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The space beside me on the bed was empty. I could feel the emptiness without looking. I searched my mind, trying to remember what had happened. I moved my head, opened my eyes and blinked at the sunlight streaming through the window. A putrid smell filled my nose. I shifted, bringing another waft of sleep and stale urine through my nostrils. Memories from last night came rushing back. The heavy weight of the used nappy pushed down against my crotch. The double layer that Peter had put on me before I fell asleep while he fucked my wife.

I was ashamed to admit that the humiliation I’d experienced the day before had made me more turned-on than ever before in my life. I’d felt… content at finally giving in to my desires. At giving myself to Mina completely. It was fun as long as it lasted. Somehow, I couldn’t allow myself to think that it would continue. I couldn’t let myself hope that my wife had meant that I was now her diaper slave 24/7?

My eyes travelled around the room before they came to rest upon the empty bottle on my nightstand. The same instant, an invisible hand settled around my bladder and squeezed. I winced. The pressure from hours of holding onto the liquid was excruciating torture.

As I lay staring at the empty bottle, the unmistakable sounds of sex came from the room next door. My cheeks flushed as Mina’s moans of pleasure penetrated the walls. Visions of her back arching as Peter thrust his thick rod inside her passed through me. My cock sprang to life at once, pushing against the diapered cage that surrounded it. As their sounds of pleasure continued, I battled with myself, one part of my mind thinking that it would be easy to slip into the bathroom uninterrupted to relieve my bladder while the two of them were distracted. The other part of my mind was filling with increasing desire from the sounds, and a need to release a different kind of pressure… I closed my eyes and muttered a curse as the hand holding my bladder squeezed just a little tighter.

I forced my mind to focus on one desire over the other and swung my legs to the side of the bed to relieve my bladder in the bathroom. It wouldn’t do any harm now that playtime was over, I told myself. And I certainly didn’t want to piss my diaper again if I had a choice. Or at least, I didn’t want Mina and Peter to know that I wanted it. And if I wet myself here and now, they’d know that I did it of my own free will, without either of them prompting me to do so. I stood up with a loud crinkle from the diapers. The piss soaking the absorbent material made it droop heavy between my legs. I wobbled my way to the bathroom, the diapers so thick that they forced my legs apart – despite the fact that only the inner diaper was full. I shuddered as the hand squeezing my bladder tightened its grip. If I found it difficult to move now, how difficult would it be if I filled the outer layer as well? I gritted my teeth and fought the urge to expel more liquids into the diaper. It inched its way downwards with each step, and I was happy that I couldn’t see myself at that moment.

I allowed myself a quiet sigh of relief as the bathroom door refrained from creaking. I left it slightly ajar, not wanting to draw more sound than necessary. I lifted the toilet seat, triumph seeping through my mind. But my triumph was too early.

“What do you think you’re doing, Baby?” Mina’s voice came from behind me. When had they become quiet? I’d been so distracted by my own goal that I hadn’t noticed.

My mind went blank when I turned to face her. She was so fucking gorgeous. The evidence of their morning activities shone off of her. In the way her eyes were still slightly hazed under the crown of messy hair. Her nipples poked out as tiny buds in her naked, round mounds of flesh. A fine sheen of sweat lined her skin, making it glow in the low light. She crossed her arms and opened her mouth to speak. Before she managed to say anything, a loud hiss emanated through the air as piss streamed out of my cock, interrupting her. Heat rose to my cheeks at the sound. Warm, stale morning urine gathered in a growing pool in the already saturated inner layer before the liquid found its way through to the next.

Peter’s footsteps were all that warned me of his approach before he appeared in the doorway to witness my shameful display. He reached out an arm to wrap around Mina in a subtle display of dominance. His presence did nothing to quell the flood of pee gushing out from my dick. A smirk played around his lips when he glanced down to eye my expanding diaper.

“In the bathroom, are you…? You weren’t thinking of using the toilet, were you?” he asked. His words clearly intended to mock me as I felt the last drops join the pool between my legs. I lowered my head, the temperature in my cheeks rising further.

“That’s certainly what it looks like. But luckily, it seems Mr pottypants here remembered where little boys do their wee-wee at the last minute,” Mina said.

“Hm. You can never be too sure, Mina. I think I might not have taught him the difference between a man and a diaperboy properly. Perhaps I need to remind him why I can use the toilet and he can’t?” He said to Mina. I could hear the question at the end of his sentence. It was almost as if… as if he was checking with Mina before doing anything to me. I looked up, studying them. It didn’t seem like she was in charge of him, exactly. It was more like… he was interacting with her as a dominant would to another dominant for permission to interact with their submissive.

I wasn’t sure if that made me more relieved or disappointed. The way Peter dominated me the previous night had a completely different feel to it than Mina’s way of dominating. Not better or worse, more like a different flavour. An earthy mint and pine to her fruity cedar. But though I had consented to Peter’s dominance the night before, it was clear that the two of them had agreed to return the reins to Mina this morning.        

She studied me.

“Peter’s right, honey. It’s not difficult to see that you were attempting to use the toilet. Which means that even though you wet your nappies just now, you were intending to directly defy my orders that you are to wear — and use — your diapers 24/7,” she said.

“Wasting time chastising him instead of getting ready for work, too,” Peter said.

“That’s true. So I think it’s only fair that you won’t get a diaper change before work,” my wife said.

