshole!"

I didn't correct Kayda for swearing, because the next moment she was sobbing again. I'd been hopeful that visiting Terayo's stone would provide another kind of catharsis for Kayda, and it looked like I was right.

In a few moments, Kayda was on her knees, while I crouched beside her, stroking her back as she sobbed her heart out for the second time that day. I tried to comfort her, but I knew it was in vain, tears pricking my own eyes as I mourned what could have been.

***

We held each other, until finally Kayda calmed herself. I stroked her back lovingly and pulled her close, both of us looking up at the memorial stone, sitting on the grass together. At first I didn't really know what to say. It was obvious she was in mourning - even though Terayo was my sibling, I didn't know him as well as Kayda had. 

"It just keeps hurting," Kayda sighed. "I'm... I'm sorry, Kano. For how I treated you."

"You already apologized for that-"

"No, listen!" Kayda snapped. "I apologized while I was crying. But I want to use my words to explain myself. If... If you're willing to listen?" 

I nodded my agreement. Kayda sighed again, putting a hand to her forehead as she tried to decide what to say next. It was a strangely mature look for a girl wearing a baby onesie and fresh spank marks under her skirt. 

"When Terayo died, I felt completely lost. He was the only one who ever seemed able to deal with me," Kayda said, strangely melancholy. "And then suddenly YOU showed up - and I was furious! It felt like you were trying to take his place. I wanted everybody else to reject you as well. I wanted Terayo back, or nothing."

"...And they didn't, huh?" I said softly, starting to see more pieces of this puzzle.

"No! Everybody... everybody loved you!" Kayda snapped, squeezing her eyes shut. "I hated it! Seeing you playing with Sakiko, cuddling with Izumi... I felt more and more anger towards you. It was horrible. And I kept on acting out, trying to get you to punish me, and you wouldn't take the bait-"

"I bet that only made you hate me worse, right?" I piped up. "You felt like I was trying to replace my brother, and I couldn't even take care of you like he used to. I couldn't tell that your anger was coming from a place of pain."

"Exactly. Exactly..." Kayda drew the second word out longer, to emphasize it. "I honestly... I honestly thought about leaving. But I didn't know where I would g-go!"

Kayda's last few words merged together into a jumbled, squeaky mess. I grabbed for her, and cuddled her while she cried it out again. Wow, how could I ever have thought she didn't belong here? Despite her tough act, she was maybe the most babyish emotionally of all the girls...

"Sorry, sorry," she mumbled, sniffing and wiping her tears on the back of her hand. "I'm... I'm just sorry. You aren't Terayo but that's okay. You're Kano, and I think... I think that you and I can have a special relationship too."

We shared a smile. My heart didn't leap - it just felt completely at ease. The most troubled times of our relationship were over now, I could tell. Even if Kayda got bratty or out of hand again, I'd understand the reason behind it. We could work through it, together. 

It felt like it was my turn to speak, so I opened my mouth:

"When... when my brother left me and my mother... I was so angry at him," I muttered, shame burning in my chest. "He didn't tell me where he was going. I thought after she died maybe he'd come back and help me, help me pay the bills or take care of her house. But he didn't."

"So when I arrived it was easy to be angry at him, for abandoning me, and having a whole life he never told me about. Angry at you, too. I didn't realize what my place was here... I had a lot of feelings to get out," I continued, looking at my hands, curling and uncurling them into fists.

"So I'm sorry that I didn't handle your behavior well - but I think... I think punishing you was cathartic for me too. I don't have to be resentful or upset with you afterwards. It's all done."

"See, that's what I love about punishments too," Kayda admitted with a grin. "After it’s all said and done, things can get back to normal, with no hard feelings."

We shared a few moments of comfortable silence cuddling before Kayda spoke again.

"So... what now?" Kayda asked. "Why did you bring me out here anyway? Just trying to make me cry?"

"Not at all," I chuckled. "I thought maybe we could... talk to Terayo together."

I offered my hand to Kayda. Her eyes welled up once more but I offered her a smile and she took it, both of us looking up at Terayo's stone.

I don't want to write what she said here, somehow that feels too personal for even my private journal. I will say, at the end, Kayda thanked Terayo for helping me to find my way to her, to the house.

And I could tell she meant every word as well.

27 - Role Reversal

"Oooohhhhh, Maaaaster?" 

I looked up from my journal as Raiku cooed at me, instinctively covering it with my free hand.

Embarrassingly, it was covered in scribbled drawings of Izumi, Izumi and I, the two of us together, me changing her diaper... All surrounded with little floating hearts. I had some plans for the two of us in the coming months, I just needed to get the other girls to help me like they had for Nikko and Hitomi.

"W-what is it Raiku?" I snapped, sounding harsher than I’d intended to. 

She pouted, and I sighed, closing my journal carefully.

"Sorry," I said. "I didn't mean to be mean. Do you need something?"

"Well, I need you to come with me, sillybilly Master," Raiku said, apparently cheering up very quickly. 

"What for?"

"Hmm, you'll seeee," Raiku teased. "I mean,you have been a verrryyy naughty little Master, not paying enough attention to me or Sakiko! We all think you deserve some... punishment."

"Punishment? I don't-"

Raiku cut me off with a wink, and I rose from the table, intrigued. Whatever she and Sakiko had in mind for me, my erection surged in my pants, leading me like a divining rod to whatever I'd find in their bedroom.

***

But I soon realized I wasn't being lead towards Raiku and Sakiko's bedroom at all! I was being walked to Iwa's room, with the giant bed that I'd suspected before could easily accommodate three people. Or maybe four, if they were friendly.

"BAM!" 

Raiku kicked the door, and it opened onto Iwa's huge bed, where she and Sakiko sat, apparently waiting for us. But they had found a way to occupy themselves - my eyes boggled as Iwa held Sakiko's head dominantly, tilting the busty girls head back and kissing her firmly, teasingly running her hands up and down Sakiko's body. Sakiko herself was looking bright eyed and shocked, giggling and pulling away whenever she could, only to be pulled back into Iwa's sapphic embrace and silenced with another kiss.

