

Preview:

“Hello, baby girl,” he began. “How was-”

He was cut off as his hand trailed down, to under Isra’s skirt. She blushed, heart fluttering as he groped her full diaper, pressing the artificial mess up against her backside. Izzy felt his fingers spread, feeling the smooth plastic, rubbing in small circles. She could also feel his crotch against her, his cock suddenly swelling and straining urgently against his jeans.

“Dr Daphne put me in a diaper, Daddy,” she said, feeling his heart pound. “...And put oatmeal in the back.”

Her Daddy breathed out hard through his nose as he stepped back, his own arousal obvious. To him, the pinnacle of eroticism was a woman messing a diaper - but Isra was never interested, and he wouldn’t push. The feeling of Isra’s oatmeal-covered backside, mushed against his palm as he squeezed her diaper… It sent a jolt of eagerness straight to his crotch.

“Bedroom, my messy little girl,” he urged, grabbing Isra’s slender wrist and leading her there, quickly. “Daddy wants to play grown-up games.”

“I really hoped you would, Daddy,” Isra giggled, as her skirt was unzipped and dropped to the floor, joining her blouse a moment later. “I was… really excited on the bus.”

“Mmm?” Hassan murmured in her ear as he eagerly undid her bra, leaving her standing in just her thick, swollen diaper and socks. “Oh!... You wet yourself, my dirty baby.”

“Uh huh,” Izzy replied, eyes lidded and pleased with herself. “I needed to go…”

***

The Ageplay Clinic

Dr. Daphne LOADS her Patient’s Diapers with Oatmeal

Isra Valez wriggled in the chair opposite Doctor Daphne uncomfortably. The skin between her thighs and on her bottom felt tender and sore, with a smattering of painfully raised red areas that shone through even her sepia toned skin.

Isra had had the uncomfortable rash for a couple of weeks now, but she was too embarrassed to go to her normal doctor with it… Especially because Isra really enjoyed wearing diapers on the weekends, and she didn’t want to have to explain that, in case it was diagnostically relevant.

Her boyfriend-slash-Daddy, Hassan, had been nagging her for a while to go to a doctor’s, but Isra kept putting it off. At last a friend of hers with similar kinks had recommended a clinic on Pine Street - where apparently the doctor was completely kink friendly.

More than kink friendly. Kink-welcoming. Kink… encouraging? Isra’s friend said she had worn a diaper and a cutesy dress to her appointment, but Isra didn’t think she would be bold enough to do that. Instead she had come straight from work, taking a half day while still dressed in her crisp office blazer and skirt.

“Hmm… Isra, right?” Doctor Daphne asked as she read off of a clipboard. “Do you go by ‘Izzy’?”

“Um. Yes, sometimes,” Isra replied, a little uncertain about what was supposed to happen here.

The examination room was decorated like it was made for children, but neither the doctor nor Isra herself had made any mention of ageplay or diapers. Isra had filled in the form truthfully, mentioning she wore them, that she had a Daddy, and her ageplay age…

But even though she’d been told that littles could be completely ‘in role’ here, Izzy was too shy to talk like a little kid or even slip out of her more mature work persona.

“Alright, so you wrote here you’ve got a rash on your bottom…”

For a few minutes, the doctor asked questions about Izra’s medical history. Occasionally she called her ‘kiddo’ or ‘sweetie’, but other than that, it almost felt like a normal doctor’s appointment.

Izra found herself a little disappointed, although she knew it wasn’t really Dr Daphne’s fault. She probably wouldn’t do anything like that unless Izzy made it explicit she wanted that.

“Okay, sweetie, let’s take a look at it,” Dr Daphne finally said after going through the routine questions. “Hop up on the exam table.”

Isra obediently clambered onto the exam table and lay back, stretching her skinny brown legs out. At first she kept them together, for ‘modesty’ - then remembered the doctor would be looking underneath her panties most likely, and blushed, parting her thighs. Despite the fact that no overt ageplay or even hints of it had happened yet, Isra still felt a naughty thrill head straight down her spine as she waited. This definitely didn’t feel like a normal doctor’s appointment.

