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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.

Cuckolded, Sissified, and put into Diapers!

Elliot was home early to surprise his wife. A bunch of pink roses lay in the passenger seat, and he hoped they’d put a smile on her face when she saw them.

Things had been a little rocky between them since Brooke had caught Elliot browsing ABDL porn, especially sissy ABDL porn. Elliot had tried to explain what interested him about it, but his wife just wasn’t interested in hearing it. Eventually he said it was ‘just a random passing fantasy’, and urged to forget about it.

“I’ll try,” Brooke had said, her mouth a thin line. “...But I’m not sure I can.”

Since then, things had been peaceful, most of the time. But Elliot couldn’t honestly remember the last time they’d had sex. Brooke had always been more dominant, but she never initiated anything any more. And it was worse when Elliot tried - she’d laugh or roll her eyes, ignoring Elliot’s advances in favor of online Facebook quizzes or badly written romance novels.

Well… maybe tonight would be the night, Elliot thought to himself.

He really hoped so. Ironically, the dry spell caused by his interest in sissy AB porn had led to him seeking out more and more of that exact material. Without any physical outlet in the real world, Elliot’s fantasies grew more and more in depth, and more and more perverted.

He masturbated daily to the idea of being forced into diapers and dresses, dressing up pretty for his new Mommy… or Daddy. The fantasies where he was owned by another man were the most humiliating of all - but that was what made them the most exciting. Night after night, Elliot slunk away to the bathroom to look at filthy captioned pictures, stroking his little sissy clit as he moaned and fantasized about being dressed like a baby girl, and fucked by a man while his Mommy watched.

Roses in hand, Elliot unlocked the door to their house. He didn’t bother calling up the stairs, because as he walked in, he could hear his wife talking…

...No wait… moaning. Elliot grinned as he gripped the stair rail, slowly climbing up. Maybe if he walked in while she was masturbating, she’d invite him to join her?

As he walked further, his smile slowly disappeared. His wife was definitely moaning, but there was another noise in there too. Some kind of eager grunting or panting.

“Ohhh yes!” a man’s voice yelled, making Elliot jump. “Take it all, slut!”

Elliot’s blood ran cold, and he ran up the stairs two at a time, heart pounding. As he pushed the bedroom door open, Elliot hoped and prayed he would see something other than his own wife cheating on him.

But his prayers weren’t answered, and a moment later, Elliot’s jaw dropped as he watched his wife in the throes of ecstacy, being brutally humped by a large black man.

It was like everything was moving in horrifying slow motion, and Elliot’s eyes caught every filthy detail before he could blink. Brooke’s black hair, spread messily over the pillow, her pale legs spread eagerly, back arched upwards to take the frankly enormous shaft that was sliding wetly in and out of her. The massive black cock might have been hard to take - if Brooke wasn’t obviously, utterly aroused, her pussy dripping wet for this man’s use.

This man, who wasn’t her husband. Who had his big, black hands all over her, groping her, fucking her hard without asking how she wanted it and worrying about making her feel good. Who was claiming Elliot’s wife right in front of him - and making her cum over and over, from the look and sound of it.

“B-brooke!” Elliot finally managed, trying to ignore his cock tenting the front of his trousers. “What is this!”

“Ohhhh! Nmmm, baby I, I thought you weren’t coming home until later!” Brooke panted, body being rocked by thrusts as she spoke.

Elliot had expected the pair to jump apart when he walked in, for Brooke to make some excuse, for there to be tears on her part and righteous anger on his. But instead she just moaned more loudly, thrusting up to meet the frantic bucking of the man on top of her. Elliot gawped at the sight in front of him, half believing he was dreaming.

For his part, the black man fucking Elliot’s wife hadn’t slowed down at all. Elliot’s presence didn’t even seem to register, as he closed his eyes, gritting his teeth, skin shining with a sheen of sweat. Elliot blushed, unable to prevent himself from feeling inadequate as he watched those thick seven inches of manhood railing his wife. His own tiny erection throbbed on seeing it, knowing Brooke was getting more pleasure from that enormous cock than Elliot could ever hope to give her.

“Ungh, ngh, NGH!” the man snarled, grabbing Brooke’s hips hard as she squealed, moaning and shaking as she came again, apparently not for the first time.

Mouth dry, Elliot couldn’t help but stare as the man’s balls throbbed, pumping spunk into his wife’s very willing pussy. He whimpered, feeling horrified and betrayed… But also incredibly aroused, his own cock throbbing needily inside his slacks.

Done for now, the man who’d been fucking Elliot’s wife kissed her cheek, panting, and then pulled out. Elliot tried to stop himself from looking at her gaping pussy, still oozing fresh cum from another man… But he didn’t try that hard, and again he felt his own hardness pulse.

“Ey, thanks, buddy,” the man said, as he yanked on his pants. “She’s a good lay.”

With that, he pushed easily past poor Elliot, leaving him standing with a flushed face, staring impotently at the bedroom door with his mouth open.

***

“But what do you mean I should have known?!”

Elliot’s voice rose squeakily as he yelled at Brooke, who was unhurriedly dressing herself, carefully re-hooking her bra before she turned around. Elliot realized he also couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen her undressed, either.

“I mean, I have needs, Elliot,” Brooke said, sighing. “What did you think I was doing? I certainly wasn’t having sex with you.”

“Well, w-why not?” Elliot asked, trying to ignore how his dick was stiff as steel inside his pants.

Brooke rolled her eyes as she pulled on a t-shirt. She was completely dressed now. If you didn’t know what had just happened, you would have no idea her womb was filled with virile cum, her pussy well-used from a rough fucking, her thin panties holding in the spunk her lover had pumped up into her.

But all Elliot could think of was her moaning and writhing underneath that man, of somebody else claiming his slutty wife. Her couldn’t stop picturing it, no matter what he did. He wondered how many times she’d been around him like this, full of cum and deeply sexually satisfied, acting casually as if she wasn’t having an affair with a man Elliot had never met.

A moment later he wondered how his body could have enough blood to rush to both his crotch and his cheeks at the same time.

“Because you’re not a real man,” Brooke said. “I’m sorry, but I’m just not interested in having sex with a… ‘sissy diapered baby girl’.”

Elliot flushed. That particular phrase was a direct quote from a forum post he’d made once. Just how much of his online activities had his wife seen?

“Th-those are just fantasies,” Elliot stammered.

“Really?” Brooke asked, raising a dark eyebrow as she turned to face him. “Because you’ve certainly been looking at them a lot recently.”

Elliot gulped, feeling totally caught and pinned in. His face burned bright red with humiliation, his heart pounding… and by God, why wouldn’t his erection go down?!

“I know what you really want, Elliot,” Brooke continued. “And it’s not sex with a real woman. You want to be helplessly diapered in your crib, wearing frilly dresses, knowing I’m being ravished by another man who’s a better lover than you could ever dream of.”

“N-no, no,” Elliot stuttered. “Please, I love you…”

“I love you too, but I also love being fucked by real men with big, black cocks,” Brooke replied bluntly, and her eyes glazed over a little as she imagined it. “I refuse to waste my time with your pathetic little sissy clitty any more.”

Elliot swallowed, tears in his eyes. He couldn’t believe Brooke was saying this. It was the stuff of his worst fantasies.

“D-do you want a divorce?” he asked, softly, lip trembling. “...My parents will be so disappointed.”