"Ahem!"

Raiku faux-coughed, pushing me into the room so that the door swung shut behind us.

"Mm? Oh, you're finally here, Kano," Iwa said, grinning wickedly. "...Raiku, lock the door." 

"...Is anybody going to tell me what you all wanted me for?" I asked, as Raiku did as she was told and bolted the door, before hopping onto the bed, giggling and cuddling with Sakiko, resuming kissing her with less force but maybe more enthusiasm than Iwa had shown.

"I hear you've been dishing out spankings," Iwa sneered playfully. "A little irresponsible if you ask me."

"O-oh? Where did you hear that?"

“She, she came by and apologized to us!” Raiku gasped, wriggling as Sakiko playfully groped her. “And showed us her butt! Nnn! Naughty Master left Kayda’s tushy all pink and sore!”

"That’s enough, Raiku,” Iwa interrupted, turning to look at me. “I don't think you should be doling out punishments like that without experiencing them for yourself, I think a certain 'Master' needs to experience a little of what he's putting poor Kayda through."

"I think Kayda needed to be-" 

Iwa cut me off with a glare, and I found myself feeling like a scolded schoolboy once again.  What was it about her that just exuded so much dominant energy, where I effortlessly took charge of the other girls on a daily basis?

"In any case... tonight will be the return of... Mommy Iwa," the assertive woman grinned, leaning over me. "...If you consent, of course."

I swallowed, glancing at the two diapered girls on the bed. As if they'd forgotten we were even here, Raiku had climbed on top of Sakiko and was now peppering her neck with kisses, both thick diapered crotches grinding together just like that night we'd spent together. I swallowed, feeling Iwa's dominant gaze on me, waiting for my agreement before she did anything. Tonight would be exciting, but I was sure I wouldn't suffer any real damage in 'Mommy' Iwa's care.

"...Alright," I said, my ears very red. "I'm game."

"Then the safeword is rutabaga," Iwa grinned. "Use it whenever you want the scene to end, okay?"

She didn't waste another moment. While Sakiko and Raiku watched and giggled between make outs, she strapped the collar around my neck once again.

"Strip," Iwa barked. "That's a good little boy." 

Hesitantly, I peeled off my shoes, and then my jeans and t-shirt, knowing my cock was creating a sizable bulge in my boxers. Raiku wolf-whistled and grabbed for it, but Iwa slapped her hand away, indicating to me that I should take the underwear off, too. Shyly, I rolled them down off my hips, while three sets of hungry eyes looked at me appraisingly. The end of my leaking hardness caught in the waistband, being pulled down and then springing back up once my underwear fell down, my member slapping against my lower belly in a way that made me gasp in strange pleasure.

"Already leaking," Iwa tutted, running her finger along my cockhead, flicking away the clear fluid that stuck to her fingertip when she pulled it away. "No control at all, huh?" 

"Oh, Master Kano is a baby!" Sakiko giggled, and Raiku copied her. 

"Baby, baby, baby," they chanted in unison. 

My cheeks burned harder, but I had to admit having the roles reversed every once in a while was exciting. I stood submissively at the end of the bed, waiting for Iwa's orders, while she sized me up. I didn't have to wait long - reaching out, she grabbed the ring of my collar and pulled me over the bed. I let out a manly gasp of surprise, feeling my erection rubbing against the comforter.

"You're making a mess of my sheets," Iwa scolded. "Naughty, naughty boy."

I was about to respond with some kind of witty remark, but before I could, Iwa brought her open palm down hard on my bare backside. Gasping with shock, I tensed, feeling the sting of the slap lingering until Iwa spanked me again. She had clearly had more practice at bare-hand spanking than I had. She seemed to know just how long to wait between each swat to catch me off guard but never allow the stinging sensation to dissipate completely. 

A whimper slipped out from between my lips entirely by accident, and I flushed, hearing Sakiko and Raiku giggling nearby. As if trying to rub in how she'd made me react, Iwa's palm crashed into the space where my thighs met my buttocks, making my hips buck forward from the sudden jolt of pain. The motion sent my cock gliding across the silky sheets, a strangely pleasurable sensation. I slid my hips back, biting my lip from the pleasure - then yelped again as I felt Iwa's skilled palm on my bottom.

"You're a naughty, naughty little boy, aren't you?" she teased, tugging at the back ring of the collar as if to pull me up by it. I knew, though, that moving away from the bed would result in more spanks... and I wasn't sure if I could handle a harsher punishment than this.

"Y-yes," I mumbled.

"Yes who?" Iwa, Sakiko and Raiku chimed out in unison.

"...Yes Mommy."

My reward for compliance was a barrage of back-handed whacks to my sensitive rear. The stinging, tingling pain made my head spin, my cock not sure if it wanted to stay hard or go soft, waning occasionally and then swelling once more as I enjoyed seeing the limits of my endurance. 

After a while, I swore I could feel the imprint of Iwa's hand on my backside, hot and glowing pink from the force she was using. Tears were beginning to sting my eyes. I swallowed, knowing I must look pretty pathetic right about then, my legs shifting uncomfortably as I tried to take my mind off the burning feeling of my bottom. I wanted so badly to reach back and rub away the soreness, but as soon as Iwa even saw my hand twitch she slapped my ass again, snickering.

"Hands. In. Front!" She barked, accompanying each word with a hard swat. "Good boy!" 

On another level, I was amazed that the girls in this house could flip my mindset around so suddenly, dragging me down to the level of submissive little boy where just a few days ago I was being called 'Daddy' by Izumi. Being submissive wasn't something I'd want to do every day - but like I said before, as occasional spice, when I wasn't expecting it? It was genuinely thrilling!

I couldn't tell you how long it had been when Iwa finally stopped the spanking. My body and mind were totally focused on sensations at that point. The hot burning of my backside, the sudden sting of another slap. My own panting breaths in my ear. The girls tittering and cooing at me on the bed, and the slippery, pillow-y comforter that cradled my erection. I didn't realize Iwa was barking a command at me until it was too late, and she forcefully rolled me onto my back herself.

"Ohhh... What's going on?" I asked, dizzily. "...It's done?"