“Wh- what? No, but everyone will be able to see the diapers through my clothes! What if they leak?” I said and tried to ignore the way my cock stirred at the risk of exposure.

“You’ll do well to remember that the next time you consider using the toilet instead of your pampers,” Mina said. As she spoke, Peter walked towards me despite his earlier complaint that I was wasting their time. In two short strides, he closed the distance put his hand on my diaper.

“Lucky for you, these diapers are so absorbent, they’ll take a few more wettings before that’s a concern. Though of course, they’ll expand and get more difficult to hide with each accident. So I’d worry more about the former than the latter,” he grinned and gave me a squeeze.

“Look at my cock, diaperboy," he said. My eyes drew down to follow his command. 

“Can you tell me the difference between your dicklet and my cock?” He asked and grabbed his meaty cock in his hand.

“I’m - I. Your cock is much bigger,” I said.

“That’s right. And can you tell Mommy why you’re wearing a diaper and I’m not?” He asked and squeezed me through the wetness of the diaper again.

“B-because,” I glanced at Mina, who tilted her head, waiting for an answer.

“Because I’m not a big boy. My ah- tiny dicklet belongs in a diaper,” I said.

“Which makes you a little boy, yes?” Mina said. My cock had grown rock hard under his rubs.

“Y-yes,” I said.

“And where do little boys pee?” Mina asked while Peter continued to rub me through my nappy.

“In their diaper,” I gasped out as he pressed down harder.

“So then where do you pee?” Peter said.

“I-in m-my diaper!” I moaned and pushed myself against him.

“Good boy. Only big boys use the toilet, don’t they? And your diaper is certainly wet, so you can’t be a big boy.”

“Y-no, I’m not,” I answered. He nodded in satisfaction and let go of me. He used the hand still wrapped around his cock to aim into the toilet bowl. He gave a theatrical sigh as the sound of his piss hitting the toilet bowl echoed from the bathroom walls.

“Don’t you wish you were a big boy, too, so you didn’t have to go potty in your pants?” Mina murmured behind me. I wasn’t quite sure what to answer. Because truth be told, I wasn’t sure I wanted to use the toilet. If I was allowed that privilege, this new layer of her domination over me would vanish. The diaper an embarrassing, humiliating symbol of her control of my most intimate body functions. A sign of her total control and my submission to her.

My eyes were glued to his cock in hypnotic fascination. The stream of urine cut off and Peter turned his head. He grinned when he noticed my stare. He motioned for me to get closer with his free hand.  

“Why don’t you kneel in front of me and beg for permission to clean up? When you’re done, you can get dressed for work,” he said.

I knelt obediently and crawled the short distance over to him, the floor tiles cold against my knees.

“P- please, Daddy. M-may I ah… clean your cock?” I said and licked my lips, eyeing the monster of a dick between his legs. He turned, a hand still wrapped around it. With the other, he reached out and grabbed my throat, wrapping his fingers around it in a firm, gentle grip. I parted my lips and let him shove his semi-erect cock inside.

“I saved the last spurt for you,” he said. It was the only warning I got before the tangy taste of his piss rushed out to meet my tongue. I swallowed the surprise, praying that it would be over before long and ignored the jolt surging through my cock at the humiliation. He pushed his cock further in as the stream into my throat became more manageable. But just as the rush of piss slowed down, he brushed his leg against my padded crotch. I opened my mouth in a moan, spilling the last drops of piss down my chin.

“I don’t believe it. Your husband is actually turned on by this. I can feel his little dick through his diapers. He really is a little diaper slut,” he said before he slapped my cheek.

“That’s for spilling. Now finish cleaning me off,” he said. I opened up and licked his cock, thankful that he didn’t release more piss into my mouth this time.

When I finished, Mina fetched a cloth and cleaned the piss from my chin and chest.

“We don’t want you to lose your job for smelling too bad. At least the diapers keep the smell slightly contained,” she said and brushed the cloth over my skin.

I had tried my best to walk through the office without waddling. It turned out that it hadn’t been a threat to not give me a change before work. They had gone through with it, too. The walk through the halls leading to my office had never seemed longer. I kept glancing at my colleagues, imagining their stares at my bulge as I passed.

When I finally reached the door and closed it behind me, I sighed out in relief and went to sit down. My diaper rewarded me with a loud squelch and the scent of stale urine wafted through the air. ‘You can have a diaper change at 11. If I feel like you’ve learnt your lesson’. Mina’s words rang through my ears as I shifted and felt the soggy insides mush and form itself around my cock in a warm slick embrace. I pressed myself forwards and down against the cushion of my chair and discovered a rush of sensation at the friction it created. A soft moan left me and I froze. I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t sit in my office and… hump my diaper. I suppressed the images that flashed across my mind at the thought and buried myself in work until a few minutes to 11.

I found my wife in a meeting room close to her office. There were still people left from the meeting, standing in different corners of the room and chatting to each other. My eyes fell to rest on Mina. Peter was standing right next to her, leaning forward to whisper something in her ear. Moments after, she threw her head back in laughter. The sight of them flirting so openly made my cock jerk in response. I approached the pair.

“Oh, hi, baby,” she said as she spotted me.

“Did you want something?” she asked. I opened my mouth but closed it before I could speak. Instead, I glanced around the room before I leaned closer.

