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She was never supposed to find out. But last
week she did. And ever since then, my wife won't even look at me.
I've lost count at the amount of times I've tried to apologize, but
she hasn't accepted a single one yet. She cuts me off with a wave
of her hand when I try to start now.

So when Ashley called for me to come to the
living room, I can say with certainty that I was surprised. I
practically ran from our home office to see why my wife wanted me.
Butterflies took over my stomach, and my skin seemed to be on fire
as I stepped into the room. When I saw her, my breath caught in my
throat. She was looking right at me, and she was smiling.

She wasn't dressed for a night at home. Her
auburn hair, which normally fell past her shoulders, curled into a
tight bun. Smokey eyeliner and ruby red lips accented her naturally
green eyes and thick, kissable lips. A dark blue dress clung to her
petite frame, ending less than half way down her thighs and leaving
lots of soft, silky leg exposed.

The neckline of the dress plunged deeply,
showing off Ashley's perky breasts. A small pendant dangled from a
golden chain around her neck, drawing the eye towards her cleavage.
From the look of her bust line, I knew she was wearing one of the
lacey push-up bras I'd bought her last Christmas. And with four
inch, open toed heels strapped to her feet, her shoes boosted her
normal 5'4" frame up so she almost stood as tall as I was.

"Come here Rob," she said with a sultry look
and a curling finger. "I have something for you."

It's finally over, I thought to myself
as I walked across the room. She forgives me.

But before I closed the last couple of feet
between us, Ashley held up her hand, motioning for me to stop.
Confused, I cocked my head like a puppy and looked at her with wide
eyes. Now what?

Ashley stepped aside, and looked down towards
the ground near the door. And for the first time since I'd entered
the room, I noticed the large cardboard box. I stared at it
suspiciously, trying to guess what was inside, but when the box
didn't give up its secrets, I looked up at Ashley, perplexed.

"What's in the box?" I asked as I battled my
growing nerves.

Her smile widened, showing off her perfectly
white teeth. And as she looked at me, with her head slightly angled
down, the smile took on a sinister edge. She looked down at the
box.

"The box is for you," she said as she slid it
across the entryway tiles with her foot. She looked back up at me
with that same feral grin. "A peace offering of sorts."

Peace offering? Is she finally forgiving
me? I took a step forward, but then stopped. Something wasn't
right. There was more going on here then I knew. She is playing
with me. But what the hell is her game?

"What's going on here Ash? Why are you all
dressed up? And why won't you tell me what's in the box?"

She shrugged as she stepped away from the box
on the floor. "Well that would ruin the surprise wouldn't it? And
after all the effort I went through to get you a present."

She's mocking me. What the fuck is going
on?!

"Look, I don't know what game you're playing
at right now Ash, but you're starting to freak me out a little. I
just want thing to go back to normal between us. I wish you could
accept my apologies."

Ashley sighed, then patted the box. "If you
really want to make things right, then take this into the bedroom
for me. Show me what a big, strong man you are."

Her words cut into me. If there was even a
chance of this little play ending well for me, I knew that chance
was gone now. Her words dripped with sarcasm and my stomach knotted
in on itself.

Big, strong man. That's what I should have
been for her. But I fucked it all up.

I dropped my eyes and picked up the box. I
couldn't even meet Ashley's gaze anymore. All I could think about
was how she'd found me a week ago. How embarrassed I was when she
came home early from her yoga class, only to find me in our house
with another woman. But it wasn't the woman that made her mouth
drop open when she caught us. It was the diaper I was wearing while
I laid in her arms with a bottle in my mouth.

What the fuck is wrong with me?!

As I carried the box to the bedroom, I knew
exactly what was wrong with me. I'd married the first girl who gave
me a chance. And I told myself I could be good to her. That I'd
give her everything she could ask for. I'd love her and her alone.
But with each passing year, it grew harder and harder to live up to
my promises.

At first it was just porn. Then things got
weirder. Normal tits and ass weren't doing it for me anymore. I
started watching harder things. My world view expanded as I
discovered BDSM. And when that wasn't enough, I branched out into
the niche fetishes. Pet play, slave training, femdom, Age play.

Age play...

It was like going through puberty again when
I found it. Men and women dressing up and acting like children,
babies. Soon enough and all I could think about were diapers and
bottles, pacifiers and cribs. I started imagining Ashley with a
paci in her mouth while we had sex. Or her slipping a diaper under
my ass when we were finished. And when the thoughts alone weren't
enough anymore, I gave up a part of myself to make my fantasies
real.

I found her online. She was a professional
Mommy, and for a few hundred bucks, she would treat me just like
the baby I craved to be. Twenty-six years old, with a good job and
a great wife, but with a fantasy I couldn't get out of my head, I
made a call and invited another woman into my house.

When my wife left to work out, I knew I'd
have two or three hours in the house by myself. That's when Olivia
would come over and take care of me. And at first, it was a rush.
She would diaper me up and treat me like a baby. And the whole time
I'd be hard as a rock inside of my plastic prison. Olivia never let
me cum, and that was part of the excitement. A couple hours of play
time was all I got before Olivia left, and when she did, she left
knowing that I was as horny as I could be.

Ashley would come home and I'd be waiting.
Before she even put her gym bag down by the door, I'd be on her,
wrapping her in my arms before picking her up off her feet and
pressing her lips to mine. For months, this became our routine.
Olivia would come over two or three times a week, and when she
left, Ashley got the full force of my arousal. Most of the time we
wouldn't even make it into the bedroom before I slipped into her.
And she loved the new me. Life was good.

Then it wasn't.

Like everything else, Olivia's visits started
to lose their luster. They became just another part of my day. And
even though I looked forward to the time I spent with my head in
her lap as she fed me a bottle, it wasn't turning me on like it
used to. Olivia became just another way to de-stress, and life with
Ashley went back to boring normalcy.

