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His Girlfriend’s Adult Baby Boy 


Todd twitched the end of the blind, tugging it slightly to the side to make sure the whole window was covered. He wasn't even sure if anybody could see inside the 3rd floor apartment he shared with his girlfriend, Rachel, but he always got a little paranoid on days like this. 

Rachel and Todd had been together for nearly three years now, and in all that time, Todd had never told her about his diaper fetish. It was difficult keeping his ABDL interest hidden all the time, but Todd knew his prissy, fussy girlfriend could never accept that her manly boyfriend liked diapers and acting like a baby. 

Todd anticipated every time he would be alone in the apartment eagerly, knowing he'd get to dress up and be the helpless baby boy he wanted to be for an hour or so. As much as he loved his girlfriend, there was still nothing that made him as excited as wearing and using his diapers. 

He kept them well-hidden, behind a box of junk they never used, a blanket draped over the top. Even though he'd done this a hundred times before, Todd's heart still thumped with happy excitement as he pulled the blanket back, shifting the box a few inches with a grunt of effort. 

His stash was meager, but Todd grinned all the same as he grabbed his pacifier and baby bottle from on top of the half-empty pack of diapers. Todd's hand reached out again a moment later, and grabbed the most important element - the diaper itself. 

"That's right... Babies need diapers," he muttered to himself, letting himself enjoy the pleasant feeling of mild embarrassment that set his cheeks aglow. 


As Todd lay down on the floor in just his shirt and socks (after one last check that the blinds were closed), he briefly felt the longing inside for an ABDL partner. A Mommy who'd keep him in pampers and spank him for talking back... Todd shivered, his cock already hard just thinking about it. 

But that wasn't going to happen. Todd was happy to keep this part of himself a secret as long as it meant he kept Rachel... It was best just to enjoy the little time he got to himself. 

Focusing on his task, Todd breathed quickly through his nose as his fingers gripped the wings of the diaper, tugging it upwards towards his waist. As his bottom descended into the cotton-y comfort of the thick diaper, he moaned, wriggling gently against it. 


A moment later, and he had grasped the front of the diaper, pulling both sides down and apart, making sure everything was in the right place. The slow, careful ritual of diapering himself felt almost religious, a crinkly prayer he'd said 500 times or more. 

"Ah," Todd exhaled softly as he peeled open a diaper tape, holding the front of the diaper in place to carefully position it. "...There." 

Todd moved to the other side, opening another bottom tape, and again placing it carefully on the plastic shell of the diaper. 


It stuck firm, and Todd smiled softly to himself as he moved to the upper tapes. 

There was a moment of happy tension, always, as he did up the last tapes. The moment when Todd went from 'about to be in diapers' to in diapers. As Todd was finally snugly embraced by the padding surrounding him, enveloping his hips and cradling his throbbing length, he sighed, closing his eyes and laying back against the floor as if a great weight had been lifted from him. 

Dreamily, one hand slid down to the front of his diapered crotch, fingers sliding up and down the slightly rough plastic. Something Todd loved about the diapers was how solid they were - touching, stroking them... they shifted under his fingertips, moving along with his playful motions, a wonderful sensory treat. 

Todd could have stayed like that all day, laying on the floor and rubbing his crinkly diaper, listening to the sound, feeling it on his cock through the padding. But he only had a limited amount of time... 

With a reluctant sigh, the adult baby boy slowly stood up, smiling shyly at the sound of his rustling padding, and the thickness between his thighs. He grabbed his bottle too, carrying it into the kitchen. 

In no time at all, he had a warm bottle of sweetened, vanilla flavored milk, and Todd took his seat back on the couch, laying back on it as he took the nipple of the bottle into his mouth. 

"Mmmm," he moaned to himself, the sweet liquid filling his mouth as his eyes closed. "God I've missed this..." 

Alone in the house, Todd felt warm all over, totally little and free of responsibilities. As he lay back, he imagined his dream Mommy holding the bottle, smirking at him as he drank. 

"What a pathetic little baby," she said, with a cruel chuckle. "Everybody else thinks you're a big strong man... I know better, don't I?" 

Todd let his free hand wander down to his thickly padded crotch, his erection still throbbing against the soft inner lining. He clumsily groped the shape of his own hardness through the diaper, stroking gently up and down, imagining a beautiful woman doing it... 

What would Rachel think if she walked in and found him like this... Todd's dick twitched in response to the thought, picturing her instead, shocked, amused, mocking him. 

"What's wrong with you?" she said,  her hand wrapped around his shaft, hissing in his ear. "I can't believe you're still doing this, grinding your pathetic little dick against your pampers rather than fucking a woman." 

"Nmmgh...." Todd moaned, biting his lip as he squeezed his erection harder. "Y, yes Mommy, I'm a pathetic baby boy... Completely helpless..." 

In his mind, Rachel bit her own lip, focusing in concentration as she worked his pathetic baby dick up and down. His length twitched, hips bucking and rolling as he stimulated himself through the diaper, breathing out heavily through his nose. 


Todd put the bottle to one side, grasping his pacifier by the handle. With excessive force he pushed it into his mouth, picturing Rachel shoving it between his lips to shut him up. 

The diaper rustled loudly as his girlfriend kept laughing, teasing him, reminding him what a naughty, dirty baby boy he was. How she couldn't see a man when she looked at him, only a brainless infant. A pervert who fantasized about being treated like an infant, cock hard at the sight of pampers and baby wipes. 

"Naughty boy," fantasy-Rachel said with more urgency as she frantically stroked his cock through the diaper. "Are you going to cum, you filthy, shameless adult toddler, right into your wet diapers while your Mommy's-" 

"Mmmf! Fu-fuck! Oh!" 


Todd bit down hard on his pacifier as he spurted hot cum into the padding of his diaper, grunting and groaning as he imagined Rachel ridiculing him for cumming so early. He panted, hips jerking at every squirt, dreaming of being that helpless adult baby boy, humping needily against his diapers all day and night. 

As his orgasm ebbed away, Todd moaned, panting as he lay there, his own stickiness pressed against his receding hardness. With a shudder, Todd heaved himself upwards, hearing the diaper rustle between his legs. 

He'd thought about the 'discovered by my girlfriend' fantasy several times, but as his relationship went on, he found himself turning to it more and more. Todd turned his fear at Rachel finding out and what she could say into arousal, and as he had to hide it more and more it became more interesting... 

Sighing, Todd grabbed the bottle again, closing his eyes as he took another sip. He didn't have long to do this... but this evening he could browse any ABDL stories he liked, Rachel would never notice... 

Even if those stories were about busty girlfriends laughing at their limp-dicked baby boyfriends when they discovered his diaper fetish. 

*** 

Todd's downfall came on Friday. 

"Todd?" 

"Hm?" 


Todd looked up from his phone as his girlfriend called his name. As his eyes focused on her and what she was holding, the color slowly drained from his face. 


Rachel's mouth was turned down in a frown of something approaching disgust, one hand holding the bag of trash from their bathroom... 

And at the very bottom, bundled up and very wet, was a thick adult diaper. The same one Todd had been wearing in secret just a few days ago. 

He gulped. 

"Todd, what is this?" Rachel asked, frowning like there was a sour taste in her mouth. "Why is there a diaper in the trash?" 

Todd's pulse pounded in his wrists, hands cold and clammy. There was nothing he could say. His brain just wouldn't work, leaving him staring dumbly at the offending undergarment. 

"Todd?" Rachel repeated. "Why do you have this?" 

"I, um, I," Todd swallowed hard. "...I wet the bed sometimes?" 

"Really? I've never seen you wear diapers to bed, and we sleep together every night," Rachel said, lowering her eyebrows. "Try again." 

"It's... it's really funny," Todd tried again as instructed, laughing awkwardly. "Um... It was a dare, from a friend-" 

Rachel rolled her eyes, and Todd stopped. This was it. Rachel was going to break up with him over this. As horny as it made him to think about her seeing him as a disgusting diaper humping loser, he didn't think there was any reality where she'd want to stay with him in a relationship after this. 

"Just shut up," Rachel said. "I already know what it's for. I know how to use the internet too, you know." 

"Y-you... you do?" 

"...This is an adult baby diaper," Rachel continued, with a small smirk on her face. "I think you wore this because you like to pretend you're a little baby, don't you?" 

Another gulp. 

"Don't you?" 

Todd's lip wobbled pathetically at exactly the worst time, and Rachel laughed cruelly, dropping the garbage bag to the floor. The cat was out of the bag. 

"Oh my God, Todd! You're 32 years old and still wearing diapers, wetting them like a toddler, trying to hide them from Mommy," Rachel said, her voice shining with amusement. "Do you have any idea what a loser you really are?" 

When Todd didn't respond, Rachel kept going, advancing on him. 

"And the funniest part is that you thought you could hide this from me," Rachel said, chuckling in disbelief. "Do you even know how to delete your browser history?" 

"I'm, I'm sorry," Todd mumbled, cringing back as Rachel reached out for him. "I didn't think - mmf!" 

Rachel's hand was now around his jaw, gently squeezing his cheeks so his lips were pushed out childishly. She giggled cruelly. 

"You didn't think, did you?" She said. "You're a stupid little baby. Say it." 

"I'm, I'm a stupid little baby," Todd replied, red hot humiliation burning on his face - but his flaccid length throbbed a little, stirring slightly, as his fantasies became real in front of him. "...How long have you known?" 

"Forever," Rachel replied, narrowing her eyes. "You aren't as stealthy as you think. I thought maybe you'd grow out of it..." 

She squeezed Todd's cheeks and then released him, shaking her head with a disdainful smirk. 

"Obviously not," she went on. "All you are is a pathetic little diaper humper, aren't you?" 

"Y-yes," Todd replied, motivated by the blood rushing to his crotch as he spoke. "I'm just... worthless... I'm so sorry." 

"That's what I thought," Rachel said, sitting up with a smug grin. "...So now, because you've been such a bad little boy... Hiding this from me... thinking you're smarter than I am... I think it's time I taught you a lesson..." 

Todd whimpered as she stood back up, reaching for her purse. God, this was it. she was going to leave him. Todd blinked rapidly, trying to get the tears out of his eyes. At least he could face this like a man. 

Rachel's hand didn't grasp the handle of her purse. Instead it travelled further down, into the purse itself, opening it... and pulling out a wooden ruler. Todd squinted in confusion - what the hell was that for? 

"Like I say, it's time I taught you a lesson," Rachel said with a big grin on her face. "And bad little babies need spankings, don't they?" 

Todd's eyes grew even wider as she stood back up, struck by mental whiplash pulling him this way and that. WHAT was going on? His mind swam with confusion as she tapped the wooden stick against her open palm. 

"Wait... You're not leaving me?" he said, heart in his mouth. "I don't... I don't understand." 

Rachel laughed melodiously as she sat back down on the couch. 


"Oh honey," she said, with a grin. "I was just having a little fun with you... I've known about your little hobby for a long time. I wasn't sure when to say something, but last night I looked at the computer... Seems like you were really enjoying the idea of your girlfriend catching you." 

Todd smiled bashfully, his pulse still racing. She knew all about his kinky fantasies... and she didn't mind. In fact she was going to... play along with it? 

"I can't believe this is really happening," Todd muttered. "I really don't know what to say..." 

"Say 'yes', Todd," Rachel said, smirking. "Say you want to be my little diapered baby boy... just for today." 

"...Y...Yes," Todd finally said, hesitantly. "I want that. Please, Mommy, I... I want to be your widdle diapered baby boy." 


He had whiplash from how fast things were moving, but the words spilled out of his mouth with ease, completely honest. Todd's heart thudded, unable to believe Rachel was really doing this - but as she guided him over her lap, Todd gripped the couch and realized it was true. 

"Oh my gosh, you're so adorably pathetic," Rachel squeed, and Todd blushed. "Of course I should have guessed from the beginning you're not really a man, you're just a little baby..." 

Rachel lightly tapped Todd's backside with the ruler, almost experimentally as she tugged down the back of his pants. As much as he'd fantasized about getting a real spanking, he was terrified of how much it would hurt. Whimpering and squirming on his Mommy's lap, Todd bit his lip as he felt the second layer of his underwear being pulled down slowly. 

'The safeword is octagon," Rachel murmured into Todd's ear, waiting for his nod - before she brought the ruler down hard across his backside. 

As he predicted, the flat piece of wood stang like hell as it slapped against his backside. Todd cried out, tears already stinging his eyes as the line of the ruler burned brightly on his bottom. 

"What a naughty, dirty boy!" Rachel-now his Mommy- hissed, before she whacked him again with the ruler. "Naughty diaper boys get spankings!" 

"Ah! I'm sowwee Mommy!" Todd babbled as he sobbed helplessly, hands curling into fists in protest. "I'm soweee!" 

"Nasty little pervert, touching himself to thinking about Mommy touching his little baby cock!" 


"AH! AH! AH!" Todd yelped over and over as the smacks came harder, down on his backside repeatedly. 


The seat of his bottom felt bright pink and hot, and he whimpered, sniffling indignantly as he was spanked like the shamed little boy he was. Mommy's swats came together quicker and quicker, her breathing heavy from the exertion of spanking her own adult baby boy. 

The pain had started off as a sudden, sharp sting that drew tears from Todd's eyes, but as the spanking went on it changed. Now it was more of a fresh ache, a bruise slowly forming under Todd's skin - a reminder for the next week to behave himself, or else. 

Even as he was whimpering and crying through his painful spanking, Todd could feel his erection stirring against Mommy's legs. He yelped at a particularly forceful swat, and then bit his lip, whimpering humiliated beyond belief - and only more turned on because of it. 

It felt like Mommy had been spanking him forever when she finally stopped. The thin wooden ruler bounced off of Todd's backside one last time before she pulled it away with a sigh. Todd sniffled, tensing up as he felt Rachel's hand sliding beneath him, towards his tented big boy pants. 

"Oh my," Rachel said, tutting as she groped and squeezed the stiff piece of meat through Todd's underwear. "Baby boy got very excited during his punishment, didn't he?" 

Todd had to moan and nod, rolling his hips towards the wonderful feeling as Rachel's fingers wrapped around his cocktip, teasing it. Through the fabric of his underwear, her thumb pressed down in a circle on his sensitive head, making the adult little boy whimper and shove his hips forwards... until Rachel unceremoniously pulled her hand away. 

"I think you need to be humiliated a little more, don't you?" Rachel teased, as she cupped and groped his sore red backside. "Answer me, baby boy." 

"Y-ye-yes," Todd whimpered, blinking back the tears of pain from his still sore bottom. "Pwease Mommy... Show me my place as nothing more than a... a naughty widdle diaper humper..." 

"Hmm... a diaper humper..." Rachel said, with an evil grin. "Get down on the floor, little boy. Mommy's going to get you some things..." 

Obediently, Todd lay on his back on the carpeted floor, his rump still throbbing with pain from the spanking. His cock was at full mast now, and as he looked down between his legs, Todd's eyes were wide in awe. 

He'd never been this aroused before, and he couldn't wait to see what Rachel did next... So far this fantasy was a dream come true, and Todd kept almost wanting to safeword to find out if this was really, actually happening... 

But of course, he wouldn't. He liked experiencing it more than knowing if it was 'real' or not. 

Finally, Mommy returned, carrying a box of some kind that Todd couldn't see inside. In her other hand she had two diapers, and Todd's pacifier, and she smirked as she set them down beside him. 

"Ass in the air, baby boy," she commanded, and Todd instantly obeyed. 

He'd wondered if Rachel intended to put him in double diapers for extra thickness, but as he lowered his rear back down, he could tell there was only one diaper under there. Feeling small and submissive, Todd trembled as he took the offered pacifier and put it into his mouth, sucking nervously. 


He watched the crinkly front panel of the diaper being brought up between his legs the same way he'd imagined it a million times before, only now it was real. Todd swore his heart stopped as he watched his Mommy carefully tug the diaper into place... then position the tapes one by one to do it up. 

With a little whimper of satisfaction, Todd could soon feel that his entire groin was encased in the secured diaper. It felt good, hugging his lower body, cotton-y lining pressed against his erect staff. Todd's hand ran slowly down towards his crotch, and he shamelessly rubbed his palm against his cock through the plastic of the diaper, heart jumping every time it crinkled. 

"Dirty little boy," Rachel said with a fond-sounding chuckle. "...Come on, now you have to put Mommy in her diaper..." 

Todd blinked in surprise, sitting up uncertainly. Despite everything, he felt himself turning red as the diaper rustled between his thighs, the crinkly plastic making his erection throb and twitch. 

"That's a good little boy," Rachel cooed, as he slipped the diaper under her backside. "...Why don't you give Mommy a kiss, before you tape her up?" 

Obediently, Todd slowly lowered his puckered lips towards Rachel's slit. She could feel him quivering as he spread her folds with two fingers, leaning right in. She felt his breath against her slickness, and then moaned gently as Todd placed a very innocent-seeming chaste little kiss.... 

Right on the end of Rachel's stiff, throbbing clit. 

"Ohhh, good boy," Rachel muttered. "Well, get Mommy in her didee, so you can match..." 

Still slightly confused, Todd obeyed, trying to get 'Mommy's' diaper as tight and snug as his own. He breathed out hard behind the pacifier, wiping away a little trail of unfocused drool, as he carefully pulled Mommy's diaper up between her legs. 

The tapes went down in the same order as Rachel's had, but for some reason, Todd's were uneven. He frowned behind his binky, and Mommy shuffled upwards, chuckling behind her hand as she looked down at the messy tape job. 

"Oh, sweetie, I guess that's why babies don't put on their own diapers, hm?" Rachel said, condescendingly. "Which is exactly why you were a naughty boy for not telling Mommy about this!" 

"I'm sorry, Mommy," Todd replied, blushing. 

"You may be sorry," Mommy said, as she gently rolled Todd back onto his bed. "But you still deserve to be humiliated a little for being such a bad baby..." 


Todd wasn't sure what Mommy meant as she straddled his upper legs. She shuffled forward, her crinkly padded crotch brushing against Todd's, and for a moment he stiffened, wondering if she was going to press downwards and grind against him through his diapers, until they both moaned and climaxed together. 


But Rachel kept shuffling forward, higher, until she gently lowered her weight just above Todd's diaper. She slid backwards, using the padding of his crotch as a cushion, knowing full-well Todd was achingly hard under there. 

"Ohh yes, I think this is the perfect angle," she muttered, grinning as she ground her rump back and forth teasingly against Todd through the diaper. "...Here's what happens to naughty little boys who don't tell Mommy they don't want to use the potty anymore." 

Todd wasn't sure what she meant, but Rachel bit her lip and bore down, a slight flush across her cheeks. Todd wrinkled his brow - and then his eyes flew open wide, gasping behind the binky as he felt it. 

Mommy was wetting her diaper on him, on top of him. He could feel the warmth growing and spreading against his skin, only a thin layer of plastic separating his girlfriend's urine from his bare flesh. His cock throbbed needily as he whimpered, brain and genitals fighting. Having Mommy pee on him, even through a didee, was so hot - and so gross and humiliating. 

"Ohhh, Mommy," he eventually whined, feeling the soggy wetness against him growing heavier and heavier, groaning as Rachel rolled her hips to grind the squishiness against him. 


"Nmmf... Now my baby boy IS Mommy's potty, isn't he?" Mommy said with sudden fondness. "What a dirty, dirty boy!" 


Rachel bounced gently up and down on Todd's tummy and crotch, forcing thin rivers of urine out of the swollen diaper. He gasped, gripping the carpet as he rocked his hips upward towards her, desperate for her bottom to slide back just a couple of inches so he could hump it through his padding. 

Instead, Rachel chuckled and unstraddled him, her own cheeks flush with excitement. She grabbed the box, and slid out what was now obviously a strap on dildo. 


"If you're a good boy, and help Mommy to cum," Mommy said. "Maybe she'll give you a reward, too." 

There was some kind of cruel twist to that, Todd could tell. But he still found himself nodding eagerly, desperate to fuck his girlfriend... even if it had to be through a diaper... 

No, who was he kidding? He LOVED that it was through a diaper. As Rachel secured the harness, the big rubber cock's base held firmly against Todd's own crotch, he felt his heart flutter, full of perverse love for the woman who'd turned him into a diaper humping baby boy. 

Everything about this scenario seemed engineered to humiliate him perfectly. Even the plastic phallus itself was an inch or so longer and quite a bit thicker than Todd's own, and the difference made him cringe in humiliation at the same time as his real cock throbbed. 

Mommy winked at Todd as she knelt above him, reaching down between her legs. Carefully, one of her nails began to tear a hole in the crotch of the diaper, letting soggy SAP and fluff tumble out onto Todd's tummy. 


Soon though, Rachel had a big enough hole, and Todd looked up with interest as she positioned it over the faux-phallus strapped to him. Rachel bit her lip, uncertainly, as if worried it would be too big... But then slowly lowered herself downwards. 

She hadn't lined it up exactly, and as erect piece of silicone pushed against her sodden diaper, Rachel moaned softly and slid forward until the tip of it caught. Then she pushed downwards, Todd's eyes boggling as he watched the end of the fake penis disappear through the diaper, and deep inside of his Mommy. 

Rachel groaned happily, forcing herself down eagerly, trembling as she was completely filled. Todd's erection twinged in his diaper, as he tried to remember the last time she'd made that sound for him. He felt truly pathetic, and there was nothing that seemed to arouse him more - but seeing his 'Mommy' in diapers was apparently up there too. 

Although they'd barely begun, Todd was already whimpering at how cruel this was. He could see a cock, protruding from his own crotch slipping in and out Mommy's pussy... but could feel hardly anything through the thick diaper. 


As Mommy gasped and bounced on the big dick sliding easily in and out of her slick pussy, Todd whimpered in frustration behind the pacifier. He could feel the occasional jolt of pleasure as the base nudged against his erection through the diaper, but other than that, Todd could only watch as his Mommy rode him like her sex toy. 

"Oooo, n-naughty little boys don't get to fuck Mommy," Rachel teased with a smirk. "Mmmm... besides, Mommy's toy is s-so much bigger than you, baby...." 


Todd groaned, rolling his hips up miserably, body on edge, brain racing with the urgent need to be fucking something, anything... and his cock barely able to even grind against the diaper as Rachel rode the fake one strapped to him. 


Seeing Mommy's pelvis mashing against his, her thick diaper soaked with urine, Todd bit the pacifier hard as he watched her hand slide down between her thighs. As she rocked and rode her dildo, leaving Todd's cock untouched and trapped in her diaper, she moaned, stroking her clit needily. 

"Oh yes, baby boy, nnghh, my tiny cocked little diaper wearer," she panted filthily, as she jerked up and down on Todd's lap, knowing the pressure would transfer to his hard cock through the padding... but not enough. "Ooo, Mommy's going to cum riding you, Mommy's going to cum so hard and you won't even feel it." 

As Todd panted, every extra bounce sent a throb of stimulation to his cock, back arched, eager for more and more of this, wanting Mommy to rip away the diapers and fuck him hard... He watched her hand working wildly between her folds, rubbing her clit with almost obsessive impatience, eyes tightly closed as she pushed this feeling to the limit and then... 

"Oh! YES! Mmmf!" 

Rachel bucked and ground herself against Todd as she came, moaning and rolling her hips through her orgasm. Todd whimpered, watching her gasp and jerk repeatedly as if struck by lightning, clearly riding out a bliss too amazing to endure. 

Slowly, her pleasure ebbed away, and Rachel was left panting, moaning, as she slowly dragged the wobbling purple cock from her well-stretched, still spasming entrance. 

With the clumsiness of being post-coital, Rachel reached down and ripped off both sets of diaper tapes. Todd's pacifier fell out of his mouth in shock as she brought the diaper up towards his face, forcing him into one of his most humiliating fantasies. 


Todd tried to pull away, but Rachel had him pinned, pressing the sodden diaper lining against his face. He sobbed worthlessly as he felt his girlfriend's piss against his skin, nose filling with the musky scent of female urine. He was so humiliated, cock so achingly hard, that he almost didn't notice as Rachel tugged the diaper and harness down, revealing his own erection to the cooler air. 

"Good baby boy, just lie back," Mommy muttered. "If you love wet diapers soo much, that's what you can look at while Mommy helps you make cummies...." 

Todd moaned in lust as he felt her hand wrapped around his his length. His deep, frantic breaths sucked in the smell and taste of Mommy's pee, which was all around him, sodden and wet as the diaper pressed against his face. 

Mommy stroked up and down as Todd squirmed and curled his toes, back arched needily towards the attention. He wanted more, right now, and as he panted and grunted, wet diaper right in his face, Todd could tell he wouldn't last long. 

"Are you going to make stickies for Mommy?" Rachel cooed, and Todd moaned his assent, although something in her tone made him worried. "Come on then, make a little baby load, make your belly sticky..." 

Todd could tell he was about to do just that, so close to the edge now... as Rachel fripped his cock tighter and tigher, Todd moaned, panting, so close, so close.... 

"Ahh!" 

Just before he came, Todd throbbed in Rachel's hand. She chuckled, feeling it, and then pulled her hand away, leaving Todd's cock spurting uselessly into the air. 

He moaned in disappointment as his orgasm was ruined, his prick throbbing again and again as spunk emptied his balls, painting his tummy with his cream. With a whimper, Todd bucked his hips upwards in a last ditch attempt to get any pleasure from his cummies, but his climax was already coming to an end, his cock bouncing slightly as the last few drops of cream trickled out. 

"Aw, poor baby," Rachel said, with a giggle. "Did Mommy spoil your cummies?" 

Todd nodded, sadly, face bright red and a little damp from pee as Rachel pulled away the diaper. 

"Well, that's too bad," Mommy told him. "Because Mommy is in charge of whether or not her little baby gets to make cummies at all." 

She gently flicked Todd's nose, both of them breathing heavily and smiling - Mommy's wide and happy, Todd's nervous and a little disappointed. 

Rachel leaned in to kiss Todd's cheek, and then thought better of it, noticing the pee shining on his face. That mild repulsion made Todd blush harder than even, and Rachel chuckled a moment later. 

"So, baby," she said, her voice still husky and low. "Was that like your fantasies?" 

Todd bit his lip. Part of him had hated it in real life. Wanted to feel his cum spurting into Rachel, to watch her moan as he fucked her, to have her see him as a 'real man'. 

...And another part found the humiliating fantasies he'd indulged in in his mind a million times a million times BETTER in real life. Heart pounding, Todd nodded, slowly. 

"...Better," he finally said, and from Rachel's grin, he could tell she'd be playing with him like this again soon. 

He wasn't sure if he was more excited... or nervous. 

End. 

Hypnotised into Humping in Diapers

For as long as she could remember, Hope Sanders had had a humiliating secret interest in diapers. She didn’t know when it had started, but it had been a source of shame for her throughout her life, especially when her parents found her browsing history and told her exactly how disgusting they thought her fetish was.

Hope had never worn real diapers, just the granny panty pull-ups you could find in any store. When her fetish inevitably peaked again, she desperately wanted to buy real, thick, crinkly padding… But she knew she’d just end up throwing them out in a desperate binge a week or two later.

Since her boyfriend, Lucas, moved in, Hope had thrown out her meagre stash once more, and hadn’t let herself buy anything new. Hope tried to suppress all of her ABDL desires, but she still found herself fantasizing about them; shamefully masturbating as quietly as possible while Luca snored beside her, visiting ABDL websites and chatrooms and frantically deleting the evidence after she was done.

Today was her 5th visit in two weeks to a website called ‘Diaper Dependents’, where Hope occasionally posted and chatted under a pseudonym - ‘DaisyOrigami02’. Lucas wasn’t going to be home until much later, so hope felt free to browse.

“Let’s see what’s in ‘New Stories’,” Hope mumbled to herself, yawning behind her hand. It had been another night of trying to muffle her moans and grunts through a bitten lip as she scrolled through diaper porn on her phone.

Hope hated concealing this from her boyfriend, but there wasn’t really any other way to handle it… He’d be disgusted if he found out, and Hope was too ashamed to argue about it if he was.