“J-just. Ah, a change. It’s um. 11 o’clock,” I added. Peter moved to stand beside me.

“That’s not how you ask nicely,” he said. My wife held up a hand and he stopped talking. But he didn’t move.

“I can handle my little boy, Peter,” she said in a voice that was just high enough to make me nervous that someone might hear.

“I keep my promises. But you have to ask nicely,” she said and smiled at me.

“Please?” I said, my eyes darting around the room.

“Please what?”

“Please change me?”

“Please change…what?”

“My diaper,” I finally said in a low whisper.

“Hm. Maybe, but how am I going to know who you’re asking if you don’t tell me? Now, say again, what was it you wanted?” Her hands rested on her hips, curly hair cascading down like a cloud.

“Please change my diaper, Mommy,” I said in a barely audible whisper.

“Good boy. Of course, Mommy can change your diapee,” she took my hand and led me out of the room. I winced, trying my best to retain a normal walk, rather than a waddle, and keep her pace at the same time.

Peter’s office wasn’t far from hers, so he’d walked us and kissed her mouth hastily in the empty corridor before he continued to his own office. Mina touched her lips and gazed after him for a moment. She’d never looked at me the way she gazed after him. No, me she wanted to use. Peter, she wanted to be used by.

She turned the door handle to her office and gently nudged me inside. My eyes darted around the room. She’d redecorated since the last time I was here. There was now a second desk with a suspiciously bare surface. And it was to this desk, she led me. She opened one of the drawers and pulled out a rubber mat. It rustled when she placed it on top of the desk. She patted it twice and turned to meet my eyes. I gulped and glanced behind me at the closed door. Mina patted the desk again, pulling my attention back to her. I jumped up on it. Squelch. She giggled at the sound and unbuttoned my trousers.   

“You remember what I told you about your nappy change?” She asked. I gulped, suddenly nervous that she might force me to wear the wet diapers even longer.

“Th-that I only get a change if you think I’ve learnt my lesson,” I said.

“That’s right. So I hope you’ve learnt your lesson… Tell me, where do you go pee-pee?” she asked and pulled off my trousers.

“In my diapers,” I answered. She giggled, a hand on my newly exposed diaper.

“You sure do,” she said. She pushed her hand against my crotch, exciting a gasp from me. Heat rose to my cheeks at the indignant sound. What if someone came in and saw me like this? A grown man in thick, wet baby printed diapers being changed by his wife. She stroked the contours of my cock through the nappy and my gasp turned to a moan. She laughed.

“Who’d have thought you would be this turned on by wetting your pants like a little boy, Chrissy. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this turned on before. It almost makes me wonder-” she broke off before finishing her sentence. Before I could ponder what she’d been about to say, she squeezed my diaper again. My eyelids fluttered at the touch, the pressure making piss form around my cock in a slick, warm embrace. All thoughts of how it might look if someone came in, disappeared. Instead, all that mattered was her touch. The way her hand pressed and squeezed and stroked my cock through the diaper.

“You know what turns me on, nappyboy?” she asked. I shook my head and gasped again.

“To have you completely in my power. To know that you want me, even as I fuck someone else. I love that it makes you hard. And I looove watching you make little sticky messes in your diapers… So desperate you’ll do anything to cum,” she said and tugged at the tapes that kept the diaper in place. It sloshed down on the desk in a heavy thump.

“Phew, you really smell. I wonder if any of our colleagues have noticed? I mean… it’s awfully loud when you walk… or I suppose I should say waddle,” she wrinkled her nose.

“It’s a good thing these diapers seal the stench slightly when they’re closed. ‘Cause if you’ve smelled this much of piss all day, then there’s no way no one noticed.” She said. She looked down at the inner layer of diapers and shook her head.

“It’s a good thing Peter put a second layer of diapers over this one, because this one’s completely soaked,” she said. In moments, she’d unfastened that one, too. Cool air caressed my clammy skin. She grabbed the diapers and pulled them out from underneath me, taking care to spend a long while folding them. She smiled and put the wrapped ‘packages’ on my stomach. I blushed as the heaviness settled on top of me. And through all of it, my tiny erection was a shameful display, which never even began to soften. She glanced at it. A small smile played around the corners of her lips.

“Oh, my little Baby,” she said and leaned forwards. 

“Do you want to make stickies for Mommy?” she asked. My eyes flitted to the windows, and I relaxed slightly when I noticed the drawn blinds that covered them. I looked back at her.

“Hm? Do you want that?” she asked again. The top buttons of her blouse were unbuttoned and her breasts nearly spilt out of them. Had Peter done that, I wondered in a brief moment of jealousy and desire.

“You have to answer, Baby, or Mommy’s just going to diaper you up again and let you get back to work,” she said and leaned down to press a kiss against my cheek.

“Y-yes. M-mommy,” I said.

She reached for the drawer and pulled out a pack of baby wipes. They were cool against my hot skin. She caressed me through the paper cloths. Small bumps spread across my skin from the point of contact. I shuddered. She bent down and kissed my neck. At the same time, she placed the wipe around my cock. I yelped loudly and pushed myself into her hand. Her chuckle rose over my moans as she continued to touch me.

“Tell Mommy that you love her and want to make stickies for her,” she said, the words a whispered brush against my ear.