“I’m going to remove your skirt and underwear to examine you, is that okay?”

Isra’s eyes widened for a moment - and then she nodded softly, heart thumping.

‘Keep calm, Izzy,’ she told herself. ‘It’s just a medical thing…’

That thought didn’t stop her body from reacting as Dr Daphne began to undress her. Isra felt goosebumps raising along her thighs as the older woman’s hands brushed her, slowly unzipping her very adult-looking skirt and sliding it down her legs.

“Hmm,” Dr Daphne said, as she ran a finger down the thin cotton panel that made up the side of the panties.

“Is something wrong?” Isra asked, blushing.

“I think so,” Dr Daphne said, returning to her chair and picking the clipboard back up. “Tell me Isra, what little age did you put on this form?”

“Uh, um, two,” Isra frowned in confusion, sitting up on the examination bed. “Why?”

“Well, most two year olds are still in diapers, or at least pull-ups,” Dr Daphne said, raising her eyebrow again. “And it seems like you’re wearing panties…”

“W-well, I, I mean, I didn’t think it was a, a requirem-”

“It isn’t a requirement,” Dr Daphne interrupted. “...But you did also put down that you like to wear diapers…”

The doctor tapped the clipboard with her pen gently, and Izzy blushed, nodding slowly.

“Izzy, sweetie, let’s not be silly here,” Dr Daphne said, her voice amused and warm. “There are hundreds of doctors out there who’ll treat you as just another patient. But you came to see me. Why is that?”

“I… Iunno,” Izzy said softly, biting her lip and looking away. “...I just wanted to.”

“I don’t think you’re being honest with yourself,” Dr Daphne replied. “I think you came here hoping to be treated like the cute widdle baby you are - but you were too scared to go all the way.”

“Um…”

“And maybe you hoped that the nice Doctor you heard about would push you into littlespace? Without you having to do anything so embarrassing as choose to wear a diaper?”

“Um, um,” Isra flailed for a counterpoint.

She’d felt cool, calm and collected - and only a little nervous - when she walked in. Now Isra found her face burning pink as she looked guiltily over at Dr Daphne. Even without diapers, she felt small and helpless, giving the older woman a bashful grin.

“...Maybe that’s true,” she finally admitted, and Dr Daphne chuckled, scribbling something on her form.

“Well, we have ways of treating naughty baby girls who don’t want to admit they’re baby girls,” Dr Daphne said, standing. “...You’ve noted that spanking is a common punishment for you… So roll onto your stomach for me.”

Isra found herself unable to complain, her tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth like taffy was gluing it there. Her heart raced as she slowly turned over, onto her stomach, her skirt pushed up slightly and revealing those offending panties. Izzy swallowed. She’d been spanked by Hassan plenty of times, but never by anybody else.

It made Isra dizzy with excitement and nervousness as she lay there, feeling bare and exposed as she felt the doctors slender fingers pulling down the waistband of her panties. Slowly, her bare bottom was revealed, and Isra felt the eerie calm before the storm as she heard Dr Daphne pulling on a pair of blue latex gloves.

Izzy shivered. Somehow that made this more kinky…

“AH!”

The first swat caught her off-guard, and Izzy yelped, jerking her hips harshly away - but there was nowhere to go but towards the firm padding of the examination bed.

She gasped at the second and third smack, toes curling, but the stinging sensation on her rear made her slit moisten with excitement. Dr Daphne snickered before she readied another spank, being careful to avoid the more sensitive areas on Izzy’s rump.

“I think a certain babygirl needs to be reminded of how small she really is,” Dr Daphne murmured as she gently stroked the curves of Isra’s backside. “Isn’t that right?”