“We can stay married,” Brooke said, and Elliot’s heart leapt for a moment. “...But you need to agree to my terms. There’s going to be some changes around here.”

She smirked, standing up off of the bed and walking towards Elliot. He pulled backwards, but Brooke was too quick for him, and a moment later her hand was on his crotch, feeling the evidence of his arousal through his pants. Elliot whimpered softly, looking at her with shame in his eyes, expression like a dog who’d been caught peeing on the rug.

“And judging by how hard you are right now,” she murmured. “I don’t think my terms will be a problem for you.”

Elliot gulped as Brooke gently squeezed his hard clitty.

It would be the last time she’d touch him sexually in a long, long time.

***
 

It would take several days for everything they ordered that night to arrive. Brooke sat beside Elliot on the couch, pointing out various items, many of them from Elliot’s own browsing history.

Elliot’s face was permenantly flushed, as all his naughty sissy desires were completely on display. Brooke cheerfully ordered him to purchase diapers, dresses, and pacifiers… all using his own credit card. There was something uniquely humiliating about being forced to use his hard-earned money to lock himself into a life of sissy baby submission.

Of course, it was the humiliation of it that made Elliot excited. Ashamed, he was glad the laptop covered his crotch, because he was still achingly hard.

He couldn’t believe it as Brooke made him order bonnets and mittens, and hundreds of thick diapers. Elliot couldn’t stop himself imagining what it would be like, being dressed like an overgrown toddler, in pretty frilly dresses and pink padding, whimpering and sucking his pacifier, knowing he was nothing but a sissy baby to his own wife.

“One more thing,” Brooke said, smirking, as they finally finished buying everything. “From now on, I’m not your wife. I’m ‘Mommy’.”

“O…. okay, Mommy,” Elliot mumbled, blushing.

“Good girl,” Brooke murmured, kissing the top of his head. “I’m going to bed…”

“Alright,” Elliot said, still reeling from the events of the day. He stood up to follow Brooke, but she stopped him, laughing cruelly.

“Where do you think you’re going?” she asked, smirking.

“To… to bed?”

“I don’t think so, sweetie,” Brooke said, crossing her arms. “We don’t sleep in the same bed any more. Until we get you a crib, you can sleep down here on the sofa.”

“But, but-”

“I’m sorry babygirl,” she continued. “But there’s no room in bed for you and Mommy’s lovers…”

Elliot whimpered, lip wobbling, but he nodded. Knowing she’d be sleeping up there without him, with men coming and going from his own bed, while he lay unsatisfied on the sofa… It hurt so much… but it also made him incredibly horny.

“Yes, Mommy…” he mumbled.

***

The next few days passed in a haze. Elliot left for work every day to do his menial office job, but when he came home, he was his wife’s obedient servant. He fetched drinks, cleaned the house, and cooked dinner.

Brooke no longer hid the fact she was having men over. They walked around the house in various states of undress, robes hanging open, boxer shorts snug around their huge packages. It was impossible for Elliot not to feel inadequate as his wife paraded lover after lover in front of him, all of them big, all of them black, hearing her moan and cry out with undisguised passion every evening.

When Elliot came home one day, he was surprised not to have to park on the street - there wasn’t another man’s car in the driveway. Maybe Brooke wanted them to have some time to themselves for once?

“I have a surprise for you, babygirl,” Brooke cooed as Elliot walked in. “Your packages arrived.”

“My… oh,” Elliot couldn’t help but be a little disappointed. “Which ones?”

“Nearly all of them,” Brooke purred. “I’ve already put most of the dresses in your closet, but I left one out for you…”

Wordlessly, she took Elliot by the hand, leading him into the living room. As soon as he passed the threshold, his face went bright pink once more, and Brooke smirked knowingly.

On the couch was a frilly blue and white dress, with matching socks. A thick white diaper was folded on top of it, with a bottle of baby powder laid beside the whole thing. Elliot swallowed, feeling his pulse race as he imagined being dressed in the outfit, smelling like a pretty sissy baby girl, impotent in his diapers on the floor.

“Strip off, princess,” Brooke ordered, beginning to undo the buttons of Elliot’s shirt. “I can’t wait to see how cute my little sissy looks in her pretty new dress…”

“A-are you sure about this… Mommy?” Elliot asked hesitantly as his shirt was peeled off, revealing his very average physique. “I mean… it’s not too late to… send it back.”

“Nonsense,” Brooke insisted, her slender fingers undoing his belt. “No matter how you’re dressed, you’ll always be a diaper wearing sissy to me from now on. You may as well look the part, hm?”

Elliot said nothing, flushing as she pulled down his trousers. His semi-hard prick bulged out the front of his white underpants slightly, and it stiffened as he was completely stripped, face red as he lay down on the floor submissively, legs spread.

“That’s a good girl,” Brooke murmured, as she unfolded the crinkly white diaper. “Get that pretty sissy ass up…”

Obediently, Elliot lifted his rump and allowed the thick padding to slide underneath. It felt incredibly soft as he lowered himself down, and his cock instantly sprung up to full arousal. He looked away, ashamed, but Brooke didn’t seem to care, sprinkling lavender-scented powder over his groin and rear.

“You know,” she said, conversationally, as she pulled the front of the diaper up over his erection. “Some people have trouble putting on diapers when they’ve got an erection. I read that online.”

“Uh… uh huh,” Elliot responded, mouth dry.

“Well that’s obviously not a problem with your widdle clitty,” Brooke said, smirking. “Look, it’s completely covered up now!”

Elliot peered down between his legs, blushing as he realized she was right. The thick crotch of the diaper entirely hid his own erection, locking him in padded chastity as Brooke securely snugged the diaper round his waist. It felt so strange, locked in a thick nappy by his own wife, who now saw him as nothing more than an infantile sissy.

“Such a pretty girl needs a pretty dress,” Brooke remarked, as she sat him up gently. “Arms in the air.”

Squeezing his eyes shut, Elliot whimpered, feeling the sting of tears inside them and the burning blush on his face. He couldn’t believe he was willingly submitting to this, allowing his manhood to be trapped inside a diaper, his wife dressing him up like her pretty baby girl. And the worst part was how just thinking about it made his cock achingly stiff.

He felt completely conflicted inside. One part of him wanted to tell her to stop this, force her to dump her boyfriends, assert himself as a man. But one look at Brooke’s confident smile told him he wouldn’t win that fight. Being her obedient diapered babygirl was the best he could hope for.

...And there was no denying how aroused that made Elliot. As the cotton-y blue dress was slipped down over his arms, he felt his heart leap, trembling in his chest. The soft material felt delicate and feminine against his skin, and he bit his lip softly as Brooke tied the ribbon around his waist. He said nothing, looking down at himself in stunned silence.

‘Oh my God,’ he thought, running his hands over the soft material. ‘I can’t believe I’m wearing this…’

“You look so pretty, baby girl,” Brooke said, patting Elliot’s padded backside. “Come here, little one, let me get your socky-wockies on.”

In a daze, newly-sissifed Elliot lifted one leg, allowing his Mommy to slide the frilly sock onto his foot. Soon the outfit was complete, and Elliot peered down at himself, swallowing as he realized there was no coming back from this. If Brooke had been unable to see him as a man before, she certainly wouldn’t think of him that way now.