I dropped the box by the bed and looked back
at Ashley. Nothing is normal anymore. Not since she caught me in
a fucking diaper with another woman.

"Open it," Ashley said as she leaned against
the door frame. "I think you'll like what's inside."

Nervously, I pulled at the tape on the box. I
held my breath as I pulled the cardboard away, revealing its
contents. And when my eyes locked onto the white, rectangular bags
nestled inside, I didn't know what to think at first. Not until I
pulled one of the bags out by its built-in handle.

My eyes went wide as I stared at the light
green lettering across the side. In large print, the word
"Snuggies" stretched across the plastic. The name alone sent
shivers up my spine. But it was the row of diapers I could see
through the milky white plastic that sent my heart racing.

The same diapers Olivia used to put me
in...

I dropped the bag and spun around, looking at
Ashley as I tried to keep myself from shaking. "What's going on?
Why did you buy diapers? I thought... I thought you hated all of
this."

She chuckled as she pushed herself off the
door frame. "I hated finding you with another woman. And I hated
that you kept a secret from me for so long. And yeah, I even hated
you for a little while. But after three days of your constant
whining and apologizing, I knew I had to make a decision."

"A decision? What do you mean?"

Ashley stepped in close. Her perfume made me
lightheaded.

"A decision about us," she said as she pushed
her finger into my chest. "On whether I wanted to try and make this
work or not. You really hurt me Rob. But I'm not ready to give up
on you. Not yet."

I looked down at the box of diapers, then
back to Ashley. "So... So you want to uhh... You want to wear the
diapers too?"

She laughed and stepped back, throwing her
arms up and shaking her head. "Oh no. No no no. You aren't getting
me into a diaper, so get that thought out of your head right now."
She pushed a pack of diapers into my hand. "These are yours Robbie.
Why don't you change into one right now for me."

I looked down at the diapers in my hand.
She wants me to put one on. My stomach cramped and I started
to sweat. So why am I freaking out? Isn't this what I
wanted?

"Are you... Are you sure?" My hands shook as
I looked at the diapers in my hand. "We don't have to do this right
now if you don't want to."

"Right now is exactly when I want to do
this." Ashley's hand ran across my cheek as she stared into my
eyes. "What's wrong sweetie? Is my little guy scared to let Mommy
see him in his diapees?"

Mommy. Diapees? Why is she acting like this?
This isn't her!

"I'm not feeling good Ash. I, uhh, I don't
want to do this right now." I sat down on the bed and dropped the
bag of diapers next to me, then for added measure, I pushed them as
far away from me as I could. "Could we just talk for a minute?"

She sighed and stepped back. "I didn't come
in here to talk Rob. I gave you a direction and I expect you to
follow it. Understood?"

I shook my head quickly. "No I don't fucking
understand! What the hell has gotten into you? I know you're pissed
at me, but this isn't you!"

Ashley laughed. A short, harsh laugh. "I come
home to find you fucking another woman in my house, and you
have the balls to get mad at me?" She stepped in close, squeezing
my cheeks in her hand. "You think you get to tell me no? Do you
know what kind of trouble you're in?"

"We didn't have sex," I said weakly. "I keep
telling you that! Olivia and I "

Ashley's fingers left my cheeks just long
enough to pull back so she could slap me across the face. Her eyes
narrowed as she stared me down. "You don't say that name in my
house. Understand?"

I dropped my eyes. My cheek stung as I
answered her. "I understand. I'm sorry."

"Yes you are. A grown man wanting to be put
back into diapers." Ashley laughed again. "And that's not even
everything is it? I looked at your browsing history on the
computer. I saw every little perverted thing you searched last
month."

Fuck...

"Bondage. Femdom. Chastity. Pegging.
Domination. I didn't even know half of the shit you fantasize about
existed until I found it on the computer. But now I do, and things
are going to change around here Robbie." Ashley pushed the diapers
back in my direction. "Starting with you putting one of these on
for Mommy like a good little boy."

Tears welled in my eyes as I looked down at
the plastic package. She knew everything. Not just about me and
Olivia, but about ALL of my strange sexual desires. My heart
raced in my chest as my fingers reached for the diaper bag. The
thin plastic ripped under my fingers, exposing the diapers
within.

I pulled one of the diapers from the package,
revealing the childish disposable to Ashley. White with a light
blue and pink trim, the diaper was designed with maximum cuteness
in mind. Pink, green and blue animals spread across the cover, and
the plastic crinkled loudly as I unfolded the diaper on the
bed.

"Hurry up Robbie, I don't have all night.
Mommy has places to be."

Places to be? I looked back at Ashley,
letting my eyes wander over her outfit once more. Why is she
dressed up? She isn't planning on taking me out in a diaper is
she?

"Are we going somewhere?" I asked nervously.
"I can't go out wearing one of these!"

She snickered. "Well you don't have to worry
about that sweetie. Only Mommy is going out tonight."

I froze. "Wait. What?"

Her smile grew wider. "You aren't the only
one who can use the internet to find fuck buddies. And I don't even
have to pay someone to handle my goodie bits."

"You can't! We're married Ashley!"

Her smile faded, replaced by a look that
could melt steel. "That didn't stop you from bringing a literal
whore into our house!"

My blood pressure spiked at the thought of
Ashley with another man. "I never slept with her! It wasn't about
sex! She would leave and you'd come home and we'd make love and you
fucking loved it!"

"And the whole time you were fucking me, you
were probably thinking about her! Admit it! If it wasn't for the
diapers and your whore, you wouldn't be able to get that little
prick of yours to work."