“I- I love you, Mommy. Please let me make stickies,” I said.

“Of course, you love Mommy. Because you’re my good little diaperboy, aren’t you?” Her whispers continued to brush my ear.

“Y-yes, I’m your good little diaperboy,” I said.

“And in time, you’re going to love Daddy, too, won’t you, Baby?” she murmured. I hesitated. The truth was that I had fantasised about men before. But it was something I’d never told anyone. At least not that I’d fantasised about men as something more than being forced to be… intimate at my wife’s command. Never said that being dominated by a man was actually equally a turn-on as being dominated by a woman.

She brushed my cock again, bringing me back to her.

“Of course, Mommy’s going to let you make stickies in your diaper, Baby. But since Mommy wants you to get to know your new Daddy, too, this is the last time Mommy will help you make cummies until you’ve decided if you want us to accept Daddy as a permanent part in our lives or not. You can think about it for as long as you want. But,” she stopped stroking me and met my eyes.

“If you accept Peter into our lives in a long-term arrangement, and let him become your Daddy-dom properly… you’ll show us your acceptance by asking Daddy to help you make stickies next time,” she said. My mouth went dry and my cock twitched. The only thing I had admitted to in the past, was being turned on by the thought of my wife ordering me to suck cock. Sort of as an extension of her dominance. This, what she was asking me now, was something completely different. If I told her that I could even be willing to try to start loving Peter as I loved her, I would also admit that I was equally turned-on by the possibility of a man dominating me directly — without Mina’s orders whispered in my ear. And I would be admitting that I didn’t completely mind the thought of accepting Peter’s dominance over me. But to say it out loud… to tell her so now, only a single day after he fucked her in front of my eyes…

“Maybe you want Mommy to go and get some help from Daddy right away?” she asked. I shook my head.

“No? We don’t need Daddy’s help? You’re going to make stickies for Mommy?”

“Yes, Mommy,” I said. She didn’t push me further. Instead, she stroked my cock with the baby wipe, cleaning it before putting it away.

“Now, Mommy can’t have you make stickies all over your changing table, but I know that you can’t help it if you make a lot of mess,” she said. She rubbed her thumb over the slit at the tip of my cock while she reached for the fresh diaper with her other hand.

“That’s why we’re going to make sure you spill yourself in your diapees for Mommy, so you’ll eventually learn to make your messes in your diapers like a good little boy, instead of everywhere else,” Mina said. She slid the diaper in place under me without stopping the caresses of her hand.

“Do you want that?” she asked.

“Yes, Mommy,” I said.

“Yes what, Baby, what do you want?”

“I want to make stickies in the - my diaper,” I said.

“I don’t think I heard you,” she said and stroked my cock in such slow, agonising pace that it took everything I had not to start wriggling under her grasp.

“I love you, Mommy! Oh, M-mommy, please. I want to make stickies in my diaper,” I moaned. I bucked my hip into her hand as she slowly increased her pace.

“Good boy,” she said. Her hand slipped down my shaft and squeezed, her fingers had no problems reaching around it.

“Good boy,” she repeated. I moaned, remembering how those lips had felt around my cock. A feeling I’d likely never experience again. I moaned. She moved her hand up slightly faster. Down. Up. Each stroke slightly faster than the last.

“P-please!”

“Mmmh, please what, Baby? What do you want?” her breath came hot against me as she murmured between her kisses. She used one hand to stroke me while the other kept the front of the diaper in place over my crotch.

“C-cummies, let me make cummies in my diaper, p-please, please, Mommy!” My voice was a pleading whine. She chuckled and finally increased her pace to match my need.

“Cum for me, Baby, cum in your nappy for Mommy like a good little big boy,” she said and brushed her thumb over my member’s head. My toes curled as the orgasm rippled through my body.

“Good boy,” she murmured and secured the fresh diaper around my waist while I rode out the final bursts of my climax.

“There we go, all nice and fresh,” she said and helped me sit up.

“Remember what I said, honey, the choice is yours. Even though I want Peter in our lives, you are still mine and I won’t leave you. But things can’t go back to the way they were either. Submissive little diaperboys don’t get to fuck me, no matter how much I love you. It turns me on too much to refuse you the privilege of it. Especially now that I know how much you love it,” she said. I nodded and pulled my trousers back over the diapers and headed for the door.

“And don’t even think about masturbating,” she said, just as I reached for the door handle.

“No, Mommy,” I said. She kissed my cheek and patted my butt. She chuckled at the loud thump it made at the impact.

“There’s my good boy. Oh, and don’t forget to replenish your fluids. One large glass every 30 minutes,” she said and winked before she closed the door behind me.

I discovered that clean pampers were much easier to move in, despite how thick they were. Of course, it also helped that I was wearing one layer instead of two. But I discovered that fresh, clean diapers also had a downside: They omitted loud, crisp crinkles with each movement.

Thoughts tumbled through my mind as I sat by my desk trying to work. Mina’s words repeated themselves over and over. Could I accept Peter into our lives permanently, and agree to submit to him and Mina on equal terms?

I didn’t have to accept. That’s what she’d said and I believed her.

An alarm went off on my phone, interrupting my thoughts. I reached for the pitcher of water on my desk to fill my glass. My bladder twisted. I hadn’t relieved myself at all since the morning, and the water was starting to take its toll on my bladder.