“How precious the widdle sissy is,” Brooke sneered, grinning. “Let’s take a few photos for online…”

“But, but, Mommy…” Elliot weakly protested. “I dun want other people to see me this way…”

“Widdle babies don’t get to decide that,” Brooke said, forcing a pale blue pacifier into his mouth. “Now sit down and look up at the camera.”

Blushing, suckling the binky pushed between his lips, Elliot lowered himself literally and metaphorically to the ground, sitting up on his knees. The short dress just barely covered his diaper, and he tugged at the hem with idle hands as Brooke focused the phone’s camera on his blushing face and wide eyes.

“You look a picture, dear,” Brooke muttered, taking a shot. “...Now lift your dress up for Mommy.”

Elliot whimpered.

“Now, sissy,” Brooke ordered, and Elliot’s eyes darted to the side in humiliation as he picked the skirt of the dress up, exposing his thick diaper to the camera. The only saving grace was that the thick padding hid his arousal, so nobody would know how excited he was.

“Precious,” his Mommy muttered. “Good girl… Now…”

The phone beeped, and Brooke smirked as she started recording her baby girl husband’s humiliated expression, his awkward, shameful shifting as he held his skirt high to display his diapers.

“Take your binky out, and tell Mommy who’s my widdle diapered sissy?”

Cringing, Elliot lifted his hand slowly, shamefully, and pulled the pacifier out. His lip quivered, and he looked at Brooke pleadingly, but she gestured with her hand, instructing him to speak.

“...I’m Mommy’s littl-”

“Widdle, sweetie,” Brooke corrected. “Talk like the baby you are.”

“...I’m Mommy’s widdle diapered sissy,” Elliot mumbled, his eyes pricking with embarrassed, angry, impotent tears.

“That’s Mommy’s precious baby girl,” Brooke said, smirking, turning the camera onto herself. “...And I’m a single mother, boys. So if any of you want to come screw around, just let me know. I can put little sissy Elliot down for her nap so the grown-ups can have their fun.”

Brooke pressed the phone’s button, and Elliot dropped the dress, returning his pacifier to his mouth and suckling it softly. It was a strangely comforting distraction from his current humiliating situation. His pulse raced in fear and arousal as he imagined who would see that video, knowing Brooke would be posting it wherever she pleased…

“Now that that’s all done, Mommy has a gentleman caller coming over,” Brooke said casually, texting him on her phone.

“Wh-what!?” Elliot whimpered around his pacifier. “You have another man coming over - tonight?!”

“Mmmhmm,” Brooke said. “But don’t worry. Mommy got you a nice dolly, and a tea set to play with.”

So that was the scene Brooke’s lover (huge, and black, of course) walked in on. Despite Elliot’s frantic protests, soon he was sat on the floor with a plastic pink tea set, a floppy rag doll sat beside him. The door went just as he was pouring out imaginary tea into a cup for her, face bright red as Brooke cooed and encouraged him, watching him hesitantly play ‘pretend’ for her amusement.

“The door is open, Caleb,” Brooke called, and Elliot’s eyes were wide with mortification as he heard the door open, heavy boots on the floor as the man walked in.

He whimpered behind his pacifier as the muscular, dark-skinned man came into view, at first not even noticing Elliot on the floor. Instead, he grasped Brooke around the waist, making her squeal with delight as he kissed her with animalistic passion, Elliot looking on jealously.

At last, he turned his head, noticing the man dressed in a frilly blue dress and playing with dollies. Caleb raised an eyebrow in amusement.

“Who’s this?”

“Oh, you remember me mentioning my little sissy,” Brooke said, chuckling. “Say hi to Mommy’s… friend, Elli.”

Elliot frowned, but slowly, hesitantly lifted his hand, waving at Caleb, who snorted in amusement.

“I thought you were joking,” the muscle-bound man said, squeezing Brooke’s shoulder. “...Let’s go to the bedroom babe. Maybe we can play some games of our own.”

He slapped Brooke’s backside, making her squeal again, giggling as she followed him up to the bedroom. Elliot’s heart sank again. Brooke had never let him treat her like that in their entire relationship, but now she was acting like a slut with random men she barely knew.

“Be a good girl!” Brooke called from the hall, and any thing else she might have been about to say was drowned out by a lust-filled moan as Caleb kissed or groped or fondled somewhere, both of them stumbling up the stairs, drunk on desire for each other’s bodies.

A few moments later, and Elliot winced, cock throbbing inside his padding. He could hear the loud thumps from upstairs as his wife eagerly spread her white legs for another man, crying out her delight as his enormous cock plunged into her willing, dripping pussy.

Elliot sucked the pacifier worriedly. Maybe they would be quick..?

***

They were not quick. The thumps and moans from upstairs seemed to end in an explosive cry every so often, and then the house would be still… Until they started up again.

Eventually, dejected, Elliot headed to the kitchen to make his own dinner. He put his wife’s apron on over the dress, worrying she’d be upset if he stained what he was currently wearing. At least the frilly white apron covered his diapers… from the front, anyway. Elliot tried not to think about how his padded backside was being shown off to anybody who entered the kitchen, tugging the dress down self-consciously as he carefully measured out water for the pasta.

“Cook some for me, baby,” a voice suddenly commanded from behind him, and Elliot span around, coming face to face with his wife’s black lover. “Me and my woman are hungry.”

“She… she’s my wife, you know,” Elliot mumbled, frowning, and Caleb merely smirked broadly back at him.

“Dat is so funny. Because she says you are her sissy baby, and she is your Mommy,” Caleb replied, patting Elliot’s thickly padded backside. “So be a good girl and make your new ‘Daddy’ some dinner.”

Elliot gave him a challenging look, but Caleb only had to step forward, a confident, easy smile on his face, and Elliot retreated, cowering, ashamed… aroused.

“Y-yes, sir,” Elliot replied, the word ‘sir’ coming out automatically.

“Good girl,” Caleb replied. “I can see why your Mommy keeps you around.”

***

As requested, Elliot served up three plates of pasta with red sauce and parmesan, meekly handing two of them to Caleb, who took them upstairs. Elliot was left all alone by himself downstairs - trying to drown out some of the noises from upstairs, he lay on the couch, turning on the television, as his mind raced.

How had this happened? He squeezed the doll he hadn’t realized he was holding against his chest, whimpering. His wife was now his dominating Mommy, and she was fucking other men in his marriage bed while he lay downstairs alone, in his thick pampers and girly dress. He didn’t think he could get more humiliated…

“Baby girl?”

Elliot looked up. Brooke had walked downstairs in just her lacy negligee, and she smiled as she approached him. Elliot couldn’t help himself, sitting up and looking up and down her body, admiring her curves. He wanted nothing more than to reach out and grab her, taking her like a man… instead of a sissy baby girl.

“Hey princess, how are you doing?” Brooke asked, gently stroking Elliot’s hair. “Sorry Mommy’s so busy upstairs…”

“It’s otay, Mommy,” Elliot said, blushing as he pulled his pacifier out. “...Are you done now?”

“Oh, no, sweetie,” Brooke replied, laughing, and Elliot’s heart sank. “I just need your help…”

Before Elliot could ask for more information, Brooke lifted the gauzy skirt of her teddy dress, revealing her shaved slit. Elliot’s eyes went wide, nostrils flaring as he stared at it for a moment.

“I need you to clean Mommy’s pussy up,” she explained. “Caleb’s left such a big load inside me… I don’t want him to have sloppy seconds…”

Elliot didn’t know whether to cry, throw up… or masturbate. His conflict showed in his face as he looked up helplessly at Brooke, who smiled confidently down at him, as if she was completely certain Elliot would follow through on this humiliating order.