"I... I..." Her words sucked the fight right
out of me. Everything she said was true and she knew it just as
much as I did. I dropped my head and stared at my feet. "I'm sorry
Ashley! I fucked up! But you can't just leave me here and fuck
someone else!"

She stepped in close, tilting my head back up
with a finger under my chin. A soft smile sat on her lips, and real
comfort seemed to be behind her beautiful eyes. "Sweetie, I'm not
going to leave you here all alone. I wouldn't be a good Mommy if I
did now would I?"

I pulled away. Her words were soft and kind,
but the meaning behind them was as troubling as anything else she'd
said tonight. "What are you talking about?"

Ashley glanced over at our alarm clock,
noting the time. "Well, in about ten minutes, I'm supposed to meet
up with Joshua. And after a drink or two, we'll come right back
here so you aren't all alone. Doesn't that sound nice?"

She's going to... The fuck?! She wants to
fuck some other dude in the house while I'm home?!

I lashed out, grabbing Ashley by the wrists.
Anger bubbled up within me as I looked into my wife's eyes. "You
are not bringing a guy back here so you can fuck in our bed.
It's not happening!"

Instead of fighting against me, Ashley leaned
in, pressing her painted lips to mine with surprising roughness. I
could taste her on my tongue, and her perfume filled my nose as she
stepped in close, pressing her body to mine. Without thinking, I
let go of her wrists, and my hands dropped to her lower back,
holding her tight as our kiss continued.

And then it was over. Ashley leaned back,
pulling her mouth away. Then with what seemed like no effort at
all, she dropped her leg behind mine and pushed me hard, sending me
tumbling onto the bed as she stood by my legs, staring down at me
with a wicked grin.

"You have a choice to make baby. You
can either listen to Mommy and get dressed in your cute little
diaper like the pussy little boy I know you are, or you can get the
fuck out of my house before I get back. Understand?"

I shook my head. "You can't do this!"

Ashley kicked my shin, sending a wave of pain
up my leg. "Unless you want that kiss to be the last one you ever
get from me, you'll be in the living room when I get home. You'll
be wearing nothing but your diaper and a shirt. And you sit on the
floor like the little baby you are. You aren't allowed on my couch
anymore."

"I won't "

She kicked me again, harder this time. "I'm
not arguing with you! Either follow my rules, or get the fuck out.
You have until I get home to decide which one works for you."

Ashley walked away, leaving me on the bed
with an unfolded diaper next to my head. But before she left the
room, she stopped and taunted me one last time.

"Whatever you choose Robbie, just remember,
I'm coming back here with a real man tonight. And I'm going to let
him fuck me until I can't walk straight in the morning." She
giggled as she waved goodbye. "There's a pack of pacifiers on the
kitchen counter. Pop one of those in your mouth for Mommy."

Without another word, Ashley left. I laid on
the bed and listened to her leave. The tip-tap of her heels on the
tile floor made my heart skip, and the sound of the front door
opening stole the breath from my lungs. A didn't move for a full
minute after I heard the door close after her. I couldn't.

This is all my fault, I thought as I
stared up at the ceiling, wondering how I'd managed to fuck things
up so bad. She is going to fuck someone else and I can't stop
her.

I turned my head, looking at the waiting
diaper next to me. My stomach tightened. Leave her, or humiliate
myself. Either way, I'm not a man anymore.

I closed my eyes and fought back the tears. I
wouldn't cry. I couldn't. And after another minute of heavy
breathing on the bed, I managed to come to a decision. I sat up
slowly, then started to take off my pants.

I'm a fucking pussy, I thought as I
slid my underwear off. I deserve this.

I reached for the diaper. My heart hammered
in my chest. I deserve this.

And as I positioned myself on top of the
diaper, there was no denying the erection I'd been sporting since
I'd opened the box so many minutes ago. Because as much as I fought
against her, I knew Ashley was right. I was a pussy. I wanted all
of this. The humiliation, the domination, the diapers...

But I never thought my wife would be the one
to give it all to me.

 


*****

 


I glanced over at the door for the tenth time
in as many minutes. I'd been waiting for Ashley to come back home
for the last hour. The longest hour of my life. Sitting on the
floor, wearing only a diaper and my t-shirt, I felt ridiculous. And
as I sat there, fingering the blue and green pacifier in my hand,
all I could think about was my wife with another man.

The thought was equal parts horrifying and
exciting. Everything I'd grown up to believe in railed against the
idea of my wife taking someone else inside of her, but another part
of me, the same part that craved humiliation and diapers,
wanted this. My cock swelled and contracted as I fought with
myself. And every time it did, my head would rub up against the
soft inner liner of the diaper, reminding me that I wasn't wearing
underwear anymore.

I shouldn't like this, I thought as I
played with the nipple of the pacifier. This is wrong. Ashley is
mine.

But even as I thought it, I felt guilty. If
she was mine, then I was hers, and I'd given myself over to another
woman. Even though I went to bed every night with Ashley, it was
Olivia that I was thinking about as my eyes closed. I dreamed about
her, and pictured my pretend Mommy when I pushed myself into my
wife.

I deserve this.

I shook my head, trying to clear away the
thought I kept having. My fingers found the tapes of the diaper.
Slowly, I pulled at the adhesive strip, tugging at the plastic
around my waist. But as soon as I felt the plastic tear slightly, I
pulled my hand away. My heart thundered in my chest.

I wanted to take off the diaper. I'd tried to
take it off a dozen times already. But every time I tried, fear
surged through me. Fear of losing Ashley. Fear of disappointing
her. Fear of not being under her control...

"What the fuck is wrong with me?!" I screamed
as I threw the pacifier against the wall.

The paci bounced and landed within arm's
reach. With a sigh, I bent over, making my diaper crinkle loudly as
I reached for the soother once more. And when I looped my finger in
the swinging handle, a tingle of electricity shot up my arm. My
cock throbbed under my diaper. My whole body shook.