I nearly choked on the water when another reminder popped up on my desktop. A meeting. I cursed and wiped the drops I’d managed to spill down on myself. I stuffed the necessary documents into a folder while I scanned the details. My eyes landed on one of the participants. My heartbeat increased, fluttering against my throat. Peter. The last person I wanted to see. How was I going to manage to sit through the meeting after last night? … and after what Mina had asked me to consider? I forced the thought aside and rushed out of my office towards the meeting room.

My bladder twinged as I reached for the door handle. I was tempted to release myself right then and there. But I stopped myself. I was not going to walk into the meeting with a full diaper. I simply wouldn’t give in that easily. I took a deep breath and pushed the door open.

My eyes kept glancing over at Peter throughout the meeting. I couldn’t deny that he was incredibly handsome. My wife wasn’t the only one of us who found him attractive.

I reached for my glass and forced it down when the quiet alarm went off again — in silent mode this time. The liquid slid down my throat. Cool drops snaking their way down. It would only be a matter of time before the water reached the pool in my bladder. Drop by drop inching their way inside until the dam that kept it back would inevitably break and let the yellow river flow freely into my childish underwear. I resisted the forceful tug. Peter’s muscled frame winked at me and I almost lost control. I took a deep breath and turned my attention to the speaker.

They droned on in a dry tone about statistics and my mind wandered back to the previous evening. Yesterday had been the first time I felt that something was right. Submitting to the humiliation and servitude of not just one master but two had given me the greatest sense of fulfilment I’d ever experienced. I’d never even imagined that I could feel like that. My eyes wandered back to Peter. His grey eyes were shadowed by the dim light in the room. Those eyes that had watched me wet myself. And after, when I’d cum in my diapers… I’d never had a more powerful orgasm than the one I’d received from my humiliating display in front of my wife and this man… ‘Mommy’ and ‘Daddy’… My cock twitched under the table. How was that possible? It was as if it couldn’t get enough. I glanced at the people next to me. Could they tell that I was getting hard? I shifted in my seat, trying to get my crotch out of sight. Just in case. As I did, the plastic of my diaper rustled. I stilled and looked down at my hands, heat gathering in my cheeks. Because if someone noticed my diapers, surely that would be worse than anyone suspecting that I had an erection?

My bladder twisted painfully again. I glanced at the clock on the wall. There was still a quarter of an hour left of the meeting. When I looked away again, my eyes drew back to Peter again. I wondered what he’d do if he knew how much I wanted to relieve myself right there in the meeting room. Perhaps he’d call me out on it and drop my pants in front of everyone. Watch as my diaper’s colour changed with my piss. I stifled a moan. What was I doing? I should stop before I revealed myself. But as the thought ran through me, my eyes trailed the outline of his lips. Hard and masculine where Mina’s were soft and feminine. I wondered how they would feel against mine. My cock twitched again.

He caught me looking at him and the hints of a smile played around the edges of that sexy mouth. He held my gaze. Was it just my imagination, or was there something gentle in his eyes? It seemed like an expression that promised safety and danger at once. Peter reached for the water pitcher and there was definitely a smile on his mouth now. I watched as he curled his fingers around the handle. I remembered how those big hands had rubbed against my diaper last night. My cock brushed against the softness inside the diaper and I could only hope that no one noticed how hard I was. He tilted the pitcher over his glass and poured. His eyes flicked between the stream and me.

The splash of water hitting the glass and filling it up was too much for me. I glanced desperately at the clock again. Ten minutes. I couldn’t- The dam broke. Piss flowed out of my cock and into the diaper with furious force. It was nothing like yesterday or even this morning. There was no hint of that slow trickle that led to the waterfall. Instead, it came rushing out at full speed and gathered in a great pool that felt as if it would overflow any moment. The padded cage around my cock became tighter with each passing minute as my bladder continued to empty itself into my expanding diaper. It strained against my trousers. I glanced around at the others. Surely, someone would notice? It felt like my trousers would rip if the diapers kept expanding. Of course, that had to be my imagination, right? The last pee dripped out of my cock. The liquid lingered inside the diaper for what seemed like an eternity, before it seeped into the absorbent material, expanding my nappy further.

I fought the urge to look down to see if my diaper had started leaking. Peter lifted his glass to his lips and sipped from it. When he put it back down, a single drop ran down his chin. A pink slip of flesh flicked out of his mouth to catch it. My cock twitched and I wanted to press my hand down.

If you accept Peter into our lives in a long-term arrangement and let him become your Daddy-dom properly… you’ll show us your acceptance by asking Daddy to help you make stickies next time. Mommy’s words chimed in my head.

Images flashed across my mind. Of Daddy flipping me up on the conference table. Daddy rubbing his crotch against my padded one. I couldn’t go back to the way things were before. Because, I realised; I wanted this.

I shifted in my seat, feeling Peter’s eyes on me while someone wrapped up the meeting. Finally.

“Ah, Peter,” I cleared my voice nervously as people rushed to get out of the room. The perks of a meeting just before the weekend.

“Would you mind, uhm. I mean, could I have a word with you?” I said.

“Sure,” he nodded and grinned.

He flipped the lock on the door the second the last person left the room. Window by window, he shut the blinds before he turned to me. My mind went blank when he closed the distance between us. His rich cologne filled the air. I inhaled, pulling the scent of pine and musk into my lungs. He stopped a few inches away, not making contact.

