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My wife and I  work at the same IT company. We’re obviously not in the same department, but it allows us to have lunch and short breaks together. We’re also in a dominant/submissive relationship. Now, you might think that things never get boring in our household because we have this dynamic. But I can assure you that I’d been bored for the past few months. I was hiding my desires from Mina. I was too ashamed of what I secretly wanted to tell her about them.

Those were the thoughts that surged through me as my wife’s whip hit me playfully on the hip.

“Christopher, I want you to tell me exactly what is wrong right now,” Mina said and interrupted our play session. I looked at her, meeting her gaze for a split second before I gave in and broke the eye contact. She tipped her head to the side and removed my gag. After a few moment’s silence, she sighed.

“Look, it just feels like you’re not really into it anymore,” she said. I bit my lip. Should I tell her? I wasn’t sure what would happen if I confessed. What would I do if she left? What if she looked at me with disgust in her eyes?

“You used to be so vocal when we first got together. You were always ready to explore new things…” she looked down at her hands as she spoke. That’s when it hit me that me not talking about my desires might be the very thing that would end up driving her away.

“… But now. This. I can tell something’s not right,” she turned to me again and searched for my eyes before she continued speaking.

“As your mistress, I need to know what you want in order for me to give it to you.” There was something final about her words. As if I was standing at a crossroads. One step in the wrong direction and I’d lose everything. But what was the right path? How could I tell her? How could I tell her what I wanted, what I needed when she might divorce me for it? But on the other hand, what if we ended up divorcing, just because I’d been too stubborn to let her know what I wanted? I took a deep breath and readied myself for the worst.

“Look, I ….you know how I always seem to be triggered by humiliation?” I started.

“How can I not know that? Every time I tell you to beg for permission to clean my pussy out, your little cock springs to life immediately,” she said with one corner of her mouth tilted upwards in a lopsided smile. My fingers found a rope end that dangled from our bedpost. The frayed ends were comfortable against my skin.

“Well… I…” I stopped, unable to continue. I closed my eyes. I couldn’t just stop now. I had to finish saying this, or else I might never have the courage to.

“I’ve wanted you to take control of every aspect of my life for a long time. I… I want to be in complete servitude to you,” I said. My voice was a mere whisper at the end and it was a wonder she even managed to catch what I said. She was quiet for a few moments. Her fingers flitted across my skin, creating a trail of small goosebumps in their wake.

“And you would do anything I say?” she finally asked. She arched an eyebrow.

“No hard limits?” I hesitated a split second before I answered: “I want you to really humiliate me. I… I want to be your humiliation slave.” I met her eyes as I finished the sentence.

“This is what you want?” she asked me, lifting my chin up until it was impossible for me to break the eye contact.

“Yes,” I said. No hesitation this time.

“Know that there’s no turning back,” she said and let go of my chin. I nodded.

“Ok,” she said and tied me loose from the ropes. I rubbed a thumb over the tiny grooves left by the ropes. A shudder ran through me at the sensory memory it created. She slid closer to me and put a hand on my thigh.

“When you come home from work tomorrow, I want you to undress and put your clothes in the hallway. I will put your new clothes to wear on the drawer. If you truly wish to go through with this, you’ll pick up the new clothes and hand them to me in the second bedroom. Have I made myself clear?” she asked. I nodded again as my heart thundered in anticipation.

The whole next day was filled with nervous excitement. My wife finished work an hour earlier than me that day, so I knew she would be home by the time I finally made it there. The moment the clock stroke five, I shut down my computer and threw on my jacket and was out the door in record time.

My breath came in short gasps as I stood outside our apartment. My life was about to change. And I hadn’t yet realised how much it was about to change. There were no sounds coming from inside. I willed my breath to slow down before I reached out my arm to pull down the door handle.

The door clicked shut behind me. For a few moments, I didn’t move. My ears strained to catch any movement, but the beating of my heart seemed to have reached my ears and made it impossible to hear anything. I finally gave up and looked down, the curiosity getting the better of me. There, on the drawer, was the outfit my wife had picked out for me. I wasn’t quite sure how to interpret what I saw. My mouth went dry as I extended a hand. There weren’t many things in the pile — if it could even be called a pile with only two items. But it was very clear that she had really taken me seriously when I’d asked her to humiliate me. On the drawer were a big diaper with childish prints and a simple t-shirt that I was sure was going to be slightly too tight. I picked up the diaper, which seemed unnaturally thick. An image of myself wearing them entered my brain. The image caused my cheeks to heat at the same time as my cock twitched in my pants.