“Come on, baby girl,” Brooke urged. “I know you’ve fantasized about this. Lick Mommy clean, that’s a good girl…”

Whimpering, Elliot lowered his face to Brooke’s crotch, his wife’s crotch… his Mommy’s crotch. As he got closer, he could smell the scent of her arousal - but also the smell of another man’s musk.

Elliot’s cock rubbed against the soft padding of the diaper as he knelt obediently, using his tongue to part Brooke’s sloppy folds. She moaned at the feeling of him cautiously licking away the cum on her inner lips, forcing himself to swallow it down. His erection throbbed at the sheer humiliation of the act. Brooke was right - this had been a pet fantasy of his. Now it was real, it was almost as wonderful as it was terrible.

“Mmm, get right in there, baby,” Brooke commanded, pushing his head down, and Elliot felt tears of shame stinging his eyes as he slid his tongue out further, delving into her well-used vagina and licking out the deposit of sticky, still-warm cum inside there.

He couldn’t help rocking his hips as he licked and gulped, cleaning her entirely. Soon he couldn’t reach anymore, despite pushing his slippery tongue in as deep as it could go, so he gently teased her clit a few times, until it was stiff and eager under his attentions.

“Ooo… that’s it, baby,” Brooke moaned, pushing him away. “Naughty girl. Mommy has to go upstairs again now. Sleep tight.”

“N-night, Mommy,” Elliot replied, swallowing, the taste of another man’s semen still on his tongue.

Predictably, a few moments later he heard the sound of happy voices upstairs - and then, suddenly, those same thumps and groans, Brooke’s lover apparently eager to take her freshly-cleaned pussy once more.

Elliot swallowed, trying to ignore how his dick pulsed in his diaper as he stared up at the ceiling. He knew this situation wasn’t something he should be aroused by. Knew he should only be disgusted and horrified by it…

His body hadn’t gotten the message.

Shamefully, Elliot lifted his skirt, pressing his palm against the outside of his diaper. He groaned, whimpering as he rocked his hips, sliding his cock against the padding as his hand pushed it down onto his dripping length.

“Oh!!! Caleb!” Brooke moaned from upstairs. “There, right THERE!”

Elliot couldn’t help himself. Biting his lip, knowing he was nothing more than a pathetic, diaper-wearing infant to his wife, that she was being rutted by a real man right now, imagining his enormous cock slamming into her over and over… He moaned, rubbing faster and faster, full of shame and lust that swirled inside him.

He was so pathetic, and he relished the feeling, wallowing in it like a pig in mud as he heard Brooke scream in orgasm, knowing her african american lover had squirted deep inside her. Elliot gasped, eyes flying open wide as he came himself, his throbbing sissy clitty spurting into his diaper, making it sticky as he groaned…

“Ohh… Mommy,” he whimpered, rocking slowly against the diaper as he rode out his orgasm.

After he came, he was immediately overwhelmed by shame and embarrassment, closing his eyes and trying to shut out the noises from upstairs. He couldn’t believe he’d just gotten himself off to his own cuckolding… Could he get any lower than this?

Elliot shivered, knowing that he could… and knowing there’d be a part of him that would like it, too.

Now his cock was deflated, he could feel just how full his bladder was. Elliot whimpered, trying to focus on the television, but a few moments later he realized he couldn’t hold it for much longer. Closing his eyes with shame once more, he again debased himself, slowly letting out a thin stream of urine into his diaper.

The sticky padding grew hot, and wet, as he peed into it, the crotch soon swelling with discoloration from how wet it was. Elliot blinked curiously down at it, pushing at the thick, swollen padding between his legs, amazed by how it grew. He’d thought it was thick before, but now it pushed apart his legs further, forcing him to waddle if he stood up.

At last, his bladder emptied, and he sighed in relief, laying back on the sofa. Elliot knew how silly he looked, laying there in a frilly dress and a used diaper. But despite the shame, he couldn’t deny how primally arousing it was to have another man come into his house, and claim his wife’s body…

While he was left laying on his couch, dressed like a toddler girl, his own urine soaking his diapered behind.

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.

Made into her Diapered Sissy on Valentine’s Day

Jimmy had a spring in his step as he closed his car door, heading up the path towards the townhouse he shared with his girlfriend, Linda.

It was Valentine’s day. Just before Jimmy had left that morning, his wife had whispered in his ear, promising a sexy surprise for the evening. Anticipating a night of sensual lovemaking, Jimmy had gone to the corner store and thoughtfully purchased condoms - and a bouquet of red carnations, that he clutched in his hand as he grinned, walking towards the door.

Of course, Jimmy couldn’t help but feel slightly disappointed, knowing no matter how hot the sex was, it would never involve his ultimate fetish - being put into diapers and dressed up like a girl.

It wasn’t Linda’s fault. Jimmy had never told anybody about those fantasies, keeping his interests purely online. He liked to post on forums and write captions for sissy images, stroking his stiff clitty until he came all over the desk and then cleaned up in shame. He knew it could never be a reality, but he dreamed often of Linda dominating him, locking up his worthless limp dick and putting him in thick frilly diapers.

This evening would still probably be one to remember. Jimmy was looking forward to seeing what sexy activities Linda had planned… His key turned in the door, and he walked in, holding the flowers to his chest.

“Linda?” he called, as he walked into the dining room. “Babe?”

“I’m upstairs, Jim,” his girlfriend’s voice carried down the stairs, and Jimmy licked his lips. “Come on and see me…”

He put the flowers down on the table - he could put them in water later - and then climbed the stairs.

Jimmy paused at the door, smoothing back his mousy brown hair, straightening his shirt, hoping he looked presentable - before he pulled the door handle down, and then pushed the door open.

His jaw dropped.

That was his girlfriend, alright, her bleached blonde hair falling loosely around her shoulders, a seductive smirk on her face… but she was dressed in a tight black leather corset that compressed her tummy, pinched her waist, and pushed up her milky white breasts. She wore long leather boots to match, and a simple black thong to complete the outfit. Jimmy’s eyes went wide as he saw the riding crop Linda was holding, swallowing as she grinned, smacking it against her palm.

“Wh-what’s all this?” he finally managed. “You look… wow.”

“Do you like it?” Linda said, smirking.

Jimmy nodded uncertainly - she looked hot, close to some of the women in his fantasies, but she’d never shown any kind of dominant streak before.

“It’s for you,” Linda continued, her smirk growing dangerously. “You’ve been a very naughty boy, Jimmy…”

The grin deserved fangs now.

“...Or should I say… a very naughty girl?”

Jimmy’s heart stopped. He couldn’t believe what he’d just heard. How could she know? He’d never mentioned anything…

“You left your computer unlocked the other week,” Linda explained, shifting to one side as she spoke - and now Jimmy could see the diaper and skirt laying on the bed, previously hidden from view by Linda’s curvy body. “And I saw those dirty sites you’ve been visiting.”

“I, I can expl-”

“Don’t bother,” Linda interrupted. “Sit on the bed.”

His mind short-circuiting, his mouth dry, and his palms clammy and cold, Jimmy obeyed, sitting down on the bed and looking up at Linda guiltily.

“As I was saying, I know your dirty little secret, sissy boy,” she continued, wiggling the riding crop in the direction of her blushing boyfriend. “You want to be dressed up like a pretty little girl in diapers and fucked silly, don’t you?”