“What did you want to talk about?” he asked when I didn’t say anything.

“I-,“ I reached out, craving for his touch. A need to anchor myself through physical touch. His chest was warm and hard under my hand when I closed the last few inches that separated us. His arms engulfed me and I pulled his earthy scent into my lungs again.

“Peter… I want-” I stopped and considered my words. How could I tell him what I wanted in an easy way?

“I… want you to… touch me,” I said. The deep rumble of his chuckle vibrated through his chest.

“I am touching you,” he answered. Amusement danced in those grey eyes.

“Yes, but I mean. Down there,” I said.

“Down where?” He teased.

“I want you to touch my- you know-” my voice came out a whine. An embarrassing contrast to his deep baritone.

“Does the little man want to make cummies?” he said. I blushed.

“Does the tiny baby pee-pee want Daddy to make him spurt in the diapee?” He continued, a little louder and pinched my cheek.

“Y-yes,” I said, looking away.

“And you understand that it makes you Daddy’s little diaper bitch, too? That I’ll move in with you and Mommy? And that Daddy will also be in charge of you.” This was it. The final moment deciding my future. I swallowed.

“I accept you… as my Daddy-dom, giving you the right to control me the same way I’ve given Mina- Mommy control over me,” I said. He grinned and tilted my head up. His kiss was completely different from Mina’s soft, feminine lips. A hint of stubble brushed my upper lip.

“First rule. To you, my name is Daddy, Daddy P or Daddy Peter, not Peter. Even at work,” he added. I moaned and nodded. He lowered his hands to cup my butt with an arm as the other pulled at the lining of my trousers.

“Diaper check,” he said. He squeezed his hand against my butt before he followed the outline of my diaper through my trousers. I gasped and leaned into his touch. He reached the top of my trousers and tsk-ed.

“Aww, poor naughty little diaperboy, couldn’t hold it and went pee-pee during the meeting, hm? How does that feel? To piss your pants like a little boy while you know everyone around you use the toilet like big boys?” he asked and unbuttoned my trousers before pulling them down in a single, swift motion.

“Wait. Don’t tell me,” he said and rubbed his hand over my diapered erection.

“It makes your tiny cocklet hard. Oh, Baby. Daddy’s going to have so much fun with you and Mommy.”

I gasped as he started to unbutton his own trousers. But before he could get very far, a knock on the door interrupted him. I stiffened. Daddy chuckled and said: “Why don’t you go open the door for Mommy?”

“I-“ I looked up at him, then down at myself. My erection was visible through the wet diaper.

“What if someone sees? What- what if it’s not M-Mommy?” I asked.

“You have to start trusting Daddy. Now go open the door. I won’t repeat myself again,” Daddy said, the threat clear in his voice.

The lock clicked with a twist of my wrist. My heart drummed in my throat as I slowly opened the door an inch to peek outside. Relief rushed through me as my eyes rested on the curvy shape of ‘Mommy’. She reached out and pushed the door open, slipping in through the door and locked it behind her again.

“Good boy, now get your padded tush back to Daddy,” Peter said. I looked from Mina to Peter. He leaned against the conference table. His perfect dark hair framing his face, with not a single hair out of place. My bare feet padded back to him, step by step until I stopped in front of him.

“Why don’t you tell Mommy what you told me earlier?” he asked. But there was no question in his tone. It was a command. I swallowed, desire coursing through me like a taut string. A string that flitted between Peter’s handsome features and Mina’s curvaceous beauty.

“I want Daddy to touch me… down there. I… I accept- want… both of you. As- as my… masters. As Mommy and Daddy,” I said. Daddy’s arms embraced me from behind. He lowered a hand to my diaper, eliciting a moan from my lips. Then Mommy’s breasts were pressing against my throat as she leaned over my shoulder to kiss Daddy.

“I love you, Baby,” she said as she pulled away from the kiss.

“Now… my naughty little diaperboy,” Daddy murmured in my ear and squeezed my diaper. As he did, he was effectively rubbing my dick into my own piss. My eyelids grew heavy through the hazy desire as he continued to release and squeeze against my erection. The soft pressure from Mina’s breasts disappeared. My eyelids opened at half-mast to see her move back to sit on a chair just out of reach.

“I’m not quite sure I remember what you told me you wanted me to do… Why don’t you remind me so Mommy can hear it, too?” Peter said. I shivered when his breath grazed my neck. The sensitive skin prickling at the flittering caress.

“Daddy, please. Touch me… touch me… touch my dick and make me cum,”  I said, shame rushing to my cheeks in a flash of heat.

“Aww, do you want to make stickies, hm? Spurt cum into your diaper with that little pee-pee?”

“Y-yes, please. Please, Daddy,” I begged.

“Since you ask so nicely, you’ll find that Daddy is very merciful to his good little boy. But Daddy wants something in return,” he said. My eyes widened in excitement and fear.

“Mommy told me how much you like it when she straps on a dildo and treats you like a fucktoy. Is that true?” He said, and there was that threatening undertone in his voice again. I gulped.

“Y-yes, Daddy, it’s true,” I whispered.

“Then it’s time Daddy shows you what a real cock feels like,” he said louder. My cock twitched inside the diaper and I moaned. He placed a hand over my mouth, muffling the sound.