I can just get up and leave, I thought
as I looked back at the door. Ashley will come home and I'll be
gone. We'll get divorced. We can't live like this.

The thought festered as I played with the
pacifier. Slowly, I stood up, wincing at the sound my diaper made.
And when I made it to my feet, I pressed my legs together, feeling
how the plastic bunched between my thighs. It felt so wrong and so
right at the same time.

I just need to take the diaper off and leave.
It's better that way.

My fingers touched down on the tapes once
more. I held my breath. I closed my eyes. I yanked the sticky tabs
roughly.

My heart skipped a beat as the plastic tore
under the tape. And once the left side of the diaper ripped away,
leaving the rest of the garment loose and hanging from my other
leg, I opened my eyes again.

I looked down in horror. The whole left side
of the diaper was ruined. There was no pushing the tapes back in
place and pretending everything was okay. I looked back at the
door, wondering if Ashley was on the other side, just about to come
in to catch me disobeying.

No! I'm a man. A real man! I need to get out
of here.

I stepped out of the remains of my diaper and
dropped the pacifier to the floor. I practically ran to the bedroom
once I was free of the plastic prison I'd trapped myself in only an
hour earlier. And as soon as I made it back to my bed, I grabbed my
underwear from the floor, holding them up triumphantly.

I just need to get dressed and get the fuck
out of here. I can deal with Ashley after I get a good lawyer.

I stared down at my underwear. If I put them
on, it was just like leaving my wife. My relationship with the
woman I'd pledged my life to would be over. My heart started
hammering once more. My stomach twisted into a knot.

I dropped the underwear back to the ground.
It's not too late. She's not home yet.

As quickly as I could, I pulled a new diaper
from the open pack and laid down on the bed. My cock stiffened as I
pulled the plastic between my legs. And as I ran my hand across the
landing zone of the diaper, making sure everything was flat and
unwrinkled, I shivered at the feeling of the smooth waterproof
cover. The sound of tapes ripping filled my ears, and a moment
later, the diaper pulled tight around me.

The diaper crinkled as I rolled off the bed.
When I looked down, the diaper, with its blue and pink animals
scattered across the plastic, hugged me tight. I sighed as I sat
back down on the bed and dropped my head into my hands.

I can't leave. I can't stay. I want this and
I don't. I'm such a pussy I can't even make a decision for
myself.

With my head hung low, I walked back into the
living room and picked up the ripped diaper I'd left on the floor.
Once I threw it away, I sat back down in the middle of the living
room, picking up the pacifier as I crossed my legs. I lost myself
in thought once more.

Ten minutes later and my head snapped up at
the sound of keys in the lock. My head turned so fast that I pulled
a muscle in my neck. And as I watched the knob of the door twist,
time seemed to slow down. I pushed the pacifier between my lips as
I watched the door swing open slowly.

This is it. No running away now.

Ashley stepped inside with her back turned
towards me. Her hands stretched out behind the door, and as she
backed up, I saw her pull someone else inside. Another man. My
heart beat so hard it hurt. But even as my chest ached, my cock
jumped under my diaper.

This is really happening.

I looked up from the floor, taking in
everything about the man who was about to fuck my wife. He was
tall, at least six feet. Short, spiked hair and a chiseled jaw line
left him looking like he'd just stepped out of an underwear ad. His
arms bulged under his dark red button-up. And just from the way he
stood, I knew more muscle waited under his clothes.

He was a man. A real man. The kind of man
that made me feel inadequate just by sharing an elevator. And now
he was in my house, with his arms around my wife.

His eyes broke from Ashley's stare. His head
turned towards me. And as he kicked the door closed behind him, he
locked eyes with mine. A small smile crept across his face as he
looked down at me. In that instant, I felt like I was shrinking.
And the longer he looked at me, the smaller I seemed to get.

Ashley pulled Joshua towards me. "This is who
I was telling you about. My baby boy Robbie. Isn't he cute?"

I dropped my eyes to the floor. I couldn't
look at either of them while my wife talked like I was a child.

"Looks scared," Joshua said in a deep voice
that made my stomach bubble. He dropped his hand to the top of my
head. "Don't worry little guy, I'll take real nice care of your
Mommy tonight."

Ashley pulled him in close, cupping his
crotch as she leaned in. She pressed herself against his body. "Why
don't you get started then Sexy. I'm pretty wet right now."

Joshua held her tight as he dropped his lips
to hers. I shivered as I listened to the sound of the two kissing
above me. I tried to picture myself holding Ashley, but I couldn't
hold onto the thought. And each time their lips smacked, my cock
would jump, bashing against the liner of my diaper.

Ashley is really going to go through with
this.

She finally pulled away from Joshua after
nearly a full minute of making out. She pinched his ass and pointed
towards the bedroom. "Why don't you get ready for me. I just need a
minute with my baby."

Joshua chuckled before patting me on the head
one last time. "Sure thing. When you're done with the boy, your man
will be waiting for you."

Joshua walked away, leaving Ashley and I
alone in the living room. I bit down on the pacifier nipple as I
tried to keep myself from crying. My emotions were a mess and my
body was at war with itself.

"How are you doing Robbie?" Ashley asked as
she crouched down next to me. "Holding in there like a big
boy?"

"Pwease don't do dis," I said from behind the
pacifier, my words slightly slurring.

Ashley smiled as she ran a hand along my
cheek. "Oh sweetie, it's too late to stop now. I'm going to let
Joshua fuck me. For as long and as much as he wants. And when it's
all over, maybe, just maybe, I'll give you some pleasure too."

I shook my head as I spit out my pacifier.
"Please! You're my wife!"

Ashley picked up the paci and pressed it back
to my lips. "Maybe. That depends on how good you are tonight. But
for now, I'm your Mommy, not your lover. Remember that."