I put the items back down and undressed, my mind racing as I did so. I wasn’t quite sure how I felt about letting Mina diaper me. But as I pulled my pants down, my erection certainly seemed to know what I wanted better than I did. Now naked, I glanced at the diaper again. All I had to do if I wasn’t actually able to let her take it as far as she wanted, was to not bring the diaper and t-shirt into the playroom. I could simply get re-dressed and we would never talk about it again. I’d never really considered diapers in my humiliation fantasies before. But the more I thought about it, the more embarrassing it sounded. And the harder my dick became. Reaching a decision, I picked up the diaper and t-shirt and went into the room. 

Mina lay in a corset on the bed and turned her head towards me when I opened the door. A wide, lazy smile slowly spread across her lips. 

“Oh, you have no idea how happy I am to see you,” she said after eyeing the items in my hand. And, if possible, her grin grew wider. I shifted my feet, wondering for a split second if I should walk out of the room again. I raised my eyes from a spot on the floor to meet hers. Her tongue darted out to lick the plump flesh of her upper lip. At the sight, my cock twitched. There was no way I was walking back outside.

“Well, since we are both here, and you’ve been such a good boy bringing your clothes in here for me,” she began. She lifted her index finger to beckon me closer as she finished: “Why don’t you lie down so we can try them on?” I stepped over to the bed. She slid to the side to leave room for me to lie down. She took the items from me and got up from the bed to stand on the floor in front of me. I bit my lips, painfully aware that my cock was now completely hard. Considering the fact that my wife was holding a diaper in her hand, ready to put it on me, I should’ve been embarrassed and shamed. Not turned-on by the humiliation of it. I mean, there I was, an adult married man, who, instead of being excited about having sex with my wife, I was excited about the humiliating aspect of being diapered by her! She grabbed the diaper and started unfolding it. The crinkling overpowered my heartbeats still thundering in my ears. She bent down and brushed her lips against my cheek, leaving a trail of fluttering kisses up to my ear. I drew in a ragged breath.

“Ok, sweetie, here’s how things are going to be from now on,” she started. Her breath brushed the shell of my ear and made me shudder.

“You’re going to be wearing these diapers 24/7 from now on. At home. At work. When we go out… All. The. Time,” she said as she finished unfolding the diaper. The plastic rubbed against the sensitive skin of my thighs as she placed it between my legs, slowly pushing it forwards. I swallowed audibly and lifted my legs to accommodate her.

“So, when you’ve had little accidents at work, you’ll simply let me know and we’ll go get you changed,” she said. I moaned. Each word sparked my imagination and sent a small jolt straight to my cock. I was sure that it was simply a game we were playing. A threat to make me more excited about the humiliation of a fantasy that would never happen. It was a common strategy she used when we played. Telling me how she planned to humiliate me to get my gears going. But it had always been limited to fantasies, never crossing that invisible unspoken line between fantasy and reality. While a part of me would always hope they would one day become reality, I’d never dared ask for it. Boy, was I in for a ride.

“When you told me you wanted to be my humiliation slave yesterday, I simply couldn’t help myself. I’ve wanted to try this out with you for a long time. But I never knew if you’d want it,” she said and placed one hand on my hip, angling it in such a way that she was mere inches away from my cock. She pushed gently downwards. I followed her unspoken instruction and lowered my hips all the way down until I felt the diaper against my skin. Loud crinkles filled the air around me with each and every minuscule movement. And yet, through my embarrassment, I couldn’t help a sense of wonder run through me at how soft it felt. 

“Good boy,” Mina murmured and stroked her hand from my hip over to my genitals. With expertise, she wrapped one hand around my shaft and gave me a single stroke from base to tip. A surprised whimper escaped my throat at the contact, which was over just as fast as it had begun. When she let go of her grip, I forced back another whimper. Her hand gripped the front of the diaper and pulled it towards me. If I’d thought the nappy crinkled loudly earlier, the crinkles it made when she manoeuvred it in place to hide my dick was even louder. Heat gathered in my cheeks at the sound and I closed my eyes. Behind the darkness of my eyelids, it seemed as if the crinkling sound amplified as she pressed her hand against the plastic of the diaper, trailing the outline of my hard-on.

“Well, look at you. I wasn’t really sure you were going to go through with this. But… looking at your tiny pee-pee, I’d say it was a good thing we did,” she said and pecked my cheek. I sucked in a breath as she continued to rub her hand outside the diaper. 

“Now, here’s what’s going to happen tonight. First, I’m going to finish diapering you up… and then I’m going to call Peter. You remember Peter, right? That really handsome colleague of mine. I know he’s been eyeing me for a while now. And with your tiny pee-pee all diapered up, I can hardly let you fuck me. You’re not big enough of a man for that. Peter on the other hand… I’m sure his cock is big enough to satisfy me,” she said, still rubbing her hand against my crotch.