“Ooo,” Hope said, pleasantly surprised. “DiaperedDalliance posted something new… Their stuff is always good.”

It turned out the story was about a girl who found a magic teddybear that slowly turned her into a baby, mentally, making her love using and wetting her diapers, eventually needing to be pushed around in a stroller because she could only crawl. Hope found the fantasy incredibly arousing, and it didn’t take long until her hand slid under the waistband of her sweatpants, finding her needy slit slick and ready for attention.

“Mmmmf,” Hope moaned, biting her lip out of habit.

These were her favorite kinds of stories. The ones where the heroine (it had to be a girl - Hope needed to imagine herself as the main character) got regressed against her will into a helpless baby, gurgling and cooing and even messing herself when the urge hit. Nobody could be mad at the girls in those stories - it wasn’t their fault, they hadn’t asked for it, even if they ended up enjoying it after all.

Hope’s finger made small circles around her tender nub, teasing the stiff projection as she imagined herself in the place of those girls. Something outside of her control, soothing her, easing her down into the role of permanent baby girl… Making her admit she loved her diapers… Hope whimpered, cheeks flushed from both how she was stimulating herself thinking about it and how shameful the thought was.

Of course, it couldn’t really be shameful if somebody else made her do it, could it? She’d just be a helpless victim of circumstance, unable to resist or even think for herself anymore… Hope’s mind flitted to the idea of being put into diapers by her boyfriend, of him being the one to take control, and her hand moved more quickly between her thighs as her pleasure built, imagining it.

The Lucas in her mind insisted she needed diapers ‘for her own good’ as he spread her legs apart, finding her cunny sticky with arousal as Hope blushed and sucked her thumb. Her mental defenses were weak, Lucas had seduced her, somehow, into loving wearing diapers. As he taped it up around her and the diaper was pushed up firmly against her crotch, Hope moaned in the fantasy and in real life.

More images flitted through her mind… Her mind going blank, drooling around a pacifier… Bouncing on a rocking horse fitted with a dildo that made her squeal and orgasm over and over… Eagerly repeating over and over that she loved her diapees to anybody who would listen, her mind totally gone, turned to mush as she regressed into total infanthood-

“AHHH! NMmm!” Hope cried out, trembling as she feverishly stroked her clit, orgasm buffeting her over and over as she came, hard. It had been imagining herself in a giant stroller, straps across her soaked diaper as she was paraded down the street, that had brought her over the edge.

Her hips rocked needily against her hands, lip bitten as she rode the blissful feelings out - until eventually she collapsed, finally sated, panting with delight.

She just about managed to type out a quick comment - before she passed out, exhausted.

***

Hope woke up several hours later in the dark, still laying on the couch. There was a blanket draped over her that she pulled tightly around her, sighing happily. Lucas must have decided she looked cold and brought it out for her. He was so thoughtful…

Wait…

Hope’s eyes opened suddenly, peering around in the dimness of her living room. Where was her laptop? She’d had it just before she fell asleep…

She couldn’t feel it under the blanket, but Hope patted herself down nonetheless, panicking when she realised it wasn’t there. She pushed the blanket off, and stood up, hoping to find the laptop - only to find it two seconds later, closed, sitting on the dining table.

Hope gulped, feeling sick to her stomach. Had Lucas seen what she was looking at? What did he think of her now? Maybe he didn’t even notice?

Hope wanted to barge into their shared bedroom right then and there and demand Lucas tell her what he’d seen, and if he still loved her. What was left of her sanity at that point stopped her, though, and she reluctantly traipsed back over to the couch, her heart pounding and her blood full of adrenaline - but with nowhere for it to go.

Knowing she’d never be able to go back to sleep now, Hope opened up her laptop and started playing a space-age FPS game that she found helpful to channel nervous energy into. She kept the volume muted and tried to minimise the noise of her clicking and thumping the keys, not wanting to wake Lucas - but she knew she didn’t need to worry too much. That man could sleep through anything.

Her pulse still racing, Hope prayed that if Lucas had seen anything, he just moved on and pretended he’d never seen it.

Hope thought she would die of mortification if he asked her about it…

***

“Morning,” Hope said croakily when Lucas finally came out of their room, wandering over to join her on the couch.

“How long have you been up?” he asked, yawning and putting an arm around her.

“A little while,” Hope replied. “Not too long.”

In truth, Hope had been up since maybe 3am, when she realised her laptop had been moved. She definitely felt tired now, but she had to get up and shower, and go off to the mind-numbing inanity of working retail for another day.

Hope had also spent the last hour or so checking the clock repeatedly and jumping at every noise, wondering if it was Lucas coming out to tell her he was dumping her for being a pervert. Now he was actually there, and seemed to be treating her normally, Hope relaxed. Maybe he hadn’t looked at her laptop last night after all…

“Hope,” Lucas said after a moment of cuddling. “Can we talk?”

...So much for that.

“Uhhh,” Hope replied, already feeling nervous sweat prickling her pores. “‘Bout what?”

“What I saw on your laptop last night…”

Uh oh - abort abort ABORT! Hope said nothing, but her wide eyes and shaking hands clearly said ‘Busted!’, and she wouldn’t look at Lucas any more.

He pressed on, sensing Hope wasn’t going to say anything.

“That stuff about… Adults in diapers? And-”

“I was just looking!” Hope said, suddenly looking up frantically. “I was just visiting this weird site a friend sent me, I swear!”

Lucas looked unconvinced - and it wasn’t just because Hope was a terrible liar.

“Um, I’m pretty sure I saw your account on there,” he said. “‘DaffodilOrigami’? Daffodil was the name of the dog you had when you were 9… And even I remember the obsession you had with origami stars when we first met.”

“Plus, I recognised how you type,” Lucas added, and Hope’s heart sank.

“I’m sorry,” she mumbled, looking down at her lap. “I… Sorry.”

“Why are you sorry?” Lucas said, chuckling. “I mean, I wish you’d told me sooner, but we’ve done kinky stuff before… I know you indulge my fetishes… Maybe I coul-”

“No! No, no,” Hope said, without even thinking. “Please? I just… This… fetish… is so embarrassing for me. I didn’t even want you to know about it!”

Hope was relieved Lucas didn’t hate her, but honestly, she didn’t want something like… this… to be associated with her, ever. She really hoped he could just forget about it.

“I don’t understand, I think it’s fine,” Lucas said, frowning. “I mean, if I’m okay with it - why be embarrassed?”

“You don’t get it,” Hope said, groaning. “I’m just… It isn’t something I accept, in myself. I’m ashamed of it.”

Lucas’ hand slid down her arm, grabbing her hand gently but lovingly as he turned to her.

“You shouldn’t be,” he said, gently. “There’s nothing wrong with it.”

Hope looked away, her eyes wet. She knew logically she wasn’t harming anybody - but it was hard not to feel like a freak for liking diapers and being treated like a baby.

“...One day I want to explore this with you,” Lucas said, smiling. “But for right now, I guess I understand if you’re too embarrassed.”

“Thank you,” Hope replied, smiling back, gratefully. She leaned in for a hug, pressing herself against his warm chest and closing her eyes with a sigh…

While Luca looked over the top of her head into nothingness, thinking about how much research he had ahead of him to learn more about this ‘ABDL’ thing... if Hope wasn’t willing to talk.

***

Over the next few months, Lucas occasionally hinted at or brought up ABDL things, but Hope would always insist he stop talking about it, saying she was still too embarrassed. Lucas had been wracking his brains to try and come up with a way to help Hope embrace this part of herself, but it was only a couple of weeks ago that he’d begun to come up with a solid plan.

He’d been practicing alone, reading all the information he could online, until he was fairly sure he could induce a mild hypnotic trance in Hope - if she was willing, which Lucas hoped she would be. She was usually game to try something new in the bedroom, if Lucas was the one suggesting it.

Lucas could only remember one time that Hope had asked him to fulfil a kink of hers, and it had been extremely mild. Hope had blushed and stammered her way through the conversation, before she finally confessed that she wanted to be spanked.

It had seemed hilarious to Lucas at the time, since he’d asked often if he could handcuff her, or be tied up himself at that point. But perhaps Hope was just ashamed of her sexuality in general.

Lucas wondered if the spanking thing tied in with Hope’s secret interest in ageplay. It would make sense… Sometimes when he was spanking her, he’d call her a ‘naughty girl’, and she’d moan louder and get wetter between her legs… But after they finished, Hope would be more withdrawn, shy, watching Lucas’ face as if for signs of disgust.

Tonight, Lucas was going to make sure Hope’s mind was so fuzzy she wouldn’t even have the presence of mind to be worried about whether Lucas was judging her or not.

He hadn’t seen hypnosis specifically mentioned often in the stories ‘DaffodilOrigami02’ commented on, but he’d noticed some themes. It was obvious that Hope wanted an ‘out’, some person or thing to ‘force her’ into her diapers and make her act like a baby. She fantasized about her mind being altered without her knowing about it - so she’d eventually have no clue it was weird or shameful to be a diapered babygirl.

It had taken a while to understand how putting somebody into trance worked, but now Lucas was confident he could do it, if Hope was game. Everything he’d ordered had come on time… now he just needed the most important piece of the puzzle - Hope herself.

***

That evening, they were cuddling on the couch, kisses occasionally becoming more passionate as they started to think about going to bed together. Hope’s hand was just starting to trail down Lucas’ thigh, when he gently grabbed her wrist, stopping her.

“Hey, babe,” Lucas said, trying to keep his voice even as he spoke, although his heart hammered in his chest like a bass drum. “I was thinking maybe we could do something.. New, tonight?”

“You mean sexually?” Hope asked, her cheeks flushed, a smirk on her face. “S-sure.”

“Excellent,” Lucas said, grinning as he took Hope’s hand and led her to the bedroom.

“What is it we’re going to do?” Hope asked, curious about what new kink Lucas had discovered. He was usually the one who brought more spice into the bedroom - but Hope certainly enjoyed it too.

“I was thinking I could try to hypnotise you,” Lucas said, smiling. “It could be sexy, making you my obedient slave… Seeing you freed from your inhibitions.”

Hope blushed, biting her lip. She didn’t know that Lucas knew about her proclivity for having somebody or something else controlling her, turning her into their helpless babygirl… Of course, Luca wasn’t planning anything like that, but it was still sexy…

“Okay,” Hope eventually replied. “It sounds hot… What should I do first?”

“You should get comfortable,” he said. “So do whatever you need to to feel relaxed.”

Hope nodded obediently, already excited at what was going to happen. She reached down to her jeans, undoing the fly eagerly, shimmying out of her pants to show off her slight but curvy figure, turquoise panties a sharp contrast to her milky weight skin.

Lucas watched as Hope reached behind and unhooked her bra, but he was focusing on what he planned today, grinning inside as he thought about it.

Despite Hope’s fantasies, Lucas had researched hypnosis very thoroughly - and knew what it could, and could not do. Namely, it couldn’t force Hope to do anything she didn’t want to, couldn’t compel her to do something she was disgusted by or hated in reality…

...But he didn’t need to tell Hope that. If she wanted to feel like she had no choice in the matter, that was fine by him.

“I’m ready,” Hope said, laying back on the pillows, her breasts loose and free under her t-shirt. “How do you start?”

“Hmmmm,” Lucas said, heading towards the light switch. “It should be dark first…”

The lights went out, and Hope grinned, closing her eyes in anticipation. She could already feel her slit getting slicker and slicker, the fact she didn’t know exactly what Lucas had planned making this even more exciting. She felt the weight of the bed shift, and Lucas moved so he was sitting next to her head, leaning against the headboard.

“Listen to the sound of my voice,” he said, slowly, and Hope found she had no way not to listen to it - it had a strange new timbre, a slowness that pulled her in like quicksand.

“You are calm. You can allow yourself to feel completely relaxed,” Lucas continued, in the same droning voice. “You only need to focus on my voice, as you slowly drift into trance.”

At the start, Hope’s brain had been buzzing with a thousand thoughts. Now those thoughts dropped like flies, until only one remained - focus on Lucas’. Listen to Lucas.

“Feel your body relaxing,” he said. “Every muscle untensing, every part of you feeling like you’re sinking, down into the bed…”

“Mmmm,” Hope murmured, feeling that warm wave of relaxation spread through her body, calming her instantly. Her limbs felt loose and floppy…

“Let your mind go completely blank,” Lucas ordered, gently. “Let go of all your thoughts… You only need to obey right now. I am in control.”

“Mm,” Hope responded, once more.

Lucas was so smart. Lucas knew what she needed to do. Lucas would tell Hope the right things to do.

“You’re my obedient girl, aren’t you, Hope?” Lucas murmured. “Nod your head. Tell me who’s my good girl.”

Hope nodded slowly, and then opened her mouth, speaking in a dreamy, monotone voice:

“I’m your good girl, sir,” she said, and Lucas smirked.

“That’s right, Hope, well done. You should feel happy to be my good, obedient girl.”

As Lucas said that, Hope shivered, feeling warmth spreading through her body, realizing what he said was true. Yes, she was happy, proud, even, to be his good girl. To be owned by him… do anything he said.

“In a moment,” Lucas began. “I’m going to tell you to open your eyes. But you will be completely under my control until I tell you it’s time to ‘wake up’.”

Since she hadn’t received a command, Hope merely lay there, staring ahead into the darkness of her eyelids. Lucas would decide for her what should happen next.

“Okay, Hope, open your eyes and look at me,” Lucas commanded, and Hope’s eyes flew open.

Instantly, they were drawn magnetically to Lucas’ face - she couldn’t look away, even if she’d wanted to, his green-blue eyes locking with hers and luring her deeper into trance. Hope felt so good, so peaceful, as Lucas leaned down, kissing her lips softly - they twitched in response - she hadn’t been ordered to kiss back.

“Kiss me,”Lucas murmured, and then Hope was instantly responsive, kissing back eagerly, loving every moment as she moaned into Lucas’ mouth.

Lucas moaned back, Hope’s eager kissing inflaming his own arousal, his cock throbbing up the inside of his jeans. He reached down to adjust himself with one hand as the other slid up under Hope’s t-shirt, brushing her nipples. She gasped at the touch, arching her back as tingles of pleasure built from Lucas’ insistent stroking of her stiffening nubs.

“Mmm,” Lucas groaned, pulling away, Hope following him for just a moment before she lay back on the bed and resumed looking up at him with entranced adoration.

“From now on, I want you to agree with anything I say,” Lucas said, grinning. “So… Have you been a naughty girl, Hope?”

Hope nodded.

“Yes sir, I’m a naughty girl,” she said, her face flushed. “I’ve been a very naughty girl…”

“That’s right,” Lucas said, grinning. “You’re a naughty girl. You need a spanking, don’t you?”

“Yes, I need a spanking,” Hope repeated, her breathing heavy as dim, distant memories of Lucas’ hand coming down on her backside filled her head.

“Roll over,” Lucas commanded, as his hands pushed her over to where he wanted her.

Hope giggled, biting her lip as she lay on her stomach, panty-clad booty wriggling slightly in anticipation. Lucas was so strong… She was so glad he was in complete control of her, mind, body and soul…

“Ohhhh,” Hope moaned as she felt Lucas’ hand cupping her backside, stroking it tenderly. “...Sir…”

“You want to call me ‘Daddy’, from now on,” Lucas insisted, trying to keep the tension out of his voice as he wondered how Hope would react to his command.

The websites he’d read advised against pushing a sub too far, too fast, so he just hoped this lined up with Hope’s secret fantasies enough to not pull her out of her chance. Her soft moan a moment later allayed his fears - but what Hope said a moment later made his cock throb with excitement.

“Yes, Daddy,” Hope said, obediently, still waiting for her spanking.

Through the deep haze of hypnosis, some part of her was beyond aroused at Lucas’ request, another part frozen by shame… but it didn’t matter. Outside, in the real world, Hope was completely submissive and obedient to her Daddy’s every command.

“Ah!” Hope cried out, as Lucas’ hand came down on her rear. “Ah, ah!”

“Mmm, does my little girl like her Daddy spanking her?” Lucas murmured, as he swatted

“I l-love it, Daddy,” Hope instantly replied, blushing at her lack of control, aware enough to know she’d never normally say that - but not enough to stop it. “I love feeling Daddy spank me-OH!”

That last swat was harder than the ones before, leaving Hope’s backside a healthy glowing pink. Her mind still a swirl of commands and obedience, she lifted her hips up towards Lucas’ hand, begging for more.

He didn’t disappoint.

“Oh, oh, OH!” Hope yelped, kicking her feet slightly as her backside was turned a rosy pink, every swat sending vibration straight to her honeypot, hips rocking against the invisible pleasure that teased and aroused her. “OH!”

Hope continued to cry out as Lucas’ spanked her, until both of them were breathless and aroused beyond belief, Hope’s rear glowing through her panties as her body trembled, desperate for Lucas’ touch.

“Thank me,” Lucas commanded. “Thank me for spanking your bottom, babygirl.”

“Nmmfff,” Hope moaned dreamily, head too fuzzy to think.

“Thank you for spanking me, Daddy,” she said a moment later, parroting Lucas’ command, melting into the bedsheets

“That’s my good girl,” Lucas replied, sliding his hand down her backside, between her legs, finding her panties soaked through with sticky girl juices.

“Ahh…” Hope whimpered, pushing back against his palm as he ground it against her dripping, cotton-covered slit. “Daddy, it tingles…”

“You’re soaking wet, you naughty girl,” Lucas muttered. “Tell Daddy how wet you are…”

“Soaking, Daddy,” Hope replied, sincerely, still with the same dreamy tone to her voice, but it sounded like maybe what she was saying was more truthful than she’d usually admit. “My pussy is soaking wet.”

“Mmm,” Lucas murmured, slipping his fingers under the crotch of her panties, her slippery juices coating them as he slid one deep inside her, feeling her clench around him and moan.

“Do you know what we do to little girls who can’t keep their panties dry?”

“What, Daddy?”

“We put them in diapers…”

On some level Hope was shocked, her face going bright red, suddenly humiliated… But those concerned thoughts drifted away as her trance swept her under once more, feeling Lucas’ thumb find her clit and tease it gently.

“You like diapers, don’t you, princess?”

“I love diapers, Daddy,” Hope replied, instantly and earnestly, breath hitching in her throat as Lucas fondled her stiff nub while his other fingers plunged in and out of her soaking pussy. “Ohhh, Daddy…”

“Roll onto your back,” Lucas commanded, as he slid his fingers out of Hope’s slick entrance.

She couldn’t even be upset as she obeyed him, the warm pleasure she got from following her Daddy’s commands washing over her once again. If Daddy wanted to touch between her legs, that was his choice - if he wanted to stop, that was up to him, too. Whatever choice Daddy made was the right one.

Laying, thighs spread on the bed, Hope watched with bated breath as Lucas opened their closet - and pulled out a diaper from a pack he’d hidden there.

Hope’s heart pounded. It was thick and crinkly, pure white, just like she’d always fantasized about. As deep as she was in her trance, her excitement and terror started low, but surged upwards again as Lucas walked over towards her, smiling wickedly… But one look in his eyes, and Hope was sucked under again.

Of course this was a good thing. Daddy wanted it. So Hope wanted it too, because Daddy told her to.

“Do you want me to put you in a diaper, babygirl?” Lucas asked, and Hope felt her body grow even more tingly and excited as she nodded.

“Yes please, Daddy!”

They both held their breath as Lucas peeled off her soaked undies, revealing her bare mound. Hearts pounding, Lucas unfolded the diaper uncertainly, slipping it underneath Hope’s backside…

It was so soft, softer than Hope had even fantasized about. She gulped, hands twitching at her sides as some of her usual doubt began to poke out, fearing what Lucas ‘really’ thought of her. Lucas looked up, seeing her conflicted expression, and smiled as he began to tape up the diaper.

“It’s okay to love your diapers,” he said, in the same soothing, monotone voice. “You’re Daddy’s babygirl, and you belong in nice… thick… diapers.”

As Lucas spoke, he taped Hope’s diaper up, wrapped snugly around her waist. She blushed as she peered down at it, but felt an overwhelming sense of peace and comfort.

“I belong in diapers…” she murmured, repeating Lucas’ words.

“That’s right,” Lucas said, as he began to rub her gently through the front of the diaper, soft padding grinding against her eager clit. “Because you’re a helpless babygirl, aren’t you? I bet you can feel all those naughty grown-up thoughts drifting away… I bet it’s getting harder and harder to think about anything but Daddy’s hand here, touching your princess parts, and how goood it feels to be in a thick diaper…”

Hope moaned, grinding herself against his hand. Slowly she felt those lingering adult thoughts being washed away, the world getting far smaller as she focused on how good it felt to have him touch her.

“You’re just a little baby,” Lucas urged. “And from now on, I want you to talk like my baby, and think like my baby. You love to be Daddy’s’ obedient little girl.”

“Yesh, Daddy,” Hope said softly, blushing as her words turned to mush in her mouth. “I tawk wike a baby...”

The hypnosis had dragged her under further than she ever thought possible, regressing her mind to that of a toddler - albeit a toddler who had the sex drive of an adult woman. She couldn’t worry any more - she was completely helpless and dependent on Lucas now, and she slid her thumb into her mouth, suckling quietly as she lay there, feeling Daddy’s naughty hand roam up and down her body.

Lucas was surprised how much of a turn-on it was to hear his adult girlfriend lisping like a toddler, but he found himself reaching down to undo his own trousers, pulling them down so his hard manhood stood firm and throbbing, tenting his boxer shorts. Lucas ground his length against the side of Hope’s crinkly hip, and she peered down with wide-eyed curiosity, blinking at it.

“Ooooo,” she said, after a moment. “Daddy’sh pokey!”

“Daddy’s very pokey,” Lucas confirmed, a growl in his voice. “Does my babygirl want to suck on Daddy’s pokeything like it’s a pacifier?”

“Yesh pwease, Daddy,” Hope said, eagerly getting onto her knees. “Ahhh!”

“No, no,” Lucas said, chuckling as he stood up off the bed to position Hope. “Lean your head over here… right, and prop yourself up… There we go! Who’s Daddy’s good widdle cockslut!”

“Me Daddy, me!” Hope replied, bouncing slightly, holding her upper body up as she leaned slightly off the edge of the bed, licking her lips as Lucas guided his manhood into her open mouth.

She eagerly wrapped her lips around his cocktip, suckling happy like it was a binky. Lucas moaned from the lewd sight as he looked down - his girlfriend, dressed in a thick diaper and t-shirt, looking up at him with wide innocent eyes as she suckled on his cock like a binky.

When Lucas put his hand on the back of her head and pushed her down, Hope was immediately compliant, moaning happily and vibrating his whole shaft as it slipped down her throat. Lucas’ hips rocked slowly, grunting, pleasure building in his balls, alternating between closing his eyes tightly from the intensity of the sensations, and opening them so he could look down at Hope’s bobbing head and thickly padded backside.

Lucas was just starting to really get into the blowjob, using Hope as his willing fucktoy as he yanked her happily squeaking head back and forth, when he noticed her squirming and shifting, tensing up and relaxing as if uncomfortable…

“Is something wrong, princess?” he asked, sliding his cock right out so just the tip was nestled in Hope’s cheek, stroking himself to stay hard.

“Daddyyy,” Hope replied, pouting. “I needta peeee….”

“Oh you do?” Lucas said, smirking. “Well… good babygirls pee in their diapers. You want to be a good babygirl, don’t you?”

“Yesh, Daddy,” Hope responded, sitting up on the bed.

Daddy had told her to do it, so it must be good. Hope sighed with relief as she felt Lucas’ hand move between her legs, feeling the warm wetness growing, as his other hand stroked his cock. It felt so good to do this…

“What are you doing, little one?” Lucas asked, smirking.

“I’m goin’ peepee in my diapee, Daddy!” Hope burbled, as she finally finished emptying her full bladder into the sodden padding. “All donesh!”

“Clever girl,” Lucas said. “Give me a kiss…”

As Lucas leaned down, crushing his lips against Hope’s, she kissed back with equal enthusiasm, albeit more childishly. Her clumsy tongue slid into Lucas’ mouth, and she moaned loudly as they made out, sloppily.

At last, Lucas pulled away, panting, grabbing Hope’s shoulders… And pushing her back onto the bed, making her squeal with surprise. Lucas climbed onto the bed, between her legs, pressing his firm shaft against the woman he’d turned into his helpless, diaper wetting slut. She giggled cutely as her Daddy ground against her wet diaper for his own pleasure, looking up at him with big eyes once more.

“Nmmf… Babygirl… What do you want Daddy to do? … T-tell Daddy honestly, what do you really want, deep down inside?”

Hope shivered, feeling the veil lifting slightly, all her own urges and desires bubbling to the surface suddenly. She knew what she wanted, but her inhibitions were gone, and as if commanded by an invisible force, words spilled out of her mouth - still in that same infantile tone - as her cheeks turned redder and redder.

“I wan’ Daddy to FUCK me! I wanna feel Daddy’sh big big pokeyfing right inside my pwincess partsh, wan’ him to rip off my soggywet diaper an’ plunge hish cock deeeeep in’o my babygirl pusshy!”

Lucas didn’t need any more prompting. He grabbed the front waistband of the warm, wet padding, pulling hard, tearing it open, exposing Hope’s pussy. It glistened with more than one kind of wetness, but Lucas didn’t waste time just looking.

They both gasped as Lucas’ cock plunged deeply into Hope’s slick canal, filling her with his throbbing thickness. They’d both been on edge for so long that they were both ready to go full-throttle, Hope gasping and moaning as she was fucked hard into the bed, her Daddy using her with all his might, hearing the squelching noises of his firm length plunging in and out of her.

Lucas couldn’t remember the last time he’d been this horny, Hope’s wanton but childish moans hitting his ears, sounding like a beautiful song of fuck as he pounded her, claiming her roughly. This fantasy was amazingly hot, Lucas the powerful Daddy, Hope his innocent but slutty babygirl, and he could tell from how she thrust her hips up to meet him it felt just as good for her, too.

Daddy was fucking Hope so hard! He felt so big, and he was so strong, and he kept shoving it in over and over! Hope whimpered and gasped happily, feeling the big-feelings getting closer and closer, noticing how quickly Daddy was moving now. Ooo she wanted to have cummies so bad, whimpering as every thrust in rubbed her special spot inside, Daddy’s hard thrusts coming faster and faster.

“Babygirl, nggh,” Lucas groaned. “I’m cl-close to cumming…”

“Pwease! Cum in my pussy, Daddy!” Hope begged, whimpering, and Lucas snarled, grabbing her thighs.

He frantically pounded her as she panted, eyes wide, surprised at his ferocity. Daddy’s movements had lost all their finesse, replaced by sheer, animal force, and as he ground against her g-spot over and over, Hope felt her own orgasm building, building, building…

“AHH! Daddy!!!” Hope cried out, her pussy clenching frantically as she orgasmed around Lucas.

It felt so good, so good, and even better when Lucas’ orgasm hit too, his thick length swelling up inside her, shooting hot cum deep into her pussy as she shuddered and milked him with her squeezing muscles. They moaned and shuddered, rocking as one as they rode out the powerful sensations, Hope feeling deeply, deeply fulfilled, in more than one way. She was being good for Daddy, and that was all she wanted.

Finally, their orgasms subsided, and Lucas rolled off of Hope, leaving her sticky and full of cum, legs spread wide. He lay on the bed, turning to smile at Hope lovingly…

But his diapered babygirl had a big, goofy smile on her face, and closed eyes - because she had fallen fast asleep the moment Lucas pulled out.

End.

Her Public ABDL Funishment 


Emily brushed her hair slowly in front of her vanity, pulling it into two bouncy pigtails with pastel purple ribbons that complimented the outfit laid out on her bed. 

Like always, her heart thudded giddily as she thought about the fun today would bring. On Saturdays, her boyfriend Tim was her Daddy - and she was his little girl. Together they enjoyed a lot of the same kinks... including some exhibitionism... 