"Did you really enjoy your punishment that much, Kano?" Iwa teased with a chuckle, indicating my hardness. "You want more?"

"N... No ma'am," I said decisively. I didn't think my backside could take anymore abuse today. 

"Then we're going to move on," Iwa continued. "You've put a lot of the girls into diapers and changed them recently - I think it's about time you experienced them for yourself!"

A surge of humiliation rose up inside of me, as Iwa began to unfold a thick diaper she apparently intended for me to wear. Shyly, I looked away, my eyes falling on Raiku and Sakiko - wait... when did those two take off their padding?!

I blinked in surprise as I stared at the two half-naked girls, both of them still wearing tops but nothing below, their adorable pussies on display. Raiku's hand was between her 'sister's legs, and Sakiko was giving little squeaks of pleasure, moaning and whimpering as her clit was expertly worked. 

While I was distracted and still dazed from my spanking, Iwa grabbed my ankles and lifted me up off the bed. I let out a tiny 'meep!' of surprise, my lolling erection throbbing slightly - apparently very strong women were also a turn on. Who knew?!

The next thing I felt was cool, soft padding against my sore bottom, and then more comfy cloudlike material between my thighs. I bit my lip, feeling very vulnerable, looking up at Iwa nervously as she pulled the plastic tight across my tummy, squishing my erection against it. In a matter of seconds, Iwa had neatly taped the diaper up, and she slowly helped me sit and then stand up.

The first thing to notice was the sound. Of course, I was used to a near-constant cacophony of crinkling from living with multiple women in diapers 24/7, but it sounded so much louder coming from me! Every little movement wrinkled the plastic and made it rustle deafeningly, causing my cheeks to turn redder and redder. There was no hiding that I was wearing a diaper now. 

Other than that though, I had to admit the diaper didn't feel bad. The padding cradled my hardness like the bed had earlier, only the contact was constant. When Iwa gently squeezed my hardness through the diaper, I let out a tiny moan, rolling my hips towards her palm.

"Oh, baby boy wants to play big boy games," Iwa chided, with a smirk. "Then you should let your 'big sisters' go first!"

She spun me around so I was facing the bed again. Raiku and Sakiko sat side by side, their legs parted along with the lips of their vulvas. Iwa's hand was on the back of my head, pushing me forwards, and I realized what she wanted very quickly. Of course, Raiku's comments were helpful in giving me a clue as well:

"Ahhh! Master, come lick my tasty pussy, please, please, please!" She pleaded, although it sounded more like a demand, especially as she was using one hand to spread her lips for better access. 

I didn't need to be asked twice. Ignoring the way my backside rustled as I moved and Iwa's tittering as I crawled onto the bed, I grabbed Raiku's thighs and thrust my tongue out, between her supple folds, tasting her wetness and a tiny tang of urine. Ignoring that, I ran my tongue quickly upwards, hearing Raiku moan softly, her exposed inner labia deep pink, a complement to her rosy hair color. My tongue found her clit, and swiped across it gently, teasing it into full stiffness.

"Ohhh, good boy, Master Kano," Raiku moaned, squirming exaggeratedly. "Nnnn!"

"Big sissy, he's a baby now, remember?" Sakiko whispered, her big eyes wide. "Look, he has a diaper and everything."

"Ahnnn..." Raiku drooled in response, as I slid my tongue into her warm little canal, feeling her muscles squeeze around the tip.

Once I'd warmed Raiku up, I pulled my head away, drool and feminine fluids cooling on my face. Raiku didn't object, nodding her assent as I moved over, not wanting to keep Sakiko waiting for too long. 

The blue-haired girl gave me a shy, slightly apprehensive look as I wriggled between her thighs, but she parted them further to give me better access. Resolving to take things slow, I kissed the top of her slit, getting a shy giggle in response. I used my own fingers to part Sakiko's folds, marveling at the differences between her and Raiku.

Where Raiku's pussy was a vibrant rosy, Sakiko's was a far lighter pink inside, looking more delicate. Questioningly, I gently tucked my tongue into her vaginal entrance, hearing a soft gasp of pleasure, Sakiko's hips rolling towards my face and forcing my tongue deeper.

Unlike Raiku, who felt deliciously tight, Sakiko's canal melted around me. My tongue didn't feel cramped at all, and I thrust my head back and forth a few times, pressing my slobbery appendage upwards to try and hit her g-spot.

"Nnnn! Oh um, good, um baby?" Sakiko murmured, clumsily stroking at my hair, unsure how to treat me like this. "It feels... nice, when you do that."

I slid my tongue back out with a filthy slurping noise, turning my attention to Sakiko's clit. Again, there were differences. Where Raiku's could hardly be described as small, in comparison to Sakiko's, it was almost nothing. Sakiko's clit poked out from between her lips, the hood covering the more sensitive flesh but giving away the rounded, throbbing shape. Where Raiku's clit looked just right for my tongue to swipe across again and again, Sakiko's begged to be sucked or nibbled upon.

Giving into that impulse, I wrapped my lips around Sakiko's stiffened nub, sucking gently. The busty girl squealed and kicked, bucking her hips hard at my face. I held onto her thighs tightly, like I was riding a bucking bronco, suckling frantically as she apparently lost her mind.

"Ooo, clever boy," panted Raiku, masturbating herself eagerly. "She l-loves that!" 

Over time, Sakiko's movements seemed less like a frantic attempt to dislodge me out of overstimulation, and more like she was just diving as deeply into pleasure as she could. Her slender hands latched onto the back of my head, forcing it in place. Even if I stopped sucking, Sakiko's clit would still be between my lips, her eager hunching motions rolling it back and forth against my tongue.

"Good boy, make little Saki cum!" Iwa ordered, her own breathing heavy - although I couldn't see what she was doing from this angle. "Show her what an obedient baby you can be!"

It was strange how context could change things. In another situation, I might have felt like a dashing prince, being pleasure to two beautiful women at once. But in a thick diaper with a collar around my neck, my hips hunching uselessly with my ass in the air, I felt like a submissive toy for all three girls. I was there to make them cum, to worship them all, as my own hardness throbbed and dribbled into my thick padding.