My eyes shot open as her words sunk in. Another man fucking my wife. Not just any other man, but Peter. Peter, who had hit on my wife in front of everyone during last year’s Christmas party. And my wife had flirted back. Mina studied me with a playful smile twitching at the edges of her mouth. One of her hands moved to one side of my body as the other stayed over my crotch. She kept my gaze while she grabbed and pulled a tape across one hip, then the other, to secure the diaper in place. Peter. Peter fucking my wife. And then it hit me. If Peter was coming here tonight, he’d also see me in diapers. My cock strained and twitched inside its new soft cage as Mina fastened the last one.

“Oh, my poor little baby…does that turn you on? Thinking about watching Peter fuck me? You don’t have to answer that, I can see your hard-on poking through the diaper. Gosh, you are seriously tiny. You know that, right?” She grinned down at me. Then turned sideways and grabbed her cell from the nightstand. She caught my eyes and held my gaze yet again while she dialled her friend.

“Hi Peter, it’s Mina. From work.” She was quiet for a few seconds. A deep baritone whispered from the other side of the line. I wasn’t able to hear exactly what he was saying. But it sounded like she enjoyed it.

“Yea…so, remember that thing I talked to you about during coffee break today?” Another silence while she listened for the reply.

“Uh-huh… well, my little hubby here is in, so… if you want to come over…” she let the sentence hang in the air unfinished. She caught my eyes again and licked her lips.

“Oh yes, I promise. He’s in. I’ve got his tiny dick diapered up as we speak. And you won’t believe how hard it makes him,” she said. I shrunk as the sound of Peter’s laughter from the other end reached my ears. She waited for him to stop laughing before she continued: “But no matter how hard he is, there’s no way I’m going to let that tiny cock inside me… I need a real man… not a little diaperboy,” she chuckled and pressed her hand against my crotch. I moaned and pushed my hips upwards into her hand.

“Mhmm… Oh, sure. You can absolutely give him a spanking until he calls you Daddy,” my wife said. I whimpered.

“In fact, it turns me on, and little hubby, too” she added in a husky voice. She gave me a sideways glance and gave my cock another squeeze.

They talked for a few more minutes before they hung up. She put the phone away and glanced down at me.

“So…last chance to back out is now,” she said. I didn’t even give it a second thought before I shook my head. Her massaging strokes outside the diaper had continued with an agonisingly slow pace, never allowing me to get even close to an orgasm.

“Oh, I bet you want to make cummies, don’t you?” she asked mid-stroke. I bit my lip and looked away. Of course, I wanted that. But admitting that I wanted to cum while I was wearing a diaper, was a step I was not ready to take.

“Don’t worry, if you’re good. I might let you cum later,” she grinned and got up.

“Good thing I put on this little outfit, don’t you think?” She teased, and spun around once, which let me see exactly how well the corset hugged her feminine shape.

“Do you think Peter will like it?” she asked. I only managed to whimper in response.

“Oh, I think so, too,” she said.

It didn’t take long before the doorbell rang.

”That must be Peter,” Mina said. It felt like my heart was going to leap out of my chest, and for a short moment, I wondered if my choice had been a mistake. Mina swayed her hips as she left the bedroom, her garters staying firmly in place. She was so fucking hot. I glanced down at myself. I stared at my diaper and wondered, not for the first time, what the fuck such a hot woman was doing with me. And why was it turning me on that she humiliated me like this? I bent my head. That hot hunk of hers from work was going to walk through the door any second. The click of the lock reached my ears. My mouth went dry as the door creaked open. I swore under my breath when my cock twitched in anticipation. The rich rumble of his baritone vibrated through the air and mixed with Minas giggling. I don’t think I ever made her giggle like that. Not even when we were newlyweds.

My thoughts were interrupted when the door in front of me opened. I wanted to shut my eyes to avoid looking at them as they entered. But I couldn’t bring myself to do so. Instead, it was as though my eyes were drawn towards them when they stepped inside. Peter turned his head from Mina to me.

“Wow. You know, I wasn’t quite sure whether to believe you or not when you said you’d turned your husband into a little diaper sissy. But it’s not very difficult to see anymore. Not with that thick padding between his legs.” He stepped closer to me. I tensed.