Finished with her hair, Emily stood up, naked from the waist down, and picked up the checkered white and pink skirt she'd be wearing today. Emily slid the skirt on before her underwear, doing the zip up as she pulled it into place, before she grabbed the other item that had been laying beside it. 

A folded pink pull-up with a gamboling blue pony was ready for Emily to wear today. As she carefully unfolded it, listening to the rustling, Emily blushed slightly as she thought about what she was doing. 


Only big girls got to wear pull-ups, because they knew how to use the potty... But Emily didn't plan on being a big girl, today. As she stepped into the legholes of the rustling underwear, she breathed out slowly, focusing on imagining what could happen today. 

It was guaranteed she would use the pull-up and end up in diapers at some point. But everything else was up to her Daddy... And that was very exciting to Emily. 


Would he force her to wear 2 or 3 diapers at once, waddling around the house all day? Give her an enema and lock her in plastic pants? Emily shivered from the anticipation of not knowing, the safe kind of thrill you got from being on a rollercoaster... 

Shaking her head to clear it, Emily yanked the pull-up further up, until it caressed and cradled her smooth mound. Emily kept herself completely hairless from the neck down, 'baby smooth' as her Daddy called it. 

Gently, she tugged the pull-up fully into place, feeling the stretchy sides and thin padding snug against her. Biting her lip, Emily let her hand wander down between her legs, absently pressing the front of the pull-up against her crotch, while the other hand lifted her skirt. 

She looked up at the mirror, teeth still toying at her lip, and giggled softly. Like this, Emily looked much younger than her actual age. Even her light blue glasses seemed infantile with her current outfit, and it took some effort for her to tear herself away from staring at herself to focus on putting her socks on... 

*** 

"You ready, princess?" Tim asked as Emily bounced down the stairs a few moments later. "Are you wearing your special undies?" 

"Yes, Daddy," Emily replied, her cheeks going pink. 

To her squirmy delight, her Daddy ignored her reply, checking anyway. His strong, warm hand slipped up under Emily's skirt, drawing her closer, as he clumsily caressed her backside, running his fingers across the outer shell of her pull-up. 

"Good girl," Tim remarked, withdrawing his hand with a smile. "Sit on the stairs for Daddy so he can get your shoes on..." 

Emily sat down politely on the second to last step, offering her socked feet to her Daddy. He made her feel so delicate and precious, and as he slid one pink sneaker on, Emily's heart thudded happily once more. 

She watched him carefully pulling the laces taut, lacing them around carefully before he pulled them into a bow. Emily offered her other foot, and her Daddy took it with a smile, giving it a loving squeeze before he slipped that into the second shoe. 

Once Emily's sneakers were done up, her Daddy took her hand and pulled her upwards, doing one last pat down to make sure he had his wallet, keys, and everything else, before they headed out the door. 

"Where are we going today, Daddy?" Emily asked in her sweetest voice, as Tim buckled her into the front seat. 

"Just to get groceries, kiddo," Daddy replied, with a loving smile. "...If you're well-behaved at the store, I'll let you get a drink." 

"I'm always well-behaved, Daddy," Emily said, with a pout - that devolved into giggles as her Daddy gave her a look of loving doubt. "Okay... I'm mostly well-behaved." 

They both knew that the mundane chore of grocery shopping was just a front, a stage for the scene that was unfolding today. They did need groceries - but their ABDL kink could turn even a simple shopping trip into something thrillingly erotic, and it made Emily's hard sing, and her pussy wet. 

"Well, just remember that bad girls get punished," Daddy warned as he pulled out of their drive, the low tone of his voice making Emily shiver. "You don't want to be punished, do you?" 

"No, Daddy," Emily lied. "I'll be a good girl." 

Again, Tim smirked but said nothing. 

When they arrived at the grocery store, he parked and then turned to Emily, leaning over her to undo her belt. 


"Now, princess, I want you to remember that you're wearing a pull-up, and those are for big girls," he said firmly. "And what do big girls do when they need the potty?" 

"Umm... they ask to go, Daddy?" 

"That's right," her Daddy said, kissing her cheek gently. "I know you know to ask if you need to go. So remember that if you decide to be a naughty girl and wet yourself like a baby, there will be consequences." 

Emily nodded shyly, although those 'consequences' were exactly what she was counting on... Self-consciously, she gripped Tim's hand as he led her into the store through the sliding doors. 

"There's a bathroom right there," Daddy commented as they walked in. "Would you like to go use it, just in case?" 

It was a joke of a question, because they both knew Emily would refuse. But it would only make the scene more humiliating, make Emily seem even more childish and naughty when she did wet herself. 

"No, Daddy," Emily said. "I don't need to go right now. I promise." 

In truth, her bladder was already a little full, and she could definitely have used the toilet easily. But Emily smiled innocently up at her Daddy, and let him lead her to the cart, instructing her to hold onto it as they walked around the store. 

Grocery shopping was boring, but as she walked, Emily focused on the feeling of fullness inside her bladder. It slowly grew as they filled their cart, until eventually she knew she really needed to go. 

"Stay here, sweetheart," Daddy said, as he looked over at the deli counter. "I'm just going to go order something..." 

Obediently, Emily stayed where the cart was, holding onto it like a good girl... while having very naughty girl thoughts. 

Shuffling her feet slightly apart, Emily bit her lip and tried to force herself to relax, pushing slightly. As she did so, she felt a small spurt of urine squirting out from between her folds and into the thin padding of the pull-up, making her gasp softly. 

Now the seal was broken, Emily's fingers squeezed the cart handle as she slowly but steadily drained her bladder into the waiting absorbent zone between her legs. The liquid wasn't all absorbed at once, spreading across her crotch in a rapidly growing puddle, slowly soaking into the lining and swelling it with pee. 

Shivering, Emily focused on the relief of wetting herself right there, in a public place. Nobody knew the childish-looking woman in the middle of the store was pissing herself in public, it was a secret just for her, and she moaned gently as she felt her bladder finally empty. 

As she finished wetting it, Emily squeezed her thighs gently around the swollen pull-up. It had held, but now it was heavy and bulging with her pee, the warmth and wetness of her fresh urine squashed against her bare slit. 

Emily bit her lip, feeling like a naughty, dirty little girl. She longed to touch herself right then and there, but her Daddy was walking back over now. With a blush, Emily forced a smile, half hoping Daddy wouldn't notice she'd wet herself... half hoping he would. 

"Let's go," Tim said, apparently ignorant about the state of Emily's underwear. "We just need to pick up a few more things and then we can go." 

"Okay, Daddy," Emily said brightly, her chest still pounding as the scene went on. "Can we get ice cream?" 

"We can get one carton of ice cream," Daddy replied with a chuckle. "And that's a treat for after dinner only, okay?" 

Emily nodded vigorously. Secretly, she was beyond aroused, feeling her own urine squishing between her thighs with every step. It felt warm and naughty, reminding her of what a little girl she really was - and, she thought with a shiver, reminding her Daddy soon. 

*** 

As he promised, Daddy bought Emily a drink at the checkout. Emily chose a small container of iced tea, which she now held on her lap as they drove towards the gas station. 


The cold drink was very refreshing on the hot summer day, but as Emily gently sipped from it, all she could think about was how her bladder was slowly filling up more and more. The wetness squishing between her legs and against her backside was colder now, supposed to make a little girl feel like she needed to be changed... But Emily didn't want a change yet. 

"Alright, here we are," Tim muttered, undoing his seatbelt. "I'll just be a few minutes, princess. Be good while I'm gone." 

Emily nodded softly, taking another swig from her iced tea as she watched her Daddy get out of the car and walk around to the pumps. As she savored the sweet taste, Emily's eyes ran up and down her Daddy's sexy, masculine body, the one that claimed and possessed her every night... 

Squirming slowly in her seat, Emily felt the heat growing between her folds, slick and sticky with moisture that wasn't urine. With a shiver, she closed her eyes - and pushed out another small stream of pee into her pull-up. 

Sitting with her legs squeezed together, the urine was forced up and to the front of her slit, the slow river tickling her clit as it spilled out. Moaning, Emily spread her legs, feeling the hot yellow stream dribbling into the already soaked lining of the pull-up. 

The swollen undergarment was already full, so Emily immediately felt the wetness against her skin, dribbling down towards her backside as it looked for a place to go. Emily felt like she was sitting in a puddle now as she finished emptying her bladder once more, the liquid starting to slowly dribble out of the legcuffs. 

As she watched her Daddy pumping gas, Emily sat forwards, spreading the full, squishy pull-up out underneath her bottom... And forcing out the remaining unabsorbed pee. 

"Oops," she said with a giggle as she wriggled her bottom, wetness seeping out into her skirt and the seat below. "Daddy's gonna be mad..." 

Her face flushed, Emily gyrated her hips gently against the warm wet lining of the pull-up, feeling the sodden mass of squishy padding pressing up against the top of her slit, teasing her clit. She whimpered softly, biting her lip - as she noticed her Daddy coming back around to the front door of the car. 

"Well, that's all done," Tim said, with a smile... then he noticed Emily's bright red face. "...You okay, princess?" 

"Um, um, yes," Emily replied, the feeling of tension rising inside her. "I'm okay, Daddy." 

Again, Daddy ignored her answer, and Emily squeaked as he thrust his hand between her legs, pushing her skirt up. Her thighs were soaking wet, and he tutted in mock anger as he pushed his hand up further, forcing Emily's legs apart as he got closer to the pull-up itself. 

Once he did, Daddy firmly cupped the squishy crotch and pressed it hard against Emily's mound, eliciting a soft, desperate moan as she pressed her hips forwards to meet him. Urine ran once more down from the legcuffs, and Tim pulled his hand back, giving Emily an animalistic smirk as he looked her over. 

"Well, princess," he muttered. "It looks like you wet yourself like a little baby, instead of a big girl. That was very naughty, wasn't it?" 

"It was, Daddy," Emily agreed, shivering. 

"Do you remember what Daddy says happens to naughty little girls, baby?" Daddy asked as he drove a few feet into the gas station parking lot. Carefully and deliberately, he put the car into 'park', and looked at Emily, waiting for her response. 

Emily's chest felt like it might burst from how hard her heart was pounding. A giddy mix of fear and excitement raced through her veins as her Daddy parked the car, part of her dreading he might punish her right there - but part of her desperate for it. 

"Um... they get punished, Daddy?" Emily squeaked. 

"That's right," her Daddy said, with a wicked grin. "So get out of the car, and put your hands on the bumper. You're going to get a dozen swats with Daddy's hand, and then I'm taking you home to put you in a baby diaper, where you belong." 

"D-daddy, no!" Emily cried out, equal parts alarmed and excited. "I can't do-" 

"I wasn't asking, babygirl," Tim said, tutting. "Now get out, and do it." 

Inside, Emily could feel the war raging between parts of herself. This was so, so humiliating, and on one level she really didn't want to do this. Peering out through her window, she could only see a couple of people around, but this level of public embarrassment... It felt like too much. 

But that was what made it so arousing... Being forced to do something she'd never choose to do herself. With a brief shiver, Emily grabbed the doorhandle, and slowly made her way around to the back of the car. 

Her heart raced as she obediently took up the correct position, palms flat on the bumper. Emily trembled, peering sideways at her Daddy as he approached, her bottom stuck out. She could tell that some of the soaked pull-up was exposed already, but she had other things on her mind... 

"You know this is for your own good," Tim muttered, as he drew his hand back... And then brought it down firmly on Emily's soaked backside. 

"AH!" 


At the first hit, Emily yelped, jumping forwards a few inches as tears stung her eyes. Her Daddy's other hand reached underneath and tugged her backwards, putting her back in the correct position for another swat. 

Again Emily cried out, feeling her Daddy's broad hand slap her upper thighs. She whimpered in humiliation and shame, sensing eyes on her, feeling like everybody was watching her. 


More blows, sharply hitting her thighs and even the soaked pull-up itself, forcing out more urine from the back of her legcuffs, running down her legs behind. Emily's face was bright scarlet as she whimpered, enduring her spanking, those tears in her eyes spilling free. 

Her lower backside stung, almost as pink as her cheeks as her Daddy swatted her disobedient backside. Every swat sent a jolt straight between Emily's legs, and as she gasped and gulped her way through her punishment, she could feel her pussy growing slicker and slicker. 

By now she knew people were staring, the man who'd been pumping his gas when she got out gawping, dumbfounded as he saw an adult little girl being punished by her Daddy. Emily knew she was completely exposed, and as embarrassing as it was she could only focus on the stinging pain in her rump as her Daddy spanked her poor little backside. 

"Ah! Ah! Daddy!" Emily squealed, sobbing and whimpering as her rump took the brunt of the spanking. "I'm sowwee Daddy!" 

"Shhh, just a few more spanks," Tim muttered, stroking Emily's back gently to soothe her as she hiccuped and cried. "That's my good girl." 

Emily forced herself to nod, face red and splotchy and wet - another hard smack made the air crack and Emily squeal, and then Daddy brought down one more, leaving a glowing red handprint on Emily's bare upper thigh. 

"Good girl, good girl, all done," Daddy cooed, kissing Emily behind her ear as he leaned over her, lifting her skirt and tucking it in to show off her well-spanked, soaking backside. "Wait here for Daddy while he sorts out the front seat for you..." 

Cringing, Emily waited with her palms flat on the bumper again, the urine that had run down from the pull-up cooling on the back of her legs. The hot sun beat down on her bare skin as she listened to the sounds of Daddy leisurely opening the doors, moving a towel into the front seat for her. 

Cars rushed past on the road nearest the gas station, the noise of the world around her making Emily's face flush pink. Her bottom stinging, all she could think about was how exposed she was to the whole world, everybody seeing her as she really was - a naughty little girl in a soaking wet pull-up. 

At last, Tim finished laying the towel down in her seat, and led her over to the front door. Emily gratefully scampered forwards, hiding her face in her hands with a shy grin as her Daddy did up her seatbelt, and drove her home. 

*** 

Daddy didn't seem to be able to keep his hands to himself now. As they drove home, every time they stopped at a light or intersection he reached over and shoved his hand between her dripping thighs, rubbing the pull-up against her pussy. 

Emily squeaked and moaned, grinding herself against Daddy's hand, arousal inflamed by the spanking she'd received. Her mind still reeled from how public it was, leaving her completely exposed in front of anybody who walked by. 


Just as she felt like her excitement was reaching a peak, Tim yanked his hand away with a smirk, focusing on the road once more. 


"Dadddddyyy..." Emily whined, spreading her legs wantonly. "Don't tease!" 

"I'm driving, princess," Daddy said, with a chuckle. "Besides, you've been a naughty girl today. Do you really think you deserve to make cummies right now?" 

Flushing, Emily looked away, although there was a little smile on her lips. The idea of her big, strong Daddy controlling her orgasms made her feel even more aroused, completely his property to do with as he wanted. 

Biting her lip, she moved her hands down between her thighs, glancing over at Daddy to see if he was watching. Certain he was distracted, Emily pressed her soaking wet pull-up against her mound, whimpering and grinding herself against the swollen padding. 

Her eager movements made the pull-up rustle loudly, the towel bunching up under her backside as she hunched her hips needily. 


"Ah-h....AH!" 

Daddy had slapped Emily's hand away, with a frown. She pouted as she rubbed the back of her palm, crossing her arms across her chest. Apparently she'd have to wait until she was home to get those special good girl feelings... 

Once they got to the house, Emily could hardly wait to get indoors. She hopped out of the car and rushed into the house, but her Daddy stopped her before she headed upstairs, grabbing onto one side of the pull-up. With a grin, he pulled - and ripped the soaking wet pull-up off, making Emily squeak in surprise as her wet cunny was exposed, hairless and displayed to the world... and her Daddy's hungry stare. 

"Go upstairs," Daddy growled. "Wait for me on our bed. Do NOT touch yourself, do you understand, little one?" 

"Yes, Daddy," Emily replied, pouting. 'I'll be a good girl." 

As she headed up the stairs, every step seemed to jolt her eager, excited pussy. Groaning as she made it to the top of the stairs, Emily walked with her thighs crushed together towards the bedroom, the tension of her muscles making her clit throb between them. 

Laying down on the bed, Emily could feel her heart beating, her entire slit feeling like it was pulsing in time with the rhythm. She wanted so badly to reach down and play with herself, but she knew she shouldn't... Sighing, Emily screwed up her eyes, slowly pulling her knees up, spreading her thighs so she'd be completely exposed and available to Daddy as soon as he walked in. 

It felt so dirty to think about that... That she was an innocent little girl, waiting for her big, grown-up Daddy to come up the stairs... and do dirty things to her. Dirty things that she loved. Emily shivered, closing her eyes as she dwelled on the thought. 

Emily could hear Daddy downstairs, putting the shopping away. She whined needily, although she knew there was no way he could hear her from up here. Time moved slow as molasses as she waited there impatiently for him to finally arrive... Desperate for his touch on her body. 

At last, she heard the sound of her Daddy's footsteps on the stairs. Emily's heart skipped a beat as she sat up slightly, grinning as she finally saw Tim's face appear around the side of the door, pushing it open with a smile on his own face. 

"Daddy!" she squealed, throwing her arms open excitedly, as if she hadn't seen him in forever instead of just three minutes. 

"Princess!" Tim responded with the same amount of glee, leaping playfully onto the bed and snuggling Emily tightly. 

For the circumstances, it was a surprisingly chaste cuddle, and Emily sighed softly as she rubbed her head against her Daddy's chest, feeling safe and loved... 

The chasteness didn't last long however. With one arm still snuggling Emily close, Daddy's hand crept up her thigh, until one finger brushed her dripping slit. Emily gasped, spreading her legs submissively as her face went pink, allowing her Daddy to do as he wished with her. 

Tim ran his finger between Emily's folds, sliding up towards her clit but never quite touching it. Emily whimpered and gasped, pushing her hips upwards as Daddy slid his finger down towards her hole, probing at entering it... before he pulled back. 

"Well, it looks like you kept your promise, babygirl," he said, with a smirk. "Your little pussy isn't sticky enough for you to have cum.... Now, if you're a good girl and let Daddy diaper you without any fuss... Daddy might let you have a special treat." 

"What kind of treat, Daddy?" Emily said, eyes big and curious, although she was pretty sure she knew what Daddy meant. 


"The kind of treat only naughty, slutty little girls get," Tim replied with a wink, pulling a diaper from their closet. "Now lie back down for me, beautiful..." 

Obediently, Emily flopped backwards onto the bed, heart hammering in her chest as she spread her legs open once more. She watched as Daddy unfolded the diaper, lifting her rump to let it slide underneath. It felt like a soft cloud underneath her backside. 

"Hmm," Daddy said, peering between her damp thighs. "Looks like you're still a little wet down here..." 

Emily expected Tim to grab a packet of wipes or something. Instead, he crawled onto the bed, grabbing her thighs and spreading them with both hands. With wide, disbelieving eyes, Emily gawped as her Daddy lowered his tongue to the wetness still remaining from earlier, the rivulets of urine that had run down and started to dry. 

Emily gasped softly, feeling like electricity was tingling on the surface of her skin as Daddy's tongue ran across her inner thighs, licking her clean. This felt beyond taboo, her boyfriend, her Daddy cleaning away her golden piss using his own mouth. 

"Ohhh, Daddy," Emily moaned, fingers gripping the comforter as he moved higher up, taking his time as he carefully licked her outside labia, tongue running smoothly across her bare skin. "Please... more..." 

Daddy breathed out hard through his nose, but didn't otherwise respond, focusing himself completely on the task. Now his lips and tongue moved closer, teasing at spreading her folds, running up from the bottom of her slit to the very top. Emily whimpered, pushing her hips forwards excitedly, as her Daddy's tongue slipped deep between her folds... 

In one swift motion, he pushed his slippery pink tongue upwards firmly, swiping hard across Emily's stiffened clit. She squealed, bucking her hips upwards... And then Tim pulled his tongue quickly back out, leaving her panting and unfulfilled, body still teetering on the edge of a climax that wouldn't come. 


With a grunt of frustration, Emily threw her head back, pouting as she felt Daddy pulling her diaper up between her thighs. The tapes were soon pulled into place, and Emily's ears perked as she heard one, two, three, four being done up, looking up eagerly. 

Her Daddy wasn't standing at the end of the bed, though - and when Emily turned her head to the side to see where he was, he was right beside her... 

Holding her big pink wand vibrator, and smirking. 

"So, babygirl? Do you want your special treat?" 

Emily nodded harder than she ever had in her life, scrambling backwards, thighs spread wide, diaper thick and crinkling between her legs. 

As the wand was clicked on, Emily jerked instinctively before it even touched her, watching it come closer and closer to her padded crotch. She whimpered, pushing her hips softly against the air, as it slowly approached, heart in her mouth from eager desperation... 

"Ahh! Ah! Daddy!" Emily gasped as Tim suddenly thrust the vibrator hard against the thick padding of the diaper, aiming it exactly towards where he knew her clit was nestled. "Ohhh Daddy please! More!" 

Emily's hips ground her desperately against the stimulation, smushing her slippery pussy up against the dry puffiness of the diaper. The strong vibrations spread out across her mound, directing the strongest pulses towards her stiff, needy clit. 

"That's my good girl, good princess," Daddy muttered with a grin on his face, stroking the buzzing head up and down on the outside of the padding, waves of pleasure making Emily's thighs quiver. "You love being a diapered slut for Daddy, don't you?" 

"Y-yes! Yes, Daddy, I'm your naughty little girl!" Emily squeaked and gasped, back arched in sheer bliss as she humped desperately at the vibrator pressed up against her dripping slit, her clit throbbing and pulsing in time with the vibrations. "Oh, Daddy, please let me cum, I'm gonna cum! I need it!" 


"Cum for Daddy, princess!" Tim commanded, pushing the vibrator in hard, holding it firmly in one spot as Emily worked herself harder and harder against it, a panting, whimpering mess, desperate for release. 

"Oh Daddy, Oh DADDY!" 


Emily's voice wobbled with passion, as she squealed and humped and felt the tension building between her thighs, the pleasure building to a head rapidly. She was Daddy's girl, Daddy's slutty little diaper wearer, humping and grinding against her pampers, so close, so close... 

"OHH! Mmmf! nggh!" 


Emily grunted and gasped as she was hit full-force with a hard orgasm, her clit exploding with juicy pleasure as her pussy squeezed and pulsed in time to her heartbeat. She quivered all over, hips bucking wildly as Daddy held the vibrator right in place as she rode it out. 

Nothing had ever felt that good in that moment, and Emily's mouth was open wide in an expression of sheer bliss, whimpering and gasping as she felt the waves of climax wash over her again and again. 


Tim watched with a smile as his adult babygirl brought herself to a sticky finish at his hand, holding the vibrator firmly as he watched her thrashing slow, her hips eventually dropping as she panted, all worn out from her thrilling climax. 

"Ahh... s-sensitive," she managed to mumble weakly, flopping her hand in the vague direction of the vibrator. 


Daddy flicked the switch and pulled it away, and Emily sighed and sagged, sinking into the comfy bed. A moment later, and Daddy joined her, wrapping his arm around her from behind, kissing the back of her neck adoringly. 

"I love you, babygirl," he muttered, as she lay there, blissfully embraced by him and the afterglow. 

"Love you too, Daddy," Emily replied instantly - already wondering what naughty things they'd get up to together next time... 

 End. 

Hypnotised into Diapers by his Wife

Mrs. Yolanda Moody was tired of her husband’s controlling, miserly behavior. Married for a decade, he still insisted on checking each and every receipt to see how much she’d spent whenever she went out. It was impossible to buy him Christmas presents - he would demand to know, in detail, what every one of the charges on their shared account were.

It was especially ridiculous because they were extremely wealthy - Yolanda and her husband, Larry, lived in a 5 bedroom house with a shiny new car each, and had a maid and gardener who kept their house and yard clean. Why Larry liked to fuss and fight her over every measly penny was a mystery to Yolanda, and frankly, she didn’t think she could put up with it much longer. It was downright humiliating having to justify every little expense to her husband, like she was a little girl borrowing Daddy’s credit card.

So Yolanda had come up with a plan.

Larry was a heavy smoker, as were many of the other CEOs and powerful businessmen he associated with. For years he’d been trying to quit, trying every pill, patch and gum on the market… but he could never quite kick it.

By coincidence, the other week Yolanda had caught an episode of a tv show espousing the medical benefits of hypnosis. Of course, she had heard hypnosis recordings could be used to help curb smoking cravings, but until that day, she’d never thought about potential… other applications of it.

Yolanda had been researching her plan for a while now, finding people willing to do what she needed… for the right amount of money. She just needed a good excuse - but helping Larry quit smoking once and for all seemed like something he might go for…

***

“Dear?” Yolanda said to her husband one night, looking up from her laptop. “I found something on here I think might be useful.”

“Mm?” Larry replied, not taking his eyes off the newspaper. “What is it?”

“Well, you know how you’re always trying to quit smoking?” Yolanda began, trying not to sound nervous. “I’ve found a website that makes custom hypnosis tapes to help. You listen to them every night - and eventually you stop even craving a cigarette.”

Larry finally peered over the top of his paper.

“Are you sure those really work?”

“Oh yes,” Yolanda said, nodding vigorously. “I just saw a segment on them on Great Day, USA the other day. They’re scientifically proven.”

“Hmmm,” Larry said, thinking. “...How much.”

Yolanda swallowed. This would be the hard part. Finding a fetish hypnotist willing to make a completely custom set of recordings to do what she wanted, with such extreme effects… Well, the recordings certainly weren’t going to be cheap! Trying to keep her voice level as if it were a perfectly reasonable price, Yolanda smiled and responded:

“$350, dear.”

Larry sputtered, throwing his paper down.

“$350?! For some blasted recordings?”

“They’re custom, dear,” Yolanda hurriedly explained. “100% guaranteed to work, and completely tailored to you.”

Larry continued to look at her suspiciously, his eyes narrowed. His lips almost pouted, and Yolanda had to suppress a giggle at his almost childlike expression. How amusing, given her plans for him...

“You’re paying for the best quality,” Yolanda added. “Unless you’d like something… cheaper?”

As much as Larry hated spending his money, something he hated even more was the suggestion he’d accept anything less than the best. Scowling, he snatched his paper back up, and Yolanda knew she’d won.

“Fine. Fine,” Larry said, exasperatedly. “But they had better work, or I will write a strongly worded letter of complaint.”

“I know, dear,” Yolanda replied placatingly, internally grinning with delight as she began filling out the form for her custom recordings.

Within two weeks, she’d have Larry listening to them day and night, and slowly turning into her dependent little baby boy. Originally, she’d thought about just hypnotising him to let her do what she wanted with their money, but when she saw the ‘ABDL’ option, she instantly wanted that, too. What could be better than making the man who’d treated her like a little girl all these years into a little boy?

They’d never had kids. It was something they’d planned at first, but now approaching their 50s, Yolanda didn’t think it would ever happen. Didn’t she deserve someone to spoil and pamper of her own?

Humming cheerfully, Yolanda clicked the ‘buy now’ option, already looking forward to her new life with her new baby boy.

***

“Are you sure this is going to work, Yolanda?”

Two weeks later, the recordings had been emailed to Yolanda, and she’d eagerly loaded them onto a MePod for Larry to listen to while he slept. Now he was dressed in his silk pajamas, holding one earbud in his hand, while the other nestled snugly in his ear, looking a little apprehensive at the thought of being hypnotised.

“Yes, I’m sure,” Yolanda said, smiling. “Don’t worry. And if it doesn’t work, we can just ask for out money back, can’t we?”

There was, in fact, no ‘money back’ guarantee on the site - but then again, Yolanda hoped Larry wouldn’t care about things like that if the recordings worked successfully. She kissed his cheek, and then settled down in bed, yawning as she turned out the light.

“Good night, dear,” she said. “Have pleasant dreams.”

“Mm…” Larry grumbled uncertainly.