Wanting to bring Sakiko over the edge quickly, and hopefully claim an orgasm of my own, I slid two fingers between Sakiko's folds. They pressed into the slippery nook of her vagina, and I felt her jerk like she'd been struck by lightning. I couldn't grin while nursing on her fat clit, but I would if I could have, my fingers curling upwards, pressing on that sensitive inner wall, thrusting in and out as her yielding warmth grew tighter and tighter around my digits.

Sakiko came with a loud gasp, grunting and shoving her crotch at my face. I kept her clit between my lips, my tongue lapping repetitively as the sensitive bundle of nerves spasmed against it. Squirming and panting, Sakiko pushed my head against her slobbery, wet pussy, coating my face in her sticky fluids and my own saliva as she lost control of her body.

"Oooo.... Mastter.... I mean, um um... Baaabbyyy," she moaned, as she finally released my head. "...That was reaaallly nice." 

Gasping, I lifted my head again, forcing myself to smile rather than let my mouth hang open dumbly, letting Sakiko know I was happy to give her pleasure. The busty babygirl just panted herself, slowly sliding down into the pillows. 

It seemed like she was just taking a rest, laying quietly with her eyes closed. But after a few seconds, I noticed her breathing changing, and a few moments later, she started to snore cutely, obviously exhausted.

"Oh sissy!" Raiku giggled. "You'd better put a diaper on her before she wets the bed, widdle baby Kano!"

"...If I'm a baby, why am I changing diapers?" I grumbled,  but Iwa's quick slap to my diapered bottom shut me up. I jumped up off of the bed and moved to grab a new diaper for Sakiko.

She didn't wake up, even as I rolled her limp body onto her back so I could get the diaper underneath her bottom. I chuckled at how innocently sweet she really was, even while she was snoring. With a kiss to her forehead, I finished taping the diaper up, and not a moment too soon. 

Still snoring, Sakiko smacked her lips, tensed her stomach - and then emptied her bladder into the fresh diaper. I blinked in surprise at the sight of the diaper's bottom slowly soaking up urine, shaking my head in disbelief.

"Good thing you got it on in time," Iwa said. "Or I'd have to punish you even more."

"So, you're letting me go now? I can take this diaper off?"

"I didn't say that."

I gulped excitedly, knowing I wouldn't be permitted to leave until Raiku and Iwa had both been brought to orgasm. Hopefully they’d let me have a climax of my own, too.

28 - Ride ‘Em Cowgirls

"Sooooo... are you ready, baby-Master-Kano?" 

With Sakiko diapered, Iwa and Raiku had quickly wrestled me onto my back. Now Raiku was straddling me, her eyes glittering and half-lidded, holding a large massage wand a few inches from my diapered crotch. Iwa had yet to take her position, but she'd made it clear she intended to ride my face. The only question was which way she'd be facing.

"Um... y-yep," I stammered, and Raiku giggled.

"You're supposed to say 'my body is ready, Mistress!'"

I glanced back at Iwa, who just smirked.

"Uh... my body is ready..." I said, continuing when Raiku nodded for me to go on. "...Mistress?"

"Ooooo! Master! You horny little sluuuuut!" Raiku cooed, as she flicked the switch on the vibrator. "Let's have humpies together!" 

Once again, any comments or protests I could possibly have had died in my throat, coming out in the form of a gasping croak as the powerful vibrator's head pressed against my cock through the diaper. Even muffled by the thick padding, the buzzing sensation seemed to hit all my sensitive spots at once, the unique stimulation soon having me writhing on the bed.

"That's a good boy," Iwa muttered, as she lifted one leg over my body. "Now give Mommy some kisses..."

She lowered her curvy ass back towards my face, her legs parted around my face. I breathed hotly as her pussy moved inexorably towards me, her heady female scent filling my nostrils. My cock flexed in my diaper - I pushed my tongue out and began to lick between Iwa's folds, but she kept going, until her cunt was firmly pressed against my face.

"Oh, that feels so good," Iwa grunted, rocking her hips, grinding against me without waiting for any kind of action on my part. "Ooooohhh fuck, Raiku, he's a good ride!"

Even though Iwa was apparently content to grind her cunt against my face, I still wanted to participate in some way, not just lay there trying to suck air through my nostrils and let the girls use my body. Although that was a sexy idea... Anyway, I began licking and sucking at any part of Iwa's dripping wetness I could reach, eagerly lapping like a well-trained dog at my Mistress' cunny. In response, the older woman moaned and began to rock back and forth harder on top of me, squirming as she tried to chase the delicious sensation of my tongue between her lips.

Raiku herself was pressing her slit against the massager, obviously more used to the sensation. The part of my brain that was still capable of noticing anything apart from the growing pleasure in my crotch decided from her motions that Raiku wasn't putting all her weight on the head of the wand, rocking her hips to work herself against it rather than pinning it in place against herself. 

She gave me no such relief. Within a few moments, the powerful buzzing had started to verge on uncomfortable, and I gripped the sheets, feeling strangely powerless. Maybe this was how the girls felt all the time? I shuddered, resisting the urge to grit my teeth, pleasure seizing me and shaking me like a toy in a dog's jaws, my back arching up, precum dripping into my diaper, making it slippery as well as soft.

I'd decided that my tongue should stay in one place, and I kept it thrust upwards, letting Iwa glide her clit across it again and again. My mouth and lips and tongue were beginning to ache, but how Iwa shuddered and moaned above me as she bucked against my face, riding me like a horse, kept me pushing my body to the limits. As Iwa's movements got more and more frantic, I had to make sure to time my breathing or risk being smothered - but what a way to go!

My whole body felt like a coiled spring, pressure building up and up in my lower body. The vibrations massaging my hardness through the padding were making my toes curl, the point of no return in sight. In a normal situation I might back off, let myself calm down, but here I was completely at Iwa and Raiku's mercy, being forced towards a climax that was approaching like a freight train. 