“Y-ye-OW! Yes!” Isra replied, blushing, but the force of that last swat drove her words out of her breathlessly. “I’m sowwy missus Doctor…”

Instead of a reply, Dr Daphne brought her hand down hard on Isra’s backside. The girl whimpered and yelped through her spanking, as her backside was turned a rosy pink, her skin tingling pleasantly as she felt herself sinking into a submissive littlespace that made her insides feel like warm strawberry goo.

“Now, have you learned your lesson?” Dr Daphne asked as she stepped away. “Are you here to be a little girl or not?”

“I, I… I’m here to be a little girl,” Isra admitted, biting her lip. “...Pwease?”

“Good baby,” Dr Daphne purred. “Let me just page the nurse to help you with your treatment…”

Izzy turned around as she heard the click of the phone line.

“Nurse, could you please bring in an oatmeal treatment?” she said, waiting for the mumbled reply of affirmation before she let go of the button.

“Now that that’s taken care of,” Dr Daphne continued as she walked back to the end of the exam bed. “Upsy-daisy, babygirl!”

Isra squeaked as Dr Daphne rolled her onto her back, spreading her legs. She whimpered slightly, eyes wide and cheeks pink as she was left totally exposed, the air cooling her slick slit. She looked away, knowing her arousal was obvious and visible - Izzy’s emotions were jangled and confused, at once hoping Daphne would comment, and dreading the idea that she would.

“Oh dear,” Dr Daphne said, sliding her gloved finger between Isra’s folds. “Someone’s a very wet little girl…”

Izzy moaned softly, pushing her hips upwards as the textured latex brushed over her stiffened nub. She trembled, back arching for more stimulation… But a moment later, Dr Daphne’s fingers were gone, and she sagged back on to the exam bed, clit throbbing needily.

“What a bad baby,” Dr Daphne chuckled, as she washed her gloved hands in the sink. “...Well, anyway. I’ve taken a look at your rash.”

“A-and?” Isra said, her voice shaky and unsteady. “What is it?”

“Nothing serious. Mostly friction and heat, I think. You just need to take care of your skin,” the doctor explained, smiling. “For starters, I’m going to prescribe you some zinc-based cream to protect your skin when you wear diapers…”

Izzy watched with her heart in her throat, as Dr Daphne pulled open a drawer and removed a grey tub of medicated diaper rash cream. The thick diaper that came next was hardly a surprise, but Isra still found herself shaking with nerves as she watched it being unfolded.

Nobody but her Daddy had ever diapered Izzy before… She felt shame and humiliation battling with arousal inside her, each of them feeding the flames of the other. Dr Daphne deftly lifted her off of the exam table, sliding the thick padding under Izzy’s backside.

The door creaked open, and Isra looked up nervously to see the nurse walking in, a funnel in one hand… and a pitcher of oatmeal in the other. Isra flushed, her hands jerking down to cover herself… But a moment later she remembered her situation and lay back, bright red at the thought of not one, but two people watching her get put into a diaper like a baby.

“Your hair’s nice and neat down here,” Daphne remarked as she ran her hand down the nearly-bare mound between Isra’s thighs. “It’s good to keep it short for applying the cream.”

“Y-yeah,” Izzy replied, blushing. “My boy- my Daddy likes it that way…”

“I’ll bet!” the nurse quipped, both standing women chuckling.

“Now, here’s the cream,” Dr Daphne quickly added, as she stuck her fingers into the opened tub.

Isra could smell the light lavender scent of the cream before she felt it on her skin, and then suddenly her vulva was being slathered in something thick and cool. It made Izzy shudder, not just from the temperature but from how babyis5h this made her feel. The powdery smell of the cream as it was gently massaged into her skin hit buttons she didn’t know she even had, and Isra couldn’t help but whimper softly as the stroking motions jostled the eager lovebutton nestled between her folds.

Dr Daphne’s hand slid down further to Izzy’s backside, spreading the cream there too. Soon Isra felt thoroughly covered in a protective barrier, and she wiggled gently as she felt the diaper being tugged up snugly between her thighs. Soon the front of the diaper was smoothed out across her slender stomach, and Isra watched with a bitten lip as it grew taut and snug around her, taped into place carefully by the doctor.