He put the other ear bud in, and pressed ‘play’, settling down in bed. Almost instantly, a gentle woman’s voice started in his ear:

“Hello. Today we’re going to help you… embrace and accept your true self… To begin, I’m going to slowly help you enter trance…”

As the woman led him through the induction portion of the recording, Larry found himself slowly drifting off to sleep…

***

The next day, Larry got up, stretching as he climbed out of bed, wondering where Yolanda was… After a moment he decided she must already be awake, perhaps cooking breakfast…

A second later, Larry suddenly realised the first thing he thought about hadn’t been cigarettes. Of course, now he thought of it, he was craving one - but usually he craved one the instant his eyes open.

Strangely, his first thought had been about Yolanda. That hadn’t happened since they were both young. Larry pulled a cigarette out of the packet next to his bed, and opened the window, preparing to blow the smoke out of it. Baby steps, baby steps…

***

Five minutes later, Larry was downstairs in his pajamas, delighted to be greeted by a plate of bacon, sausage and eggs, and a piping hot cup of coffee. He wasn’t usually affectionate, but he kissed Yolanda’s cheek and squeezed her hand as she passed him, before he started eating.

As it was a Saturday, he didn’t have to work today, but he still planned to organize some meetings with business acquaintances of his. It paid to always be networking, he’d learned.

Larry had just finished his breakfast, when he felt a warm liquid spreading across his groin. At first he thought he must have spilled some lukewarm coffee onto his lap, but as he looked down between his legs, he was horrified to realise he was emptying his bladder all over his seat - without even knowing it!

He felt he was completely frozen in place, unable to say or so anything but gawp, wide-eyed as he continued to wet himself, a wet patch spreading over the crotch and thighs of his pajamas. Urine trickled down off the edge of his chair, dribbling on the floor. Finally, his body seemed to be done, and Larry bit his lip worriedly at the thought he was losing control of his bodily functions in such a dramatic way.

“Are you alright, dear?” Yolanda asked from the doorway as she came back in.

Larry looked up like a deer caught in headlights, and she hurried over.

“What’s hap- oh, my!” Yolanda clapped a hand to her mouth - mostly to cover her smile - and then gently rubbed Larry’s back. “Did you have an accident?”

“Y-yes,” Larry agreed, embarrassed to hear it described that way. “I suppose I did…”

“I bet you just fell asleep for a moment,” Yolanda suggested. “And your body thought you were sitting on the toilet. It’s no big deal.”

Larry tried to smile, but he found his face frowning and… were those tears on his cheeks? He sniffled, childishly. He never cried… but he felt bad for wetting himself. He felt… naughty.

“Don’t worry, lovey,” Yolanda said, cuddling him gently. “You’re not in trouble. Just pop upstairs and get washed in the shower, and we’ll get you in some new clothes.”

Somehow that made Larry feel much better, as if Yolanda’s reassurance had taken away all his shame and feelings of naughtiness. As she urged him upstairs in his wet pajamas, he thought nothing of it - until he realised how strange the interaction had been, him nearly in tears, being comforted by his wife, when he was usually the stoic, unemotional man of the house.

“You’re going soft, old man,” he teased himself, as he stepped into the shower. “Soon she’ll be running around with your credit card, buying whatever she pleases…”

He laughed at the very idea as he washed himself off.

***

After getting out of the shower, Larry shaved, and then got dressed in a clean, pressed pair of pants and a button up shirt. He still felt his cheeks flush as he remembered his earlier accident, but he tried to put it out of his mind.

...Actually, that was strangely easy to do, Larry realised with a little alarm. And then, suddenly, that thought was drifting away too, as if it had never been there.

Larry got halfway across the room before he wet himself again. It was much less this time, but it still seemed as if his entire bladder had emptied all over his new clothes.

“What the fuck!” Larry muttered at himself, staring down at the wet patch on the crotch of his trousers. “Why is this happening!”

He knew he hadn’t wet himself at all in the shower. It had only happened as soon as he put his new pants on. Larry’s eyes burned again, and he whimpered, realising he was crying, Humiliated, he pulled off his trousers and underwear, and returned to the bathroom, sitting down on the toilet.

He was determined to squeeze out every last drop of urine before he put some new clothes on. Larry must have sat there for 10 whole minutes, tensing and pushing, relaxing, trying to empty his bladder completely once and for all.

What was so strange again now was that he could definitely feel when he was urinating. Then why couldn’t he tell when it ended up in his pants?! Embarrassed, Larry finally left the bathroom, quickly picking out a second pair of pants and underwear. He waited a few moments before heading downstairs, to make sure he didn’t wet himself instantly.

He’d decided not to mention his second accident to Yolanda when he arrived downstairs. She would only worry, the silly woman.

“Feel better, dear?” Yolanda asked, smiling as she poured him another cup of coffee. “Will you be spending today in your office.”

“Yes, thank you,” Larry replied briskly, taking the cup of coffee. “To both things. I’ll see you later, dear.”

“Alright,” Yolanda said, smirking as he turned and walked away.

Larry hadn’t noticed it yet - but Yolanda could see the tiniest wet spot already forming on the crotch of his pants.

***

Larry couldn’t understand why this kept happening.

Soon after sitting down in his office chair, he’d realised with a sinking feeling that his thighs were suddenly completely soaked with urine. Worse, he’d peed himself without even realising - again! He’d been as secretive as he could when he tiptoed upstairs to change his clothes for the third time, hoping it would also be the final time.

Larry was horribly ashamed, sneaking around like a little boy with wet pants, but he was also deeply humiliated at the idea of his wife finding out. His fragile ego was easily damaged, and it wouldn’t do to have his woman know that he couldn’t help wetting himself like a toddler all of a sudden...

The next accident happened while he was smoking, actually. Larry didn’t realize until he was outside with a cigarette between his fingers that he had only had two so far that day - usually by this time he was on his fifth or sixth cigarette, and when he wasn’t smoking he was fantasizing about smoking. Those tapes were really working…

“Oh for fuck’s sake!” he groaned, as he felt himself letting go again, urine running down his legs and into his socks. “What the fuck is going on…”

Larry stormed back into the house, stubbing his cigarette out on the wall. He was about to head upstairs - when he walked right into his wife.

Yolanda raised an eyebrow, and Larry watched with horror as her eyes slowly drifted down…

To his sopping wet pants.

Whimpering, Larry stumbled backwards, suddenly embarrassed and afraid for some reason. The thought that he was ‘in trouble’ flitted through his mind, making him frown. Why was he thinking like that?

“Oh dear, did you have another accident, baby?” Yolanda asked, her voice sympathetic - but she seemed to be smirking, too. “Let’s get that taken care of…”

Larry didn’t know why, but as soon as Yolanda called him ‘baby’ he felt his mind go blank. Suddenly it was hard to even think, and without even really noticing, he found himself taking one plodding step after the other up the stairs, until he ended up in their bedroom. Larry furrowed his brow, shaking his head to clear it.

“...I wet myself,” he said, as if remembering.

“Mmmhmm, you did,” Yolanda said, undoing Larry’s pants without even waiting for his permission.

Usually he’d have protested, but in his dazed state, Larry merely spread his legs, allowing her to pull down his wet trousers and underwear. His face flushed as he was exposed, not for any erotic purpose, but to change his wet clothes, like he was a little boy who couldn’t control his bladder yet.

“Lay down on the bed,” Yolanda commanded, and without even thinking, he obediently complied, looking up at her shyly.

This wasn’t like him, he mused, without making any effort to change it. He was always in charge, especially in the bedroom. Now it seemed like it was right for Yolanda to take control. It no longer brushed up against his testosterone-fueled ego, anyway, and he watched as she pulled open the closet.

“Now, honey,” she began, a touch of nervousness in her voice. “I’ve been thinking… Since you seem to have so much trouble keeping your pants dry… Maybe we should put one of these on you?”

With a flourish, Yolanda pulled out a thick adult diaper. Larry’s jaw dropped as he stared in disbelief at it. He might have been feeling more pliable today, but that was just too far… And when and where did she get those diapers anyway? Larry felt his mind fog as he tried too hard to think about that, so he shook his head, focusing on the diaper itself.

“Not on your life, Yolanda,” he said, setting his jaw and glaring at the crinkly undergarment. “What do you think I am, a baby?”

Yolanda’s smile only grew, and Larry found himself staring at it, entranced… before he blinked, looking away in shame.

“You’re my baby,” she said, softly. “...Anyway… Wouldn’t it be better than wet pants?”

“I’m… I’m not going to wet myself any more,” Larry insisted, but he sounded unconvinced.

“Dear, I’ve seen the piles of wet clothes in the hamper,” Yolanda said, reproachfully. “Now I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to insist. I can’t have you ruining all your trousers.”

Larry felt like he should protest - but it felt like he couldn’t find the words. Instead, his mouth formed a thin line, and he watched nervously as Yolanda approached him, unfolding the thick diaper that would soon be underneath him. He lifted his rear obediently, allowing her to slide it under.

“Aw, don’t look so grumpy, buddy,” Yolanda said, chuckling. “Here… let me show you how nice being put in diapers can feel…”

Larry looked down in surprise as his wife began stroking his limp cock into hardness. They rarely had sex nowadays, and especially never with Yolanda initiating. He wasn’t about to complain though, grunting enthusiastically as his length stiffened in her hand. His hips rolled up to meet Yolanda’s hand as she stroked him up and down, giving his cock a little kiss before she climbed onto the bed, hitching up her skirt.

“Does baby want to play naughty games?” she asked, grinning, pulling her panties aside to rub her moist slit on his throbbing length.

Larry swallowed, confused by the strange wording but understanding the meaning behind them loud and clear. He nodded, and then shuddered, gasping as she lowered herself onto him, impaling herself on his achingly hard cock. The diaper rustled underneath him as she began to slide up and down, clenching her vaginal muscles deliberately to squeeze and massage his length as it pushed in and out of her.

“OH! What a big, big baby!” Yolanda panted, as she rode him.

Never before had she been so enthusiastic during sex, but now she really gave it her all, her hips working, her breathing heavy from sheer exertion as well as the building pleasure. She moaned with her own pleasure as Larry felt his stiff cock being buried again and again in her invitingly wet pussy.

“D-does baby like his diaper change?” she asked, moaning, and Larry felt compelled to nod furiously as she looked down at him, the wet sounds of vigorous sex filled the air as they both humped and ground towards what was sure to be an explosive climax.

Never a particularly attentive husband, Larry nonetheless noticed that Yolanda was acting strangely, but as she bounced up and down on his erection, he moaned, eyes rolling back in his head as he found himself unable to focus on that thought from the sheer pleasure building in his groin. He could feel himself swelling in Yolanda’s slick canal, grunting as his hips pushed hard up into her.

“Nmmf, is baby gonna make stickies? Ri-right inside Mo- inside me, hm?”

“Y-yes! Oh god, ngh, Yolanda, I’m going to c-cum!”

“Yes! DO IT, baby boy!”

She bore down with her muscles, squeezing him as her hips slammed down, filling her entire passageway with her husband’s cock. With a helpless moan, Larry orgasmed, throbbing inside Yolanda as he climaxed. He felt himself spurt into her, more than he had in a long time, grunting with every jet of cum that left his cock.

Moaning, he slowly rode out his orgasm, panting as he came down from the mountaintop he’d been riding up to. Yolanda sedately rocked her hips a few more times, and then dismounted, pulling her underwear neatly over her well-used pussy.

“What a clever boy,” she cooed, as she pulled up the front of Larry’s diaper while he couldn’t protest.

Panting, Larry looked down as his manhood was covered up by the thick padding, gulping as he felt it being done up, snugly.

He had no idea this was the beginning of the end for him.

***

That night, Larry slept in his diapers with his earbuds in, the hypnosis recording playing on. He woke up wet, unsurprisingly, but had no craving at all for a cigarette. In fact, he wasn’t even thinking about cigarettes, until he thought about how much he wasn’t thinking about cigarettes… And surprisingly even that didn’t make him want one, not really.

“Those tapes are definitely working, dear,” he said to Yolanda, who was just starting to stir. “Would you mind… ahem…”

Larry gestured to his soggy diaper, waiting for her to change him. Somewhere, he was dimly aware that this was unusual, but he easily brushed the thought away. She was supposed to change his diapers, wasn’t she? That was what a M… a wife was for, after all.

“Ohh,” Yolanda replied, yawning. “Of course, baby.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” Larry replied - and then froze, his cheeks going bright red as he realised what he just said.

“S-sorry, I don’t know why I called you that,” he said, uncomfortably, his face flushed with humiliation. “I, um, I…”

“It’s okay, sweetie,” Yolanda said reassuringly, smiling as she slid a pack of wipes over. “You can call me ‘Mommy’ if you like.”

Larry instantly relaxed. Yes, that felt right. Why hadn’t he been calling her ‘Mommy’ all along? She was in charge, after all, they both knew that. Larry smiled shyly as his Mommy untaped his diaper, wiping him clean. He whimpered a little at the cold wipes, helpfully lifting his bottom to release the used diaper.

“Such a good boy!” Yolanda said, smiling as she praised him. “Let’s get a fresh diapee on you.”

“Okay, Mommy,” Larry responded instantly, lifting his rear. He barely noticed that the diaper was cutely patterned all over until it was under his bum, but he frowned profusely when he did.

“What’s wrong, honey?” Yolanda asked, as she taped the diaper up. “Are you hungry?”

Larry shook his head, and then considered, nodding a little.

“Maybe, Mommy,” he replied. “But… this diaper is different. It has pictures on.”

“They’re cute pictures!”

“...It makes it look like it’s for babies…”

Yolanda looked into Larry’s eyes firmly. He felt pinned by her gaze, heart thumping as his wife looked at him with a burning intensity he didn’t feel he could turn away from.

“Larry, listen to me,” she said, softly but insistently. “Mommy knows best. You always like what Mommy chooses for you, don’t you?”

Larry blinked, physically feeling things rearranging in his mind. Yes… That was right… He remembered now. Mommy was always right. Mommy said these diapers were good, so they were good…

“Yes, Mommy. I do.”

Yolanda grinned evilly as she pulled up Larry’s pajamas once more, walking him downstairs to the kitchen.

***

Yolanda couldn’t believe how well these recordings were working. In just two days she had her husband wearing and wetting diapers, and calling her ‘Mommy’ without even thinking about it. She’d been nervous when he’d pointed out the patterns on them, but just as the woman who made the files claimed, Yolanda just had to look into his eyes and slowly remind him that ‘Mommy is always right’.

When that had worked… Yolanda had been over the moon. She didn’t want to push it too much for now, though, so she just cooked Larry some pancakes for breakfast. As he cut them up and ate them, she watched, smiling as she imagined how in just a few weeks he’d be wearing a bib, opening his mouth obediently to allow his ‘Mommy’ to spoon mushy food into it.

“Enjoying your breakfast, sweetie?” she asked, wanting to hear him call her ‘Mommy’ again.

“Yesh, Mommy,” Larry replied, his mouth full of pancake. “It’s very nice.”

Taking control of her miserly, petulant husband and turning him into her obedient baby boy sent shivers down Yolanda’s spine, and she was amazed at just how easy it was so far. Between her legs, her slit moistened slightly as she thought about how she was the one with the power now, certain that she could get Larry to do anything she wanted as long as she didn’t overplay her hand.

Speaking of which… maybe now breakfast was finished, it was time to test out the reason she originally decided to hypnotize her husband…

“Larry, darling?” Yolanda began, trying to keep her voice cool and confident - the woman who sold her the recordings had said that would help.

“Yes, Mommy?”

“I’m going to go shopping, I think,” she said. “I’ll need your card.”

“Oh,” Larry said.

Yolanda felt sweat beading on her forehead as she watched her husband furrowing his brow, as if trying to work something out. It was as if he knew usually he would have objected, but he was no longer physically able of saying anything that went against his ‘Mommy’.

“...Okay,” he finally said. “It’s on my desk, in my wallet.”

“Good boy,” Yolanda said, smiling. “And what’s the pin number?”

She saw Larry twitch uncomfortably, as if her request caused him slight discomfort - but after a moment, he obediently blurted the number out:

“It’s 8932, Mommy,” he said, hurriedly, looking to her as if seeking approval.

“Good, very good,” Yolanda replied, sliding an arm around Larry’s chest and kissing the top of his head gently. “That’s my clever boy.”

She felt him relax in her arms, the tension that had been building while she asked for his card and pin number fading away almost instantly. Larry sighed and relaxed, gently nuzzling against Yolanda for a few moments, before she pulled away.

“Well, I’ll see you later, sweetie. Be a good boy for Mommy!”

And with that, she left her husband home alone, thickly diapered and wondering why his head was still spinning.

***

Larry woke up in a panic the next day, knocking his earbuds out.

It was morning, and it was… It was… Larry groaned in frustration as he tried to focus, feeling his thoughts slipping just out of reach.

...Monday! It was Monday…

What did that mean?

Larry wasn’t sure, but he knew he was supposed to go somewhere, or do something… but what? He couldn’t work it out… Naturally, he started to whimper softly, and then cry. Where was his Mommy… His Mommy would fix this.

***

Yolanda heard her once proud husband’s pathetic mewling from down the hall, and chuckled as she walked back down to her bedroom. Yes, her ‘baby boy’ definitely looked a sight now, with a thick diaper bulging under his clothes, and tears streaming down his face.

As Larry saw her, he raised his arms, whimpering, beckoning for a hug. He needed his Mommy, and Yolanda was only too happy to oblige, wrapping her arms around him in a hug.

“Mommy, I have to go!” Larry whined, tearfully. “It’s important!”

Yolanda had to suppress a chuckle. It was honestly hilarious to see him whining and fussing like a baby, not even able to fully understand the adult life that was slowly slipping away from him now.

“Go where, baby?” she asked, patiently.

Larry tried hard to think… so hard… But he couldn’t remember. Failing that, he groaned, kicking his feet impatiently.

“GO,” he insisted, firmly. “I havta go to the place!”

“Ohhh,” Yolanda said, smiling. He meant work, of course. So funny the things his mind was clinging onto, even if he could no longer understand them.

“Larry, sweetie, Mommy took care of that, okay?”

It was true - earlier that day, Yolanda had penned an email to Larry’s company, announcing his surprise early retirement from active working, and declaring his successor (a nice young man Yolanda happened to think was rather cute, from when she’d met him at company picnics). With all the money Larry had still, Yolanda didn’t think they’d even notice a difference in lifestyle.

“You did?” Larry asked, hopefully. Mommy fixing things made his head feel better. Made him feel calmer and safe.

“I did, baby boy,” Yolanda replied, snuggling him gently as she sat on the bed. “Remember you never have to worry about anything like that again. Mommy’s fixed it all.”

“Mommy’s fixed it all,” Larry repeated slowly, giggling - actually giggling! - as Yolanda kissed him on the lips.

Suddenly Larry stiffened, going bright red, and looking away from Yolanda’s face.

“What’s wrong?”

Larry mumbled something.

“I’m sorry, sweetie?”

“...I did a potty in my diaper,” Larry said, shamefully.

Yolanda smiled patiently. When she’d ordered the recordings, she’d been told repeatedly that often people had the hardest time letting go of their potty training, and to expect Larry to be ashamed and shy about using his diapers, especially by accident, for a long while.

“That’s okay, baby,” she said. “You’re wearing a diaper. How about we get you changed, hm?”

Sullen and red-faced, Larry nodded softly, laying back down on the bed, as Yolanda marveled at the change in him. Like a big, squishy teddybear now, he pouted as he looked up at his ‘Mommy’, waiting for her to change his soggy diaper.

***

Larry lay back shyly, waiting for his Mommy to change him. He felt all confused inside, and a little scared, and it was also making his thingy stiff, for some reason.

Larry knew it was naughty to wet himself, and not use the potty, but he didn’t know how he knew that… and Mommy was telling him it was okay, and changing him, which only made him more confused. If it was naughty, shouldn’t she be telling him off?

“Let’s see what’s in here,” Mommy teased as she untaped the diaper. “OH! What’s this?”

Covering his face with his hands, Larry smiled bashfully as he felt Mommy’s eyes on his stiff peepee. That was definitely naughty, but maybe it was an okay sort of naughty, if Mommy was doing it? Again, Larry found he couldn’t think about it too hard… Instead, he whimpered as Mommy wiped him, seeming to pay extra attention to his shaft, stroking the wipes up and down his throbbing length.

“Ahh… that feels good, Mommy,” he said, rocking his hips needily.

“Does it now?” Mommy replied, removing the used diaper and slipping a new one under his bottom. “Well now, if you’re good, I’ll let you make stickies in your diapers.”

Larry frowned. In his diaper? Last time he remembered he’d made stickies inside… inside… inside Mommy! That had felt really good.

“I wanna make stickies in Mommy,” he said, pouting.

“Not today, baby boy,” Yolanda chided, leaning over to look in his eyes. “Besides… You love your diapers, don’t you? Mommy says her baby boy loves his diapers…”

Larry felt his member twitch, and he nodded suddenly, realizing it was true.

“Yes, Mommy,” Larry said, gasping as he felt the diaper being done up snugly, the padding pressing against his erection. “Mmf… Baby loves his diapers.”

Obligingly, Mommy wrapped her hand around the big shape of Larry’s thingy, which made the diaper bulge at the front. She squeezed hard, making Larry moan, as she began to rub her hand up and down, enjoying how his toes curled and his breath hitched desperately.

***

Larry humped obliviously against Yolanda’s palm as she stroked him through the diaper. He whimpered and bit his lip, needily thrusting against her, looking up at her desperately. He didn’t seem to know or care that less than a week ago his idea of ‘bedroom fun’ was rolling around on top of Yolanda, grunting in alpha male style as he ‘claimed’ her.

Now he meekly accepted the handjob through a diaper, even pushing hard against the padding to feel more of it. Yolanda grinned as she rubbed more and more firmly, just to see him gasp and pant, hips rolling frantically up to stroke his shaft against her through the diaper.

“Oh Mommy!” he moaned. “It feels so good Mommy!”

“Is baby going to make stickies?” Yolanda asked, her hand still stroking the throbbing length of her husband - now her baby boy.

“Yes Mommy! Baby’s gonna make stickies in his diapers!” Larry said desperately, obviously overwhelmed, hips pumping eagerly as his hands balled into fists, he grit his teeth, focusing on what Mommy was doing, on his diapers, on what a good boy he was…

“Nn nn NGH!” Larry growled as he came, cum flooding into his diaper in thick gouts. He moaned, trembling as he rocked against his Mommy’s hand, feeling his orgasm go on and on for a few moments longer, before dying away, leaving him panting and his shaft sensitive and softening.

“Ohhh, good boy!” Yolanda said, kissing his forehead. “Someone made a lot of stickies, didn’t they?”

“Yuh… huh,” Larry replied, still breathing unevenly. “...I love you, Mommy…”

He yawned widely, and Yolanda ‘d’aww’ed at it. Larry definitely made a much cuter baby than a husband…

“Well, I love you too, cutie,” she said, smiling as she slid a finger into the cuff of his diaper, adjusting it so his now-flaccid length was pointing down.

“How about you get a little more sleep, darling?” Yolanda asked softly, as she pulled the covers back over Larry, sliding the ear buds back in. “I’ll come get you in an hour, that’s a good boy.”

“Okay Mommy,” Larry said, smiling like a cherub. “Night night.”

“Night night, baby,” Yolanda whispered.

Yolanda watched Larry obediently close his eyes as she hit the ‘play’ button, smirking as the soothing, corrupting influence of the hypnosis recording leaked into his ears and seeped into his brain, reminding Larry over and over of his place:

“Mommy always knows best. I’m just a little baby. I need my diapers. I wet my diapers. I love being a baby. Mommy is in charge. Babies use their pacifiers or suck their thumbs…”

And as Yolanda walked away, she swore she could see Larry’s thumb slowly drifting towards his mouth - where he sucked it in his sleep for the rest of his nap.

End.

Her Filthy, Taboo ABDL Fantasy 


Kimmie and Nate Carlock were alone in their bedroom. Kimmie was dressed in a short pink nightdress that looked it like would suit a toddler more than an adult woman... and nothing else. 

"I'm so glad we're doing this again," Nate murmured as he gently brushed Kimmie's red hair backwards down her shoulder. "I've missed little Kimmie." 

"Mmm, she's missed her Daddy," Kimmie replied with a soft giggle. "I'm sorry I had that business trip last weekend." 

"It's fine, I'm proud of you," Nate said, as he finally got all the tangles out of Kimmie's long hair. "...And I'm sure we'll make up for lost time..." 

Kimmie shivered at the dangerous sounding drop in Nate's voice, feeling his hands slip from her shoulders to around her neck for a second. For just an instant, there was a brief tension as he lightly squeezed, threatening her without words... 

And then released, making Kimmie's cunny tingle with excitement and fear. 

Kimmie and Nate had met long ago on a kink website. They were both into ageplay... but Kimmie liked it very, very dark. At first Nate had been uncomfortable with playing as rough as she wanted, but after a while he'd become almost as addicted to playing a dirty Daddy who abused his little one as Kimmie was to being used and abused. 

Every weekend (if their schedules allowed it) Kimmie and Nate would roleplay a naughty scene where Kimmie was Nate's helpless fucktoy. Sometimes she'd be a squealing babysitter, sometimes a bratty teen, a vulnerable schoolgirl, and sometimes, like she would be tomorrow... a diapered toddler. 

Diapers had been Nate's kink more than Kimmie's at first, but it seemed like the transference worked both ways, and now she enjoyed them - albeit for different reasons. 

One situation that Kimmie enjoyed was roleplaying that she was a teen or preteen girl being forced back into diapers. The humiliation of being made to wear babies' diapers as a 'big girl' was very arousing... 

But the other situation was even darker and more arousing... Kimmie liked diapers... because they made her feel like a little innocent baby who didn't know anything about sex. Sometimes she liked to play the situation as a glorious awakening into adult sexuality from a loving parent figure... 

And other times? Kimmie liked to pretend she was being raped and abused by her own Daddy. 

"Okay, lay down," Nate told her, getting out a fresh thick diaper for her. "Lotion?" 

"Yes please," Kimmie mumbled, eyeing the diaper. 

After all this time, it still made her blush to think about being put in one. It still felt naughty and taboo to feel her rump being enclosed in crinkly padding and feel her pee flowing from her cunny into the lining of the undergarment. She shifted slightly to let the diaper underneath her rump, breathing speeding up as she felt it against her skin. 

"Safeword?" Nate asked, popping the cap off of the baby lotion, rubbing it into his hands and lowering them towards Kimmie's bare backside. "...The usual one? Pineapple?" 

"Yes," Kimmie agreed, nodding, her cheeks flushed as she felt Nate's hands gently massaging creamy lotion into her upper thighs. "I probably won't need it, though." 

"I like you to have one," Nate said. "It makes me feel safer." 

Kimmie playfully pouted, but her heart warmed over how Nate cared so much about her after so long. She shivered slightly as his fingertips moved in slow circles around the top of her mound, teasing her clit slightly with the gentle rubbing motions. 

Now that her cunny was soaking in lotion, Nate hesitated a moment, and then squeezed more onto one hand. He motioned for Kimmie to pull her legs and bottom up, and then began to slowly massage cream into her rump as she held it up for him to fondle. 


"Any... limits?" 

Nate's question came as he traced one finger down from Kimme's lower rump cheek towards her tight pucker. Kimmie shivered, face red from more than just the blood rushing to it, as Nate swirled his lotion-covered fingertip around her tight hole. 

It was obvious what he was asking about. Kimmie despised anal and always felt too sore to sit properly the next day. There were a lot of times where she'd had to tell Nate emphatically that anal was off the table. She'd only allowed him to do it a few times since they got married. 

...But being forced to do something she hated lit Kimmie's fire like nothing else. Imagining herself as a helpless adult toddler, having Daddy's unwanted cock forced into her tight pooper... Made her wetter than she'd ever imagined. 

"...No limits," she eventually replied, heart pounding as she thought about what she was agreeing to. "...I'm going to be your diapered fucktoy this weekend." 