“You’ve got to keep your voice down, Baby. We’re still in the office,” he said. When I was quiet, he removed his hand, only to replace it with something else seconds later. I didn’t get a chance to give it a proper look, but the large nipple that entered my mouth and the strap that fastened behind my neck made me think he’d snapped a pacifier gag in place. He grabbed my hands and guided me to lean over the conference table. My cock slid inside the wet folds inside the diaper and I moaned into my new gag at the friction. I pressed my crotch against the conference table, wanting to feel it again.

“That’s it. You’re just a little slut, aren’t you?” Daddy said. His hands pushed down the diaper so it rested just under my ass cheeks. My cock twitched and I moaned in response, nodding my head. I raised my head and locked eyes with my wife… ‘Mommy’. She spread her legs to reveal a glistening wet pussy.

They must’ve planned this. Planned that in the event that I accept Peter as my new Daddy and not just Mina’s temporary fuck, he would take me while my wife watched, stretching his dominance over me further, both in my mind… and my wife’s. Something slick poked at my entrance and I forced myself to relax. He slid a long lube-slicked finger in easily. I moaned into the pacifier gag and pushed back at his finger. He added another before long, then another, stretching my hole, readying it for his thick cock. My own member twitched in anticipation at the thought and rubbed against the soft diaper material each time I moved. In her chair, Mommy pushed a dildo; an exact copy of Daddy’s dick, inside herself. At the same time, Peter pulled out his fingers. His zipper pulled down, the rustle of fabric, and then his cock replaced the fingers, its presence nudging against my ass.

“This is where you belong. This is your place. You’re Mommy and Daddy’s little diapered slut now,” he said as he started to push himself inside. The tight bundle of nerves around my opening throbbed as he continued to push through. It felt like an eternity before he finally pushed himself all the way into the hilt. He stilled, allowing me to adjust to the burning sensation. Then he pulled out, ramming inside again before my body had a chance to tighten.

“Oh, you’re Daddy’s little slut, aren’t you? So tight…” he said. I moaned again, the pain receding with each thrust from his cock. The pain didn’t disappear, but rather, gave way to a pleasure mixed pain instead. The next time he pushed inside, his dick brushed against a bundle of nerves. I couldn’t hold back a scream of pleasure in my surprise. I could practically feel his grin as his thrusts continued with renewed vigour. Each time he thrust, he hit the bundle of nerves, exciting muffled screams from me. He reached one hand to my front and started rubbing me through my diaper while he continued to fuck me.

My eyes fell on Mommy’s body arching in pleasure as she thrust the dildo inside herself. Choosing even a dildo over being fucked by me. The thought crossed my mind just as I exploded my cum into my diaper. I slumped over the table, the muscles in my body out of my control in my post-orgasmic haze. I was vaguely aware of Peter still thrusting himself inside me. Minutes later, he grunted. His cock throbbed inside my ass before strings of semen spurted, hitting the walls inside me. He grunted his release and shoved himself deep inside. I watched as my wife’s body shuddered and cried out her own waves of pleasure as she shoved the dildo inside herself one last time. Behind me, Peter pumped himself lazily in and out of my hole a few more times until his cock slackened. His cum spilt out of me as he pulled out. His cock was still warm, the tip resting between the crack of my bottom for a long moment. I started wondering what he was doing when warm liquid started pouring out from his cock and down my ass, dripping down to my balls before settling into the diaper. I remembered his words from the night before: ‘I always need to piss after a fuck’. And despite the humiliation of becoming Daddy’s personal urinal and my new status as Mommy and Daddy’s diaper slut, I knew I’d reached the right decision.
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“Honey? Is that you?” The moment I stepped inside the house, I was greeted by Julia’s voice calling out to me from the living room.

“Do you know a lot of other people who has keys to our place?” I grinned and pecked her cheek. Instead of the expected smile back, she patted the empty seat on the couch next to her.

“Honey, sit down. I need a few words with you.” My grin faded from her serious tone and I sat down on the couch. After a few minutes of silence I asked her if something was wrong. She smiled at me and patted my hands.

“No, darling, nothing’s wrong. Listen…I…” She stopped mid-sentence and looked thoughtful for a moment before she nodded to herself before she started talking again.

“You left your computer on and I found your porn.” I wasn’t sure what to say. Partly because of the confusion. I always turned my computer off. I was way too paranoid to keep it on. Then the realisation of the implications that this might have on our relationship. It wouldn’t have been a big problem if it was a normal porn with a bit of wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am…but that wasn’t the case.

“Listen, I didn’t snoop around on it. It was still open on the porn site and when I was turning it off I really couldn’t help noticing the page.” She was going to leave me. I knew it.

“Honey, I just want to talk about it. Obviously there’s something missing” I looked down at my thumbs. How was I supposed to explain to my girlfriend that I wanted to wear diapers as a mock punishment? That I enjoy the humiliation to be forced to wear them and then wet them?

We sat in silence for a full minute before she decided to break the silence again.

“Is it that you want me to be in diapers? It’s...not really my thing, but I love you and I really want to talk about this.” I looked at her surprised.

“No, no, no, that’s not it at all! It’s...I dunno. I just kinda...want to wear them myself. It’s confusing and I’ve no idea why, but…” I hid my face in my hands as I hunched over.