Jimmy gulped. Where was she going with this? Was this some kind of horrible joke on him?

“Don’t try to pretend it’s not true,” Linda said, smirking. “I know it is… and I’m willing to make that fantasy a reality.”

“Y-you are?”

“Sure,” Linda replied, shrugging. “I’ve always fancied the idea of being a dominatrix.”

Jimmy felt tears well up in his eyes, smiling nervously as the woman he loved plainly laid out that she knew all about his interest in dressing up like a sissy girl - even a sissy baby girl… and she still wanted him. She stood there, casually talking about it like it were the most normal thing in the world…

“IF you’re really serious about it,” she continued. “...And you obviously belong at the feet of a woman, not dressed like a man and standing tall… So take off those clothes, sissy.”

Jimmy couldn’t believe this. It was all moving so fast. Never in his wildest dreams would he have thought Linda would agree to this, would throw herself into this role so much. But there she was, ordering him to undress while she pointed a riding crop at him.

Numbly, Jimmy lifted his trembling hands and began to unbutton his shirt. Soon it was slid aside, revealing his flat, hairless chest. Linda watched with hungry eyes as he kicked off his shoes and socks, and then slid his pants off, folding them and placing them on top of his shirt. He looked at her questioningly as he grabbed the waistband of his blue briefs - and when Linda nodded, he swallowed, eyes wide as he pulled them all the way down and off, revealing his eager manhood. At least one part of him was very excited - even if his brain hadn’t quite caught up.

“That’s good,” Linda purred. “Turn around, little sissy, and bend over the bed - I want to see that ass.”

As she commanded, Jimmy turned around and placed his palms on the bed, sticking his bare rear out. A moment later, the riding crop sailed through the air and smacked him on one cheek, and Jimmy cried out with shock.

“Ow!”

Linda snickered.

“Did that hurt? You really must be a widdle girl, huh?”

Jimmy flushed more, looking down at his hands. He’d never felt quite so humiliated in his life - just like his fantasies, only this was real.

“Okay, sissy,” Linda said. “Lay on your back for me, so Mistress can get the diaper and chastity cage on you.”

Maybe a little too real... Jimmy froze for a moment, stuck between his pride and the sexy scenario’s he’d spent so long fantasizing about. His cock was so achingly hard he had trouble imagining how a cage could possibly fit on it right then, but his mind still whirled uncertainly.

“Hon?” Linda said, sounding slightly nervous. “...Is this… not what you want?”

Jimmy swallowed. Now or never…

“Yes,” he admitted, blushing. “I’m just nervous. It’s embarrassing… which is, hah, really sexy, but it’s just… hard to give up control.”

“Oh… oh!” Linda thought for a second, then grinned. “Well, it’s good you never were in control, isn’t it, sissy? Now lay on the bed before I spank that pretty pink ass of yours red!”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jimmy replied instantly, his cheeks a feminine shade of pink as he lay down for her.

Questions still swirled in his mind - would she still see him as a man after this? Would he ever be able to think of himself that way again? It was terrifying to think about, but in a way that made his cock throb between his legs, urging him not to care. To give in, to give up being a man, to live life as Linda’s sissy slave.

Linda slapped the side of his bottom gently as she unfurled the pink diaper, and Jimmy’s blush increased tenfold, quivering all over as he lifted his rear so she could slide it underneath him. Once his rump went back down, he was surprised by how soft and cotton-y the inside of the diaper was. It felt like a sissy dream, and he almost regretted never actually wearing them in real life before now.

Almost. He was glad he was sharing this with Linda the first time he did it.

Linda frowned as she looked at his crotch. Jimmy felt her hand close around his member and groaned, bucking his hips, before Linda whipped her hand away, shaking her head.

“Slutty little sissy, aren’t you?” Linda said, tutting. “Well… I’ll have to do something about that. Wait right here, sweetie.”

Linda ran downstairs, leaving Jimmy alone with his thoughts. Part of him warned urgently that he should leave, say those captions and websites and everything else were a big joke, and never talk about this again. Another part suggested he just grab his pants and run down the street.

...But Jimmy stayed, heart pounding, giddy and excited as a schoolgirl, and terrified in equal measure.

Returning from her trip downstairs, Linda approached the bed, holding something in her hand. She held it up to Jimmy, smirking, and his eyes went wide just as he felt her touch his cock with it.

“Ahh! Nggh…”

Ice! It was an ice cube, sliding up and down his hard cock. That clever bitch! As Jimmy moaned in discomfort, his cock began to shrivel, shrinking down until it was the pathetic, floppy little sissyclit he knew he ought to have at all times.

“That’s a good girl,” Linda said, smiling proudly. “Such a tiny little thing you’ve got down there, haven’t you?”

“I have, Mistress,” Jimmy replied, biting his lip. “I d-don’t think I’ve ever satisfied a woman with it.”

“You haven’t,” Linda replied, blithely, running the remains of the icecube up and down Jimmy’s flaccid length as he shuddered. “But that’s okay. You aren’t meant to be a man, after all. You’re meant to be a helpless sissy girl.”

Jimmy winced at Linda’s comment, but the barb only made him more excited. He watched with a mixture of utter dread and excitement as Linda picked up the pink plastic cock cage, slowly and carefully pulling it apart, not wanting to lose any part of it.

Manhandling his balls with her still ice-cold hand, Linda slipped the ring behind Jimmy’s testicles, and he groaned slightly as she began to put the device together around his sissy parts. She slid the locking mechanism and spacer bar on, and then, finally, with an evil grin on her face, she guided his cock into the holder for his penis.

As he watched, Jimmy was extremely ashamed to realize how small the cage really was. He would never have picked that size - and yet, soon it fit perfectly, with a little extra room for his clit to swell up inside the plastic casing.

Linda slid the padlock through the hole, and, as Jimmy watched, whimpering, she locked his manhood up for the foreseeable future, putting the key high up on the top of the wardrobe.

“Oh my god,” Jimmy muttered under his breath, looking down at his cock, resting on top of a diaper - and really, for really really real, in chastity, locked away.

He saw it throb slightly - uselessly, uncomfortably, the head sliding down a little further, with nowhere to really go.

“Awww, is the little sissy sad about her clitty being locked up?” Linda asked, mockingly. “Don’t worry, princess Jimmy. Baby sissies don’t need to get erections. They get all their pleasure from being fucked.”

“B-but, Mistress,” Jimmy protested, as Linda powdered his crotch with sweet smelling baby powder. “I’ve never had anything in my bottom before…”

“Well, it’s about time we started your sissy-training then, hm?” Linda said, as she began to pull the diaper up between his legs. “A good sissy should be able to take a cock whenever she’s told to.”

Jimmy gulped, but nodded like the obedient sissy he was, watching as the thick pink diaper was taped into place. It was doubly humiliating and naughty now, his cock locked up - and then covered completely by the bulky padding, that pressed against the hard plastic of his clit cage, making him whimper even more.

“Wh-what are you going to do to me, Mistress?” he asked, softly, cheeks red and heart pounding. As he sat up, he heard the diaper crinkling and grimaced with shame, feeling the pleasure growing in his groin, although he couldn’t get a real erection right now.

“Well first, I’m going to dress you up,” Linda said, grinning. “What do you think of this, hm?”