"Mmm," Nate murmured, smirking as he pulled the thick diaper up between her legs. "Whether you like it or not, hm?" 

"Little girls don't get to tell Daddy 'no'," Kimmie said, looking down curiously as the diaper was taped snugly into place, a big, crinkly reminder that she was nothing but a diapered toddler. "Little girls are good and let Daddy do what he wants." 

Nate seemed to shiver too, and Kimmie suspected his pants were a little tighter now. But tonight the rules were Kimmie went to bed unmolested... at least for the first hour. Sometimes Nate paid her a 'special visit' while she slept. But she always got to go to sleep, at least. 

"Well, let's get you in your crib," Nate murmured, gently helping Kimmie to her feet, her diaper rustling loudly as she waddled to the spare bedroom. 


They kept the spare room for guests... and for these roleplay nights. It was subtly childish, with a pastel-pink wall and stuffed animals lining the shelves. The single bed in there played many roles, but tonight the removable guard rails would go up, and it would be baby Kimmie's 'crib'. 

"All set?" Nate said, once Kimmie was laying down, the bars of her 'crib' up. "Got your binky?" 

"Yuh huh," Kimmie replied, grabbing the pacifier that was clipped to her nightdress, sliding it quickly into her mouth. "Goddit, Daddy!" 

Nate chuckled and reached down, mussing Kimmie's hair lovingly. 

"Well goodnight, princess... you have a big day of 'fun' planned tomorrow..." 

Nate winked, and again Kimmie felt a shiver run up her spine, knowing she'd be very sore and happy tomorrow. 

As the door creaked closed, Kimmie sighed, relaxing back into the crib. She embraced the warmth and comfort of being in a diaper, snuggled cosily under her blanket... 

...Knowing it would be a sexy contrast to her Daddy's naughty behavior tomorrow. Shifting her hips, Kimmie slid her hand down to the front of her diaper, gently cupping the shape of her mound through the padding. 

With a grunt, Kimmie closed her eyes... and pushed out the start of a thin stream of urine. She gasped softly as she ground her needy mound against the growing wetness of her diaper, pressing it inwards firmly so it ground against her clit. 


The diaper was getting hotter and wetter with every second, feeling strange but erotic against Kimmie's crotch. The only way to make herself feel really like a baby was to use her diapers like one, and as she felt the padding against her crotch growing heavier and soggier, Kimmie blushed, imagining herself smaller, more vulnerable... 

"I wonder what naughty things Daddy is gonna show me tomorrow," Kimmie muttered to herself, brain sparking with filthy thoughts as she pushed that swollen diaper crotch inwards to grind against her throbbing clit. "Nnn... he's going to make me sore all over..." 

Kimmie panted, worked up from the flirty conversation between her and Nate, and imagining what might happen tomorrow. Her pussy was slick with urine and arousal, humping and grinding like an animal against the inner diaper as the crib's bedsprings squeaked beneath her. 

"Mmmf... mff... I'mma naughty girl," Kimmie muttered breathlessly around her binky, grunting as she masturbated herself through her wet diaper. "Gunna make naughty gurl cummies in my didee...Nggh!" 

The time for talking was over now. Kimmie's clit was throbbing more and more urgently, her orgasm in sight as her face was flushed and sweaty. Kimmie was such a naughty, slutty, diapered baby, Kimmie's cunny was gonna get fucked, Kimmie was gonna get a big hard cock right up her baby pus- 

With a wordless squeal, Kimmie came, biting down firmly on her pacifier to stop herself from crying out loudly. Her body was jolted again and again by a thunderbolt of bliss, her eyes fluttering as her cunny squeezed and tensed through her mind-searing orgasm. 


Awash in a sea of taboo bliss, Kimmie squeaked as she rode out the feeling pulsing through her lower body. For one long moment, she felt like she was in heaven - whatever kind of heaven you got sent to for having such dirty, sinful fantasies... 

"Nmmm... Ohhh... Daddy," Kimmie muttered, shuddering as she finally sagged down to the bed, heart thud-thudding in her chest happily. "Sooo good..." 

Kimmie sighed, eyes fluttering shut as she let herself lay there, sucking her pacifier slowly. The throbbing feeling between her legs was slowly dissipating, leaving her bathed in syrup-y afterglow. Kimmie nuzzled a pillow softly and sighed in happiness, knowing she'd soon be asleep. 

And tomorrow Daddy would do all those naughty things to her for real... 

*** 

Nate awoke Kimmie the next day, pulling down the side of the her crib to let her out. 

As she swung her legs over the side of the bed, heart pounding with excitement, Nate lunged for her lips, kissing her deeply. As Kimmie squeaked in surprise into his mouth, Nate's hand drifted lower, groping at the sodden diaper between Kimmie's legs as she relaxed into the oral assault. 

At last, Nate pulled away, breathless. Kimmie's cheeks were big, and she gave a shy, almost-innocent sounding giggle. Nate coming in and taking control so easily had pushed her deep into her naughty subby littlespace, and Kimmie knew she was in for a day of sheer debauchery now... 

"That was a grown-up kiss, Daddy!" Kimmie said, with a grin. "Daddy gived me a special big girl kiss..." 

"That's right," Daddy purred, stroking the back of Kimmie's head gently. "That's because Daddy has a very special 'big girl' job for you today." 

Kimmie fought the urge to flick her eyes down to Daddy's crotch, the adult toddler pouting slightly instead. The filthiness had already begun, and Kimmie was determined not to ruin the scene by breaking the illusion of her innocence. 

"What kinda job, Daddy? Is it gonna take long?" 

"Not if you keep talking like that," Nate muttered, as he put his hand on Kimmie's lower back, feeling her diaper through the nightdress as he led her downstairs and to the kitchen. 

Once there, he gently pushed Kimmie towards the fridge so she was turned, facing him. It sent a thrill straight between Kimmie's legs for him to move her without even asking, just pushing her around where he wanted her to be. 

Kimmie's mouth was dry with anticipation as she stared at her Daddy's zipper as he grabbed it and slowly began to pull it open. In no time at all, his stiff, greasy cock bobbed out of his slacks and boxer briefs, pointing upwards at Kimmie as a single drop of precum dribbled down from the tip. 

"Do you remember this, sweetheart?" 


"Yes, Daddy," Kimmie replied, trying to put a nervous waver into her voice. "It's the big hard thingy Daddy hurts my wee-wee with." 

Nate groaned at Kimmie's infantile voice, his cock visibly throbbing in his hand. She had to fight a grin off of her face, playing her role perfectly, making her expression look reluctant and grossed out. 

"That's right sweetie," Nate finally replied. "Right now Daddy isn't going to put it into your wee-wee, though. Today Daddy wants you to help you milk him, for your breakfast." 

"M-milk him?" Kimmie squeaked in faux-surprise. "Daddy, what does that mean..." 

"Get on your knees," Daddy commanded. "And come grab Daddy's cock for him." 


Kimmie's diaper felt saggy and swollen, hanging down towards her knees and rustling audibly as she lowered herself to them. It was such a sexy contrast, making everything she was doing feel taboo and wrong - her waddly, crinkly, baby diaper... and her hand reaching out to stroke off a grown man's cock. 

Swallowing hard, Kimmie reached out and grasped the meaty shaft in her relatively-small fist, squeezing gently as she pumped it slowly up and down. Instead of the obvious hunger for Daddy's cock she was feeling, Kimmie tried to make her face a displeased grimace, like a little girl relegated to performing a gross chore for her father. 

"That's right, sweetie, keep stroking Daddy, up and down," Nate grunted, eyes closed as he closed his hand around Kimmie's, pressing it more feeling closed. "Good baby..." 

Kimmie's heart pounded as she jerked her Daddy off slowly, letting herself feel the play-fear that came from such a dark roleplay. Yes, she was just an innocent little girl, forced to her knees, made to stroke her Daddy's cock. The filthy roleplay scenario made Kimmie have to bite back a whimper of lust, keeping her eyes on her Daddy as he grunted and gasped in pleasure. 

With big eyes, Kimmie watched as Nate brought down his hand, holding a baby bottle in it. As she continued her rhythmic stroking of the heavy piece of manmeat wrapped in her fist, Kimmie's Daddy pressed the open end of the bottle firmly against the end of his cock. 

Kimmie was fascinated as she saw the plastic sliding around slightly, Nate's dripping tip leaving wet sticky marks on the rim. Kimmie groaned slightly, feeling her hand getting worn out from masturbating Nate for so long. 

"Daddy, my hands is gettin tiwed," Kimmie whined, slowing her stroking briefly, making her Daddy's breathing slow, length twitching as it waited for more stimulation. "Can I stop?" 

"N-no, babygirl," Nate gasped, grabbing at her other hand to place that on his cock too. "...Unless you want Daddy to make stickies in your kitty?" 

In real life, Kimmie would have loved to let Nate slide his thick piece of meat deep inside her slippery pussy. But admitting that would ruin the pretense of being a reluctant little girl, and the whole reason she had a slippery pussy to fuck in the first place. 

"No, please dun do that, Daddy," Kimmie whimpered desperately, both hands gripping his length tightly with a renewed fervor. "I'mma be a good girl for yew." 

"Y-you'd better," Nate groaned, free hand gripping the kitchen counter as his adult little girl's hands rubbed quicker and quicker, precum dribbling more and more quickly into the baby bottle. "God, yes, please keep going, babygirl..." 

Kimmie devoted herself completely, obedient to her task. Eyes closed, she bit her lip, focusing on the sensation of Daddy's cock growing harder and harder under her palms, throbbing, stiff as steel between her hands... 

"Ohh! Good baby!" 


With a grunt, Nate's erection kicked and throbbed in Kimmie's hands, and she squeezed it tightly, lovingly milking him up and down. Daddy's cocktip erupted with thick white semen, splattering against the back of the plastic baby bottle. 

Another twitch of his hips and Nate shot another thick load straight to the end of the bottle, and then another. Kimmie watched in pleased surprise (masked as horror) as Nate kept on cumming, his last few shots only making it halfway down the bottle... Before Kimmie finally squeezed the last drop out of her Daddy's cocktip, watching thick white cum dribble out into the opening of the bottle. 

"Nmmmm," Daddy moaned, panting for breath as he pulled the bottle away. "Good girl, good little baby." 


Kimmie flushed at the praise, but smiled as she stood up once more, her knees reddened from being on the floor so long. Daddy let her wipe her hands off on a towel, and then sent Kimmie into the lounge to 'fix her breakfast bottle'. 


Obediently, Kimmie toddled into the living room, heart still racing with excitement. The day had barely begun, and already they'd gone to filthy and depraved depths that made Kimmie's little pussy tingle like nothing else. 

As she looked back at the kitchen where Daddy was fixing her bottle, Kimmie felt equal parts arousal and apprehension. She knew, obviously, she'd be drinking 'Daddy's stickies', and it made her tummy feel warm and excited... but the bleachy taste wasn't something she really relished, and at least during a blowjob she could hurriedly gulp it down and drink some water... 

Kimmie wondered if maybe Nate was doing this on purpose to make having her baby bottle even more embarrassing and less pleasant for her. With a smirk, she realized the answer was probably 'yes', swooning as she thought about how much her Daddy loved her. He really knew her well... 

"Here we go, babygirl," Nate said as he entered, interrupting Kimmie's thoughts. "Get snuggled up on Daddy's knees now... There we go..." 

Daddy had eased Kimmie onto her back, laying her across his lap as one hand cradled her head upwards. Kimmie blushed, feeling vulnerable and excited by her new position as Daddy lowered the bottle nipple. 

He paused for a moment - and then Kimmie's Daddy forced the bottle hard into her mouth, hearing her gasp and feeling her stiffen. Kimmie spluttered for a moment - and then gulped rapidly, forced to swallow the white fluid running to the back of her throat. 

Kimmie's groan at the lightly-chemical, slightly salty taste of the milk running down her tongue was all too real. She winced, trying to push the dripping nipple out of her mouth with her tongue, but only making more liquid dribble from its tip. 

"Gnnnhh," she groaned in protest, nose wrinkled. "Ahhhdddyy.." 

"Quiet, babygirl," Nate ordered. "Finish drinking all your bottle, and then Daddy will get your wet didee changed." 

Kimmie flushed and began swallowing down the strange mix of milk and cum with more haste. Daddy had added something else to the liquid, something sweet and vanilla-y... But it didn't mask the funny taste completely, and Kimmie had to force herself to down the rest of the bottle. 

By the time she sucked out the last few drops, Kimmie's tummy was a little swollen, and she blushed as Daddy sat her back up, rubbing her back slowly. This always made her feel tiny and helpless, sat on Daddy's lap and being burped like an infant. 

Kimmie belched a moment later, and Daddy patted her back as her face flushed. With a chuckle, he kissed her cheek, before sliding her off his lap upstairs for that diaper change. 


The bottle lay, emptied, on the sofa behind them... 

*** 

After that morning's naughtiness, Kimmie's Daddy had kept things frustratingly tame. He wiped Kimmie's piddly privates clean very carefully - especially careful to miss her needy clit. 


Kimmie pouted as her cunny was once again covered up and enclosed by a fresh, thick diaper. Daddy took her back downstairs, cooing as he put her down to play with blocks. Kimmie's heart fluttered, feeling more innocent and helpless the more he treated her like a little girl... 

Which Kimmie knew would only make it more arousing when he ripped that pseudo-innocence away and did something naughty to her... 

Kimmie idly stacked the blocks, peering up at her Daddy occasionally, silently begging him to come touch her and do something dirty. 


Suddenly, Kimmie felt her stomach burble suddenly, and reached down to wrap her arms around her aching tummy with a soft groan. Speaking of 'doing something dirty'... Kimmie rocked uncomfortably back and forth, biting her lip. Had Daddy slipped something in her bottle? 

...Yes.. Oh, how clever. Kimmie groaned again, suddenly knowing how her Daddy was going to violate his little girl next... Kimmie panted softly, staggering to her feet and gripping the couch next to Nate, who looked up curiously. 


Kimmie felt her guts churn ominously, knowing that soon she'd have no choice about whether to mess or not. 

"What are you doing, princess?" he asked, softly, although Kimmie was pretty sure he knew exactly what she was doing. 

"No-nothing, Daddy," Kimmie mumbled through gritted teeth, locking her knees and pushing her backside out. "Ohhh..." 

As she strained, Kimmie felt her bladder release as well, a jet of hot piss quickly spurting into the inside of her diaper. With another soft moan of embarrassment, Kimmie grunted as her nails dug into the couch. 

With a quiet fart, Kimmie's anus flexed... and she began to mess herself. Kimmie's whimpers of humiliation were real as she clenched and forced out more and more of the mushy, stinky load into her diaper. The outer plastic crackled gently as it began to swell outwards, the plastic briefly tensing.. before the lump of mess was expelled from Kimmie's backside. 

"Ngghhh!" Kimmie grunted as she pushed one last time, and finally felt her bowels empty. Panting, she flopped forward onto the couch, feeling a wave of relief wash over her. 

"Babygirl," Daddy scolded, wrinkling his nose at the stinky scent hanging in the air. "Did you just poop in your diapees?" 

Biting her lip, Kimmie shook her head slowly, the lie obvious from the sagging lump in her dirty diapers. She gasped excitedly as Daddy reached over and pressed his palm flat against the bulging outer plastic of the diaper, pushing it firmly against her rear. 

Kimmie cringed and shivered, feeling absolutely filthy as her Daddy rubbed her own waste against her backside. He gave her padded bottom a quick smack for emphasis, and then tutted, standing up. 


"You've been a naughty babygirl, Kimmie," Nate said, firmly, arousal making his voice quiver only slightly. "Daddy's going to have to punish you for messing your diapee and lying about it..." 

"No, Daddy! Dun punish1 I'm just a widdle baby!" Kimmie protested, her heart pounding as Nate grabbed her hand and yanked her upwards, taking her up to the changing table in the bedroom. 

Usually hidden away, the folding table had a colorful padded plastic mat on top, and Kimmie knew from experience it was almost exactly at Daddy's crotch level. Swallowing, Kimmie made a small attempt to genuinely fight back to add to the excitement for both of them, squirming and trying to tug her wrist out of Nate's grip as he marched her up the stairs. 

Her attempts to escape failed, and Kimmie hesitantly allowed herself to be laid on the changing table. The cuffs were quickly done up around her wrists, locking her in place but leaving her rump available and free to move. Kimmie felt a small thrill of panic run through her - there was no getting away now. 

"Daddy gonna change my didee?" Kimmie said, sounding hopefully innocent. "Pwease?" 

"Oh yes," Nate chuckled in a dark way that made all the hairs stand up on the back of Kimmie's neck. "Daddy's going to change your didee, and then you're going to get punished..." 

Trembling, Kimmie licked her lips, eyeing the bulge in Nate's pants as he leaned down to untape her diaper. 

"...What kinda punished, Daddy?" she squeaked, quivering in anticipation. 


"That's for Daddy to know... and you to find out," Daddy rumbled, looking up and meeting Kimmie's eye. 

As he winked, she swallowed again, her backside instinctively clenching tightly. He'd even cleaned her all out for this.... 

As Nate brought down the first wipe, Kimmie jerked in surprise at the coolness of it on her hot, wet skin. Her jolt-y movement reminded her that she was strapped to the table, and she swore her pussy got juicier just thinking about it. No way to get away from what Daddy was going to do to her. 

The anticipation that swirled inside Kimmie's chest as her Daddy cleaned her was half arousal, half fear. God, did having a cock in her ass hurt! 


...But the painful penetration made Kimmie feel good, made her feel like she was really a helpless little girl with small holes. She whimpered softly in a confused mix of desire and anxiety as one of Daddy's wipe-covered fingers passed over her vulnerable pucker. 

A dozen soiled wipes later, and Kimmie could see Daddy was pulling the wipes away nearly clean. A few more, and Kimmie squeaked as her bottom was forced upwards, the soiled diaper pulled away... and replaced by a new one. 

Kimmie wriggled her bottom against the comfy padding, having a feeling she wouldn't have long to relish that feeling. Peering between her legs, Kimmie could see Nate opening the cap on a bottle of baby oil, and felt her breathing suddenly quicken. 

"Do you know what your punishment is, little one?" Daddy said, softly, as he undid his fly once more, letting his pants fall right down, his cock visible through his tight boxer briefs. "Can' you guess?" 

Kimmie gulped softly as she watched Nate grip his throbbing shaft with his baby oil covered palm, stroking gently up and down as he got himself thoroughly lubricated. Kimmie's heart pounded as she imagined what was coming - she was just a little baby, strapped to a table by her Daddy, a naughty Daddy who was going to force his huge cock right into her tiny hole.... 

"Um, um, I dunno, Daddy," Kimmie fibbed, biting her lip. Now she half-wished she'd made anal a limit today... 

But more of her was glad she didn't... 

"Hmmm," Daddy frowned, sliding one thick, oil-coated finger between Kimmie's soft rumpcheeks. "How about now?" 

"Ah-h!" 


Kimmie winced, curling her toes in discomfort as Daddy's finger pushed hard at her tight hole, before pressing inwards. The adult little girl panted softly as she endured the gentle finger-fucking, rendering her speechless for a few moments as Nate carefully lubricated her tight backside. 

"D-Daddy's gonna... nnghh... put his big thingy in my tushy," Kirsten managed, grunting as his finger was swiftly withdrawn. 


"That's right, sweetie," Daddy said, his erection visibly throbbing as he lined it up his cocktip with Kimmie's vulnerable, exposed hole. "Daddy's going to have to punish your bottom so you learn to be good." 

"N-no, Daddy, don't!" Kimmie squealed, delicious panic rising inside herself as Nate heaved her up, hands under the back of her knees. "It hurts bad there!" 

Kimmie vividly felt Daddy's cocktip throb against her backside as she said that, and she felt a secret thrill at knowing it was turning him on so much - before she gasped, corners of her mouth turned down in pain, as she felt that dripping, oiled cockhead pressing into her rear passage. 

"FUCK!" Kimmie squealed, her voice decidedly adult as Nate shoved the end of his deep hard through the tight ring of her anus. "I m-mean... Owwiieee! Daddy! Take it out!" 

Nate snorted softly at her slip, but ignored her plea, groaning as he shoved himself deeper into the tight, burning-hot hole. Kimmie gasped loudly, tears stinging her eyes as she was painfully anally violated, her safeword swimming on the edge of her mind... 


"Be a good girl, and let Daddy make stickies in your bottom," Daddy commanded, shivering as he shoved himself in a few more inches. "Daddy will try and make it quick..." 

God, that sounded so dirty... All thoughts of safewording zipped out of her mind, and Kimmie moaned, trembling in pain as her bottom clenched around his invading member. She kept herself on the edge of pleasurable pain as she squeezed hard, as if trying to keep her Daddy's cock out. 

"It's too.... too big, Daddy!" she complained, feeling her pussy starting to quiver and slicken as well as the burning pain in her rump increased. "OW!" 

"Mmm, yesss, you're too little for this," Nate said, panting filthily as he rocked his hips, the oily shaft embedded in Kimmie's backside being dragged painfully back and forth. "It's dirty and naughty for Daddy to fuck his own little girl..." 

"Y-yes!" Kimmie squeaked, her strapped down hands curling into fists as she grimaced, the tears of pain jostled from her eyes. "Ohhh! It's wrong Daddy! I'm your babygirl! Ah!" 

Every time Kimmie felt she was adjusting to the hot spear of burning, achingly hard flesh that was being shoved in and out of her throbbing hole, Nate increased his speed. Now Kimmie gasped and moaned in time with the table creaking and rocking below, feeling her poor rump stretched again and again by Daddy's careless humping, using her like a toy. 

The pain only stoked her arousal more, and Kimmie gnashed her teeth in a combination of discomfort and frustration, wanting so badly to touch herself, too. She bucked her hips upwards occasionally, gasping as she felt the cock lodged inside her flexing... But her Daddy just kept pounding away, harder and harder, ignoring his little princess' glistening slit. 

"Ohhh! Daddy! It's getting - AH! - really hurty now!" Kimmie cried out, genuinely, heart in her throat as Nate dashed towards the finish line with forceful, hard thrusts, pummelling poor Kimmie's stretched bumhole with his swollen shaft. "OW! DADDY!" 

"Nggh, Daddy's gonna cum inside you sweetie, gonna cum in your sweet little toddler asshole," Daddy panted, grunting, lost in the fantasy as he dug his nails into the soft flesh of Kimmie's legs. 


Kimmie's shrieks and flailing were genuine as she felt the white hot fire burning and burning in her backside, feeling that cock slam into her lick a jackhammer. Oh my God, when was he going to be done?! 

"YES!" Nate suddenly snarled, slamming his cock deep into Kimmie's tight hole. "Milk me, babygirl!" 

As Daddy slammed home, Kimmie instinctively clenched, gasping as hot tears of pain ran down her cheeks. She trembled, groaning as she felt her Daddy's cock throb in her backside, his seed spilling deep inside of her. Kimmie winced with each spurt, her tender bottom so sensitive inside from the rough fucking it had just taken. 

Slowly, Nate rocked his hips back and forth as he unloaded his balls in Kimmie's rectum, moaning as he felt his climax coming to an end. God, that had been so exciting, and so, so dirty. 


With a soft groan, Nate tugged his thick length out of Kimmie's backside. She squeaked, feeling like her guts were being dragged out, her anus still stretched and sore looking as Nate lowered his head between Kimmie's thighs. 

'This is it,' Kimmie thought to herself with some excitement, still jerking at the twinges of pain in her bottom. 'Daddy's going to make me cum, too...' 

Her heart beat faster in anticipation as Daddy's head lowered between her thighs, seeing her lightly parted pink peach nestled there. Kimmie shivered as he planted a gentle kiss on the top of her mound... 

...And then he pulled away, smiling. 

"I love you, baby," he murmured lovingly, grabbing the front of the diaper. 

Kimmie visibly sagged, some of the erotic tension leaving her body as she pouted. 

"Isn't Daddy gonna touch my weewee?" Kimmie asked, still panting, as Daddy pulled the front of the diaper up, covering up her ruined asshole and her slick, needy pussy. 

"Nope," Nate said simply as he pulled the diaper tight, quickly doing it snugly up around Kimmie's hips. "..That's the other part of your punishment." 

Kimmie's mouth hung open as Daddy undid her wrist cuffs, still feeling her pulse in her sore backside, the hot fluid deep inside her bowels. She winced sharply as she was sat up, pouting as Daddy took her back downstairs... 

Knowing the delicious denial would make her eventual orgasm so, so much better… 

End. 

His Descent into Diapers

Sawyer Douglas and Andrea Blackburn met at a friend’s party several months ago. From the get-go, Andrea was more assertive. Sawyer didn’t even really feel like she was flirting with him - not ‘flirting’ in the way he was used to, anyway.

Instead of coyly biting her lip, pushing her bust out, playing with her hair, showing the signs Sawyer knew how to read… Andrea smirked, and raised an eyebrow occasionally. She didn’t walk away when Sawyer spoke, but he felt himself blushing instead, put on the spot by her intense, focused interest.

And yet, it felt like she was a cat, and he was a mouse she was toying with. At any moment Andrea might decide she’d lost interest in Sawyer and walk away, turning to something else. The glint in her eyes said ‘entertain me, or I’ll leave’, and Sawyer felt compelled to obey.

Afterwards, he wasn’t surprised at all when she asked him out, although it was less ‘asking’, and more of a statement:

“You can pick me up and take me out to dinner next Thursday,” Andrea said, pressing a business card into his hand. “Call me on this number after 5. I’ll tell you where to pick me up.”

“Uhhh,” Sawyer stammered, but Andrea continued.

“Take me to a place with four or more stars,” she said. “I’m not cheap.”

And just as he was told, Sawyer had taken her to one of the best restaurants in town that Thursday, wearing his best suit… which ended up on her bedroom floor later that night.

“Mmm… Mama likes what she sees,” Andrea purred as she stripped Sawyer down, still wearing her own slinky black dress.

Sawyer could only blush as she pushed him onto the bed in his boxer shorts, already stiff and throbbing inside them - and then tugged them away with her teeth.

“Wh-whoa, that’s hot,” he muttered, and Andrea winked at him as she took his turgid shaft into her mouth, her palate warm, wet, and inviting as she bobbed her head slightly, her throat gulping exaggeratedly.

Sawyer groaned as her hand stroked his shaft, while her tongue worked his cockhead. She teased him like that for a few moments - and then suddenly, she pulled her lips away, leaving his shaft bobbing in the air, still glistening with her saliva. In another moment, she’d leapt onto his lap, straddling him as she pushed him back down onto the bed with a smooth, catlike movement.

Before Sawyer could open his mouth, he felt the slickness of her entrance at the end of his cock, as Andrea swiftly moved aside her silky black panties. A moment later, and she slammed her hips down hard, moaning and trembling as she felt Sawyer’s cock filling her.

“Ohh! Yes!” Andrea gasped, lifting her hips and slamming herself back down again with wild abandon. “Fuck, YES! Good boy!”

Sawyer could only moan and close his eyes himself, completely overwhelmed by the experience as the sheer force of Andrea’s movements forced him down into the bed, springs creaking with her motion. The pleasure was intense, like nothing he’d ever felt before, consuming all of his senses. He could smell the deep ginger and blossom scent of the perfume she was wearing, heated by their bodies, her own natural scent and the smell of sex lingering all around them.

As she rode him harder and faster, grunting with effort as she took all the initiative, Sawyer felt her nails digging into his shoulders, leaving tiny grooves there. It stung, but in an erotic, exciting way, adding a razor’s edge to the intense pleasure he was feeling and only making his dick throb more insistently within Andrea’s taut, wet confines.

She gripped him tightly to begin with, but as they both headed towards what was guaranteed to be an earth-shattering climax, Andrea squeezed and clenched tighter and tighter, moaning hotly as she bounced on Sawyer’s erection. Her tight pussy rubbed and stroked at all the most sensitive parts of his erection, making it swell harder and harder - and from the way Andrea gasped with delight and ground her hips against him it seemed like she was enjoying it just as much, his thick hardness hitting all the sweet spots inside her.