“Oh, sweetie, it’s OK. Listen, it’s not like we haven’t experimented with some other BDSM-stuff, this isn’t really much different, you know?” She hugged me and then she pinched my cheek.

“So, mr. nappy-boy, you hungry?”

It was a Friday and it had been a couple of months since the talk with Julia. I had been so sure that she was going to leave me after telling her, but she didn’t. I’m still baffled by it. I thought she had forgotten about it because we didn’t talk about it again. I was too afraid of approaching the subject and she never brought it up and so our lives continued as usual. She left early for work, I got up late to study. I was sitting with my head deeply buried in a book when she returned from work and didn’t even notice she was back before she announced that the dinner was ready. I was famished from not having eaten all day. My nostrils flared at the familiar smell of freshly baked focaccia.

“Thank you, darling, it looks wonderful!” I gave her a peck on the cheek before sitting down. Julia filled our glasses with water which made me notice a key dangling from her wrist which seemed peculiar behaviour even for her.

“Why do you have a key around your wrist?” Her face lit up in a smile.

“I’m glad you asked, but I’m afraid you’ll have to find that out for yourself. The only thing you need to know is that this key is mine and I am solely responsible for everything that it unlocks. Eat your food before it gets cold” and with that, she stabbed her fork into her food, lifted it to her mouth and started eating. Not having eaten all day, I ate half the food quickly before my stomach told my brain it was full. As I usually do, I started to move some of the food from my plate over to Julia’s plate which was already empty. She raised an eyebrow before returning the piece of bread.

“Adults finish all their food”. I looked at her stubbornly and started to poke around on my plate, slowly and with much less enthusiasm eating the food.

“Not all adults finish their food.” I retorted back when I realised that I wouldn’t be able to finish my plate.

“Yes, they do. If you’re not an adult, you just have to say so, and I’ll take away the plate for you.” I stared at her. I was a grown man and she was starting to treat me like a child.

“Well? Are you a little boy, or an adult?” I looked down at the food and shuffled the food around on my plate.

“Adults don’t play with their food either”. Her eyes were shining with amusement when I looked at her with my cheeks burning before I finally muttered

“Well, I’m not going to be able to finish eating this.”

“Then you’re not an adult.” I clenched my jaw, closed my eyes and breathed through my nose to calm my irritation.

“Fine.” I finally let out through my gritted teeth.

“See, that wasn’t so hard now, was it?” Julia patted my head as she took my plate and my glass and put it in the kitchen. After a few seconds I could hear the kettle being put on and the clink of two cups being put down on the counter and a minute later, she brought two fresh cups of tea to the table as well as a deck of cards.

“Be careful, my love, it’s a bit hot.” The condescending tone in her voice made my eyes narrow.

“I am aware that boiling water is hot...darling.” I felt particularly proud of the added sarcastic tone at the end. She just smiled back at me and gave the tea bag a few pulls before putting it on a separate plate.

“Would you like to play a round of cards? It’s not quite bedtime yet.” I eyed the tea cup, then the key around her wrist suspiciously before nodding my agreement.

After some time playing cards, my bladder started to fill up and I stood up to go to the bathroom. As I suspected I found it locked. I trailed my way back to the table, looked at Julia and asked why the bathroom was locked. She looked at me with mock innocence and smiled whilst fondling the key.

“Because only adults get to use the bathroom”. I stared at her.

“And you, mister, have not acted like an adult today. In fact, you even admitted to being a child yourself”. I didn’t know what to respond to that as I remembered that I had agreed to not being an adult in order to be able to put away the plate. I looked at her with a growing sense of annoyance.

“Well, what do you propose I do then?” She smiled as she calmly shuffled the cards.

“Well...if you really are an adult, you’ll hold yourself.” I could do that. Surely... I’d held myself for hours before. But then again, I hadn’t been downing a cup of tea at the time.

“Unless you really aren’t an adult, of course. Because we don’t want you to have an accident now, do we?” I was trying to calculate my abilities in my head.

“Listen. These are your options: 1, you simply hold yourself and succeed in doing so, it’s not that difficult if you’re an adult. 2, you try and hold yourself, fail and have an accident, which will force me to put a diaper on you or 3, you admit that you’re not adult enough to hold yourself, we avoid the accident and put a diaper on you straight away.” I wanted to run away. This was out of my control and I had no way of getting around it. I looked at her again with a feeling of defeat.

“Fine”. She looked up at me from her chair and somehow made me feel smaller than her, even when she was sitting down.

“Fine what?” I let out a groan.

“Fine! Put me in that damn diaper before I have an accident!”

“Remove that language and ask nicely and I’ll accommodate your needs”. I looked away and stared at a particularly interesting point in the wall as my mind was racing, trying to find different options, but none would come to mind.  

“Please put me in a diaper before I have an accident?” My tone was slightly more humbled and she smiled before standing up, took my hand and started to lead me towards the bathroom.

“Good boy.” She found a blanket from one of the drawers in the bathroom and spread it out on the floor before instructing me to remove my trousers and my boxers and lie down on my back. Then she opened another drawer, took out a diaper and moved towards me.

“Come on, raise that cute butt of yours for me.” I did as she said whilst looking sideways. What was I doing? I was a grown man who willingly had a diaper put on me by my girlfriend. And the worst part of this was that my dick was half erect as she fastened one tape and then the other…

The full story is available here.
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