Her hand slipped between my legs, squeezing
me through my diaper. She smiled before she stood up. "Still dry.
Such a good boy. And so excited too. Naughty naughty."

My stomach flipped. But as I took a breath, I
could feel the sticky pull of pre-cum coating the head of my cock.
Ashley's quick touch was nearly enough for me to unload into the
diaper. I bit back down on the pacifier and tried to push away the
rising tide of arousal.

Ashley walked down the hall, then turned back
to look at me. "Well? Come on silly boy. Mommy wants you close
tonight."

Wait... She wants me in the same room?!

Nervously, I started to stand, only to have
Ashley snap her fingers and point back towards the ground.

"No sweetie. You crawl in this house from now
on. Understood?"

 

I nodded slowly, looking up at my wife, or
Mommy, with wide eyes. I never would have guessed she'd be capable
of this. But as I dropped to my hands and knees for the woman I
loved, I knew then that my humiliation wasn't over.

No, my punishment was just beginning.

 


*****

 


"In the corner," Ashley said as she pointed
towards the far side of the room. "You can watch if you want."

I looked past Ashley, towards the bed we
shared. But tonight the bed wasn't for me. Joshua was already on
top of the mattress, stark naked and lying on his side. His
six-pack abs drew in my eye, but it only took a second for my gaze
to drift lower, taking a measure of the man who wanted to fuck my
wife. And when I did, I came up lacking. Joshua's cock was long,
thick, and hard as steel, just waiting to slide into my wife's wet
pussy.

My own dick throbbed painfully under my
diaper, begging to be touched. I ignored the pain as I moved past
Ashley on my hands and knees.

"You're really going to let him in here?"
asked Joshua as I crawled to my corner. "That's mean."

Ashley giggled as she slapped Joshua's naked
chest. "He might learn a thing or two if he watches a real man in
action."

Joshua grinned as he pulled Ashley down on
top of him. I watched from my corner as his hands slid down her
back, finding the zipper on her dress in the process. Without any
effort at all, he managed to slip the dress down her legs, letting
Ashley kick away the clothing when it finally reached her
ankles.

Her bra went next. As Joshua kissed Ashley's
neck, he popped the clasp and let the cup fall from her breasts. He
sat up, taking her with him, then pulled the bra from her arms
before running his hands across her small chest.

"Tiny and cute," he said as he gripped her
nipples between his large fingers. "Just the way I like them."

Ashley moaned when Joshua twisted her tits.
That set my stomach on edge. She had never moaned like that when
I'd touched her. Was she faking it to punish me? Or was I really
that bad at pleasuring my wife?

Joshua bent down and licked one of Ashley's
pointed nipples while he massaged her other breast with his hand.
And while he worked, she pushed herself up onto her knees so she
could work her lacy black panties down her legs. My cock hardened
when her ass slid from her undies. And when I saw her glistening
lips as she bent over, I throbbed painfully. She really was as wet
as she said she was. And it was all for another man.

I wasn't sure what I'd feel when I finally
saw Joshua slide into my wife. But when it finally happened, all I
could think about was how hot it was. Watching his dick disappear
into her wanting pussy sent shivers down my spine. And hearing her
sighs set me on fire. With her on top, she dropped her hands to his
chest and rode him up and down slowly, giving me a perfect view of
his glistening shaft and her stretched pussy each time she lifted
her hips.

My hand dropped to my diaper. I tried to rub
myself through the plastic as I watched, but my touch outside of
the plastic wasn't enough. As Ashley picked up speed, bouncing up
and down on Joshua, I slid my fingers into my diaper, stretching
the waistband of my plastic prison enough so I could get my hand
around my cock.

There wasn't much room in the front of the
diaper, but I stroked as best as I could. And even with the less
than perfect angle, I knew it wouldn't take long for me to cum like
this. I could already feel half a dozen wet spots on the inner
liner as I touched myself. I'd been leaking pre-cum by the bucket
load.

Ashley moaned again, louder this time. Then
she did something I'd never seen her do. She slapped her hands down
on Joshua's chest, hard enough that the room filled with the sound
of her palms against his skin. He jerked slightly at the pain she'd
caused, but that only drew his attention, not his tears. She was
rough, wild, and in control.

"Flip me over and fuck me hard," Ashley said
as she leaned over him. "I want you to break me Joshua."

He smiled as he sat up. With little effort at
all, he pulled Ashley off his cock, then pushed her to the bed,
forcing her face against the mattress as he moved into position. He
didn't let her up until he was ready. And once he was, he pulled
her over by the hips, forcing my wife onto all fours in front of
me.

Our eyes locked as Joshua pushed back into
her. I watched as her eyes widened in surprise. Her lips stretched
into a perfect circle. Then her lids fluttered as her eyes rolled
back. She sighed in delight and dropped her head towards the
mattress. Her whole body jerked with the force of Joshua's hips
smacking against her ass with a slap.

I pumped faster. I'd never seen anything
hotter than what I was watching right now. The look of pleasure on
Ashley's face wasn't the punishment she imagined it to be. Seeing
sweat roll across her forehead while Joshua fucked her like he was
angry at the world sent me wild. Ashley bucked and moaned on the
bed, but Joshua held her hips tight, making sure her prized pussy
never strayed too far from his massive cock.

Ashley looked up at me through half lidded
eyes. Her cheeks burned brightly and her tight bun had come loose,
spilling hair across her face. She smiled weakly at me as her body
bounced. But when she saw where my hand was, her smiled died. Her
face took on a hardened edge and she lifted a hand from the bed
just long enough to waggle a finger at me.

She mouthed, "No."