“Mm, mm, mmff!” Andrea moaned. “Ohhh baby… Mommy’s gonna cum!”

Sawyer dimly felt alarmed by her choice of words, but Andrea’s eager, frantic hip motions soon took the entirety of his attention, as she panted, gasped, humped desperately towards her own peak. She came a few seconds later, spasming in pleasure around his embedded length.

Sawyer groaned as she clenched around him rhythmically, and a moment later he came too, erection swelling fit to burst as he spurted hot, thick semen up inside her. Their motions became as one as they orgasmed together, pushing against one another, moaning and shaking as they came. Sawyer couldn’t remember an orgasm that had felt so good, lingering on for second after second.

At last, he was spent, and Andrea sighed in delight as she unsteadily unmounted him, rolling over onto the bed. They lay there panting for several minutes, until Andrea stood up, stripped off, and then insisted he move into bed with her. Wordlessly, Sawyer did just that, and hardly noticed when his head ended up resting on Andrea’s chest, being cradled by her like an infant.

What he did notice, as he moved his foot, brushing against the sheets, was the plastic crinkling underneath them. He hadn’t felt it while they’d been having sex on top of the comforter, but now he noticed it it seemed awfully loud. In fact it made Sawyer blush a little, to be held like this, laying on plastic sheets.

“Wh-what are the sheets for?” he asked, hesitantly, after a moment.

“Sheets? Oh, those are just in case of spills,” Andrea said, dismissively. “...For… *yawwn* easier clean up…”

Sawyer shrugged, accepting that. As he slipped off to sleep, he had no idea how his life would change over the next few months…

***

Sawyer never asked for it, and Andrea never explicitly stated it, but from that moment on, it was clear the two were an item.

The roles in this relationship were reversed from the ones Sawyer had been in before. Andrea bought him expensive gifts all the time, but Sawyer didn’t think it was even to impress him. Instead, he felt more like a trophy she was adding polish to - as if it would be embarrassing to her to take him out in anything less than an Armani suit or new Rolex watch.

Andrea took Sawyer along to all kinds of high society events that made him feel out of place and small. But Andrea (and her friends) seemed to find it endearing how little Sawyer knew about art auctions or charity dinners. They fussed and cooed over him, and Sawyer felt like it was only a matter of time before they started pinching his red cheeks and calling him a baby outright.

It turned out the ‘Mommy’ thing wasn’t just something Andrea liked to yell out during sex. She called herself that all the time, as a joke… At least, Sawyer was pretty sure it was a joke.

“What do you think, baby?” Andrea asked, as she posed in a tight red dress in front of the changing room mirror. “Does Mommy look good?”

“Uh huh,” Sawyer replied, with a small flush on his cheeks. “You look amazing, babe.”

“Mmmm, baby knows what Momma likes to hear,” Andrea cooed in a sultry tone. “...Baby’s going to get a treat when he gets home…”

Sawyer shuddered as she groped him through his new pressed suit trousers. Usually he’d have protested this embarrassing treatment, but Andrea’s aggressive sexuality was intoxicating. He felt himself getting more and more swept up in her dominating nature, giving more and more of himself to her… And he thought he might just like it.

***

“Where are you going?”

Andrea’s voice sounded coolly interested - demanding a response, but not suggesting Sawyer would be penalized for whatever he said.

Sawyer was dressed casually, with a pair of jeans and sturdy boots on. His t-shirt was almost like what he would have worn before he met Andrea… But she’d bought it for him, and it had a big grinning cartoon animal on the front.

It was actually a character from a show Sawyer and Andrea watched together. Normally it wouldn’t have been his thing… But Andrea was, as always, very persuasive. And it ended up being pretty interesting, anyway.

“I’m just heading out with my friends,” Sawyer replied, standing up after he’d finished tying his shoes. “...Is that okay?”

He blushed. Why did he feel like he needed to ask Andrea if that was okay? He looked at her coyly with a bitten lip, eyes big and hopeful. Although Sawyer was several inches taller than Andrea, he always felt smaller around her, somehow.

“Of course it’s okay, little one,” Andrea replied, smiling. “Just be good, and have fun, alright?”

Sawyer sighed with relief as he walked out. It had been too long since he’d seen his friends… They were starting to ask about him.

Once Sawyer was at the bar, a few of them made comments about him being ‘whipped’, which embarrassed Sawyer - but maybe they had a point...

Somehow one drink turned into two, turned into ten, and before he knew it, Sawyer was stumbling back to Andrea’s, happily drunk.

“Huuurk!”

...Or maybe not so happily. Sawyer groped blindly for the wall of an alley, holding onto it as he threw up. Wrinkling his nose, he stepped clumsily backwards, hoping he could find his Mommy’s apartment soon.

Mommy? Why had he thought that? Andrea was his girlfriend…

“Urrgghhh,” he moaned, as he banged on her front door. “Mmf… Andrea, it’s me…”

There was no response, so Sawyer drunkenly banged on the door again. He could hear Andrea moving around, and he groaned, feeling the liquor sloshing around in his stomach as her pressed his flushed forehead against the door. He squeezed his eyes shut, hoping it would stop the world spinning beneath his feet.

The door swung open and Sawyer cried out in alarm, stumbling backwards, losing his balance.

“What are you doing?!” Andrea hissed, irritated. “You’re making a scene!”

“Sorry, sh-sorry, sorry,” Sawyer mumbled, not realizing how loud his voice was.

“Just get inside!” Andrea barked, grabbing his wrist and yanking him indoors. “Come on…”

“You had better sleep on the couch,” she added, annoyance clear in her voice. “Mommy’s very upset with you. Don’t think you won’t be punished tomorrow.”

“Mmm…” Sawyer groaned, as he was laid down, hot and sick and feeling like his legs would give way any moment.

The cool red leather of the couch stuck to his skin, and Sawyer soon found himself drifting into unconsciousness, snoring like a foghorn as Andrea rolled her eyes with irritation, before heading back to bed.

***

Sawyer woke up with a start several hours later. He was cold, he was wet… and he reeked of piss…

“Ngghh… Andrea?” he moaned, groping blindly at his thighs. He could still feel the alcohol in his system. “And-guh!”

Sawyer whimpered out loud as he realized what had happened, feeling the soaking wetness of his trousers. His face burned with humiliation, realizing he’d wet himself on Andrea’s couch… what was she going to think of him now? He hoped he hadn’t ruined her furniture.

Without even thinking, Sawyer burst into tears, helplessly whimpering into the dark. He called out for Andrea again, unthinkingly, but he could already hear her getting out of bed, coming to see what had happened. He sobbed harder, simultaneously calmed and horrified at the idea of her being here.

A moment later, Andrea threw open her door into the living room, and walked hurriedly over to the couch, flipping the light switch as she went.

In the sudden, searing brightness, Sawyer lifted a hand to cover his eyes - but he couldn’t cover anything else in time.

He heard Andrea’s gasp of shock, and he turned away, blushing bright red as his eyes slowly slid open. A moment later, and he heard her tut softly, but lovingly.

“Couldn’t keep your pants dry, huh, baby?” she sneered, and as Sawyer opened his eyes fully and looked up at her shamefully, he’d never seen such a sensual look of amusement and irritation mingling together.

“I-I was drunk,” he stammered, sniffling. “I’m… I’m sorry…”

“It’s okay, just wait here, okay?” Andrea said, with a small, sly smile on her face. “Mommy’s gonna get you something…”

Sawyer gulped down some more tears, nodding softly. It seemed like a strange time for Andrea to use that nickname, but he didn’t dare tell her not to, not right now. He shivered on the couch, staying obediently in place as he waited for his dominating, but loving, girlfriend to come back.

“Here we are, cutie,” Andrea announced as she walked back in, producing something from behind her back with a flourish. “Let’s get you out of those wet clothes - and into something nice and cute.”

He smiled at first - but then Sawyer saw what Andrea was holding, and his face fell.

It was a neatly folded diaper, but it was much, much too big to be for a baby. Which was surprising, because it had a pattern of teddybears across the front, as if it was designed to be worn by an infant. Where the hell had Andrea gotten this?

“What’s wrong, baby?” Andrea asked, and Sawyer pouted and then blushed, turning away once more.

“I… I can’t wear that,” he stuttered. “I’m… Th-this was just an accident…”

“Well, widdle boys often have accidents,” Andrea said, grinning. “If my baby wants to come sleep in bed with Mommy, he needs his didees on…”

Sawyer groaned. He knew he would eventually give in. Why argue? He sighed, laying back and beckoning Andrea over. His face was beet red, but at least Andrea didn’t seem angry with him… This was better than her throwing him out in the early hours of the morning, and having to walk home in soaked pants.

“Good boy,” Andrea purred, and despite the situation, Sawyer felt his cock twitch slightly. “Let Mommy get these wet pants off…”

Sawyer had let himself be undressed by Andrea a hundred times, but it never stopped being a little humiliating… And that small humiliation never failed to make him a little excited, which made him more humiliated, feeding into a naughty cycle where Andrea somehow made him feel happily submissive.

As Andrea approached with the opened diaper now she’d stripped Sawyer of all his wet clothes, he felt his heart thudding crazily with the humiliation of the situation. It sent a jolt straight down to his cock, and he lifted his eyes upwards, an embarrassed smile on his face, hoping Andrea wouldn’t notice as he got one of the hardest erections of his life.

He knew it wasn’t normal for a girlfriend to do this… And it definitely wasn’t normal for him to like it. But as Andrea slid the thick padding under his bottom, Sawyer had to suppress a whimper as he felt the dry, cotton-y material against his backside.

“Such a well-behaved baby!” Andrea praised absent-mindedly, and Sawyer could tell from the smirk on her face she’d certainly noticed his physical reaction - which only made him blush more and more. “Let’s get this alll done up…”

The diaper was big enough it covered Sawyer’s erection as Andrea pulled it taut across his belly, but it tented the material strangely. Sawyer bit his lip as he felt the softness inside being pressed hard against his dripping cockhead, the tapes fastened securely around his hips.

Before Sawyer even knew it, he was wearing a fresh, thick diaper for the first time since he was a toddler… And he had a raging hard-on.

“Looks like baby’s diapers aren’t fitting right,” Andrea said, with faux-shock. “Why don’t you come to bed with Mommy and I’ll see if I can help with that?”

“O-okay, Mommy,” Sawyer stammered, as she helped him off of the couch. It was the first time he’d used her nickname back, but the flash of a grin on her face was all Sawyer needed to let him know it was the right thing to say.

***

Shortly after, they were both lying in the bedroom, on Andrea’s pink, pressed sheets. Sawyer whimpered as Andrea’s hand stroked him lightly through the diaper. He throbbed against even that gentle touch, and as she curled her palm around it, squeezing lightly at his cock through the thick padding.

“Ohhh,” he moaned, biting his lip.

Why did this feel so good? Sawyer knew this was taboo, and embarrassing for his girl to be in control - but that fact only made him more exciting for some reason.

“Does baby like that?” Andrea murmured huskily, moving her hand slowly up and down the smooth plastic outer shell of the diaper.

The baby-ish undergarment crinkled loudly with every motion, and somehow that made Sawyer even more aroused, his cock throbbing and twitching, oozing precum into the absorbent core of the diaper. His hips rocked as he moaned an agreement to Andrea’s question, grinding his hardness against her palm through the padding pulled up around his crotch.

“Tell me,” Andrea demanded. “Tell me you love Mommy touching you this way…”

“Ahh-h… I, I…” Sawyer whimpered, breathless as he struggled to even form coherent words. Andrea’s attention’s slowed slightly, and he groaned, wanting more, more touching, more stroking.

“...I love Mommy touching my peepee through my diapees!” he suddenly blurted out, and instantly, he felt her hand clench tightly around his erection.

He had no room to even think about how filthy and embarrassing what he just said was, because all the space in his mind was suddenly taken up by the sensations of her hand rolling the diaper again and again against his throbbing erection. His constant dribbling had made the inside of it slick and warm, and Andrea’s hand rubbed quickly up and down, bedsprings squeaking, diaper crinkling loudly as Sawyer moaned helplessly.

He was completely submissive and under her control, feeling his body ramping up towards a rapidly approaching peak. Sawyer’s balls pulled up, tight and full of cum, ready to blow, as he gasped and whimpered and humped desperately, mindless with diapered bliss.

“Mommy, I’m going to cum!” he cried out, without even needing prompting, and Andrea let out a little moan of lust herself as she frantically stroked him through the thick padding.

They both felt his orgasm rocking his body, and he groaned deeply as his hips shoved his cock hard against his Mommy’s hand through the diaper. Sawyer hunched them desperately over and over as he came, hot cum spilling into his padding in voluminous gouts. He felt totally awash in pleasure, shuddering and grunting with each new spurt, not remembering the last time he’d cum quite so hard.

At long last, he moaned deliriously, collapsing back on the bed, head swimming. Sleep beckoned, and his eyes slid shut.

“L-love you… Mommy,” he mumbled under his breath, too lost in post-orgasmic bliss to be embarrassed.

“I love you too,” Andrea replied - and the last thing Sawyer heard before he fell asleep was a harsh little laugh.

For the moment, it was the most beautiful sound he’d ever heard.

***

Sawyer woke up in the morning with a blinding headache. He groaned as he rolled over, away from the light shining in through a chink in the curtains. Every little noise grated on him…

How much had he drunk last night? Sawyer squeezed his eyes shut and closed a few times as he tried to wake up, cheeks flushing as he remembered the events of the evening. He shifted, feeling the plastic of the diaper move with him, crinkling loudly. His legs were parted slightly awkwardly by it, but overall it was fairly comfortable, like a soft, fluffy cloud around his waist…

Sawyer blushed harder. That wasn’t a very manly thought. He groaned as he yawned, stretching his legs and arms out, his brain stirring a little more.

The noise of running water from the bathroom told him Andrea was already up, and in the shower. Imagining her naked body might have given Sawyer an erection normally, but as he sat up and looked down, he realized he already had one, tenting the front of the thick padding. Sawyer whimpered slightly at the feeling of pressure on his bladder as he moved, the dull pleasure in his shaft reminding him he needed to use the bathroom.

“Andrea?” he called out, but the water kept flowing… she must not have been able to hear him…

Sawyer winced as he shuffled off the bed. Oh, shit, his bladder was more swollen than he thought, and the sound of water dripping from the next room over wasn’t exactly helping.

“An-Andrea,” he groaned again, crossing his legs together and bouncing slightly as he knocked on the door. “Ngh… I need… Andrea, I need to use the bathroom.”

“What?” Andrea called out. “Hon, I’m in the shower, hold on.”

But Sawyer didn’t think he could ‘hold on’ much longer. His erection was wilting now, as his body decided the fact he was up and moving about meant he was ready to use the bathroom immediately. Hissing through his teeth, Sawyer grabbed his crotch, pressing the thick padding against himself with a whimper.

“Andrea, please, open up!” he begged. “I’m desperate!”

“Don’t be ludicrous, Sawyer,” Andrea replied, the water still loudly flowing. “You’re a big boy. You can hold it…”

She almost sounded amused - but it was hard to tell over the sound of the shower.

Sawyer bit his lip, hard. God, he needed to go so, so badly…

His eyes opened as a thought hit him. He… He was wearing a diaper, after all. Sawyer flushed with humiliation, not believing he was even considering this in the first place… But then another wave of pressure hit him, and he grunted in discomfort, doubling over.

Maybe he could just let out a little? Andrea… Andrea probably wouldn’t even notice. It would be such a small amount, just enough to relieve the pressure until she came out of the shower.

“Ohhh…” Sawyer moaned softly as he unclenched his tightly squeezed muscles, letting out a thin trickle of urine into the padding of the diaper.

As he’d hoped, it was quickly sucked up and wicked away from his skin. Relief filled him, and every instinct said he should keep going… Besides, he barely felt wet. He could let out a little more, right?

With a shudder, Sawyer relaxed his muscles further, feeling himself wetting more and more. In an instant, he realized this had been a mistake, but he whimpered, helplessly standing in front of the bathroom as he felt his diaper growing warmer and heavier between his legs. His bladder slowly drained, and soon Sawyer was soaked, feeling the squishy padding against his crotch as he waited, shamefaced, for Andrea to open the door.

Maybe he could sneak past her before she noticed? Sawyer shuffled from foot to foot, noticing the weight of his well-used diaper, feeling how it sagged between his thighs now. With a blush, he realized there was no way he could hide it. Andrea would definitely notice his soaked padding, and scold him for it.

‘Now I really am acting like I’m a little boy and she’s my Mommy,’ he thought to himself, biting his lip at the thought.

Before he could wander further down that mental pathway, the bathroom door was suddenly pushed open, and Sawyer let out an unmasculine squeak. Blushing, he looked at Andrea as she tightened the towel around her upper chest, pushing a lock of dripping hair under the one atop her head.

“What?” she asked, turning to look at him. “What’s- oh my!”

Sawyer hung his head in shame, although he could swear there was an element of performance in Andrea’s noise of shock. A moment later, and he heard her chuckle, feeling the humiliation burning on his face as he was embarrassed in front of his sexy, dominant girlfriend.

“Poooor baby,” Andrea cooed with a snicker. “Did someone wet his widdle diapee?”

“N-no!” Sawyer snapped, lifting his head quickly - then faltering as he saw Andrea’s amused expression, one eyebrow raised high. “I mean… I guess. I needed to go…”

“And you couldn’t wait five minutes?” she asked. “Honestly, Sawyer. You really are just a big toddler, aren’t you?”

She brushed past him, with a nonchalant glance backwards, and Sawyer swallowed shamefully. The diaper between his legs seemed even heavier now, and he dreaded to think what Andrea thought of him at that moment. Perhaps she would never want to sleep with him again, after he’d humiliated himself… He started to slink off towards the bathroom, ready to clean himself up and get properly dressed, hoping to make himself look like something of a man in front of Andrea.

“Where do you think you’re going, little boy?” Andrea asked, her voice as cold as ice.

“I-I, I’m just going into the bathroom, to change,” Sawyer stammered. “Since, I, you know…”

He gestured lamely at his crotch, refusing to look up at Andrea.

“Oh no you don’t,” Andrea said, with a hint of a smile. “Little babies who are too widdle to make it to the potty on time are too widdle to change their own didees. So come over here and let Mommy take care of it.”

“But, I-”

“Now,” Andrea demanded, pointing aggressively at the bed. “Lay that squishy butt down for Momma.”

Sawyer wasn’t too surprised when he felt his cock stirring again in the diaper as he submissively waddled over to the bed. But he was still very embarrassed, which somehow only made him more excited…

He hesitated slightly as he looked at the bed, knowing Andrea would see his erection if she ‘changed’ him, and know this was making him excited. But a second later, Sawyer felt her swat at his crinkly backside, and ‘eep’ed gently as he hopped onto the bed, rolling onto his back with his legs spread slightly by the mass of soaked padding.

“Oh, what a wet baby,” Andrea said in a husky voice usually reserved for the bedroom. “Aren’t you a naughty boy?”

Remembering the game from last night, Sawyer nodded gently, cheeks pink with embarrassment and arousal.

“Yes,” he said, and gasped as he felt Andrea grab the crotch of his diaper, teasing him lightly through it.

“Yes, what?”

“Y-y-yes…. M-m.. Mommy?” Sawyer said, with an apologetic, bashful grin. Was that really what she wanted to hear?

Apparently, yes. Andrea practically purred with happiness, and Sawyer moaned himself as he felt his ‘Mommy’ squeezing his cock through the diaper, squishing the wetness against his hard erection. She firmly pressed the pulpy padding against his cock, the warm, swollen inside feeling so strange, but so good, against him.

“How does this feel, baby?” she cooed, making Sawyer’s toes curl with an unexplainable lust. “Do you like Mommy touching your peepee?”

“I… Y…” Sawyer stammered at first, searching huntedly for the right thing to reply with, not wanting this wonderful sensation to end. Finally, he blurted out:

“I love it when Mommy touches my peepee!”

“Good baby, gooood baby,” Andrea replied encouragingly, her hand moving a little quicker as she teased Sawyer just a little closer to release. “Such a good boy for Mommy.”

“Uh huh,” Sawyer mumbled distractedly, pushing up to meet her hand motions. Why did something so naughty feel so good?

A moment later, and suddenly, the stimulation stopped. Sawyer’s eyes flew open with worry that he’d done something wrong, but Andrea had merely grabbed a packet of wipes from the bedside drawer. He looked on with excitement as she untaped the diaper carefully, finding him achingly hard.

“Looks like baby loves his diapers, too,” she teased, and Sawyer huffed playfully, moaning again as he felt the cool touch of the wipe on his flesh, cleaning his throbbing, hot shaft.

“Does baby wanna make stickies?” Andrea asked once she’d finally cleaned him to her satisfaction, the used diaper balled up on the floor for disposal. “Does baby wanna play at bein’ a big boy, with Mommy?”

Sawyer nodded and emphatic YES to both questions, but as Andrea seemed to hesitate, waiting for something else with a patient, wicked grin on his face, he bit his lip, before confirming it verbally:

“Baby wanna make ‘tickies in Mommy!” Sawyer said, not sure what was more humiliating - the fact he’d actually said that, or the way his cock twitched as he did so.

“That’s Mommy’s good boy,” Andrea said, grinning as she straddled him. “Ooo, such a cute little peepee…”

Sawyer didn’t protest at the mild insult, just moaned, rolling his hips upwards to meet Andrea as he felt her entrance at his cocktip. Like always, she controlled the movements, pushing down hard to make him fill her completely. She moaned, and Sawyer felt his heart pound at the sound - and thump even harder at what she said next:

“Oh, god, yes! Fuck Mommy’s pussy!” Andrea cried out, as she bounced gently on his cock, her pussy slicker and more excited than he’d ever felt before. “Such a naughty baby!”

Only too happy to oblige, Sawyer began pushing his hips up over and over to meet Andrea’s eager thrusts, enjoying the warm wetness his cock was embedded in. His thrusts started slowly, but were soon as eager and forceful as Andrea’s, whimpering and panting with exertion as she rode him.

Sensing she needed another boost, Sawyer threw caution to the wind, and began yelling what he hoped was what Andrea wanted to hear, finding it made his own genitals tingle and surge with pleasure too.

“Baby wuvs humpin’ Mommy’s pussy!” he moaned, the submissiveness of the phrase and the way Andrea instantly squeezed and rolled her hips making him incredibly aroused. “Baby wanna make cummies in Mommy!”

“Oh god! Oh you dirty, nnf, naughty little boy!” Andrea panted, slamming herself down over and over. “Oh your cute little weewee keeps hitting Mommy in just the right spot - nn! That’s it! Right there, good boy!”

Sawyer kept stroking his cock frantically back and forth over the same spot, as Andrea eagerly worked herself against it. They could both feel the pleasure building and boiling between them, gripping each other, moaning with lust. Sawyer was fucking his Mommy, his Mommy who put him in diapers, his Mommy who made him cum in his diapers and wet his diapers and his diapers diapers diaper-

“Mommy!” he gasped, loudly, without even thinking, as his hips bucked hard upwards, feeling his length throb deep inside her.

“Ohhh, yes!” Andrea cried out, a moment before she felt Sawyer’s orgasm. “Make stickies inside Mommy! Good, good boy! Nmmmm!”

“Nggh! Nggh! AH!” Sawyer trembled as he came, spurting deep up into Andrea, who was losing her mind on top of him.

Sawyer had never seen a woman, let alone Andrea, go so wild, and as he unloaded gout after gout of cum into her, he watched, mesmerized, as her shaving, moaning, clenching popped her towel undone, exposing her nude body. She cried out fiercely as she seemed to have orgasm after orgasm, shuddering, feeling the last of Sawyer’s cum shooting into her…

Finally she moaned, sagging, trembling on top of him. She stayed that way for several long seconds, both of them panting hotly in the hot bedroom air.

Eventually Andrea reached out to Sawyer, and he helped her down onto the bed, biting his lip as he did so. The post orgasmic regret was suddenly setting in, and Sawyer could tell from Andrea’s blissful expression she’d want to do this again.

“Ohhh, baby,” she moaned, nuzzling against him. “That was so good for Mommy. You’re such a big boy.”

And Sawyer gulped as he realized that he might want to do it again as well…

End.

Daddy’s Padded Babygirl 
Her First Time in Diapers

Ben and Viola had, by all accounts, a pretty kinky sex life. It started at first with them tying each other up with rope and handcuffs, and progressed until every other night they were roleplaying something or other.

To be honest, it was mostly Ben who suggested things. It wasn't that Viola wasn't as kinky as him, she was just too shy to share her fantasies. While Ben delighted in making her play a naughty nurse, or dirty French maid – or being tied up and spanked for being a disobedient slave himself - what he was really curious about was just what his girlfriend was hiding.

He could tell there was something she was keeping secret from him, some kink she didn’t want to tell him about. Ben was determined to get to the bottom of it. Sometimes, it even seemed like he was getting close - but then Viola would abruptly clam up, and refuse to talk about it.

“You smell so good," Ben murmured, kissing Viola’s cheek, before planting another on her lips. "I love you."

"Mm, I love you too," Viola murmured, biting Ben's lip as she pulled her own away. "I love making you feel good..."

“Let me make you feel good," Ben said suddenly. "Why won't you tell me your secret fantasy?"

"What secret fantasy?" Viola said, trying to scoff, as if what Ben was saying was ridiculous. If the way her cheeks turned bright red wasn’t a dead giveaway that she was pretending, the way her voice squeaked and cracked was.

Unsurprisingly, Ben looked completely unconvinced. They’d been doing this dance for quite a while. The only reason he even knew Viola had a fetish was because sometimes she would come very close to telling him.

He'd asked her a thousand times if there was anything she want to try in bed. Sometimes she said no – a little too quickly. Sometimes she said she would have to ‘think about it’, and never did so. And sometimes she would just say ‘maybe’ - with the 'maaayyy' drawn out, long and coy, getting flustered when Ben pressed for details.

Even though it was obvious she wanted to tell her boyfriend deep down, Viola always chickened out before she could do so. Sometimes - like right now - she denied that she had any special or unusual kink at all, and acted like Ben was crazy to ask.

Often Ben would just let it go at this point, but not tonight. The truth was he felt guilty, knowing he was getting all his fantasies fulfilled… while his girlfriend wasn't having any of hers satisfied. Ben was sure whatever it was, it couldn’t possibly be as bad as Viola was making out.

"Come on, babe," Ben implored. “You know me. I told you all kinds of embarrassing shit. You can be honest, I won’t judge."

Viola’s breathing quickened, and Ben could feel her palms getting clammy against his skin. She was packing, but that was probably a good sign. Viola was panicking because she was thinking about telling him. If she were secure, knowing Ben would never know, that she would never tell him – well, why would she be so nervous?

Ben fixed her with a surprisingly effective pleading look, as he fought to keep the smile off his face. He watched as Viola looked away, biting her lip, worrying it gently for several long seconds… Until she suddenly sighed, dropping her head as if defeated.

“Okay,” she said, and then looked up, repeating herself louder. “...Okay.”

“Okay?” Ben asked, wanting to be sure he understood.

"Yes, okay," Viola replied. “I do have a secret fantasy, you’re right. I’ve been wanting to tell you… It’s just hard.”

"Hey, you know I would never judge you –" Ben began.

“It's not really about you," Viola said, interrupting him. "It's more about how I feel about myself. I’ve had these fantasies for as long as I can remember. I always thought it was super perverted. I never wanted to share them with anybody…”

"Never ever?" Ben asked, with a raised eyebrow.

Viola's face suddenly changed from lightly pink to bright red, and she refused to meet Ben's gaze.

"Well… I admit, I have thought about telling you," Bayliss said, still beetroot red. “But I didn't want to freak you out."

“Well, I promise not to be freaked out,” Ben replied, rolling his eyes. “...So what is it?”

“U-ummm,” Viola said, biting her lip. “...Can I tell you later?”