I swore my vision was turning white, lost in the near-painful bliss of two beautiful girls writhing and bucking on top of me. I couldn't keep my tongue stuck out anymore, settling just for panting and drooling, but Iwa didn't seem to care, shoving her crotch down hard and against my face, over and over. I heard a commotion above, and a squeak from Raiku, the noises of wet, sloppy kissing. 

"MMMMF!"

Raiku's moan was muffled into Iwa's mouth from above, and as she climaxed, she let all her weight fall onto the buzzing wand, crushing it between us. My head jerked, unable to throw it back from how Iwa was pinning me down - but then I was cumming too, grunting and thrusting up against the vibrator as my hypersensitive shaft was milked into the diaper. My orgasm was quick and dirty, gouts of spooge exploding into my diaper, my whole body quivering as if all the energy inside me was being forced out through my hypersensitive shaft. 

The blissful glow lasted only a moment before the vibrations became uncomfortable. I groaned against Iwa's pussy, shoving my hips upwards to nudge the buzzing wand away. Cringing once, twice, I felt the overwhelming feeling of too much sensation right after coming - but then I managed to dislodge Raiku, and she fell off of me, sighing happily, the vibrator buzzing pointlessly against my upper thigh as it rolled away.

I sagged, wanting to close my eyes and sleep, but there was no way Iwa was going to let that happen. 

"Don't think you're done, diaper boy!" Iwa panted, pressing her cunt back against my lips. "Lick! Now!"

Despite my exhaustion, I pushed through, slurping and lapping at random, my face wet with as much sweat as saliva. I worked my lips and tongue like my life depended on it, and from the way Iwa kept cutting off my airflow with her curvy backside, it almost did! Sucking and slurping and humming frantically, I felt Iwa jostling her hips faster and faster, until-

"NGGGH! FUCK YESSS!" 

She grunted, jiggling her hips rapidly, her pussy spasming against me. I pushed my sore, numb tongue out once again, letting her ride and buck against it as she rode out her climax, thanking my lucky stars this exhausting but amazing experience would be ending soon. With one last forceful hump, Iwa grunted, shuddered, and then toppled forwards, panting with her legs around my ears and my face covered in juices.

I gave her a shy smile as she looked back at me, enjoying the feeling of fresh air once again as I gulped in deep lungfuls. My body felt like a wreck, but internally I was crowing, feeling like a champion. How many other men could say they’d made three girls cum in the same bed, in the same night?!

***

Since Sakiko was taking up more than her share of the bed (and had somehow still not woken up! Unbelievable!), Iwa, Raiku and I squeezed up together and cuddled, basking in the happy exhaustion of exciting, kinky sex done well. My face still felt sticky from Iwa's juices, but for now I just wanted to rest. 

"Iwaaaa, I just noticed!" Raiku said, talking as if I wasn't even there. "Master hasn't really truly used his diaper yet! I know you'd never change one of us until our poofy diapers were, were soaked and sagging between our thighs!"

I shrank inwards, feeling myself start blushing again.  I thought we were done with this now! I was going to take off this humiliating diaper and go back to being the man of the house, any moment now. It wasn't my fault the padding on my backside happened to be... really comfy.

"Oh, you're right," Iwa grinned. "Raiku makes a good point, Kano. You haven't wet your pampers yet, have you?" 

To confirm her assumption, Iwa thrust her hand between my thighs with no warning, squeezing and groping at my crotch. Even through the diaper, my sore, flaccid cock twinged at the rough treatment, the rustling plastic of the diaper sending an illicit thrill up my spine.

"Nope, he's bone dry!"

"Girls... come on," I protested weakly. "I’m not going to do that.”

“Why not?” Iwa demanded. “You are being my little baby boy today, aren’t you?”

“Yes, yes! Master, soak your diapers for Mommy Iwa!” Raiku demanded, giggling. “”You don’t want another spanking, do you?”

“...Fine. If it’ll get you both to stop pestering me…”

I closed my eyes and focused, breathing out through my nose. Why was it so hard to pee all of a sudden??? I hummed under my breath, ignoring Raiku's quiet giggles and Sakiko's snoring, trying to force my body to relax and open the gates, wet myself like a big diapered baby between two gorgeous women. 

I'd read some tricks online though. Not that I ever looked into wetting diapers for myself, of course... It was all to learn what the girls needed! With a grunt I pushed, urging my bladder to start emptying, forcing my muscles harder and harder, really straining them. Then I suddenly released, relaxing everything at once.

To my slight surprise, it worked. I felt urine begin trickling into my diaper, slowly turning into a stream. The feeling of warmth spreading across my crotch and down to my buttocks was unbelievably naughty. I could swear steam was rising off of my face from how hot it burned, and when I opened my eyes to see Raiku and Iwa's reaction, they both looked very amused.

“Aw, just wike a widdle baby,” Iwa said with a chuckle, squashing and pressing the wet padding against my limp cock. “Did that feel nice, wetting your pampers for Mommy?”

God, Iwa really knew how to make a guy blush! I flushed, but nodded, and Raiku spluttered with laughter. Shifting, I could feel the heat all around my groin and buttocks, the heat strangely comforting.

"Maybe you're ready for a second round?" Iwa teased, grabbing harder the sodden diaper front, finding the shape of my penis. "I know I'd like to get a chance to ride this part of you instead."

Despite my exhaustion, my limp penis twitched in the padding. God that was tempting. But I didn't want to wear myself out completely - and I had something I wanted to talk to Iwa and Raiku about. Sakiko too, once we woke her up. Reluctantly, I let the safeword out:

"Rutabaga," I sighed, and Iwa's hand instantly moved from my crotch. "Sorry, Iwa. I had a lot of fun - but I don't think I can go again. And there's things I want to discuss with both of you."

Iwa seemed slightly disappointed, but Raiku's excitement more than made up for that, easily slipping back into our usual roles of diapered babygirl and Master.

"Ooo! What kind of things, Master?" She asked, bouncing. "Is it something sexyyy? Do you want my opinions on what kinds of naughty new furniture to buy, you kinky thing!"

"Uh, no," I mumbled. "It's... actually about Izumi. There's something I want to do for h-"

"Are you going to propose?!" 