Linda held up the pink Hihi Puppy shirt and the pink gauzy tutu, seeing the same shades of pink race across Jimmy’s humiliated face as he imagined wearing them.

“But Mistress,” Jimmy whined softly. “I’m a boy…”

“You’re going to be Mistress’s little girl from now on with your little sissyclitty locked up,” Linda replied. “Just a helpless widdle sissy - which means no making choices about how you’re dressed.”

“Okay,” Jimmy agreed, reluctantly, as he put his arms up, shaking nervously. He couldn’t believe how his heart was pounding - and couldn’t believe this was really happening.

Once the soft pink t-shirt was slipped on, he looked down at himself, touching the soft fabric over his slender chest gently. It made him blush, made him excited, and touched some part of him deep inside, all at once.

Next, Linda slid the skirt up his legs, and Jimmy trembled, swallowing hard. This had been a fantasy for so long, to be dressed in a pretty skirt by his ‘Mistress’, treated like a naughty sissy with his clitty caged, and now it was actually happening. The skirt covered the diaper by just an inch, and you could easily see the pink designs through the thin material now it was snug around Jimmy’s hips.

“Such a pretty girl,” Linda cooed, smoothing down the material of the skirt. “Such a cute baby in her thick diapers. Go on, sweetie… pretend you’re on a little catwalk for me.”

Shyly, Jimmy began to walk from one end of the bedroom, to the other.

“No, swing your hips, baby.”

Blushing even harder, Jimmy began to sashay along, hips swaying gently, his walk feminine and almost sultry as he strutted to the end of the bedroom and then turned around. There was nothing masculine about him now, and he looked with wide vulnerable eyes at Linda, before twirling, to show off the tutu.

“There,” he said, looking nervously at Linda for approval. “Was that good, Mistress.”

“It was wonderful, pretty girl,” Linda replied, and Jimmy’s cock throbbed in the confines of his cage. “I don’t think I’ll ever let you be a boy again. You’re so much better at being a sissy!”

“Please, Mistress!” Jimmy begged, only half-meaning it (but that half only made ‘Mistress’s’ denial more exciting). “I don’t want to be a girl! I’m a boy! I should be having sex with ladies, not having my cock locked up and put in diapers!”

“Sweetie, you don’t have a cock,” Linda said, calmly. “You have a little sissy clitty.”

“N-no I don’t,” Jimmy mumbled, frowning, ashamed even in the middle of the roleplay. “Mistress I have a cock like big boys have…”

“I guess somebody needs a little attitude adjustment…” Linda said, sighing as she reached down one side of the bed, pulling out a broad pink paddle. “Lay over the bed again.”

Jimmy gulped, but eventually gave in to his submissive nature, slowly laying his front half down on the bed, while his legs kept his bottom just over the edge of it. He could feel his erection straining against the plastic cage, hips occasionally rocking as he tried to grind against the diaper - whimpering as he felt almost nothing at all.

Suddenly, he felt Linda’s hand on the small of his back, the paddle nudging his skirt upwards.

“What do you think is going to happen now, sissy?”

“I’m going to get a spanking, Mistress,” Jimmy replied, shivering as he said the word ‘spanking’.

“And why is that?”

“F-for being naughty?”

“Mm-hmm,’ Linda agreed - and then, suddenly, Jimmy felt the first hard swat of the wooden paddle on his diapered rear.

He yelped, mostly in shock, but also noticing how much the wooden paddle stung even through the layers of padding. Whimpering, tears in his eyes, he gripped the bedsheets tightly, crying out as another swat landed squarely on his backside.

Jimmy didn’t know what was worse - the pain of the spanking, or the humiliation of it. The paddle flew threw the air once more, landing with a loud ‘SMACK’ on his diaper, making him squeal, girlishly.

“Owww, Mistress, stop!” he complained, in a high-pitched voice. “Pwease no more!”

“N-not until sissy learns her *SWAT!* place!”

Jimmy’s yelp at that last spank could have peeled wallpaper, and he sobbed, tears rolling down his cheeks as he obediently submitted to the spanking his ‘Mistress’ had decided he deserved. The blows came down again and again on his rear, and he could do little more than bawl as he shook and trembled on the bed, an obedient sissy allowing Linda to punish him as long as she pleased.

“Such a weak widdle baby girl,” Linda said, pinching Jimmy’s cheek as she paused. “Aren’t you, hm?”

“Y-yesh, Mistress,” Jimmy lisped, between blubbering. “Sissy sowwy!”

“I bet you are,” Linda murmured. “But before I forgive you, I have to give you 20 more swats - do you know how come?”

“How come, Mistress?”

“Because that’s how many months we’ve been together,” Linda said, genuine irritation in her voice. “And you didn’t once think to let me know you wanted this!”

Before Jimmy could argue, Linda slammed the paddle down hard on his backside, making him howl with tears again. Over and over, the paddle smacked his sensitive bottom with a loud SLAP against the plastic, his cock cage digging uncomfortable into his crotch as he felt his sissy clitty swelling with nowhere to go. As he sobbed with humiliation, the tip of his pathetic length also leaked clear, salty fluid into his diaper, his fantasies realized, both the worst and best possible thing at once.

Finally, Linda seemed to have finished spanking, breathing heavily herself from the force she’d been exerting to whomp Jimmy’s sore backside. She lay down the paddle on the bed, climbing onto the bed beside her sobbing sissy boyfriend. Stroking his hair softly, Linda kissed his damp cheek, and he reached out for her, whimpering.

“Sowwee, Mistress,” he said, through sniffles and half-sobs, and she shushed him and stroked his back gently for a few moments, soothing him.

Jimmy truly did feel utterly dominated by his girlfriend - his Mistress - now. All the fight flooded out of his body in tears that dribbled down his cheeks. He was still painfully aroused, of course, but the combination of harsh spanking and his sissy-cock locked away, trickling clear fluid into his diaper, muted the usual franticness of his libido. Instead he felt like clinging to Linda, putty in her hands, his arousal a pleasant background hum instead of the blaring fanfare it usually was.

...But as one of Linda’s hands snaked under his pretty pink shirt, and tweaked his nipple, the music picked up.

“Ohh!” Jimmy said, gasping. “W-wow…You’ve never done that before.”

Linda’s smirk promised a lot more ‘firsts’ that evening, but for now, she rolled her pliable sissy boyfriend onto ‘his’ back, sliding her hands up under his shirt.

“You need a name,” Linda said, as she brushed her thumb over one of Jimmy’s nipples, eliciting a soft moan as they stiffened under her attention. “A girl name, I mean.”

“Y-you could… choose one for me, Mistress?” Jimmy replied, timidly. “If you’re sure I mean.”

“Sure?”

“About bringing this part of me… into our lives…AH!”

Linda had pinched one nipple, hard, her smirk combined with lowered eyebrows and a hint of irritation.

“Of course I am, silly sissy,” she said, softly. “I want to love all of you. How you want to be loved… And if that means wearing a diaper and skirt… I’m into it.”

“O-okay,” Jimmy replied, self-consciously rubbing his hands together. “Then, what kind of name do you think suits her- suits me, as a… sissy?”

Linda giggled at how Jimmy mumbled that last word, not even able to meet her eyes. She hmmed, tapping her chin exaggeratedly to lighten the mood as she thought about it, running through dozens of names in her head. Finally she grinned down at him.

“Valentine!”

“V-valentine?”