At Ben’s skeptical look, Viola hurriedly explained:

“I promise I will. As soon as you want. I just… I guess I’m a little scared after I tell you, you won’t want to have normal sex with me any more or you won’t think I like it. And I definitely do… So… Can we keep going?”

Ben smirked slowly, and Viola slowly returned the look as her hand slid down to find his shaft, stroking it easily back into full hardness. Ben moaned, rolling his eyes back into his head in pleasure.

It didn’t seem like he minded putting the conversation off after all.

***

A half-hour later, they were both laying in bed together. Viola's head rested on Ben's chest, and he lovingly stroked her long brown hair. She had her eyes closed, listening to Ben’s gentle heartbeat, feeling the rise and fall of his chest stop.

“So,” Ben said, trying to sound nonchalant. “What is your secret fantasy?”

"So" said, trying to sell plant. "What is your secret fantasy"

Viola’s eyes flew open. She wasn't sure whether she was more pleased or scared, that Ben had remembered to bring it up, and so soon. She had half thought he would fall asleep after the sex, and not remember until later what she’d said - when it was hopefully far too late to request that Viola talk about her dirty thoughts.

But Ben was awake, and he wanted to know about those secret fantasies. Viola had no choice but to be honest now.

"If I tell you," she began, nervously “You’re sure that you won't freak out?"

Ben nodded impatiently and Viola took a deep breath. It was now or never.

"You know what an Adult Baby is?" She asked, heart pounding in her throat. The cat was out of the bag now. She couldn’t go back from that point on, and it excited and terrified her all at once.

“Uhh,” Ben said, squinting. “I don’t… But I could guess. Is it like, ageplay?”

Viola jerked her head in a ‘yes’ motion. In some ways that made things a little easier. But actually explaining it to him would be… embarrassing.

“Right, yep, you’re… right,” Viola said, flushing. “...Sort of. It’s really really extreme ageplay. Like playing a baby or toddler, instead of a like, sexy school girl, or something…”

Ben looked at her, waiting for her to go on, so Viola continued. At least he didn’t seem to be freaking out, so far, anyway.

“S-so, people who are, are adult babies, they uh, drink bottles, and call their partners ‘Mommy’, or ‘Daddy’, and act like toddlers,” Viola babbled, blushing as she got to the most embarrassing part of all. “...And sometimes they wear diapers…”

“Whoa,” Ben said, holding up a hand, looking surprised. “...Do they… use them?”

“Um, s-so-sometimes,” Viola managed, shaking with embarrassment. “...Mostly just for wetting.”

Ben frowned, and after a moment of silence, Viola hurriedly jumped in again to try and cover up any interest she might have had in the topic, telling Ben they ‘didn’t have to do this’ and he was ‘so sweet for asking but obviously it was too weird’.

“Hey, hey!” Ben said, grabbing Viola’s chin and making her look into his eyes. “Vi, I don’t think it’s that weird. It’s just new, is all…”

Viola whimpered, but smiled weakly at Ben’s own encouraging smile.

“...So you like diapers, and being treated like a baby, huh?” he asked.

“....Yes,” Viola admitted, cheeks pink as an erotic thrill went through her from saying that out loud. “Sexually. I want, I want sex to happen.”

“I thought as much, yeah,” Ben chuckled. “It’s good to have confirmation, though… What is it about this that you like?”

Feeling a little bolder, Viola shrugged, snuggling against Ben’s chest. It was hard when she was so excited to put her thoughts into words, so she closed her eyes for a few moments to calm herself down, taking several deep breaths. Ben’s comforting scent soon soothed her, and she sat up, ready to answer.

“I think part of it is just ingrained,” she began. “Like when I was a little girl for real, I’d steal my brother’s pull-ups and wet in them…”

“Cute,” Ben teased, and Viola giggled before continuing.

“But I think it’s partly just about being completely submissive, and humiliated… It’s really embarrassing to have somebody control your, um, bodily functions,” Viola said, face red. “Toddlers and babies are controlled every second of the day. And if an adult doesn’t have time to change them…”

“...They have to sit in their own pee,” Ben finished for her, and she nodded.

“Or worse,” she added, looking away as soon as she said it.

“Th-the other reason,” Viola continued quickly. “Is just how taboo it is, I guess. I said it was filthy… Well I guess that’s part of what gets me excited?”

“Yeah,” Ben purred. “There’s nothing dirtier than fantasizing about being a helpless babygirl in thick diapers, sucking on Daddy’s special pacifier…”

Viola sat up straight suddenly, gulping hard as Ben’s words struck her naughtiest fantasies directly. He gave her a sly smirk, and she forced a nervous smile onto her face, trying not to look too surprised or delighted by what he’d just said. Viola had fantasized about this day coming, but she’d never really believed it would…

“S-so,” she said, stammering, shaking badly. “...You’d be okay with trying it somehow?”

“Of course,” Ben replied. “I told you I wanted to fulfil your fantasy… There’s just one thing.”

“Oh?” Viola said, her heart sinking. Maybe he objected to some part of it… Probably the diapers.

“I want to really understand this,” Ben said, squeezing Viola’s hand. “...So I want to wait a while to try it out. Do you think if I have questions you can answer them?”

“U-um, I can try,” Viola replied, flushing. Her heart was pounding just imagining this could possibly be for real.

“Thank you,” Ben said, pulling her close to him. “I’m so glad you shared this with me.”

“Me too,” Viola mumbled, as she breathed in his comforting scent again, and dared to think of it as ‘Daddyish’ for the first time.

***

The next week passed in a flurry of filthy bedroom conversations, embarrassed texts and instant messages, and the occasional shameful sharing of a particularly naughty ABDL porn video or photo shoot.

The more they talked about it, the more confident Ben got with the idea, seeming to absorb the information like a sponge. Viola suspected he was doing his own research, because he seemed to learn awfully quickly.

One night, while he was fucking her, he asked her to beg for Daddy’s load, and Viola squealed as she had an enormous, toe-curling orgasm from the sheer perversion of it. She almost apologized for it afterwards when she’d recovered, since she’d thrashed about like a mad thing - but Ben’s cheeky grin told her that had been exactly the kind of result he’d been looking for.

She had a feeling he was planning something this evening. He’d been unusually secretive, but also happy, that morning. He’d winked when she left for work, too.

Viola’s heart thumped as she dared to consider that this might be it… the night he fully explored her ABDL fantasies with her.

Viola was looking forward to it more than she’d ever looked forward to anything in her life, but she was also incredibly nervous. What was he planning? She wanted to know, so badly, but she also wanted it to be a surprise… wanted him to be in total control.

As she closed the front door behind her and set down her bag, there was no sign of Ben - even though his car was outside. She checked the living room and the kitchen, but he obviously wasn’t anywhere to be found.

“Ben?” Viola called out into the empty house, hearing a floorboard creak upstairs as she did so. “Ben, is that you?”

“Yes,” he replied. “...Come to the bedroom.”

Viola’s heart pounded even harder. Oh god, this was really happening, wasn’t it? She felt giddy, nerves jangling and mouth dry as she climbed the stairs, muscles feeling like molasses as she headed towards the realization of her fantasy.

The bedroom door was pulled nearly closed, but not shut all the way. With a gentle push, it opened, revealing Ben, standing beside the bed… and the items laid out on it.

Viola’s eyes were drawn to the diapers immediately. She’d never actually seen or held an ABDL diaper in real life, and she was amazed by how poofy and thick they looked. They had a pure white shell, with a pattern of baby blocks across the crinkly landing strip. Viola instantly wanted to put one on… but there were other things to look at.

A soft cotton sleeper with no feet, in a soft baby pink. And a lilac pacifier… in an adult size.

Viola looked up shyly at Ben, unable to keep the smile off of her face. He smiled back, knowing he’d done well - but he asked for confirmation anyway…

“What do you think, hmmm?” he asked, as he walked over to Viola, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her close so his hands rested on her backside. “Did Daddy do good?”

Viola hid her face in Ben’s chest, squeaking as he called himself ‘Daddy’... So fucking hot!

“What?” Ben teased, pulling her away to look at her red face. “Is it because I called myself Daddy? … daddy, daddy, daddy…”

Playfully hitting Ben in the chest, Viola next grabbed his hands, squeezing them tightly. She was grinning and bouncing like a little kid on Christmas morning, her face flushed with excitement, waiting to unwrap her present… Or to be wrapped, in something else.

“Does my little girl want to be put in her diapers?” Ben asked, rolling the word ‘diapers’ off of his tongue tantalizingly. Viola whimpered, nodding.

“Yes… Yes please, Daddy,” she murmured, and Ben kissed her gently as he began to undress her.

It wasn’t like he hadn’t taken off her clothes before. But now it felt strangely more intimate, more intense. As more and more of Viola’s body was exposed, she felt like her whole inner self, heart and soul, was being exposed as well.

Finally, she stood naked, her pert breasts proud and round against her chest, her long hair trailing down her tawny back. She felt Ben’s approving gaze roving up and down her body, peering between her thighs at her trimmed mound. Viola blushed, squeezing her thighs together slightly - but Ben tutted, motioning for her to part them.

“Don’t hide from Daddy, babygirl,” he told her. “Keep yourself on display for him… in fact, why don’t you turn around for me, hm? That’s it… slowly!”

Viola’s face was hot and pink, but it wasn’t all embarrassment. She couldn’t remember ever being this horny in her life, and as she slowly turned around, knowing her ‘Daddy’ was watching, part of her wanted to jump straight into sex and skip everything else.

As she turned and saw the diaper again, Viola changed her mind back instantly. She wanted to wear that, badly.

“Good girl,” Ben murmured, taking Viola’s slender wrist in his hand. “Lay down on the bed for me.”

“Okay, Daddy,” Viola said, the word feeling strange but exciting in her mouth. “I amma good girl, Daddy.”

“You are,” Ben replied, as he watched her get into position, laying on the bed, her ankles slightly parted and her knees in the air. “Lift your pretty bottom up, baby girl…”

Viola tried not to swoon as she pushed herself up, away from the mattress. She wanted to hold onto every second of this, but she also wanted to hurry right to the part where she was securely diapered, padded and crinkly around her beloved Daddy.

Her toes curling with delight, Viola felt the soft padding of the open diaper against her backside, her rear sinking into it just slightly. Plastic crinkled as Ben shifted her into place, and a moment later, she felt the front of the diaper being pulled up, her private areas hidden from view and nestled comfortably inside a cotton-y prison.

Viola couldn’t contain a soft whimper as Ben fastened the first tape, and she caught his eyes as he looked down at her with wry amusement.

“Baby loves her diapers, doesn’t she?” he asked, and Viola nodded shyly, feeling the front of the diaper growing snug across her tummy.

“Yesh Daddy,” she replied, blushing. “...Baby wuvs her diapees…”

“Good girl,” Ben said back, as he finally secured the last tape. “...Because Daddy thinks you look very, very sexy in them.”

“Daddy!” Viola squealed and giggled, pretending to be scandalized. “That’s a naughty thing to say…”

“Oh, is it?” Ben asked, pulling her up effortlessly. “Well maybe I’m a naughty Daddy then. For a naughty little girl.”

“Hmf,” Viola replied, faux-pouting. She was on cloud nine, and amazed by how easily she was getting into the role already.

“Don’t pout, baby,” Ben said, smirking. “Let Daddy put your jammies on…”

Privately, Viola wondered how long those pajamas would stay on for, but she obediently stuck her leg out, feeling the soft, stretchy cotton being pulled up her over her feet. Daddy helped her up, and soon the whole thing was being snapped up, her arms and legs covered in the soft pink fabric.

She could feel it stretched just slightly across her padded bottom, and she giggled, stomping her feet playfully. The diaper was pressed more firmly against her, and as the fabric shifted, so did it, crinkling loudly.

“Silly baby girl,” Ben teased, smiling, seeming completely at home in his role, too. “...Get your binky, little one.”

“Ohhh,” Viola said, reaching clumsily out for it on the bed.

It only took a moment for her to pop it into her mouth, and once there, it seemed to fit perfectly. Instinctively, she suckled on it, sighing happily.

Being put into the diaper seemed to have affected her psyche. Viola felt a little more carefree, giddy and small. She clungy to Ben, grinning as he patted her crinkly backside, wiggling it against his hand.

“Wub you, Daddy,” she mumbled behind her pacifier, as she was led downstairs, eager to see what was next…

***

“Sit here, babygirl,” Ben ordered, as he draped a soft blanket over Viola on the couch. “Daddy has to go get something…”

Before he left, he turned the television to colorful children’s programming. Viola blushed as she looked up at him, but he was already leaving, not looking at her reaction too. The fact he didn’t put it on the embarrass her… only made her more pleasantly embarrassed.

“Daddy know I’s a baby,” she mumbled to herself, giggling at her cutesy-sounding voice.

Viola’s toes wriggled under the blanket as she waited. She could hear ben in the kitchen, using the microwave for… something. She played with her pacifier in her mouth as she looked up at the tv screen, spinning it around slowly using her tongue.

Viola used a free hand to gently pull on the ring, sucking hard as she did so. She did that for a while, seeing how hard she could tug before her suction wasn’t enough, and the binky popped free. Giggling, Viola repeated that a few times - before she heard her Daddy coming back, and looked up, eagerly.

With a little blush, Viola realized Ben was carrying a full baby bottle of strawberry milk. She couldn’t tell from where she was, but she assumed it was heated, and that was why she’d heard the microwave. She watched as Ben sat down on the couch, and gently patted his lap.

Viola looked up at him hesitantly. Was he asking her to..?

“Come on, sweetheart,” Ben beckoned. “Lay on Daddy’s lap.”

Viola was only too happy to comply, heart thudding with glee as she clambered onto Ben’s lap, rolling onto her back. There were a few awkward repositionings, and a few ‘oof!’s from Ben as his babygirl squirmed into place. But finally he held her, supporting her with one arm that wrapped securely around her side, her head resting against his chest and upper arm.

The other arm offered the nipple of the warm bottle of pink milk, and after a moment’s hesitation, Viola parted her lips, allowing it to slip inside her mouth.

“Good baby,” Ben said, softly, with love in his voice. “...I love you so much, Vi.”

Viola’s own eyes were a little misty as she looked back at him, her mouth full so she couldn’t reply. She didn’t need to - it was obvious she was brimming over with love for him too, as her wildest fantasies were realized.

Her eyes sliding closed a moment later, Viola focused completely on the sensations surrounding her. The sweet strawberry flavored milk filled her mouth, although she had to rhythmically suck to get it out. That little motion made Viola feel completely like a baby, tiny and helpless, dependent on her Daddy to feed her as he held her bottle up, supporting her lovingly.

The warmth of their bodies together felt like a glowing ember of love shared between them, and Viola sighed through her nose, knowing she could have lay there forever in Ben’s arms. Slowly she drank, shifting occasionally, feeling and hearing the thick diaper between her legs shifting and crinkling.

She wanted the moment to last forever, but eventually Viola realized she’d drained the entire bottle. Whimpering, she suckled on air for a few moments, before Ben slowly slipped the bottle from her lips, sitting her up.

Viola felt him rubbing and patting her back, and a moment later, on cue, she burped gently. She blushed, but Ben just pulled her towards him, laying her head on his chest once more. Her pacifier was put back in, and Viola sucked slowly on it, her cheeks a rosy pink as she nuzzled against her Daddy.

Slowly, tenderly, Ben rocked the diapered girl on his lap, cuddling her close as she sighed, relaxing against him. The total peace she felt was only slightly offset by the tingling excitement she felt between her thighs… But they were both pleasant, building on each other.

And besides, Viola thought. Later she could do the sexy things… For now, she would enjoy this as long as she could - in case orgasm took either or both of them out of the moment…

***

It didn’t take long for Viola to start wriggling slightly again. Daddy had put on a Biznee movie, and they were both watching it quietly, Viola sitting beside Ben and leaning on him.

She had rushed home from work today, forgetting to use the bathroom. And now she could feel her bladder straining… Viola didn’t want to break character, but she was sure Ben wouldn’t be okay with her actually using the diaper… Would he?

“Daddy,” Viola said softly, blushing. “I have… I have to go peepee.”

She looked up at him hesitantly, but Ben just rubbed her shoulder lovingly before responding.

“Go in your diaper, then, babygirl,” he said, casually, and Viola felt herself go violently red. “That’s what it’s there for.”

“A-are you sure?” Viola asked, flushing brightly.

She’d never dared to even fantasize about this. Actually using her diaper now she was a grown woman seemed so naughty, so taboo… And doing it right there, with her boyfriend watching. Viola sucked her pacifier worriedly, as Ben sighed, gently sitting her up to look at her.

“I’m completely sure,” he said, smirking… And then something seemed to strike him. “In fact… Come here…”

“W-what are you doin’, Daddy?” Viola asked after pulling out her pacifier, as Ben began to unpop all the poppers down the front of her sleeper. She blushed a little but didn’t pull away as her perky breasts burst free, and Daddy peeled the soft fabric down her arms.

“I want you to sit on my lap, princess,” Ben urged, as he undid the rest of the sleeper, revealing the front of her thick diaper. “...While you go peepee.”

Viola made a squeak of alarm.

“Daddy! Yo-you… You don’t mean that, right?” Viola asked, her heart hammering as he stood her up, very deliberately stripping her down to just her diaper.

She felt completely bare and exposed in front of him, squeezing her thighs together over the mass of the diaper that spread them slightly despite her best efforts. Without speaking, Ben took her by the hand and led her over to him. Viola hesitated, locking her legs for a moment, uncertain that Ben really wanted this…

...In response, Ben found the zipper of his jeans, and slowly undid them, so his stiff, throbbing cock jutted out into the air. Viola’s eyes went wide.

“I’m so horny for you, baby girl,” Ben said, and when he pulled her closer once more, there was no resistance. “Press your diaper right up against Daddy, that’s a good baby.”

Trembling with arousal, Viola straddled Ben compliantly. He guided her pacifier back into her mouth, and soon she could feel the hardness of his shaft pressed up against her, through the diaper. The plastic crinkled loudly as they ground against each other, Viola whimpering as she felt the padding pressing against her slickened slit, teasing her.

Her bladder felt swollen, body urging her to empty it, and as she sucked rhythmically on the pacifier, she looked into Ben’s eyes questioningly.

“Come on, sweetie,” he said, smiling, as he pushed his hips up, grinding his shaft against the outer shell of the diaper. “Let go… Wet your pampers for Daddy.”

Viola whimpered around the pacifier, unable to disobey such a direct, arousing command. Blushing furiously, she tensed her muscles, pushing… and then relaxing as she slowly wet herself, warm yellow urine seeping into the front of the diaper between her legs and changing the color, swelling it outwards.

It grew against Ben’s aching length, making him throb slightly as Viola watched, mesmerized. It felt so good to do this, to let go completely, and she moaned shamelessly around her pacifier, humping slowly against Ben’s cock as she continued to empty her bladder into her diaper. She felt a wonderful, potent mix of innocence and naughtiness. The fact this seemed so wrong only made it feel more right, arousal growing inside her like a burning fire.

As she finished wetting, they both shivered slightly, as if experiencing a shared orgasm… And then Ben kissed her firmly on her binky, pressing it deeper into her mouth. Her cheeks were pink, eyes wide, feeling small and submissive and owned.

“Such a good baby,” Ben murmured, as his hands found her hips, wrapped in the crinkly plastic of her padding. “Wetting your diaper for Daddy. Did it feel good?”

“Y-yes, Daddy,” Viola moaned, rolling her hips against him, whimpering with arousal. “It felt sooo good.”

“Let’s both make each other feel good, together,” Ben said, smirking as he undid the tapes on each side in one surprisingly smooth movement.

Viola squealed as she felt her sodden diaper being stripped away, and now there was nothing between them, her slit slick with her own urine and excitement as they both worked together to position her eager entrance against Ben’s dripping cockhead. With a single thrust, he entered her, groaning as his hips rolled up to push himself all the way in.

“Oh, Daddy,” she moaned breathlessly as she felt him deep inside her, his shaft like granite as he slid his hips slowly back. “Feelsh sho good, Daddy…”

Ben moaned himself, holding onto her hips for dear life as he worked his throbbing length back and forth inside the molten pot of ooze that was his babygirl’s pussy. The fantasy seemed to have gripped him tightly too, almost as tightly as the clenching warmth of Viola’s slick canal.

They moved together, overwhelmed with bubbling pleasure. Viola’s pacifier soon fell from her lips as she gasped and cried out, feeling Ben’s cock pushing in and out of her, over and over, teasing her. His length stroked again and again against her that sweet spot inside of her, making her tremble as the pleasure built and built.

Daddy and babygirl were a moaning, writhing, humping mess for the next few minutes as they enjoyed each other, enjoyed the fantasy, crying out ‘Daddy’ and ‘babygirl!’ occasionally in time with their passionate movements. They loved this, loved each other, and both of them knew Viola never had any need to hide this fetish again…

“D-daddy! I’m go-gonna make cummies!” Viola squealed impulsively, feeling her peak approaching, her whole body tense as Ben’s hard cock pounded away at her.

“C-cum with Daddy, princess! Cum around Daddy’s cock!”

Viola trembled, eyes wide - and then she did exactly that, squealing and thrashing as she orgasmed, clenching and massaging her Daddy’s deeply embedded erection. Her clit throbbed and tingled, and through the haze of her own pleasure she felt Ben explode inside her too, pumping hot cum deep inside her, as the rhythmic spasms of her own canal coaxed his semen deeper.

She moaned wordlessly, back arched as she squeezed out ever last second of pleasure… And then sagged, shaking all over as she clung to her Daddy, feeling the last few lazy spurts into her.

“Ohhh… Daddy…”

“That’s my girl,” Ben murmured, kissing her cheek as he gently guided her off of his lap, and onto the couch beside him. “That’s Daddy’s little girl…”

And as Viola’s eyes closed happily, she sighed, knowing it was true.

End.

The Office Nurse made me LOAD my DIAPERS!

Joshua nervously walked into the office, not sure what would be waiting for him. His first and second day back at work as his Mommy’s diapered baby boy had been horribly embarrassing, but he was starting to get used to drinking everything out of a baby bottle - even though the coffee seemed to get milkier and milkier every time he drank it.

Harder to get used to was the frequent diaper checks and changes by his boss’ pretty assistant, Paula. Every hour, like clockwork, she would march over, make him stand and drop his pants, and check to see if he was wet, like he was a real baby. He’d grumbled a few times about the inconvenience - all that happened was Paula said she’d talk to his Mommy about getting pants with snaps on to make it quicker.

“Or there’s always dresses,” she’d mused. “Those are easier to check under.”

Joshua had hurriedly assured her that pants were fine.

But apparently today Paula wouldn’t be the one changing him at all. His bosses had said the new nurse who was capable of dealing with his ‘unique needs’ would be arriving today, and that thought made Joshua very nervous. What new humiliation would she inflict on him?

Some of his co-workers giggled as he walked past, rustling loudly. By now everybody in the office knew what was going on with him and that he was in diapers 24/7 - that he was wetting them like a baby and being changed on a table whenever he filled them. Some people thought it was hilarious, others seemed to find it cute. Joshua wasn’t sure which was more embarrassing.

“Hey there, little man,” one of his more attractive female co-workers said as he was going past. “You’re in a hurry. What’s the matter, got a full diaper you need Miss Paula to take care of?”

Joshua felt his cheeks turn scarlet, shaking his head shyly. Before this had happened, before he’d been turned into his wife’s obedient little diaper boy, he and the woman in front of him had had a lot of flirty conversations. They never went anywhere, obviously, since he was married - but it felt nice to know he could probably have had her if he wanted her.

Now those lingering, flirty looks over her coffee mug missed him entirely, and he could see she’d occasionally glance and look up at another man who was standing by the water cooler, biting her lip. His heart sank, knowing he was no longer even a man to her, to anybody - he was a baby, and that’s all anybody saw him as.

“Well,” the woman said, chuckling as she reached up to ruffle Josh’s hair, making him feel small despite his height. “Us .grownups have got to get back to work. See you around, kiddo.”

Josh tried not to pout as he made his way towards the new nurse’s office. Other people seemed to have adjusted to his new status remarkably quickly, far quicker than he himself had. Was it really so easy for them to just see him as a baby?

When he brought those feelings up to his Mommy, she’d laughed.

“Well, of course it’s easy for them to think of you that way, silly,” she said, as she did her make up in the mirror that very morning. “Anybody who met you probably realized what I did long ago - that you’re just a toddler in an adult body.”

Was that true? Had his co-workers really been thinking that about him the whole time?

Joshua didn’t have much more time to think about that now. He was right in front of the door, which had a shiny new plaque affixed reading ‘Infant Care Room’. That made him blush too, but he was here now - trying to conjure up any lingering feelings of adult masculinity, he curled his hand into a fist and banged on the door.

“Come in,” came a feminine voice, and Joshua pushed open the door shyly.

“Well hello,” the red-haired woman said, motioning for him to sit down as the door closed behind him. “You must be Joshie, am I right?”

“Um… yes ma’am,” he replied nervously, trying to smile the way he used to smile at pretty girls as he sat down - only managing a bashful, childish grin.

“Aww! Well aren’t you a little charmer!” The woman remarked, beaming at him. “I’m Nurse Rita, it’s lovely to meet you.”

“You, too,” Joshua offered.

“And such good manners! Alright…”

She peered around on her desk until she found what she was looking for - a clipboard with some kind of form or checklist attached to it. Squinting, Josh could make out his name at the top, but not much else.

“Now, sweetie, do you know why I’ve been brought in here?”

Joshua felt his face was a furnace - he’d never get used to talking about this out loud…

“Um… To, to change my… diapers?” he said, hesitantly.

“Very clever, little buddy,” Nurse Rita said with a wink, the kind that made Josh feel like a small child being condescended to - it was not the kind of wink a woman gave a man.

“Yes, that’s right, I’m here to change your diapers,” Nurse Rita continued. “But I’m also here to make sure you’re fit and healthy and looked after at dayc- I mean, at work. Your Mommy is leaving me in charge of your care for the time being.”

“Oh,” Joshua said, frowning. “What does that mean?”

“It means I’ll decide when it’s breaktime, what you’re having for lunch, when it’s naptime…” Joshua’s eyes had gone wide at the mention of ‘naptime’, but Rita carried on, ignoring him.

“Making sure you’re drinking plenty of fluids - I’ll be keeping a record of your diaper changes on the wall chart there - and of course, I’ll take care of your discipline, if you’re naughty.”

“Discipline?” Joshua groaned, having a pretty good idea of what that meant…

“Yes, Joshie,” Rita said, smiling. “Time outs, scoldings… oh, and spankings, of course.”

“Of course,” Josh grumbled.

“Now, back to my first job… Making sure you’re healthy. I’m going to need to do an examination, alright?”

Josh nodded, always a little anxious at doctor’s visits, but not wanting to show it in front of Nurse Rita.

“Okay, well, first of all I’d like to take your heart rate,” she said, wheeling her desk chair around to the other side of the table, holding her stethoscope ready. “This might be a little cold..”

Joshua gulped, and then shuddered as he felt the cold steel on his skin. He hated being poked and prodded, it made him feel like some kind of alien specimen being studied. Plus he was always afraid he’d somehow end up needing a shot… And now he noticed his waistband was poking up, showing off his diaper, making him blush harder.

“Hmm,” Nurse Rita said, thinking as she checked his pulse, pushing his shirt up further as she moved the stethoscope around on his chest. “Take a big boy breath in for me… Aaand out?”

Joshua complied, feeling slightly dizzy after she repeated the request a few more times.

“It looks like your heart’s beating a little fast,” Nurse Rita told him as she pulled the stethoscope away. “Tell me, Josh, do you find going to the doctor a little bit scary?”

Without even thinking, the words “Uh huh” slipped from Josh’s mouth in a soft, childish voice. He pouted as soon as he’d said it, looking away from Nurse Rita. He was a man, damn it… he wasn’t supposed to be scared of something as simple as a routine health examination…

“Aww, that’s okay,” Rita said, smiling. “Lots of little boys and girls are afraid of the doctor. I’ll try and go slowly and explain everything I’m doing, okay?”