“How’s that, baby?”

“Um, um… nice,” Isra replied uncertainly, swallowing as she looked from Dr Daphne to the nurse and her jug full of oatmeal. “Um… What’s that for?”

The nurse and Daphne shared a look, and then a smirk - which only made Isra’s heart pound faster.

“This is part of your treatment,” Dr Daphne explained, as she gently pulled Isra back up, her diaper rustling loudly. “Oatmeal is very good for the skin…”

“So we load your diaper up with it,” the nurse continued, as she watched Isra be awkwardly bent over the exam bed, palms face down on the vinyl surface. “And get you to smush around in it for a while so your bot-bot can get better.”

Isra flushed behind the curtain of dark black hair that hung over her face. That sounded a lot like…

“Some littles say it feels like a nice, full diaper,” Dr Daphne continued. “But much better for the skin… Now come here, messy little girl.”

With a gasp, Izzy felt the end of the plastic funnel being pushed down firmly into her diaper. She trembled, waiting for the oatmeal to be poured into the back of it, her heart racing frantically. Izzy didn’t mess herself, that was a step too far, too taboo, too dirty… but that taboo filthiness was exactly what made the fantasy so exciting sometimes. And she knew that soon she’d have a hefty, warm load in her diaper, being squished and spread against her backside…

“Oh!” Isra gasped, fingers curling into the vinyl of the exam bed as she felt warm oatmeal making its way down the funnel.

At first, she just felt the heat through the yellow plastic. A moment later, however, and Izzy shivered as she felt the thick, creamy oatmeal start to pour out. It was just the right temperature that it even made Isra panic momentarily - the only way she could tell she wasn’t actually messing herself was the fact her muscles weren’t pushing.

“Good baby, that’s a good girl, let’s fill up those pampers, hm?” Dr Daphne murmured reassuringly as she tipped more and more oatmeal into the funnel. “Such a big load in your diaper!”

Isra breathed out hard through her nose, dizzy with lust and humiliation. She could fill it taking up all the space in the seat of her diaper, slowly but surely making it bulge out and sag. There seemed to be so much of it, but her diaper held it all somehow. It was warm, but quickly cooling, but whenever Isra moved she could feel the heat a little more. She wriggled her backside slightly in appreciation, as the small pitcher was completely emptied into the back of her already-full diaper.

“All gone, baby,” Dr Daphne said, and Isra gave a soft yelp of surprise as she felt a hand pressing the faux-mess up against her rear.

It felt smooshy and warm, and Dr Daphne gently rubbed her backside, spreading it all over her bottom. Izzy’s toes curled, and she couldn’t suppress the eager whimper than rose out of her, her hips canting forwards in eagerness. This felt unbelievably dirty, she was so exposed here, dressed in a thick diaper in front of two strangers and letting them mush a warm load up against her rear.

“Nmmmf!”

“Such a messy babygirl,” the nurse teased, as she slipped back out of the door. “Nice to meet you, kiddo.”

Isra’s eyes were closed, her face glowing happily as she savored the warm feeling spread across her bottom. She couldn’t even look up to say goodbye, managing a hazy nod and a mumbled sound that could have been ‘uh huh’.

Barely noticing as she was maneuvered back onto the chair she’d sat on earlier, Izzy suddenly gasped again as she sat down, feeling the warm oatmeal spreading across the seat of her diaper. It was thick and sticky, smearing all over her skin in a strangely exciting way, and Izzy couldn’t help but rock her hips slightly, mashing the thick breakfast paste against the soft padding of the diaper.

“Not bad, hm?” Dr Daphne said, chuckling. “I want you to load a diaper with oatmeal every night before bed.”

“O-okay,” Isra mumbled, nibbling her lip as she pulled her skirt down between her thighs, covering the excessively full diaper that was swollen between them. “Anything else?”