"...Not exactly," I chuckled, rubbing the back of my neck shyly, Iwa amused at my embarrassment. "But it is something I'd like all you girls to help with. Since you did a great job with Nikko and Hitomi's first date."

"Except for when Kayda spiked the dessert with laxatives!" 

"Hey, she apologized for that," Iwa pointed out. "And Master Kano's trying to keep her in check from now on, isn't that right?"

"Yeah - I don't think she'll be as much trouble from now on..."

"Not with Master Kano around! Kano Someya - official BRAT TAMER!" Raiku giggled. "You've really turned her frown upside down."

"Things are definitely different with you here," Iwa agreed. "We all miss Terayo - but you're also very dear to all of us."

"I'm glad to hear that," I said, smiling. "...But let me get back on track here. Raiku, can you wake Sakiko up for me so I can talk to you all?"

In no time at all, Sakiko was sitting up and rubbing her eyes, all three girls rapt with attention for me to explain my idea. As I let them in on it, they each lit up, excited to bring something special for Izumi to life with me. I just hoped my plans for me and Izumi wouldn't have the kind of messy end Nikko and Hitomi's date did!

29 - Forever.

A month later, and I stood beneath a huge white tent canopy, smiling as I looked out at all the beautiful, wonderful women who were now part of my life. Today was the special day. I'd even hired a photographer, who was carefully checking his lenses before starting. I'd paid him extra, since I knew this was an unusual event. This ceremony was for Izumi's collaring, in front of everybody we knew and loved. 

Technically, it would be in front of anybody at all who cared to watch. The yard, as large as it was, didn't seem like it had enough space or presence for something like this. So I'd taken the liberty of acquiring a permit to use the public park for my event. Some of the girls, like Hitomi and Tomoe, were a little uncertain at first. But I told them that anybody who did anything to upset them would have to deal with me, and that seemed to put them at ease... that might have been because Iwa made a similar promise, though. She was a little more intimidating than me!

All the girls were dressed in their very best - poofy, frilly dress with high, short skirts that showed off their equally poofy (and sometimes frilly) diapered backsides. While Iwa and I set everything up, the sounds of giggles and squeals filled the air, as they ran around barefoot and crinkling, the grass between their toes. Off to one side, Yuna had laid out a baby blanket, and Ayaka was looking up at her impassively as her diaper was changed.

Stoic Aya didn't seem to care much that people could see her having her diaper changed. I watched as a man and a woman stopped on their path to gawk at her, mouths dropping open as if they couldn't believe what they were seeing. After a few moments, the woman noticed me noticing her, and I waved cheerfully. Pale-faced, she turned around and marched away as quickly as her skinny legs could carry her. 

"Aw, what's the matter with her?" Iwa joked, still holding the wooden hammer she'd used to secure the tent pegs. 

"Probably jealousy," I replied. "I bet she'd look good in a diaper."

"Ah, already looking for new babies to add to your harem I see. I thought it would be at least a year until you got bored of us all."

We both shared a friendly smile. Iwa and I had a close relationship now, sharing jokes and friendly competition over who could Dom the other best. Once or twice, she'd even let me top her - but of course, she got me back double for it later. I couldn't sit right for a week after that!

"Does it bother you?" Iwa continued. "People staring?"

"Not really."

"You'll never be able to live a normal life after this," Iwa remarked, nodding at a distant group of friends, several of them holding phones to record the girls playing. "This will be all over the internet. And it will be traced back to you, some day."

"Who cares?" I said, surprising even myself. "I don't want a normal life. I have an amazing life as it is. And I never want to go back."

Privately I thought about what Izumi had told me about why she never told me she was an ABDL. How alone she'd felt. If showing people how we lived helped them feel less alone, helped them realize there were others like them in the world - that seemed like a good thing to me.

"That's good to hear," Iwa said, playfully pushing me. "Cuz after today I think there's no way you'll ever get rid of Izumi."

"Promise?"

We bantered for a few more minutes. I slid my phone out of the pressed charcoal pocket of my suit, checking the time  - I had a few minutes before Izumi would be here. Then we'd have our ceremony. This might not have been our actual wedding (yet), but I still wanted to keep some mystery. I wouldn't see her until right before I collared her. 

I began to walk around, checking in on everybody before things really started. To my right, Tomoe was sitting up on her knees in the grass, focusing intently as she braided a big lock of Sakiko's hair. Sakiko giggled, clutching her soft stuffed bunny to her chest - while Raiku beside her chattered away and gasped at how beautiful her hair looked.

"Sissy! Tomoe is a miracle worker!" I heard her squeal. "You look so beautiful! Like a princess! I love it! Oh, oh, please, do mine next, do mine!"

"I can do yours in a moment, sure," Tomoe replied, a shy smile on her face. She caught my eye as I walked past, and I winked, making her blush slightly. It seemed like she felt completely confident in her place with the others now. I rarely saw her all alone nowadays, and even more rarely when she didn't want to be.

Speaking of people who were never alone... Nikko and Hitomi now shared a room. It wasn't exactly usual for the servants and the girls to bed down together, but then again, there wasn't much usual about our home! I'd helped them pick out a bigger room where both of them could move most of their books - and the rest could be filed in the library. I did NOT want to be around for the arguments about that, but all told, they seemed very happy together.

I passed them now, sitting at a picnic bench. While there was ample room for both of them to sit side by side, Hitomi was on Nikko's lap, giggling and kicking her legs. Her short skirt bounced between her thighs, barely covering the diaper she was wearing, but she didn't take any notice.

She caught my eye, and stopped kicking for a moment, offering me a shy wave that I responded to with a nod. Then Hitomi was back to teasing and cuddling with her Daddy. I felt sure I'd be proud of helping them get together until the day I died.

It might seem strange to someone who's never been in my position - but there were a lot of things I felt proud about doing here, actually. Looking over at Kayda, who was in spirited conversation with a freshly-changed Ayaka, I thought back on what I'd learned.