“...Okay,” Josh said softly.

“In fact, why don’t I get you a friend out to help you feel braver?”

Joshua wasn’t sure what she meant as she wheeled herself back behind her desk, pulling open a drawer - until she held aloft a fluffy green teddy bear, making it wave its paw at Josh as she smiled. He bit his lip, uncertainly - he definitely did NOT want to cuddle with a teddybear… did he?

“Here we go, sweetie,” Nurse Rita said sweetly, as she slipped the bear into Joshua’s hands. “Just give him a snuggle while I take care of everything else. I’ll do your blood pressure next.”

Hiding his pink face in the bear’s green fur, Joshua cuddled the stuffed toy to his chest, focusing on that for a moment, and not whatever Nurse Rita was doing. He glanced up when he felt her gently extending his arm, wrapping the blood pressure cuff around it. Josh whimpered, knowing it was going to feel uncomfortable and strange, squeezing the teddy to his chest as the cuff began to squeeze.

It was silly and embarrassing, but it really did make him feel a little better. As the cuff paused at the tightest spot, he bit his lip softly, peering out from behind the bear to see the monitor, the numbers slowly climbing.

“Hm… 132 over 86… It could be lower, but I’ve seen a lot worse,” Nurse Rita muttered almost to herself, before turning to Josh with a gentle smile. “You did a great job, kiddo. Did Teddy help?”

Josh felt a strange feeling coming over him, as if by being treated so much like a child every day he was starting to slip into the role himself. He giggled and nodded softly, his cheeks flushed as he scuffed his feet across the floor.

“Okay, now we’ll need to do the physical examination… Could you hop up on the examination table, please?”

Shyly, Josh obliged, hyper-aware of his diaper crinkling under his clothes as he moved to the padded examination table. Of course, any minute now she’d see it for herself, a thought that made Josh blush all the harder.

Nurse Rita pulled the teddy-bear printed privacy curtain halfway around, reaching down and undoing Joshua’s shirt buttons. Once she undid the last button, the shirt fell open all the way, and Joshua looked away in embarrassment as he realised the front waistband of his diaper was showing again.

“That’s a good boy, lay down for me,” Rita said, smiling warmly as she pulled Josh’s shirt off and then reached down to undo his pants.

There was something deeply shameful and symbolic about how those pressed, smart work trousers were pulled down, revealing the thick, poofy diaper beneath. Joshua whimpered, fighting the urge to hide his diaper with his hands - instead, he hid his face behind the bear again.

“Well, this looks dry, but…”

Nurse Rita slid a finger into the cuff of the diaper, running it along the inside of the padding. Once she was satisfied the diaper was completely clean, she patted Josh’s padded crotch with a smile, as she walked to the wallchart she’d pointed out earlier.

Josh looked at it a little more closely now, peering out from behind the teddy bear, trying not to think about how humiliating his current position was. The chart was wipe clean, with the days of the week up one side, and times across the top. Joshua watched Rita find the 9am spot for Wednesday, and put a big, green tick in it.

“What happens if I’m, uh, wet, when you check me?” Joshua asked, shyly.

“You get a red cross,” she explained, smiling. “But don’t worry - you’re a little baby now… you’re expected to use your diapers.”

Josh nodded dumbly, as he thought of the embarrassing prospect of a whole chart of red crosses to indicate that he, a grown man, kept wetting himself. He whimpered, hoping he managed to keep control before Joanna got tired of this.

“Now the physical exam,” Rita said, smiling. “Stretch out your arms and spread your legs.”

Hesitantly, Josh obeyed, lifting his arms slowly, his teddy clutched in one hand. Rita gently lifted each one of his limbs in turn, checking them for any injuries. She was going a little overboard, but she wanted to start with something simple before she moved on to more… challenging parts of the exam.

“You’re looking a little plump,” she said, squeezing some chubbiness on Josh’s belly. “I’ll tell your Mommy to watch what she feeds you.”

Josh blushed, but said nothing, closing his eyes in embarrassment as his diaper was undone. Rita snapped on a pair of blue medical gloves, gently cupping his testicles in one hand. He bit his lip as she gently kneaded them, feeling blood flow to his crotch.

“These are very healthy, baby boy,” she remarked, as she moved her gloved hand to his flaccid shaft.

Her eyes twinkled with mischief as she looked up from her task for a moment.

“Don’t worry,” she teased. “I’m sure it will get bigger when you grow up…”

Joshua frowned at that, but couldn’t think of anything to say to defend himself - particularly because as she fondled and manipulated his soft cock, it began to harden. His eyes went wide, his mouth a thin line of embarrassment as he saw and felt himself growing erect in her hand.

“Oh! Perhaps you’re feeling a bit more grown up now, then?” she said, blushing a little herself.

“I, I’m so sorry…” Joshua spluttered, his cheeks pink. “It’s not, I mean, I don’t-”

“Shh baby boy, it’s okay,” Nurse Rita said reassuringly. “It’s completely natural. It’ll go down soon.”

“If you’d like,” she said, softly. “I can give you a… medical procedure. To make the swelling go down?”

As she said that, her gloved hand rubbed up and down his shaft, the friction almost painful. Joshua swallowed, his face red. There was no doubt about what she was asking…

“My Mommy…”

“Has already agreed she approves any and all… treatments, I deem necessary,” Nurse Rita said, with a seductive smile. “If you like, we can call her and ask? I think she’s at work, isn’t she?”

“N-no, it’s okay,” Joshua said, hurriedly. He couldn’t imagine the mortification if he were to do that. “Uh, um… yes. I, I think I’d like that.”

“Ask me nicely, baby boy…” Nurse Rita said, removing her gloved hand and reaching in one of several drawers for a small packet of some kind.

“Um… pretty please can you … do that?” he said, hopefully.

“No, no… Ask me like the little baby boy you are,” she chided, opening the packet, which turned out to contain lubricant that she poured into her hand.

Biting his lip, Josh could feel his heart racing. Pretending to be a little boy while he did this felt so naughty, and it made him feel so vulnerable, so humiliated, putting on a gooey, mushy baby voice even in an intimate moment like this.

“Please… Pwease Nurse Wita,” he said, screwing his eyes shut in embarrassment. “Pwease pway wiv my peepee.”

Instantly, he felt that gloved hand, slick with lubricant, wrap around his throbbing shaft. He moaned, squeezing his teddy bear to his chest, as Rita’s hand squeezed his cock just as tight. Her motions were gradual but precise, and Josh found himself fighting the urge to buck and hump against her slow, teasing strokes.

“Therrre’s a good baby boy,” Rita cooed, as she stroked up and down his cock. “Why does baby want me to play with his peepee, hm?”

“Feels nice, Nurse Wita,” he said, in that same shy, babyish voice, whimpering as he felt her increasing the speed of her hand, so tight, squeezing him hard as she masturbated him.

Laying on the back, his skin sticking to the examination table, looking at the babyishly patterned curtain while a nurse stroked and fondled his throbbing cock, it was easy to lose himself in the fantasy too. He was Mommy’s diapered little boy, getting a special treat from the nurse for behaving so well during his procedure. Moaning, he rocked his hips up in time with Nurse Rita’s hand movements, trying to follow them naughtily.

“That’s a good little boy, good baby,” she cooed, as Joshua whimpered, peering down at the way she was rubbing his shaft up and down, faster now, from behind his new friend. “It feels nice, doesn’t it, my naughty little man?”

“Ohhh, yes, it feels re- weally, weally good, Missus - nghh- N-nurse Rita!” Joshua said, panting enthusiastically. “Pl-please don’t stop touching my peepee!”

Rita obliged, gripping his cock ever tighter, her wrist motions a blur as she worked him into a huffing, panting, groaning mess, humping frantically against her hand.

“Is baby going to make stickies?” she asked, breathless herself.

“Uh huh!” Joshua said, gasping himself, his cock throbbing urgently with the need for release, when, suddenly.

“Ooooo, gooood baby!” Rita cooed as she felt Josh’s member pulse hard in her hand, sending a spurt of hot cum into the air, splattering on Josh’s belly.

As Joshua moaned, helplessly bucking and grinding against the hand that was still stroking him up and down, milking every last drop, he shivered with the overwhelming pleasure he was feeling, gasping as his body pushed out load after load, splattering into the tissue Rita was now holding over his tip.

His orgasm slowly died down, a last spurt lazy dribbling down Nurse Rita’s gloved hand, as she removed it, leaving his hypersensitive shaft alone as he breathed heavily, awash in bliss. Pulling out a wipe from the dispenser, Rita quickly cleaned the still-warm cum off of her hand and Joshua’s belly and crotch, balling it up with the tissue into a sticky mess that she then threw into the trash.

“Alll done, sweetie,” she cooed, smiling. “See, the nurse’s office isn’t so scary after all, is it?”

Josh shook his head, a distracted, dopey smile on his own face.

“Now that you’re nice and relaxed, baby boy, Nurse Rita’s going to take your temperature.”

“T-take my- mmf!” Josh found himself being rolled gently onto his front, his nostrils filled with the scent of sanitized hospital beds as his cheek was now squashed against the examination table.

His heart thumped with trepidation as he glanced back, gulping, seeing Rita using another packet of lubricant to prepare the thermometer. Joshua was very afraid of where she was planning on sticking that…

“N-nurse, can’t you just put it in my mouth?” he pleaded.

“Don’t be silly,” Nurse Rita replied, with a chuckle. “It’s much more accurate rectally… Besides, sweetie, little babies can’t hold still properly to have their temperature taken.”

“But, but-”

“No buts!” Nurse Rita said, and then chuckled, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “Well. One butt! And here comes the thermometer…”

Whining, Josh turned away, not wanting to see what he could feel happening. Nurse Rita grasped one of his rump cheeks, pulling it to the side to get access to his tight backside. Joshua felt the slender tip of the thermometer probe his back passage, and gasped with surprise as it began to slide into him.

It didn’t hurt exactly, since it was so slim - despite how much Joshua’s muscles were clenching against the invader. But it was cold, and cool, and poking up inside where things didn’t belong, and Josh gritted his teeth and closed his eyes at the humiliation, finding it very uncomfortable.

“That’ll take a few moments,” Nurse Rita said, grabbing her clipboard again. “I’m going to ask you a few more questions, alright, baby?”

“U-uh huh,” Josh said shakily, extremely away of the thin object lodged in his backside, unable to stop focusing on it.

“Attaboy,” Rita said, tapping her clipboard with a pen. “So, Joshie - how often do you have a bowel movement?”

“Wh-what?” Josh said, looking around with wide eyes, caught off guard by the personal and slightly gross question.

“Sorry, sweetie,” Rita said, looking apologetic. “I guess that’s a big word for a baby… How often do you make a stinky?”

Josh’s face was bright red as he answered, wanting to explain he’d obviously known what she meant, but knowing it was futile.

“Um… maybe once or twice a week?”

Rita’s eyes narrowed and she ‘hmm’ed as she wrote something down, but said nothing else until she asked her next question.

“How often do you get to make stickies?”

Josh blushed and stammered, feeling very uncomfortable, and every awkward, shy movement reminded him of the thermometer in his backside. He whimpered, feeling very much like a shy little boy put on the spot about his toilet and masturbation habits at a doctor’s visit.

“...I don’t know… um, once a day, maybe? If my w- if Mommy lets me.”

“Ah, so you’re not allowed to make stickies on your own?”

Joshua hesitated, part of him wanting to lie - but he sighed, knowing he’d be caught eventually if he did. Pouting, he confessed that, yes, he was only allowed to make stickies if a ‘grownup’ helped him.

Rita smirked playfully at that.

“Actually, sweetie, I already knew that. I was testing to see what you would say - if you told me a fib, I was going to spank that cute little butt of yours.”

Joshua’s eyes went wide again for a moment, and then he looked right at her, pouting fiercely.

“No fair,” he said, childishly, making her laugh at his cute behavior.

“Sorry buddy, I have to make sure you’re behaving…”

“Hmf,” Josh said, but more playfully this time. “Is it done yet?”

“Let me check… it looks like it is…”

Josh gasped again as he felt the thin shaft of the thermometer being slid out of his tight passage, glad to have it out but discomforted by the sensation of it leaving.

“Hmm.. Looks like it’s all good here,” Nurse Rita said, smiling as she set it aside to clean after Josh’s appointment. “Alright, well, I have one more procedure to do before I can let you go… And I’m afraid you’re not going to like it.”

“Wh-what is it?” Josh said, clutching his bear, not liking the sound of this. What could be worse than that nasty little thermometer up his bottom?

“I’m going to give you an enema, Joshie,” she said, in a businesslike voice. “So please get your bottom in the air, and wait patiently while I get it ready.”

“N-no! Please!” Josh protested. He couldn’t, just couldn’t let her do that. It was beyond humiliating, and he couldn’t stand the thought of anything else invading his tushie today.

“Josh,” Nurse Rita said, suddenly stern. “We can do this with your full co-operation, or I can go and fetch the biggest men in this office - and have them help me hold you down.”

Josh swallowed hard, as he looked from the nurse, to the door, to the chart on the wall, his mind running through a million scenarios.

They all ended the same way: him with a tube forced up his backside, and water flowing into his bowels. Only, if he submitted, it wouldn’t be as bad…

“Okay,” he said softly, defeatedly, giving up another piece of his adulthood, his manhood.

“Okay,” he repeated louder, looking right at Nurse Rita. “...Be careful?”

“I always am, kiddo,” Rita said soothingly, moving over to something Joshua hadn’t really noticed when he first entered the room.

A bag hung from a metal pole - on wheels, Joshua noted - and a long tube that wrapped all the way around it. He watched with dread as it was wheeled over, whimpering, Rita motioning for him to move into position. Reluctantly, he pushed his bottom into the air, shuffling forwards on his knees while he kept his front half pressed against the exam table.

“Wonderful,” Rita said, smiling, as she uncurled the hose. “Now, sweetie, I’m going to put this little nozzle in your bottom-”

“It doesn’t look very little…” Joshua said, biting his lip - the thin plastic shaft was much wider than the thermometer had been.

“Don’t be silly, Josh,” the nurse said, chuckling. “I promise, it will slide right in.”

Josh pouted, doubting her words very much, but not able to do anything to stop this or dissuade her. He really was as helpless a child he thought to himself, as he watched, swallowing as Nurse Rita lubricated the enema nozzle. She approached him, and he trembled, knowing what was coming next.

“In it goes,” Rita said, gently, the tip of the nozzle pressing at Josh’s tight pucker.

As he’d predicted, it felt far bigger than the thermometer, and he could feel his muscles clamping, trying to refuse it entry. But Rita was determined, and soon, he felt his clenched hole being pushed open.

He made a strangled squeak as it slid further into him, delving into his bowels as Rita guided it inside. It ached in a strange way, his body reminding him urgently that something was lodged in his bottom, spasming every few seconds to try and push it out, but it was lodged - or held - firmly inside him.

“Alright, the hard part’s over, sweetie,” Nurse Rita said, then chuckled, seeing Joshua’s expression, the miserable little boy sulking with embarrassment.

“Okay, fine,” she admitted, rolling her eyes. “One of the hard parts is over.”

“I’m going to turn the valve on now, okay?” she continued, walking back to where the bag was hanging. “This is just a saline solution, it should help get your bowels working…”

Josh bit his lip anxiously as he saw her turn the little knob, knowing water was now flowing through the hose. It reached him more suddenly than he’d expected, and he gasped at the unusual feeling of cool liquid flowing into his bowels.

“U-urgh… why do we have to do this?” he moaned, feeling the water slowly filling his belly.

“Pooping once a week isn’t good for you,” Nurse Rita said, frowning as she stroked his back, seeing it quiver as his bowels were filled. “You’ll have regular enemas until you’re going regularly.”

She glanced at her clipboard, resting on her desk.

“Besides, I’ve been instructed to help you get used to using your diapers. I’m sure once you’ve been messy a few dozen times, you won’t even bat an eyelid. That’s what babies do, after all.”

“W-what?!” Josh groaned, sweat beading on his forehead from the discomfort of such a volume of liquid filling him. “Nooo!”

“Yes, I’m afraid so. Babies don’t get to use the toilet.”

Joshua whimpered, feeling tears sting his eyes. The discomfort of the tube crammed into his bottom, the growing swelling of his stomach, sloshing with water - and now this new humiliation, knowing he was expected to empty his enema into his diaper, pooping his pants like an un-pottytrained toddler.

“Ngh.. it’s so full…” Joshua groaned, feeling his bowels swollen and full of liquid, his stomach cramping. “Please, can we stop now?”

“Not yet, baby,” Nurse Rita said, gently. “The bag’s not empty yet.”

Joshua trembled, gripping his bear tightly with one hand while his nails dug into the thick vinyl of the examination table. He’d never had such a volume of anything up there, and it just seemed to never end. If he’d been in control he would have gotten up long ago, but with Nurse Rita in charge he felt more and more liquid flooding into him, his guts churning in protest, insisting he expel what was filling them.

“All done!” Nurse Rita said, suddenly. “Squeeze your muscles shut while I take out the nozzle, okay?”

Joshua grunted as he did just that, his buttocks quivering as he clamped his muscles closed. He felt so… full.

Nurse Rita yanked the nozzle out of his backside, eliciting a very un-manly squeal, before she rolled him onto his back, quickly moving his diaper back into position, taping it up with an efficient precision. Joshua blinked, and he was back in his thick diaper, stomach heaving with the fullness of the enema.

“C-can I… do it behind the curtain?” he asked, uncertainly, his bowels spasming insistently.

“Certainly not!” Nurse Rita said, with a chuckle. “I need to get some paperwork done, and tidy this room up after your examination. You need to go back to work. I’ll come find you in an hour.”

“What?! N-no, you- guh!... Nurse Rita, please!”

His pleas fell on deaf ears, as she was already pushing him out of the door, then closing it in his face. Stunned, he turned the knob a few times, and then whimpered, realizing he was completely shut out.

More than that… She hadn’t re-dressed him. Joshua was completely exposed, only the plastic shell of the diaper covering his shame, and his guts gurgled, reminding him soon he’d have far more to be ashamed of.

“No, no, no,” he hissed, his face burning, vaguely aware of several people poking their heads out of their cubicles, to see what was going on.

Tears of shame and impotent anger burned in his eyes as he clutched his bare stomach, feeling the ominous rumbling building. He couldn’t believe it had come to this. He used to be well-liked, respected, the topic of water cooler gossip in the nicest ways… Now he stood in just a diaper, waiting to soil himself and be changed by a woman he barely knew, whenever she felt like it. He’d never been so humiliated in his life…

“Ohhh,” he moaned, turning away from the door. Desperately, he looked around for his cubicle, rushing towards it.

“S-sorry!” he stammered, as he bumped in to a guy on his way through the hallway, just catching the man’s shocked expression as he darted into his cubicle.

He could feel his guts pushing as he trembled, panting, looking down at the desk. He tried to clench his muscles shut as tightly as possible, feeling the cramps getting worse and worse, so much pressure as his stomach rumbled angrily, all of it surging towards his puckered opening.

Just as he was reaching the height of discomfort and panic, the phone began to ring. He groaned, wondering if this day could get any worse, picking it up with a trembling hand, knowing ignoring calls could get him in serious trouble.

“J-josh Sykes, second floor,” he said, his voice trembling. “H-how can I help you?”

“Baby!” Joanna’s voice came through the speaker, and Joshua felt a little relief that he wouldn’t have to pretend to act normally on the phone. “How are you feeling?”

“U-um,” Josh shook, sweating, grunting as another wave of cramps went through his body. “...N-not good, J- … Mommy.”

“Oh dear,” Joanna said, although her voice sounded amused. “What’s the matter?”

Joshua groaned, by now fairly sure she knew what the matter was, but knowing he’d be in trouble if he didn’t respond.

“I… Nurse R-rita gave me an enema, Mommy,” he said, whimpering. “My tummy h-hurts…”

“Oh no, is the poopy trying to come out, little one?”

Joshua flushed even more at her embarrassing language, but despite his humiliation he found himself blurting out a childish response.

“Yes, Mommy, it’s pushing real bad!”

“Well, you know what to do to stop your tummy hurting, don’t you?”

Joshua gulped, a reluctant frown on his face - and then gasped as another wave of cramps hit him, hard, tears in his eyes just from the feeling.

“Y-yes…” he said, meekly, whimpering.

“Good boy… crouch down for Mommy, okay?” Joanna ordered gently, and Josh felt his knees bending, grunting as he got into a classic toddler squat, obeying his Mommy as she talked him through messing himself.

“How does it feel?”

“Gnuh! It’s… it’s c-coming!” Josh said, straining against the force of the contents of his bowels, trying desperately to escape.

“That’s right, baby boy,” Joanna cooed, delightedly. “Fill your pampers for your Mommy, just load your diapers like the helpless toddler you are.”

Joshua sobbed, but there was no holding back now. He pushed, only slightly, crouching beneath his desk like an embarrassed child. The enema he was holding and the mess inside surged forwards, and with a groan, he began to empty his bowels noisily, grunting and biting his lip as he pushed out the sticky mess into his diapers. As he strained he felt his bladder release as well, squirting urine that darkened the front of his diaper as the back got fuller and saggier.

Finally, after what seemed like hours of straining and pushing, Joshua’s bowels quivered, then relaxed, completely empty. He cried in shame, but there was relief there too, no longer cramping and aching from the enema inside him.

“I, I’m done, Mommy,” he whispered shamefully, hearing sniffs and mumbled comments from other cubicles, knowing soon the whole office would know about his mess.

“Good boy,” she crooned, pleased with herself. “Now, why don’t you sit down in your chair and get back to big boy work while you’re waiting for Nurse Rita?”

Joshua stood up, his legs shaking. He didn’t want to sit down, not with his full diaper… But he didn’t dare disobey his ‘Mommy’. Groaning in disgust and embarrassment, he lowered his rump to his office chair, hearing the ‘squish’ as he sat, the mess spreading out underneath his bottom. It was warm and mushy, and he blushed furiously, wishing he could be anywhere else.

“...I did it,” he said, softly into the phone.

“Awww! Such an obedient little boy!” Joanna said, and Josh swore he could hear her smirking down the phone. “I guess you must really love doing as you’re told, hm?”

Joshua whined in protest, but Joanna just laughed on the other end of the line.

“Well, I have to go now, sweetie,” she said. “Be a good boy for Mommy… Oh… and...enjoy your change!”

The line clicked, going dead, and Joshua groaned, putting his head on his desk. He could try to focus on work now, but it would probably be useless. All he could think about was his messy, loaded pampers, and the burning humiliation of being treated like a helpless toddler.

“Gross, what’s that smell?” he heard a woman comment as she walked past.

“Oh that’s just baby Joshie, probably. Don’t worry, the nurse will change him soon.”

Joshua didn’t think his face could get any redder, but that did it. Hearing his state talked about so cavalierly, somebody he didn’t think he even knew calling him ‘baby Joshie’, acting as if it was completely normal for him to soil himself… Embarrassed and ashamed, Josh tried to tune everybody out, pretending to work - but really just distractedly tapping the keys, glancing over at the clock every so often and hoping the nurse would be along soon.

Eventually, Rita did come get him, a little before the promised hour was up.

“Pee-yew, baby boy,” she said, chuckling. “That’s a ripe diaper - Let’s get you changed.”

Gratefully, eagerly, Joshua followed along behind her, snatching up the teddybear that had been left forgotten on his desk while he messed himself. It didn’t even occur to him how deep in he was now, to actually feel thankful to get a diaper change.

“Lay down for me, sweetie,” she ordered, and Josh climbed onto the exam table, wincing as he once again felt that mess against his rump, but glad he’d be getting out of it soon.

Nurse Rita untaped the diaper, and didn’t even grimace, keeping up a professional appearance as she gloved her hands once more, using wipes to clean Joshua’s bottom carefully. It seemed to take a while, and Joshua found himself blushing and fiddling with his teddy bear, humiliated and feeling guilty all at the same time - even though she’d technically forced this on him.

“Th-thank you,” he said, shyly, as she finally finished cleaning him, bagging the used diaper several times and depositing in a medical waste bin.

“That’s alright, baby boy,” she said, smiling as she got out another diaper - this one had teddybears on the front strip, and Josh had to admit he looked up in interest. “You have a little too much hair down there for a baby - it makes it much harder to clean. We’ll have to shave you at some point.”

Joshua just nodded dumbly, obediently lifting his bottom as she slid it underneath him. He waited for the diaper to be done up... But Nurse Rita was looking down at his flaccid penis, biting her lip.

“Joshie, baby,” Nurse Rita said, as she picked up his chart again. “After your examination - do you think you’re a healthy little boy?”

Josh looked uncertain, but then nodded.

“M-maybe?”

Nurse Rita smirked, and Joshua’s eyes opened wide as she unbuttoned her uniform, her plump, firm breasts being revealed, contained by her hot pink bra. Joshua felt his cock beginning to stir, and he moaned as Rita reached out, stroking and fondling him to full erectness.

“Oh, what a big boy,” Rita purred. “Do you have good… stamina?”

Joshua nodded eagerly, moaning as the nurse lifted her hand away.

“I’ll administer one more test today… it’ll also be a sort of reward for being such a good boy today, won’t that be nice?”

“Y-yes Nurse Rita,” Joshua murmured, watching her breasts as she climbed onto the table, straddling him.

He swallowed - this must have been what Joanna meant when she told him to enjoy his change. Joshua’s cock throbbed in the air, and he shuddered as he felt her dripping slit nudging against his cockhead, realising with a tiny thrill that she wasn’t wearing panties under her skirt. With a moan, Nurse Rita pushed backwards, his throbbing erection sliding deep into her warm, wet hole.

“Ooohhh, what a good boy,” Rita said, gasping. “Such a big, boy, aren’t you?”

“Uh huh,” Josh panted, feeling her walls massaging his length as she began to rock back and forth on top of him, his length splitting her folds over and over as he rolled his hips up to meet her motions.

Nurse Rita leaned over Josh as her hips gyrated slowly, sensually, his hardness sliding in and out of her slick wetness, making them both gasp with pleasure over and over as they fucked. Joshua panted, not believing his luck as he watched Nurse Rita’s breasts sway back and forth in his face, reaching out with clumsy paws to grope her, looking up for permission.

“G-go on, baby, it’s okay,” she said, and moaned happily as he grabbed and gently squeezed her heavy breasts.

Her movements increased in speed and urgency, her breath coming in gasps and moans and Joshua’s in pants and whimpers, totally passive as she rode his cock. He occasionally bucked up in time with her, and she gasped delightedly, but overall he was merely laying back, enjoying the pleasure as she bounced on his hard shaft.

“Oh, oh, n-nurse Rita, it’s feeling funny!” Joshua said, in a childish voice.

“Nmm, is baby gonna make stickies?”

Josh moaned, nodding hard, feeling his balls pulling up, tight, ready to release. The pleasure built inexorably and he found himself grunting and moaning in anticipation of his orgasm.

“G-go on then, baby boy! M-make stickies inside me, little one!”

She rocked frantically on his turgid length, passion building, the tension growing, hurtling towards a release they were both desperate for - and then, with a sudden gasp and a hard buck of his hips, Josh came again for the second time that day. His cum flooded into Rita’s welcoming pussy, and she gasped, moaning and shuddering as she orgasmed as well, her walls squeezing, milking his throbbing erection as he spurted again and again inside her.

“Ohhh… ohh, god, what a good boy,” Nurse Rita purred, as she sagged over him, both their orgasms ebbing away. “I can definitely write on your chart that you’ve got adequate stamina… But I might want to test it again sometime…”

They both smirked at each other.

***

Ten minutes later, Joshua was re-diapered and re-dressed, looking as he had when he walked in that morning…

...Apart from a brightly-colored sticker on his shirt, that announced in bold letters ‘I was a BIG BOY at the nurse’s office’.

End.
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