“Mmhmm,” Linda insisted, nodding. “It’s perfect. Because it’s the day I got to see you as you really are… My. Diapered. Sissy. Babygirl.”

With each word, Linda tickled and pinched a different part of ‘Jimmy’s - now ‘Valentine’s - side, making her squirm and kick and laugh.

“Val for short,” Linda added, after a moment. “Maybe I’ll have a collar made for you…”

Valentine gulped, her whole face seeming softer now she had her second name. Linda looked into her eyes, trying to read the emotions there - lust, hope, love… fear… excitement…

“I’d like that, Mistress,” Valentine finally said.

Linda’s eyes fluttered, half-lidded, and the mood changed again, as she slid sensually onto the bed, straddling her sissy, her mound covered by only the thin fabric of her thong as she pressed herself against Valentine’s thick pink diaper. She could feel the hardness of the cage through it, and as she ground against it, Valentine whimpered with pained pleasure.

“Does my little sissy like this?” Linda teased, rocking her hips, knowing Valentine’s little clit must be straining at her cage by now. “Such a dirty sissy, aren’t you?”

Valentine just moaned, squirming. The cage being pressed down against her groin was uncomfortable to say the least, but the movements of Linda’s hips were so stimulating. It was like now her cock was caged and it couldn’t be her full focus, every part of her body was a little more sensitive - and when Linda leaned forwards to strike and caress her nipples, kissing her softly, nipping at her neck, Valentine found herself moaning shamelessly.

“Oh, please, Mistress!” Valentine pleaded, not sure where she was pleading for Linda to stop - or begging her not to. “Please!”

“You want to cum, sissy slut?” Linda asked, tracing one of Valentine’s erect nipples with a finger. “You know sissies only get to cum when they’re being fucked...”

Valentine whimpered as she realized what Linda meant. What she’d said earlier was true - she’d never experienced any kind of anal penetration before… But it had been the cornerstone of so many fantasies for so long. Could she really turn away from Linda’s offer to anally penetrate her?

...Yes, she decided. But only to better offer her rump.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” Valentine replied, every inch the blushing virgin. “I, I’d like it if you f-fucked me, please…”

“Say it in that cuuute widdle voice of yours, my pathetic li’l fucktoy,” Linda said, pinching Valentine’s cheeks affectionately.

“...Pwease fuck me Mistwess…” Valentine managed, her face beat red. “Sissy … wuvs to be fucked by big cocks…”

“Mmm, that’s because you’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?” Linda said as she got off of Valentine, shoving her over onto her front once more. “A slutty, naughty girl who needs a cock inside her ass to cum.”

“U-uh huh,” Valentine replied shyly, trembling as she moved onto all fours, her rump held high. “Me swutty, Mistwess.”

“Mmm, I bet… and today you’re going to be my slutty toy…”

Valentine felt Linda grabbing and groping at her diaper, sliding her hand along the back of it. She paused, roughly around the area where Valentine’s anus was, and pushed the padding forwards making Valentine gasp, feeling it touch her sensitive hole.

“Ohh!”

Linda grinned, feeling the response - and with surprising precision, she tore a hole right there in the diaper. Valentine shivered at the feeling of cold air on her backpassage - but soon that air felt positively tropical, compared to the cold, slimy lubricant that was being smeared over her pucker.

“Ah! Mi-mistress?!” she said, eyes wide, as she felt a well-lubricated finger probing her hole. She gripped the bedsheets, whiteknuckled as she felt it pushing harder. “MISTRESS!”

Linda chuckled as her finger *pop*ped inside, past Valentine’s tight anal ring. Valentine groaned audibly at the alien feeling of being invaded. It ached and burned and felt amazing all at once, and as Linda’s finger sawed back and forth inside her tight hole, Valentine moaned, thrusting her rear back wantonly.

“M-mistress… It feels so strange,” she said, referring to how the anal penetration pulled her into a new kind of arousal she’d never felt before. “My little sissy clit is trying to get big…”

“It’s not allowed,” Linda replied, chuckling. “Widdle sissies don’t have any use for those things. Not that any woman would want it, anyway.”

Valentine moaned, nodding in agreement as she rocked herself on the bed, now trying to get that finger as deep inside as possible, sensing there was a sweet spot a little deeper in it was just missing. Linda wriggled the digit around - and then yanked it out, eliciting another groan from Valentine, who looked back at Linda pleadingly.

“Hold on, hon,” Linda said fondly, pulling open a bedside drawer.

She pulled out a long, wobbly, pink cock, with a bulbous handle of some kind on the top. As Valentine watched, her Mistress slid her panties to one side, and easily slipped the ‘handle’ up inside her, murmuring with pleasure as a bump on the toy came to rest on her clit.

“Mmm… Come here, babygirl,” Linda cooed, grinning. “We need to teach you how to suck cock…”

“Yes Mistress,” Valentine said, not wanting to admit how curious she was about that very topic - but her clit throbbing in her cage and her look of eagerness gave her away to herself and Linda.

Clumsily, she grabbed both hands of the faux phallus, stroking up and down awkwardly as she looked up at Linda’s face… Linda herself moaned, softly, feeling the pressure on her clit increasing, a rubbing sensation as Valentine stroked her girlfriend’s new cock.

“Nmm, t-try to use your mouth…” Linda ordered, and Valentine blushed, slowly lowering her mouth the toy.

She was surprised, and yes, honestly, a little embarrassed by how much she found she enjoyed it, her lips wrapping around Linda’s tip as she obediently sucked cock like a good sissy. Linda directed her with a hand, pushing her down further, and she looked up at her with big eyes as she let the dildo slip further into her throat.

“Suck your cheeks in and out,” Linda told her, shivering. “Nmm… You have a natural talent for blowjobs, don’t you, baby?”

Valentine didn’t think her face could get redder, but it did. She was so humiliated, her manhood stripped away, her cock locked up - her only chance of sexual pleasure was to let herself be fucked in the ass.

The fact she was incredibly aroused by thinking about that only made it more humiliating, a feedback loop of embarrassment and excitement that circled back on itself over and over, until Valentine was bobbing and slurping on Linda’s fake cock like she was born to do it, cheeks hollowing in and out.

Linda moaned, digging her nails into Valentine’s hair. She was amazed at how much sensation she felt through the dildo, and as Valentine squeaked what might have been a complain, Linda moved her head back and forth, using her sissy’s mouth like a fuck toy as the rubber teased her clit.

“Ohhh God… ngh, okay,” Linda said, panting, yanking Valentine off of her cock. “We need to get on the bed, now… Get up there, show your mistress what a good pet you are.”

“Y-yes ma’am,” Valentine replied, her head spinning with how dizzy with cocklust - even a fake cock - she’d become, feeling anxious about being penetrated for the first time - but mostly excited, sticking her slutty rump up high, the hole in the diaper providing a target for Linda’s silicone phallus.

Linda slathered more lubricant on the shaft - and then came behind Valentine, grabbing her by one hip, firmly.

Valentine gasped, heart pounding as Linda grabbed her. There was something so primal about being gripped that way, in this position, that despite her ‘male’ body Valentine felt herself reacting. She felt the urge, the need to be bred, to be used - she wasn’t a man, she was a sissy, and her job was to be fucked.

“Please, please fuck your sissy’s ass, Mistress,” Valentine begged, suddenly desperate, pushing her rear back eagerly. “I want it so bad…”

Linda slapped her hard on the upper thigh, and Valentine shrieked, scrambling to pull forwards slightly.