“While you’re sitting in your ridiculous thick diaper, I’m gonna fuck your wife. I’m gonna fuck our wife so hard. And she’s going to love it. I’m gonna fuck her while you watch us. I’m gonna show you how a real man is supposed to be,” he grinned down at me from his 6’2”.  My eyes travelled down to his crotch. I swallowed at the size of his massive bulk. My own bulge, even if you counted the bulk of the diapers, couldn’t even begin to compare to his size.

“But first, I’m going to put you over my knee until you call me Daddy,” Peter said.

From the corner of my eye, I could see Mina’s smile. The bed shifted as Peter sat down on the edge. He turned his head towards me and patted his knee.

“Come on, you big sissy,” he said. Yet again, I had to force back another moan in an attempt to hide my increased arousal at his words. Of course, I wouldn’t be able to hide it for long. As soon as I lay on his lap, he would feel my hard-on against his leg. The thought terrified me just as much as the added humiliation of it excited me. It wasn’t like they didn’t already know that I was harder from wearing a diaper than I’d ever been in my life. But logic doesn’t always work when we’re dealing with emotions. Peter drummed his fingers on his thigh.

“Come on. You don’t want me to drag you over here, do you?” he asked. Though the idea didn’t sound too bad, I shook my head and slowly made my way over to him. As soon as I got close enough, he grabbed my wrist and pulled me across his lap. His large firm hand rested against my rear, pushing my cock into the soft embrace of the diaper. I moaned and pressed myself against his thigh. He let his hand rest on my bottom for a moment, the deep baritone of his chuckle ringing through the air. I swallowed a lump in my throat. I knew what was coming. He was going to spank me in front of my wife. And I was going to let him. I let out a whimper, muffled by the bedsheets my face rested on.

“So, are you going to be a good little boy and call me Daddy?” Peter said as he gave me the first hard swat. I yelped. The swat made my cock rub against the diaper, almost as if I was fucking it. The precious little amount of friction offered no relief for my painful erection, as it continued to throb inside its padded cage.

“Say it,” Peter said. I looked up and met Mina’s eyes, which were practically glowing from amusement. I yelped as he brought down his hand for another hit. The impact of his hand against my rear made my body jerk. And my cock twitch in anticipation. I shook my head, not wanting to give in so easily. Mina stepped closer, her hips swaying sensually with each step. She stopped a few feet away before she bent down to show her full cleavage to me.

“You’re going to be our little boy, aren’t you? Our little diapered boy…” my wife said as Peter delivered another few blows to my buttocks. There was something incredibly thrilling about being spanked by a strong, fit man in front of my wife. My eyes rolled in pleasurable torture as my cock throbbed painfully inside its padding.

His hand came down on the diaper again, hitting me harder this time. The diaper made a soft thumping sound at the impact. Mina giggled while she watched me getting spanked by Peter. Even the humiliating sound of her giggles seemed to surround my senses and add to my excitement.

“You’re not really a man, Christopher,” Peter said as he continued to bring his hand down to my bottom, each smack hitting me harder.

“Real men don’t wear diapers and let other men spank them in front of their wives. All you are is a little boy. A little boy who’s not in control. A little boy in diapers. And what I’m going to teach you, is that little boys who let other guys fuck their wives… little boys like you, they have to call those men ‘Daddy’. Are you going to call me ‘Daddy’?” Peter said. I shook my head. He started hitting me harder but the thick diapers still dulled the worst of the impact. After a few minutes without the desired effect, he paused the spanking to pull down the diaper. The cold air was refreshing but not for long. The next smacks hit my bottom directly. It hurt. Each hit felt like it burned my skin. I started to wriggle, I wanted to get away from the hits.

“Please stop! Please, I’ll do anything, ju- just stop, please!” I said, after what felt like an eternity of burning swats against my buttocks. When they still didn’t stop, I yelled: “Please, Daddy, please!” The swats stopped but I felt Peter’s hand threateningly close to my ass cheeks even after he’d stopped hitting, as a reminder to behave.

“Anything?” He asked. I gulped, then nodded.

“Well, why don’t you prove to us what a little boy you are by going pee-pee in your diaper…,” Peter said. I looked at Mina. The moment I looked at her, his hand was on my chin, forcing it sideways to look at him.

“Don’t look at her when I’m talking to you,” he said. I swallowed again.

“Well, are you going to show us why you’re wearing those diapers or am I going to have to spank you until you do?” I could hear the underlying threat in his growl.

“Y-yes… Daddy,” I said.

“Good,” he said.

“Lucky for you, I like boys like you almost as much as women like your wife… though if you’re going to call me Daddy, it’s only right you start calling her Mommy,” I could hear the grin in his voice as I processed what had just happened. To call these two people Mommy and Daddy… My cock certainly knew what it wanted but did I?