“Well, put the medicated cream on every time you’re wearing… And take a baking soda bath every time you bathe,” Dr Daphne said, scribbling something down on a pad. “...There we go.”

Izzy took the slip of paper from Dr Daphne with trembling hands, peering at it curiously. She swallowed, her legs shaking as she stood up to shake the Doctor’s hand on her way out, suddenly remembering she’d taken the bus to get here. She tried to keep her smile even as she said her goodbyes, suddenly worrying if anybody would be able to tell she was diapered as she walked down to the bus stop.

***

It didn’t take long to collect her prescription from the pharmacy, and soon she was walking down the street with a small bag hanging from her wrist. She tried not to meet anybody’s gaze as they passed, certain if she did they’d immediately know her secret.

The diaper felt like it was sagging down past her knees, so full and heavy, making Isra waddle as she walked. She whimpered, trying to walk faster as she approached the bus stop, but it was difficult with such a heavy load in her diapers. Izzy felt pinpricks of sweat all over her back and forehead, her pulse racing… This was at once exhilarating and horrifying.

As she finally sat on the (thankfully empty) bus stop bench, she felt the still-warm oatmeal squishing against her backside. Isra’s hand shakily found her cellphone, and she hesitantly stroked the front of it as she considered texting her boyfriend to come get her.

...But something stopped her. Izzy pulled her thumb away with a naughty shiver, part of her excited to be on the bus, be in public, in this condition. Imagining how the bus would jump and bounce, smushing the warm mass in her padding against her, teasing her excited slit as it went over potholes and cracks in the road.

Isra squeezed her thighs together around the thick diaper, clenching her pelvic muscles rhythmically. She bit her lip naughtily, as she felt the heat building underneath the padding. Izzy had just begun to rock her hips slightly when she saw the bus pulling up in the distance.

With a shudder and a repressed moan, Izzy lifted herself on unsteady legs from the bench. The tingling pleasure that had been building between her legs slowly trickled away as she took a moment to compose herself before approaching the bus. Her cheeks were still flushed, but she walked carefully with her legs pressed as tightly together as possible, hoping to muffle any possible crinkling sounds.

“One ticket to Park Lane, please,” Isra said in a level voice, hiding the excitement burning inside her. “Thank you.”

The bus driver acknowledged her with a curt nod. If he noticed Isra’s awkward waddling towards the back of the bus, he didn’t comment on it, but Izzy noticed several other passengers glance in her direction. She knew her skirt was more than long enough to cover her sagging, oatmeal-filled diaper… But it was still deliciously exciting to imagine they all knew, could all tell the reason she was walking strangely.

“Ohh-mf!”

Isra muffled her excited moan as she took her seat, feeling the still warm mess of oatmeal spreading over her backside once more. It felt incredibly naughty, like she was a toddler who’d messed her diaper in public, and now shamelessly sat down in it, smushing her diapered tushy gently against the seat.

The bus took off, and Izzy whimpered, feeling the vibrations most strongly in the seat at the back. They made her legs wobble slightly, but the biggest effect she felt between her legs, the jiggling motions of the bus in motion making her already-excited slit tingle.

Isra also felt the effects elsewhere. As she felt her cheeks glowing once more, she noticed her slightly swollen bladder being bounced and jerked around as it sloshed inside her. What had seemed like a very mild need outside the bus, now seemed extremely urgent.

“Ah!” Izzy flushed, hand flying to her mouth as they went over a harsh bump.

Her muscles strained, pushing, urging her to empty her bladder… and Izzy felt her heart race as she seriously considered it. She was wearing a diaper, after all… But she’d never wet in public before… Even being diapered in public was a very, very occasional thing, for movies and short trips to the store with Daddy.

Isra clenched her thighs together once more. Her clit was throbbing needily, her bladder pushing and urging her to empty it, and the feelings combined into one erotic maelstrom of lust as she grunted softly, grinding her hips against the diaper.

Fuck… She shivered, relaxing her muscles, and a moment later she felt a slow trickle of urine flow into the diaper.