I thought about disobeying. I was so close to
cumming that I didn't want to stop. But when Ashley kept staring me
down, I broke. My hand slid out of my diaper and dropped back to
the ground. My cock throbbed painfully as I continued watching the
show in front of me, but now there was nothing I could do but sit
quietly and suck on my pacifier while I watched Joshua work.

I'd never been able to make Ashley come just
by fucking. I'd always needed to lick or vibrate her when we were
done. But it was clear to me that Joshua didn't have that trouble.
I watched as Ashley's head rose swiftly. Her hands gripped the bed
sheets tight and her back arched like a cat. A choked sigh broke
from her lips as her eyes rolled back.

Joshua knew what was happening. One hand fell
to Ashley's hip, keeping her from moving away from him while the
other sank into her hair, pulling her head back as he yanked on her
dark strands like a cowboy pulled on a bridle. Ashley's head bent
back as she squealed, half in pain, half in pleasure. But with each
thrust of his cock, Joshua took away that pain. And by the end of
it all, Ashley was smiling from ear to ear, with her sighs filling
the air.

Joshua bucked against her, but didn't pull
away. He grunted as he held her close, and for a moment, I didn't
know what was happening. But when it finally hit me, my mouth fell
open and the pacifier slipped from my lips. He'd just cum, and my
wife was giggling as he shot his load into her.

She really let him do it. And I enjoyed every
second of it. What does that make me?

Joshua slid out of Ashley slowly. Once he was
free of her, he dropped back into the pillows and sighed. His cock
glistened with Ashley's juices. Tired and spent, he didn't say a
word when Ashley slid off the bed and walked towards me. For a
moment, I thought my strange torture was over, but I couldn't have
been more wrong.

Ashley stopped in front of me, staring down
at me with a mocking smile. "Enjoy the show sweetie? I saw how
excited you were."

"I  I wasn't..."

She laughed as she grabbed me by the hair,
pulling my head back and forcing me to look straight up. "I don't
care little boy. Just know that you aren't allowed to touch down
there without Mommy's permission. Understood?"

"Yes."

Ashley shook her head. "Yes what?"

I swallowed hard. I couldn't believe I was
about to say this. "Yes... Mommy."

"That's my good boy. And since you were so
good, I have a treat for you."

Without another word, Ashley stepped in
close, throwing one of her legs over my shoulder before pressing
her pussy against my face. My eyes went wide as she smothered me,
but with her hand in my hair and me on the floor, there was nothing
I could do to get away.

"Go ahead Robbie, lick all that yummy cum out
of Mommy."

I tried to shake my head, but when I delayed,
Ashley tugged on my hair roughly and pressed her pussy against me
once more.

"What do good little boys do when Mommy gives
them a direction?"

They obey, I thought to myself. My
cock jumped again, even as my stomach did a flip. What she was
asking me to do...

I closed my eyes as my tongue slipped from my
lips. I plunged myself into her, tasting her sweet tang as I
searched for something else. As I worked my tongue, I breathed her
in. Her perfume swirled together with her musk and the slight smell
of sweat. I felt lightheaded as my tongue probed deeper.

"Such a good boy for Mommy," Ashley said as
she pulled playfully on my hair. "Make sure to get it all sweetie.
You wouldn't want a little brother or sister would you?"

I licked faster, spurred on by the thought of
Ashley's swollen belly. Swollen because of another man. The thought
made my whole body shake in fear, but another part of me wondered
what it would be like, forced to watch as my wife had someone
else's child. Every little thing fueled my humiliation now. And as
I pressed my mouth against my wife's wet pussy, I licked out pearls
of tangy salt that dripped down from deep within her.

"When you finish up with baby boy, why don't
you come back to bed," said Joshua. "I think I'm ready for round
two."

Ashley giggled and pulled away from me. She
turned towards the bed while I wiped my mouth with my shirt. But
before she took a step towards Joshua, she turned back to me.

"If I let you cum, do you promise to be a
good boy for Mommy?" she asked as she looked down at me. "And do
whatever Mommy tells you?"

I nodded quickly, and even popped the
pacifier back into my mouth to show her how well behaved I could
be.

Ashley smiled and curled her finger,
beckoning me towards the bed as I followed her.

"Time to prove your loyalty Robbie." Ashley
smiled as I crawled up onto the bed. "We'll finally see what kind
of man you really are."

I'm going to fuck her. It's my turn! She
doesn't want Joshua anymore, she wants me!

For a moment, I swelled with pride. Another
man had come into my home and challenged me, but even after being
humiliated, Ashley wanted me more.

Or so I thought. But as I was soon to find
out, Ashley wasn't playing by the same rules as I was. And my
humiliation was about to get much deeper.

 


*****

 


Joshua sat up on the bed, making room for me
as I crawled onto the mattress. We looked at each other with
awkwardness, wondering silently when the other was going to climb
off the bed. But neither one of us wanted to move without Ashley's
say so. So we kept our eyes locked as my wife moved me into
position.

"I'm going to make you cum like you've never
cum before baby boy. Doesn't that sound nice?" said Ashley as she
slipped up on the bed behind me.

I nodded as looked back at my wife. I started
to roll onto my back, but Ashley dropped her hands to my hips,
keeping me on my hands and knees as she shook her head.

"No no silly boy. This is how Mommy wants
you."

But how will I... Is she going to crawl under
me or something?

But I didn't argue. As long as Ashley was
touching me, I didn't care. And as her hands ran up my sides,
drifting under my shirt as she tickled my skin, all I could do was
sigh. Her touch was welcome and warm, and there were no confusing
thoughts swirling around in my head as her fingers rose higher.

She bent over me, pressing her small body
against mine. I felt her breath tickle my neck. Her voice, soft and
small, whispered into my ear.

"I want you to suck him off. Be a good little
boy and give your Daddy a good time."