Treating the innocent-looking Ayaka like she was made of glass had only frustrated and angered her. Now I knew her better, and when we played, we played rough and kinky, just how she liked it. Learning to be okay with really kinky sex might not sound like an achievement, but it took me a while to get past my hang ups, and I felt proud of myself for them.

And then there was Kayda. She'd been so desperate for me to take charge, and I just couldn't see it until Ayaka pointed out what was right under my nose. Now she came to my room for weekly maintenance spankings, and I think it did us both good. Once I was sick and couldn't take care of them for her that week. I thought she'd be fine - but the way she cussed me out for the mildest infarction proved me wrong! Of course, that was nothing that a mouth-soaping couldn't take care of. But it definitely reminded me why Kayda needed regular discipline.

"-let's show him," I heard Kayda say, as I got closer. "Master, Master! Look at what Ayaka and I are doing!"

Both girls stuck their arms out, Ayaka with the mildest hint of a smile on her face, and Tomoe with an outrageous grin. There were colorful pictures all over their skin, and for a moment I wasn't sure what they were.

A second later and I got it, though - they'd both been applying matching fake tattoos. I chuckled as I noticed a sparkly pink skull on both of their forearms. It seemed like the other girls were willing to let bygones be bygones with Kayda, although I was sure I'd have complaints again if I missed a few of her spankings.

"They look great, girls," I said. "Maybe later you can give me one, too?"

"We'd be delighted, Master," Ayaka replied, her smile widening just a little. "...Can we give you a kiss?"

Nodding, I leaned down - Kayda giggled, craning her neck up to kiss my cheek, while Ayaka did the same on the other side. As I stood up, I let my eyes flit over the black band Kayda wore on her arm, a contrast to the pastel green of her dress. Accepting she had grieving to process took a lot of courage for Kayda - I was proud to see her wearing a sign of it so outwardly.

"Is it nearly time?" Ayaka asked. 

"It is," I said. "I just wanted to check on everybody first. But Izumi should be here any..."

I trailed off, looking up. Ayaka and Kayda followed my gaze, to the sleek white car pulling up in the car park. Yuna stepped out first, the old woman dressed in something long, grey and formal - but I wasn't watching her. 

My heart leapt out of my chest as I saw Izumi exiting the vehicle. Her dress was made of delicate-looking satin, in white and lilac. The white sleeves puffed out dramatically, while the front of the dress was ruched and embroidered with an elaborated pattern that pulled the silk into an elegant, form-fitting shape. The skirt of the dress could scarcely be called that, it was so short, supported by so many layers of lacy petticoats that it puffed right out at Izumi's hips, revealing the crotch of her diaper. 

I tried to reel my jaw back in, looking around desperately for Iwa. Luckily, she was watching too, and was beckoning me over, holding the black box I knew contained Izzy's collar in one hand. 

"Are you feeling okay?" She murmured, as she brushed some stray grass off of my blazer. "You know this is a... really big commitment. To Izumi as well as the rest of us."

"You warned me about that already," I smiled, my heart racing although I felt oddly calm. "I think it's time."

Iwa nodded, sliding the box into my hand. She raised her own hands in the air and clapped three times. Around us, the other girls looked up, and then rose, toddling, walking, racing over to the area of ground where we'd be having the ceremony. Each of them picked up a blanket, moving into two lines facing one another with practiced organization. Iwa did one last headcount, and then took her place at the end of the line, facing Tomoe. 

Yuna and Izumi were approaching now. Izumi looked overwhelmed, but in a happy way - even from this distance, I could see her fighting back tears, trying not to cry and make her face red and blotchy. I doubted she would make it through her entire collaring though. The photographer stood behind us, quiet clicking noises reminding me that this moment would be captured forever on film. Good.

Finally, they reached us. Yuna offered a smile as she let go of Izzy's hand. Raiku, who was at the very end of the line, looked at me, and I nodded. With the same coordination as before, she spread the blanket out on the floor in front of Izzy. Once she'd done so, Sakiko followed suit, and then Ayaka on the other side. The blankets fell like enormous petals to the ground, making a patchwork aisle that finally ended with Iwa's, settling on the floor in front of me. 

With the grass covered, Izumi swallowed, giving the other girls (and Nikko) a grateful look, before she moved down onto her knees. I watched with eyes full of love as she crawled forwards, all eyes on me, her Daddy. A role I'd be happy to take on for the rest of my life for my own pampered babygirl. 

I watched her crawl slowly towards me, her eyes flicking up to my smiling face and then back down to wherever she was putting her hands next, her knees sliding across the fabric like a baby just learning to move across the carpet. It had been her idea to crawl like this, wanting to show her utter submission to me, her devotion - and I agreed, wanting more than anything to show I accepted her, no matter how 'little' she felt or acted.

At last she reached me. I took her hand, and she shuffled on her knees off of the blankets, to look up at me with love and wonder. I wanted so badly to kiss her right then and there, but I knew a moment like this needed words, not just physical expressions of my love.

"....Izumi," I said, finding my mouth surprisingly dry. "When we were younger, I dreamed of building a life with you. I wanted a partner, I wanted a lover, and one day I'd have a baby girl and be the happiest man in the world. And I hoped it would be with you."

I waited just a moment, smiling at her. There was the tiniest tinge of regret in my words, and in her eyes, but we left it unspoken. This was a day to be happy, not sad.

"Well now, years later, I found you again. And to my amazement - and joy - I found that the baby girl I imagined so many years ago came wrapped in the same package as that perfect lover, and my best friend since I was a child. You've shown me I can feel that love I felt before, and so so much more. As your Daddy, as your friend, as your partner."

"I love you with my whole heart, Izumi," I said, fighting to keep my voice from cracking with emotion. "...And today I want to give you something to show that no matter what, I want you to be mine. Forever."

I swallowed. I'd put off the main event for long enough.

My fingernails found the crease in the collar's box, hands trembling as I opened it. I removed the collar from the padded lining, and in an instant, Iwa was there to take the container from me, leaving me holding up the thin ring of metal. It was a glossy silver band that swung open with a nearly-invisible hinge, a delicate charm dangling from it in the shape of a gleaming pacifier. I heard Izumi's quiet gasp, my hearing attuned to everything about her at that crucial moment. 