He pulled the diaper back up and let me get up from his lap. My legs were shaking slightly as I moved. I swallowed nervously as I got up and stood on the floor glancing between Peter and Mina.

“Go on, show us what a little boy you are,” Mina said.

“Yea, why don’t you show your… Mommy… why she can’t rely on you for a good fuck ever again,” Peter said.

I bit my lip and glanced between them. If I pissed the diaper, it would be another step away from my old life. But did I really want to go back? I closed my eyes and reached a decision, willing my bladder to release its hold on the liquids inside. I told myself that it was because I didn’t want another spanking. The stings still flashing through my nerves were a good reminder, keeping the memory of the pain fresh in my memory. But the truth was that being the submissive little bitch to two sexy, dominant people turned me on even more than being Mina’s sub.

I wanted to look anywhere but at the two of them, all too conscious of their attentive gaze upon me. When I found no sanctuary in the room, I closed my eyes and tried to visualise falling droplets. A waterfall. Rain. Any water related thing I could think of that would make me piss myself to avoid getting more swats on my bum.

I took deep breaths in and out for what felt like an eternity without anything happening. And then it came. A few droplets at first, trickling out of my dick and into the absorbent padding around my crotch. My first instinct was to clamp down to hold back. But I quickly realised that it was too late. I was completely unable to hold back as the piss continued to exit my dick. For a short moment, I considered what I was doing and almost found it difficult to believe. I was standing here filling my diaper in front of my gorgeous wife and her handsome lover. The physical release of it was unlike any I’d ever experienced, the emotional humility of the act only heightened the sensation. I gave myself into the pleasure of it and shortly after, a moan filled the room. It took me a while to realise that I was the one who’d made the sound. But I was too far gone to care. The liquid gushed out of me in an increasingly rapid fashion. The hiss of urine running out from the tip, audible. It sloshed around for a moment, creating a puddle around my genitals before it got sucked into the material of the diaper. After what felt at once, like an eternity and a mere moment, the stream slowed down to a small trickle. Then, the trickle turned to a few last drops before it stopped completely.

“Oh my god… Wow. Look at that, he really wet himself,” Peter said. At his words, I got sucked back to the present. My hands shot to the front of the diaper. I bit back another moan as my hands brushed the plastic, pushing the warm swollen diaper against my cock.

“Aww, is Daddy right? Did you make a pee-pee in your diaper, Chris? You’re such a little boy, aren’t you? Tell Mommy what you did in your nappies,” Mina said. My mouth felt dry as I opened my mouth to reply.

“I- I wet myself,” I croaked out and lowered my head in shame. Peter chuckled.

“That’s right, you wet your diaper, like the little boy you are,” he said and smirked. His eyes moved to my diaper. Gravity tugged at it, the weight heavy as it sagged slightly between my legs. Inside, my cock throbbed and pressed desperately against the diaper fabric. His smirk grew wider.

“And now I’m going to fuck your… Mommy, because only Daddy gets to fuck her. Not little diaper wearing hubbies,” Peter said and turned to Mina.

“I wonder if he’s going to cum in his diapers while I fuck you,” he said to her. She met his eyes. She arched her back, pressing her breasts closer to him in response to his words.

“Great idea. I can’t wait to have your huge cock inside me,” she said. Her voice, husky. Peter matched her grin and started to strip, taking care to make sure that I was watching. Any other man would be raging at this point. Any other man but me. They would fight for their woman. And what did I do? I sat down on the floor making my diapers omit an audible squelch. I raised my head to watch him, mesmerised. And more turned on than I’d ever been in my life.

“I’m gonna show you what a real man looks like,” he said to me and started to undo his belt. I hadn’t thought it possible, but as he unbuttoned his trousers, his massive manhood seemed to grow larger in front of my eyes. I gulped, feeling another twitch from my cock inside the diaper.

“How does it feel, hm? How does it feel to watch another man get ready to fuck your wife while you sit there in your own piss like a little boy?” I looked down at the floor. I knew that I was supposed to be ashamed. To take control of the situation. But all of it was turning me on immensely. I was rock hard in my diapers.

“Answer Daddy, sweetie, and tell the truth,” Mina’s voice came out almost like a moan.

“I- it makes me stiff… Daddy,” I said. Peter chuckled.

“Of course it does. After all, you want to be like Daddy,” he said and pulled his trousers off along with his underwear. His cock was absolutely massive. It was unlike anything I’d ever seen. Mina looked as though she was thinking the same, with round eyes which reflected her amazement. She licked her lips. He stepped closer to Mina. He pulled her closer in an embrace and turned to me again.