My eyes went wide. I pushed myself up on the
bed, knocking Ashley off my back. "What?! Are you crazy?"

Our eyes locked. And there was no mistaking
the anger behind her gaze as she looked back at me. But what I
didn't expect was her quick answer to my disobedience. Her hand
shot out, grabbing my ear. Without a word, she pulled me towards
the bed, forcing my head against the mattress.

"When I give you a direction, you follow it.
Understood?"

I winced at the pain she was causing, but I
told myself I wouldn't give in. Not now. "I'm not doing that. I
won't!"

Ashley sighed, then let go of my ear. For a
moment, I thought I'd won.

But I couldn't have been more wrong. She
already had a plan in place to take care of my disobedience.

"You know what to do Joshua," she said as she
slid off the bed. "I'll be right back with the paddle."

"Wait. What?" I said as I looked back at
Ashley.

Before I knew what was happening, Joshua
grabbed my wrists, pulling me forward and dumping me onto the
mattress. The suddenness of it all left me stunned, but when I
recovered and tried to sit up, it was already too late. He'd moved
to my side and his hands were at my shoulders, holding me down on
the bed. No matter how I moved, Joshua kept me pressed down, unable
to get away from whatever was about to happen.

"I really thought you were going to be a good
boy for Mommy," said Ashley as she stepped back into the room. She
walked to the side of the bed and dropped into a crouch so she
could look me in the eyes. "But I learned how to deal with bad
little boys on your naughty little jack-off sites too. So Mommy
came prepared."

From behind her back, Ashley pulled out a two
foot long paddle. It looked like the kind you'd see in a frat
house, except this one wasn't painted. She smiled at me as she ran
her finger down the side of the plank. Then she rapped her knuckles
against the wood, showing me that the paddle was the real deal.

She's going to use that on me... My wife is
going to spank me!

I fought harder against Joshua. But there was
nothing I could do. Ashley laid the paddle down next to me, but
only long enough to untape my diaper and pull it off my ass. Not
only was she going to paddle me, she wasn't even going to leave me
a little padding between the wooden plank and my skin.

"How many whacks do you think you deserve?"
she asked as she rubbed my ass.

"None! Let me go! This isn't fun
anymore!"

Ashley dropped her hand against my ass,
filling the room with the sound of her slap. My body jerked as the
sting of her spank spread across my ass cheek.

And that was only her hand. How bad is the
paddle going to feel?

"What do you think Joshua?" asked Ashley.
"What's a good number for my bad little boy?"

Joshua pressed down on me, making sure I
stayed in place as he answered. "Ten seems like a nice round
number."

Ashley picked up the paddle. "Ten it is." Her
hand rubbed my ass. "I want you to count for me Robbie. Nice and
loud for Mommy."

"Please Ash, don't do this!"

She didn't respond with words. In the space
of a second, my whole world changed. The paddle fell, rough and
fast, catching me across both cheeks with a slap that made my heart
skip a beat. My whole body jerked under the blow and I cried out in
pain and surprise.

Holy fuck that hurts! This is really
happening! I can't take ten of these!

"Please Ashley! I'll do whatever you want! I
promise!"

"Then you can start by counting for Mommy."
She dropped the paddle again. "Be a good boy Robbie."

She's not going to stop!

"Two!" I screamed.

Ashley laughed. "No silly boy. You don't
start counting at two. You start with one."

Start at one? But she's already hit me
twice!

"Please don't "

The paddle fell. I cried out.

"One! That's one! Please Mommy, it
hurts!"

The paddle fell again.

"Two!"

"It's supposed to hurt sweetie," said Ashley.
"If you enjoyed this, you would never learn."

I shut my eyes tight and went limp on the
bed. There was no stopping her. There was no getting away. My wife
was punishing me and there was nothing I could do about it.

The paddle fell again and again. Each hit
hurt more than the last, and the pain radiated outwards, consuming
my whole backside. My skin burned like fire. And as I counted each
number out loud for Ashley, I bit back tears. But by the sixth hit
of the paddle, I couldn't stop the waterworks. The sheets below me
absorbed my tears as I pressed my face into the mattress.

The paddle fell.

"Ten! That's ten! Stop now!" I yelled.
"Please stop!"

Ashley dropped the paddle next to my head.
"You can let him go now Joshua. I think Robbie will be much more
behaved for the rest of the night."

The stronger man's hands left my shoulders,
letting me up from the bed. But I didn't have the energy to move.
My ass was on fire and my whole body was shaking. In the space of a
minute, Ashley broke me. Broke me completely. I had no fight left
inside anymore. Whatever she wanted, I would give it to her, just
to keep the paddle from falling one more time.

Joshua took his place back at the head of the
bed, spreading his legs wide while he worked his hand over his
shaft, pumping himself up once more. He wiggled his cock in front
of me and chuckled lightly.

Ashley's soft voice found my ear once more.
Her breath tickled me as she spoke. "You know what to do Robbie.
Show Mommy that you can be a good boy."

I don't want to be spanked again, I
thought as I pushed myself back to my hands and knees. I can't
stop this.

I looked up at Joshua, who was smiling wide
as he played with his cock. And when I dropped my eyes to his
massive package, he pointed the tip of his spear directly at me.
There was no mistaking his intention. He was challenging me.

I deserve this, I thought as I dropped
my head and opened my mouth. Ashley wants this.

Joshua's cock slipped between my lips. I
closed my eyes tight as I took him in. I never thought I'd end up
like this, with a dick in my mouth while my wife watched on. But
now it was happening, and with each inch that slid into my mouth,
the more my stomach twisted. This was more humiliating than
anything else tonight.