Calming myself down, I opened the collar carefully. Izumi lifted her head high, looking at me trustingly as I slipped it around her neck, slowly bringing the two pieces together and closing them. Again, Iwa was there to assist, giving me the tiny key and screw that would lock the collar shut. 

Carefully, I used one hand to gently brush Izumi's hair up and out of the way. My heart swelled just at the sight of the gleaming piece of metal I'd put there, knowing what it meant. Another click, another picture taken, but I was really beyond paying attention at this point.

"Sure you don't want to back out now?" I teased as I leaned in close, sliding the screw into the hole. Izumi's only response was a snort that sounded like half-laughter, half-sob of joy. 

With the screw in place, I slid the key into the groove, and turned slowly. It was such a subtle movement for something so momentous. Without the key, Izumi would never be able to remove the collar. She certainly wouldn't be able to do it alone. That she trusted me so much filled me with awe. She was my babygirl now, my responsibility always. I sighed, letting her hair fall back down over her neck, and straightening up.

Izumi's eyes were watering now, but the enormous smile on her face told me they weren't tears of sadness. I had to say I felt similar.

“I love you, Daddy,” she said, making my heart melt. I loved her so much in that moment.

With her collar fastened, and her eyes damp with tears, I reached down to lift Izumi up, pulling her to her feet and letting our lips melt together in a kiss. Smoothly, I lifted her higher, my arms holding her firmly as she quickly wrapped her legs around my waist and arms around my neck. We laughed, overjoyed, as I span her around, her frilly dress bouncing, her diaper rustling in the breeze. For several magical seconds, it felt like it was just me and her alone in the world, Daddy and babygirl forever. 

Then the moment ended, and we were both panting, smiling, looking out at the rest of the unique 'family' we were part of. The girls and servants alike cheered and clapped, Kayda pumping the air with a fist, Sakiko and Raiku both squealing and bouncing, clutching one another, overwhelmed with happiness. Even some of the normies who were watching us had decided to applaud. 

I took a second to bask in that feeling of triumph and love, squeezed Izumi gently - and then softly lowered her to the floor, holding her hand like it was any normal day. With the shining, silver difference hanging around her neck, where I'd put it.

***

The day didn't end there, of course. After the ceremony, we all played games, the kind that you might have at a baby shower - but jumbo sized. Throughout it all, the photographer kept a respectful distance, taking photos of us but never feeling like he was intruding. I made a note - I'd have to give him a big tip afterwards.

First, a stroller race. Izumi's eyes bugged out at the sight of three shiny new adult strollers, and the implication that I'd be taking her outside in one at other times in the future. But she was soon strapped in, and so were Hitomi and Raiku, with Nikko and Sakiko holding the handles respectively. 

Nikko and Hitomi didn't seem to care about the race at all, barely breaking out of a brisk, anxious walk. I ran as hard as I could when Iwa told us to 'GO!' but as we rushed back to the start,  Sakiko surprised us all with a burst of speed, and Raiku squealed, reaching forwards and spreading out her fingers to make sure she juuuust crossed the finish line first. 

Next up, Ayaka and Tomoe took on Kayda and Iwa, and Sakiko and Raiku insisted on going again. We all cheered them on, but this time Kayda and Iwa took the gold. 

Next, we played less physically draining games. A colorful basin full of water held several pacifiers to 'bob' for - the girls even managed to convince me to have a go, much to my embarrassment and everybody else's amusement. 

Afterwards we had a diapering contest - seeing which team of four could get the most layers of padding on a person in three minutes. When the girls suggested I volunteer for that, too, I had to put my foot down. In the end, Sakiko was the 'victim' for my team, while Raiku volunteered for the other team.

Ayaka, Izumi, Tomoe and I made a strong team, wrapping diaper after diaper around Sakiko's bottom, and taping them up frantically. Ayaka engaged with the whole thing with an almost medical level of precision, confidently taking the lead while the rest of our team struggled to keep up. Unfortunately, Iwa, Nikko, Hitomi and Kayda beat us, although Ayaka contended long after that Raiku had been cheating by helping, and I suspected she might have been right. 

The end result of our game was that both Raiku and Sakiko now wore a massive stack of diapers that forced their thighs apart and kept them from standing. They both exploded in giggles when they saw the other, patting one another's exaggeratedly poofy bottoms for several minutes before they got tired of the strain on their upper thighs and asked to have the diapers removed. 

It was getting near to the end of the day - I eyed the tent, where there were 'Baby Shower' presents for Izumi, and cupcakes and finger-food for the rest of us. But I had one more thing I wanted to do before I let the girls get icing all over their clothes - take one last picture.

I had everybody gather around, with four of the girls sitting on the bench, while three of them knelt on the floor, Iwa and Yuna on either end.

I stood beside Izumi, putting my hand lovingly on her shoulder, seeing her blush at my touch still. Nikko stood on the other end beside Hitomi, doing something similar. It really did look a bit like a staged family photo, except that six of us were wearing thick diapers and babygirl dresses. For a moment I reflected on just how strange my new life was - but I wouldn't have it any other way.

"Say cheese on three," the photographer said, with a genuine smile. "One, two, three..."

"Cheeeeeeese!" We all chorused as one, each of us grinning. 

The light flashed - and I felt the corners of my mouth turn up even more. 

I wouldn't be like Terayo, never letting anybody know what had happened to me, living in mystery far away from everybody else. No, the first chance I got, I'd be mailing copies of this picture out to every relative I knew about, and every friend I'd ever had. 

Who knew... maybe they'd even be inspired to come visit sometime!

THE END.

Novellas by Amelia Hobbes:

●   Diapered by my Mom’s Lesbian Best Friend - A 40k+ ABDL Novella with first time lesbian romance and taboo age gap themes.

●   My Best Friend’s Mom put me in Diapers - A 40k ABDL Novella with tender maternal love and care, and gentle, first-time (M/f) romance.

●   Permanently Regressed: Her New ABDL Life - An extreme fantasy story set decades in the future, where grown women can give up the right to adulthood and become submissive adult babygirls for life.
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