“Don’t worry, when you grow as big as Daddy and stop pissing yourself, you won’t have to wear diapers anymore…” he said.

“Now, that’s what I’m talking about. That’s a real man,” she grinned and gave me a short look before giving all her attention to Peter.

“I want you to suck my cock,” Peter said. His voice was commanding. It gave me a thrill to hear his command being given to my wife. It doubled my humiliation, not only did my wife — Mommy — command me, but someone else commanded her again. Which made me at the complete bottom of the hierarchy. I watched as he dominated my wife in a way I would never be able to. And he did it with such ease while I was sitting in my piss soaked diaper, watching everything with hungry eyes. She opened her mouth and started to take his huge cock in her mouth. I let a hand travel down to my crotch and rested it there.

“You like that, huh? You like that, little boy? Watching what used to be your wife give head to another man?” He asked. I nodded.

“Well, Daddy’s anything but cruel. So in order for you to one day become a big boy like Daddy, you have my permission to fuck your diaper while I fuck your new Mommy,” he grinned and watched as I started to stroke myself through the diaper.

“And when I’m done with her, you’re going to clean up the both of us with your mouth,” Peter said before he pulled himself out of her mouth.

“Undress,” he told her. She grinned and started to peel off each layer of clothing with deliberate slowness. She swayed her hips with the grace of an erotic dancer while she teased us both. Me, with what I couldn’t have. Him, with promises of what to come. She dropped her garter and stood completely naked in front of us. Even when naked, she looked powerful. And here I was, feeling more vulnerable in my diaper than if I had been naked. She stepped towards Peter in a sensual prowl. She put her hand on his chest and gently pushed him down on the bed. She turned her head towards me and caught my eyes as she slowly lowered herself onto his rod. He grunted at the same time as I made a desperate whimper. I pushed my hips forward to meet my hand, squeezing my cock through the soggy material inside the diaper. It made a loud squelch but I didn’t care anymore. His large hands grabbed her hips and encouraged her to move back and forth in a rocking motion. Peter grunted again as she rolled her hips on top of him. I whimpered and rocked my own hips towards my hand in a pitiful imitation of their act. The crinkles from the diaper mixed with the squelches it made each time I buried my cock into the folds inside. Mina turned her head towards me and gazed at me through half-closed eyelids. When Peter bucked her hips, she threw her head back and let out a loud moan, breaking our eye contact. I bit my lip and whimpered as I continued humping my diaper and listening to the passionate embrace in the bed.

“Oh Peter, your cock feels so fucking amazing inside me. It fills me up. That pathetic excuse of a husband I have…I can’t even feel his cock,” she said between gasps. I moaned, not even considering arguing.

“Are you enjoying yourself, little Potty Pants?” Peter asked. And it was at that moment when I realised that I was going to do exactly what he had told me earlier: I was going to cum in my piss-soaked diaper while he fucked my wife. Peter grinned at me as he grabbed Mina’s hips firmer and flipped her on her back.

“Watch how a real man fucks a woman,” Peter said and started thrusting into my wife. She screamed and moaned in pleasure. With each thrust of his hard cock, her sounds became more desperate. My own thrusts into the diaper got more and more desperate as a result. Each thrust continued to reward me with the loud squelches. But I couldn’t bring myself to stop or care about it. All I could think about at that moment was that I was going to cum. The orgasm that was building up filled everything. Until I erupted inside my diapers in a mind shattering explosion.

It was long after I’d filled my diapers with cum when Peter came inside my wife. As if it wasn’t embarrassing enough to come early, I’d done it in diapers while another man was still going at it inside my wife like a champ. And he hadn’t been slow in reminding us of it, either: “Look at your little baby of a hubby, Mina. He came in his pampers.” She managed to chuckle in-betweens moans of pleasure. He increased his rhythm and slammed into my wife several more times. All I did was sit there in my piss- and cum-soaked diapers and watch them fuck until they finally came. They lay there panting for a few moments before Peter rolled over to the edge of the bed where he sat up, his enormous cock dangling between his legs, slick from the mix of his and Mina’s juices. He motioned for me to come closer. I crawled over to him.

“Good boy,” he said and grabbed my hair. Desire filled me up again as my submissive nature kicked in. He held my head in place firmly with his grip.

“Clean it,” he said. I glanced up at him, then to his cock.