“Naughty, slutty girl,” Linda said, laughing. “Your mistress decides when you’re fucked…”

To emphasize the point, Linda poked the now-slimy cock through the diaper hole, the tip finding Valentine’s tight pucker. Valentine felt her sissyparts throb between her legs, leaking useless clear fluid as she swallowed, waiting for Linda to penetrate her. Instead, Linda sedately lifted her hips up and down, stroking the tip against that crinkled entrance.

She continued this for a while, the teasing unbearable, sometimes pushing a little more firmly, threatening to enter Valentine… and then pulling back, leaving her unfulfilled, literally. Linda had been doing this for so long now that Valentine had circled back to her fear of penetration once more, and now every second was nailbiting as she wondered when she would finally feel-

“NGGH…. Ngh… OHHH GOD THAT’S BIG!” Valentine bared her teeth in a grimace as Linda began to push, and push, and push, until the lubricated toy began to sink into Valentine’s slightly loosened backside.

Linda breathed through her nose, reminding herself not to shove, but the pressure travelled down the base of the toy to Linda’s clit, and every inch there was more delicious, clamping, squeezing pressure.

“Ohhh Mistress I don’t know if I can do this!” Valentine said in a panicked voice, but Linda just held her hips firmly, shoving inch after inch deeper inside the sissy’s hole.

“Shh,” Linda replied, smirking. “We both know your slutty ass can take it. Just be a good girl and relax. This is what you were made for, my sissy toy.”

Valentine moaned, aroused and embarrassed at the same time in the most delicious way. Panting, she nodded obediently, trying to relax her clenching muscles that didn’t understand why Linda’s toy was invading her backside.

Slowly but surely, it all disappeared inside her, until Linda felt her crotch pressing up against the thick padding of Valentine’s diaper.

“Wow, you really are a slut,” she commented, grinning. “You took the whole cock on your first try. Are you proud of yourself, sissy?”

“Y-yes Mistress,” Valentine replied, embarrassed. “I l-love… nghh… the feeling of you filling my worthless ass.”

Despite the discomfort, Valentine could feel the rod buried in her rear resting on her swollen prostate, bringing her a new element of pleasure she’d never felt before. As Linda began to drag the thick toy back out, Valentine gasped and shuddered, a warm jolt of pleasure heading straight to her caged cock.

Moans of lust mixed with grunts of pain as Linda forcefully worked that thick shaft back and forth inside the sissy below her. She grunted, digging her nails into Valentine’s side and causing a girlish squeak of pain - and then more moans of pleasure, Valentine’s breathing growing heavier as she slowly got into the rhythm of being fucked, Linda’s own huffs and whimpers telling a similar story.

Valentine was amazed to discover how good this kind of sex felt, some part of her deeply ashamed she preferred it to ‘fucking a woman like a man’, but the rest of her was completely overwhelmed with the sensations of her Mistress’ hands on her body, the crinkling of the diaper as it bunched up, shoved against Linda’s crotch - and the feeling of being pounded slowly by her.

Every stroke, in or out, ground against her sweet spot inside in just the right way. Valentine moaned, shamelessly - at first, she tried to rock her hips against nothing, her clit trapped inside its cage, useless and mostly flaccid, but found she got nothing out of it. Biting her lip, she pushed back experimentally, and then moaned loudly.

She couldn’t help it. It felt so good, she felt so full in such a good way, that she began rocking her hips, trying to time her motions with Linda’s quickening thrusts. Her sissyclit tingled and throbbed, swelling up more and more, feeling a little snug and uncomfortable in the cage, grateful for the diaper that kept her flowing juices from dripping onto the bed. Every thrust seemed to force a little more out of her, little droplets being flicked into the lining of the padding.

Bitch was the right word for her as Linda’s thrusts went on full throttle, pounding her as they both moaned and gasped in feminine voices. Valentine could feel that familiar feeling of an orgasm looming, and judging from Linda’s hot, panting breaths, she was close as well. Valentine grit her teeth, bearing down hard so she could feel every glorious inch slamming into her tight hole, moaning, panting, gasping, wondering when the end would come and how it would feel…

“OH! OH ohhh Ahhh OHHHHHHHHHHHHH…”

Valentine came vocally, her hips bucking as her cum dribbled out into the diaper. Her clit throbbed with pleasure, but her ass was what she focused on, the muscles clenching rhythmically around the toy, feeling like a massage for her abused backpassage as she moaned loudly.

Seeing Valentine cum, Linda snarled, grabbing her hips and pounding frantically, slamming her length home again and again as Valentine continued orgasm, crying out in happy ecstacy until finally, Linda slammed her silicone cock home with a load moan, rocking and bucking her hips urgently against the toy. She grunted and gasped, racked with intense pleasure, holding herself, quivering, against Valentine’s diapered backside.

They trembled together for one, two, three moments more. Before Valentine sagged, moaning, and Linda sighed, trembling, as she left herself inside Valentine’s rear for now.

Trembling, her muscles and body overwhelmed and overworked, Valentine shuddered, blushing as she felt her bladder starting to empty into the diaper, making it grow warm and sodden in a few moments. She shivered at the feeling of release, face glowing with humiliation, no better expression of her place as a diapered, cock-loving sissy than wetting herself helplessly while a phallus was thrust hard up her rear.

Slowly, Linda dragged the toy out of Valentine’s backside. Valentine gasped and cried out in pain and a sudden feeling of emptiness, and then shivered, flopping onto her side and looking up at Linda dreamily.

“Sooooo good, Mistress,” she moaned, shameless, for the moment, anyway.

“Was it?” Linda asked, smiling as she pulled the toy out, her own legs shaking. “I wasn’t sure but… Oh, I can tell it must have been…*giggle* Sissy’s had a widdle accident, huh?”

Valentine tried to clumsily cover her diaper with her hands, but once the toy was cleaned and put away, Linda giggled, trying to pull them away.

“Wow, who would have though you were such a baby, Jimmy?” Linda teased. “Did I… Did I do it right?”

“Y-yeah,” her partner replied, smiling nervously. “But… could I maybe… stay Valentine, for a little bit?”

“Of course, cherub,” Linda said, kissing the sissy’s forehead. Then she got a little smirk that grew into a wicked grin - and before Valentine could protest, Linda’s hand darted between her legs, groping her cage through the soaked diaper, making her squeal.

“In fact, after that, you’ll be lucky if I don’t just decide to keep ‘Jimmy’ locked up forever!”

Valentine gulped, giving a nervous smile as if she wasn’t sure if Linda was joking or not.

“Besides,” Linda continued, snuggling Valentine to her. “We need to talk about those other pictures and stories I found on your computer.”

“...Other pictures?” Valentine replied, tensing.

“Oh yes,” Linda said, grinning. “I was thinking we could start with the ones where I give you enemas and completely unpotty-train you, sending you outside in diapers and dresses…”

Valentine gulped.

“...And then move on to the ones where you’re taken - violated - by ‘real men’ - three, or four, at once. Does that sound nice, baby girl?”

Shyly, Valentine nodded.

“...I think so, Mistress.”

End.

Other Bundles by Amelia Hobbes:

●       My Wife is my New Mommy? Pt 1, 2 and 3
 

●       Daddy’s Diapered Babyslut 1, 2 and 3

●       First Time Fantasies: 6 Female ABDL first time stories

OEBPS/image_8.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