The warmth in the seat of her diaper was slowly re-invigorated by the growing heat of the feminine piss that ran like a faucet from between her folds. Between her legs, the diaper soaked up her urine rapidly, swelling between her thighs, the soft inner lining pushing harder and harder against her mound as it grew.

Isra shivered with delight as she pushed herself hard against the swollen padding, feeling the rest of her bladder emptying directly into it, some of it flowing back and tickling her folds before being absorbed further back, soaking the diaper entirely.

At last, she was done, and Isra couldn’t resist sneaking her hand to the bulging front of her diaper, hidden under the skirt. She patted it once with an open hand, pressing down to feel the swollen wetness against her folds.

The vibrations trembled through the soaked padding, more intensely now, magnified by the fullness of it pressed up against her slit. Isra pressed it up against herself, hand between her thighs and hidden by the seats ahead as she subtly ground her hips in that direction. Her eagerness rising, she bit her lip, stifling moans and whimpers as she kept pushing harder and harder against her hand.

Normally this wouldn’t have been enough stimulation for her, but the diaper pressed between her folds in just the right way, her clit stroking again and again against the wetness inside. She whimpered, feeling her breath catching in her throat and knowing her face was growing redder and redder. Isra tried to be discreet as she pleasured herself, hoping nobody noticed - but a tiny, naughty part of her, wished they did.

Soon she could feel her heart racing, hips shifting of their own accord, soft grunts and barely audible groans as she worked herself towards a well-deserved orgasm. Her pussy felt like it was dripping wet from more than urine, oh yes, just a little more, and she could -

“Park Lane!” the bus driver called, suddenly. “Park Lane for anybody?”

Isra was jerked out of her eager experimentation as her street was called, throwing hot water on her fantasies. She hoped nobody noticed how her legs trembled as she tried to walk off the bus with dignity, knowing that every step she took made the full, thick diaper between her thighs rustle loudly, and no longer able to care.

The walk towards Hassan’s house was only 5 minutes, but it would be 5 minutes too long. Hopefully her ‘Daddy’ would be home, though - and that might even make up for her previous ruined orgasm…

***

“Izzy?”

Hassan had heard the door click shut from his seat at the computer. He got up, and Isra saw him beam as he approached her, pulling her into a tight hug and kissing her lips passionately.

“Hello, baby girl,” he began. “How was-”

He was cut off as his hand trailed down, to under Isra’s skirt. She blushed, heart fluttering as he groped her full diaper, pressing the artificial mess up against her backside. Izzy felt his fingers spread, feeling the smooth plastic, rubbing in small circles. She could also feel his crotch against her, his cock suddenly swelling and straining urgently against his jeans.

“Dr Daphne put me in a diaper, Daddy,” she said, feeling his heart pound. “...And put oatmeal in the back.”

Her Daddy breathed out hard through his nose as he stepped back, his own arousal obvious. To him, the pinnacle of eroticism was a woman messing a diaper - but Isra was never interested, and he wouldn’t push. The feeling of Isra’s oatmeal-covered backside, mushed against his palm as he squeezed her diaper… It sent a jolt of eagerness straight to his crotch.

“Bedroom, my messy little girl,” he urged, grabbing Isra’s slender wrist and leading her there, quickly. “Daddy wants to play grown-up games.”

“I really hoped you would, Daddy,” Isra giggled, as her skirt was unzipped and dropped to the floor, joining her blouse a moment later. “I was… really excited on the bus.”

“Mmm?” Hassan murmured in her ear as he eagerly undid her bra, leaving her standing in just her thick, swollen diaper and socks. “Oh!... You wet yourself, my dirty baby.”

“Uh huh,” Izzy replied, eyes lidded and pleased with herself. “I needed to go…”

Hesitation, a quick, dry swallow, and then…

“...And I’d already loaded the back of my diapers…”

Her Daddy practically swooned, the effect on him obvious. Without words now, he pushed Izzy onto her knees, and she looked up obediently, reaching for his zip. Apparently Hassan had other plans first though, because he grabbed several pillows from the bed, pushing them between Izzy’s thighs so they just brushed her soaked diaper.