“Yes Daddy,” I said and let my head be guided by his hand. I opened my mouth and placed it around the tip of his massive dick. It had shrunk from an erect state to now being semi-erect. And it was still way larger than my own cock, even when mine was fully erect. Larger by far. I lapped out tentatively with my tongue, tasting the mixture of their juices on his cock. His musky and tangier, hers sweeter and slightly more mellow. I gulped down as much of his cock as I could with my mouth, cleaning his shaft with my tongue to my best capability before he pulled me away.

“Good boy,” he said. With a strong hand, he gestured to the bed. I crawled up and let the hand guide me until my head was between Mina’s legs.

“Now clean out your wife,” he said. As with Peter, the same mixture of tastes rolled over my tongue as I caught the seed rolling out of her. She dropped a hand in my hair and stroked it with long, lazy movements. I lapped the last drop and received another praise as I removed my head. 

“Do you have more diapers, Mina? I’d like to tape him up with another one, in case he leaks.” Peter said. Mina gestured to a corner of the room, where she’d stashed a large bag of diapers.

“You just lie here and let me take our little bitch with me to the other room and get him nice and comfortable. Then Mommy and Daddy are going to have some more fun while he gets some sleep,” Peter said and rustled my hair. I was slightly surprised by the affectionate gesture and leaned into the touch. Mina smiled, crinkles forming around her eyes.

“I can see his little pee-pee getting hard again. You’d like that, wouldn’t you, Baby?” she asked. I didn’t want to answer. But to avoid further punishment, I nodded and I let Peter walk me into the room next door.

There was something extra humiliating about having my wife’s lover change my diapers while she was lying naked in the room next door waiting for him to come back. He pulled the tapes open on either side.

“Now, let’s see if your dicklet is as small as she claims, hm?” he said. I bit my lips. I knew it was. He sniggered as soon as the diaper was opened.

“Oh wow. That is tiny. I’ve seen babies with bigger cocks than yours. And that’s how big you are when it’s hard?” His words only made my cock harder. His humiliation getting me more turned on than I had been for weeks. It didn’t exactly help that he was hot as well, this man who wanted me to call him ‘Daddy’.

“You like that huh? You know what… I don't think I’m going to change your diaper. I bet you like wearing your wet diaper, don’t you?” he said and reached a hand out to touch my tiny dick. I moaned at the touch, which only made him laugh again.

“Seeing as you like your diaper so much, I’m just going to re-fasten these tapes and put another diaper over it. You’ll be all nice and secure as this one can catch any leaks from the first diaper. Isn’t that going to be nice?” He asked. I stared at him. Was he serious? The thought made me slightly horrified and turned on at the same time. He only grinned as my cock twitched. He paid my new-sprung erection no mind, only pulled the diaper back up and refastened the tapes. The wetness had cooled down and I shuddered as he pressed it closer to my skin. Before he reached for the new diaper, he made sure to make holes in the old one to make sure that it would leak into the next diaper without problems. He smiled as he pulled out the new diaper from the pack and placed it underneath me. He pulled it up and rubbed the front of my diaper as he manoeuvred the tapes in place, exciting small whimpers from me.

The full diaper in the first layer was already so thick, and when he finished closing the tapes on the new diaper, it was impossible to close my legs properly from how thick the bulk was. He got up and looked down at me, studying me.

“There’s something missing,” he said and tilted his head. A slow smile spread across his lips.

“I know… let’s see if we can’t fill up that diaper a little more before you go to sleep, hm?” he said and drew down his underwear to reveal his giant cock again.

“I always have to take a whizz after I fuck… Stand up,” he commended. I wobbled to my feet, forced apart by the thick layer of diapers. I felt tiny next to this giant of a man. My crotch was so much further down, he didn’t even need to shift his position in order to use my diaper as his personal urinal. He grabbed his meaty cock and steered it to my diaper.

“Now be Daddy’s good little boy and hold the diaper for me,” he said. I complied, stretching the lining to allow him access with his member. I glanced down at the towering display. It took a few seconds before the first drops hit my cock. The sensitive skin of my erection sizzling from the feeling. A moment later, a stream of urine rushed over my genitals, adding to the already drenched diaper. The smell of stale piss wafted through the air and filled my nostrils as the torrent continued to gush into my diaper. He shook himself once when he finished.

“Good boy, now, clean up,” he said. I closed my eyes, knowing that I’d comply without question. I knelt down and opened my mouth to suck the salty, tangy droplets off his cock. I pulled away and looked up at him, licking my lips as I finished. He smiled, patted me on the head and got me back on the bed. Right before he left, he shoved a bottle in my mouth and said: “That bottle better be empty before you go to sleep, or else this new… arrangement… might leak out at work.” And with those words, he turned around and left the room, leaving me alone with my diapered hard-on as he went to have sex with my wife in the room next door.
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“Such a good Sissy, making herself clean and shaved for her Mistress,” she praised. Pride swelled in my chest at her words and that feeling of belonging, of wanting to please her in every possible way, filled me.   