And still, I felt myself harden. I closed my
eyes tight and tried to will myself to go down, but there was no
stopping the wood I was sporting. My cock throbbed right along with
Joshua's. And as my tongue licked out, tracing a vein on the dick
in my mouth, I felt my wife's small hand wrap around my shaft,
slowly stroking me.

"Such a good boy," she said as she touched
me. "Keep sucking that cock. I'm sure Daddy likes what you're
doing."

"Mmmm. Sure do," Joshua sighed. "He's better
than most women I've met."

I blushed at his words, but kept on sliding
my tongue across his dick. I slipped my head up and down, and as I
worked him in my mouth, I could taste the faint traces of my wife
still on his skin.

Ashley stroked me faster. "Keep going Robbie.
Make Daddy cum." She giggled. "And we already know how much you
like the taste of it."

I blushed again, remembering the cum I'd
licked out of Ashley only ten minutes earlier. I hadn't hesitated
then. The thought of swallowing cum came so much easier when it
slid out of my wife's smooth pussy. But now...

He's going to shoot straight down my throat.
I'm such a fucking pussy.

I sped up, trying to get my humiliation over
with. And as I moved faster, so did Ashley. Her hand gripped me
tightly, milking me like an animal while I licked and sucked her
lover. And like a cherry on a sundae, Ashley added one more
embarrassing element to my strange torture. She licked her finger
and spread my cheeks, pressing her digit against my asshole before
slipping it inside.

My eyes went wide at the feeling of her in my
ass. My cheeks still burned from her spanking, but the pain didn't
stop the odd pleasure welling up within me as she wiggled her
pointer finger within my ass. I couldn't help the sigh of pleasure
escape my lips when she curled herself within me. And with each
second that passed, she slid her other hand faster across my
cock.

I came within seconds. Thick white lines
crisscrossed the sheets, forming a puddle of hot sticky under me. I
moaned as my body shook from excitement. And when I slowed down on
Joshua to enjoy my own pleasure, he grabbed me by the hair,
snapping me back to task. I blushed as I pushed his cock deep into
my mouth while the last bits of my own orgasm faded.

That felt so good, I thought as I
worked. Too good. Better than sex. Is it because of all of
this?

I didn't know, but I wasn't about to stop
now. I worked Joshua's cock so hard that I was sure I'd give myself
whiplash by the time I was done. And when he finally swelled
between my lips, shooting hot, salty cum across my tongue, I licked
him up greedily. I didn't care that I was sucking off another guy
anymore. I swallowed every last drop of him before I slid his dick
out of my mouth, making sure to lick his tip to take the last bits
of him with me.

Ashley kissed me on the cheek as I sat up.
"Such a good boy! How did it taste?"

"Good Mommy," I answered. And I wasn't
exactly lying. Joshua didn't taste bad at all.

"Well don't worry sweetie, I'm sure you'll
have more opportunities for treats like this in the future." Ashley
tapped me on the side, motioning for me to get off the bed. "Come
on baby, it's time to put you down for the night."

Put me down?

I dropped to the floor, then looked up at
Ashley with wide eyes. "What's going on Mommy?"

Ashley pulled a fresh diaper from the box and
laid it out on the floor, then patted the waiting diaper. "Let's
get you all changed for bed. The Mommy will tuck you in nice and
tight."

The night is over already? I thought
as I touched my sore ass down on the diaper lightly, wincing at the
feeling of my bruised skin against the floor. I was just
starting to have fun.

Ashley pulled the diaper between my legs and
pulled the tapes tight, sealing me back into my babyish underwear.
She patted the front, then squeezed my cock through the diaper as
she smiled. And before she let me roll over, she made sure to pop
my pacifier back between my lips.

She stood up and walked towards the bedroom
door. "Come on Robbie. Let's get you into bed."

Wait... I'm not sleeping in here?

I pointed back to the bed I'd just left. "I
sleep here."

Ashley shook her head and beckoned me to
follow. "Not tonight baby. Mommy wants some alone time with
Daddy."

I blushed when I realized what she meant.
They allowed me to watch the first time, but Ashley wasn't done
fucking Joshua yet. And my peep show was over now. I sighed as I
crawled off after Ashley. I knew better than to argue.

She led me to the guest room, and when I
climbed up onto the bed, she pulled the covers over me and kissed
me on the forehead.

"Sleep tight baby. Mommy and Daddy will be
right down the hall if you have scary dreams."

Ashley turned to leave, but I grabbed her
wrist before she could walk away.

"After tonight, are we good?" I asked as I
looked up at my wife. "Will things go back to normal?"

Ashley's hand dropped to my cheek as she
shook her head. "Get used to being my baby Robbie. You'll be
spending a lot of time in your new diapers. And until I decide
otherwise, I'm your Mommy first and your wife second.
Understood?"

My stomach ached as I listened to her words,
but my cock jumped under my diaper, happy with her declaration.

"Yes Mommy," I said with a hint of
sadness.

"Ohh don't be such a baby," she said before
kissing my forehead one last time. "I know this is what you really
want. And you don't have to go outside of our marriage to find it
anymore. I just wish you would have been honest with me."

"I'm sorry Ash," I squeezed her hand. "I love
you."

She squeezed me back. "I love you too. Even
more that you're my cute little baby now."

I watched her leave the room. She closed the
door behind her. And from down the hall, I heard her laugh along
with Joshua. I knew what they would spend the night doing while I
slept in the guest room.

And as they started up again, with the bed
creaking and Ashley moaning, I slipped a hand into my diaper,
stroking myself slowly at the thought of my wife fucking another
man. Today had been nothing but surprises, each one scarier than
the last, but now that it was all over, I craved every second of
what Ashley had done to me. She'd fed every twisted fantasy I'd
ever had. And at the end of the night, she still loved me.

Tonight was the first night of our new life.
And I had a feeling that Ashley had only begun to humiliate her new
baby boy.
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