“What’s that for, Daddy?” she asked, with an innocent curiosity that belied her age.

“Nmmf, my diapered baby princess, it’s to hold your special toy in place,” Daddy said, as he pulled the big wand vibrator from the drawer.

Soon it was plugged in, and shoved up against the swelling of her full diaper, resting just where it needed to be for the vibrations to hit her stiff nub. Isra trembled with anticipation - then moaned loudly as Daddy hit the switch.

The sensation of the vibrations teasing her needy slit was arousing alone, but being on her knees, in a full diaper, grinding herself helplessly against it as she watched her Daddy’s cock slowly emerge… Isra moaned, feeling every inch a naughty baby girl who’d filled her pampers thoroughly and was now being treated like the slutty bad girl she was.

When Daddy’s swollen cock was suddenly shoved into her open mouth, Isra obediently suckled and gulped, shoving her head forwards to take more of him in. Ripples of pleasure were building between her thighs, the vibrations inescapable as the toy buzzed, muffled by the pillows she was riding.

“Good girl, get all of Daddy’s milk, that’s my slutty babygirl,” Daddy grunted and urged eagerly as he watched Isra’s head bobbing back and forth, feeling the warm wetness of her mouth around his cock.

“S-such a dirty girl, being so naughty in public,” he continued, moaning as she swirled her tongue across his cocktip. “...Where Daddy couldn’t see…”

Sensing his mood, Isra’s hand lifted and grasped Daddy’s thick, throbbing shaft. She stroked up and down eagerly as her lips and tongue worked his head, her own hips working tirelessly as she felt the intense vibrations, hard against her stiff clit.

Daddy grunted desperately, his own pelvis twitching, clearly fighting the instinct to thrust deep into the inviting warmth of Isra’s mouth. His hand gripped her hair tightly as she lovingly stroked harder and faster, hand a fist as her lips massaged and teased his head, tongue lapping at the dripping faucet that was his cockhead.

Isra could feel her own pleasure building and building, higher and higher, breathing heavy, as she squirmed and panted around her Daddy’s cock. Her pussy was so needy, she humped desperately once more, in her swollen, full diaper, moaning. She needed this, so bad, she wanted to cum, wanted to feel Daddy cum, wanted to be here with him as she was his slutty diaper-wearing babygirl and he was her Daddy, pushing her mouth back and forth on his cock ever-more-demandingly.

“Nggh! Daddy’s gonna-!”

Before he could finish his sentence, Daddy’s cock pulsed, and suddenly Isra felt a thick, hot shot of semen hit the back of her throat. She moaned dreamily as she swallowed, feeling him unload again, and then gasped softly as she felt her own orgasm hit, waves of pleasure slamming her as she trembled and shook.

Isra continued to gulp down her Daddy’s creamy loads, body on autopilot as she lost herself in orgasm. It felt so good, unbelievably good, and her pussy spasmed and clenched desperately on nothing as she rode over the edge with frantic haste.

“Ohhh God, yes,” her Daddy groaned, as he shot his last few strands down her throat. “...A-amazing, princess…”

Isra looked up at him with a flushed face, eyelashes fluttering as she felt her own orgasm slowly come to an end. She sighed deeply as the softening cock was slipped from between her lips, and she snuggled against Hassan’s chest as he pulled her up onto the bed, his hand travelling to her backside and stroking the thick diaper there gently.

Her neck shook slightly as Izzy lifted her head, planting a quick, sticky kiss on her Daddy’s cheek. They lay there together, one diapered and half-nude, panting and exhausted, one strong and holding his babygirl tightly to him. Izzy blushed as a slightly naughty, filthy thought occured to her:

If her Daddy was that excited by her pretending to have messy diapers… what would he think of the real thing?

End.
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