“Let’s check your panties, Sissy,” my Mistress said. I let her slide the panties off me and imagined what I must look like, wearing a garter and stockings. My cocklette pressed against its cage again.

“Well, well, well…” I chewed my lip and studied her while she inspected my underwear.

“Seems like your little clitty here is dribbling all over your precious underwear, Sissy. And these were clean only an hour ago.” She held it up to me and pointed to a visible stain.

“What do you have to say to your defence?” My mouth went dry.

“Because…you know what it looks like to me?” I shook my head.

“To me, it looks like you dribbled all over your panties like a naughty little girl. If you keep doing this, you’re going to end up ruining your panties, Sissy. And we wouldn’t want that, would we?” I licked my lips nervously. I’d learnt to be apprehensive when she used that voice. And with good reason, too.

“You need to learn to control yourself, Sissy. Not make dribbles in your panties like a little girl.”

“Well, if you aren’t going to defend yourself, then I am going to have to assume that you have nothing to say to your defence. Now…how do you think we should solve this problem?”

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

"Hm," she placed her thumb under her chin with her index finger upwards in a mock contemplative expression.

“Well, I actually think that until you’re ready to train that little clit of yours, we’re going to have to put some protection in your underwear.” I looked at her. I wasn't sure what she meant. She got up and gestured for me to wait. A few moments later, she came back carrying a small square pack and a pair of clean underwear. She stopped in front of me and I recognised the small pack as a sanitary napkin. I stood quietly and obedient as she opened the small pack and withdrew the pantyliner from it. I watched her place the pad in the middle of the pink underwear before she handed it to me. I slid it on and felt the cottony material against my skin. I wiggled my legs a little to try and adjust the pad until she slapped my hand to make me stop.

“Until you learn to control your dribbles by having an orgasm through your Sissypussy, your precious panties will be lined with these,” she said and sat back down on the bed. I was embarrassed. Panty liners were made for women. They are meant to be used by women once a month, not by sissies like me. I didn't actually need to use them, did I?

"I know what you're thinking," she said.

“You're thinking that you don't need to these panty liners because you're not a girl. But did you not to make a mess and dribble all over your panties?" She looked at me. I could feel her gaze acidly could read my thoughts

"answer me," she said and grabbed my chin, forcing me to look at her. I was staring straight into her eyes. In dark green electric colour that since box Down my spine every time she looked at me like that.

"Yes Mistress," I said.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes Mistress, I did make dribbles all over my panties."

"Well then, don't you think it's fair that you need to wear panty liners with your panties then, my little Sissy?" How correct on my chin tightened slightly. I tried to nod but her hand kept my head firmly in place.

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

"Well then, let's get your dress back on”

"If you manage to keep your panties dry, Sissy, I'll remove your panty liners from your panties. However, if you don't manage to stop dribbling, I am going to have to find a more severe punishment for you. Do you understand Sissy?"

"Yes Mistress"

It didn't take too long before I got used to the feeling underpants between my legs. just as it hadn't taken too long to get used to wearing panties either. Eventually the fluids from breakfast needing to make their way out as well. I opened the bathroom door and stepped inside like an obedient sissy. I pulled my panties down and sat down on the toilet seat. This part of the sissification process had been difficult to get used to for me. And to begin with, I hadn't really been able to relieve myself as quickly as I had been used to. But now I had been a sissy for several months I didn't take long before there trickling of urine hitting the toilet bowl reached my ears. After finishing, I grabbed a few sheets of paper and wiped myself as best I could. With the cock cage, this was quite difficult to get to completely clean. I pulled my panties back up, flush, wash my hands, and left the room. When I opened the door I almost walked straight into my Mistress. She glanced at me with a sly smile.

“My, my, isn't it a little Sissy? if I didn't know any better I'd think the sissy thinks she's a big girl, does she?"

"Take off your panties, Sissy." I did as she instructed. I felt a blush creep up my neck and give colour to my cheeks. I handed her my panties. My embarrassment grew by the moment while she was inspecting the underwear.

"It looks like my little sissy made a little mess, didn't she? To me, this looks like little girl dribbles... like you weren't able to keep back a little pee from dribbling into your panties, were you, Sissy?" I opened and closed my mouth as if to speak but I couldn't come up with anything to say.

"Well, Sissy, if you are going to make little dribbles of pee in your pantiliners then I don't think you are big enough to use panties."

The full story is available on Amazon here.
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