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My wife’s lover and my new ‘Daddy’, Peter, closed the door to the apartment behind the three of us. It had only been a few hours since I had accepted him as a permanent part of Mina’s and my life. But already, he was stepping into the role as a dominant partner with a natural ease that I could only admire.

He turned his tall, handsome body towards me and flashed me one of his brilliant smiles.

“OK, come on, Baby. Off with your clothes. You know you can’t wear big boy clothes at home,” he said.

My cock twitched from the underlying command his voice possessed. I looked down at the floor and shifted my weight from one foot to the other. The movement only made me feel the heavy diaper between my legs. The diaper, which was now very full of the contents from both my own and his bladder.

This was what I had become. A diaper slave. And the worst part was that I wanted it.

The sensation of the nappy shifting along with my weight, sent a cascade of heat rushing from my neck, quickly spreading to my cheeks.

Peter chuckled and ruffled my hair.

“Aww, poor Baby. Are you shy?” said Mommy. I averted my eyes.

“Well, the quicker you accept that little boys and girls who wet their diapers have forfeited their right to be shy, the easier this is going to be for you,” said Daddy.

I averted my eyes and started to fumble with the buttons of my shirt. My fingers shook slightly and made it more difficult to push the buttons through the holes properly. It didn’t help that I could feel their unfaltering gazes on me the entire time.

“Oh, Baby. Here, let me help you,” Mommy said and pushed away my fingers. The heat in my face seemed to increase by several degrees at her words. She made me feel completely incapable of doing anything myself. And Peter’s presence made it even worse. Because I wanted him to like me. And there was still a large part of me that still couldn’t quite fathom that my inferiority was exactly what he liked about me.

“That’s better. Now give those clothes to Daddy,” said Mommy and handed me the clothes she’d just taken off me.

He smiled as he grabbed the clothes from my hands. A huge grin that promised mischief.

“Come here, baby,” he said and wrapped his hand around my wrist.

He pulled me into the kitchen, where he stopped and let go of my wrist. He turned to me while he reached for the knob on one of the kitchen drawers. It creaked as he pulled it open. His fingers wrapped around a pair of scissors.

My eyes widened as he brought it up to my clothes.

He grinned.

“Today, you stopped being a boy. Since you’re no longer a boy, you won’t need these,” he said and brought the sharp edge of the scissors down on the fabric.

"No!" I said and reached out a hand. But it was too late. The fabric came apart easily in his hands. I couldn’t escape the ripping sound of it.

I winced and let my arm fall limply to my side again. 

I was no longer in charge. It was no longer my job to decide what I could or couldn’t wear. My shoulders sank down in defeat. Then, a horrifying thought occurred to me.

“Wh—what will I wear at work?” I asked. Peter smirked and finished cutting through the last garment.

“Something more… appropriate,” he said.  

Something more appropriate? I shuddered at the thought of what he and Mina might consider more appropriate than my suit. And yet, I couldn’t shake the feeling of excitement that accompanied the knowledge.

It didn’t take long before I found out.

After daddy finished destroying my clothes, he and mommy pushed me to the bedroom where I’d woken up that morning.

The door to the room should have been my first clue. In bright pink letters, it proudly declared its resident: ‘Princess Chrissy’s Room’.

But inside was worse. I froze in the doorway and stared.

What met me, was a towering wall of pink – both literally and figuratively. Everything inside the room was either princess pink or in shades of white. From the bright pink walls with a garishly girly border of unicorns and lush ribbons, to the large mirror on the door to the walk-in closet.

The large king size bed was gone. In its place was a four-poster princess bed, complete with a veil, which cascaded down the sides like an oversized curtain.

There was nothing recognisable about the room anymore.

“Do you like it?” mommy’s words brought me out of my shocked haze.

“Like it?” I asked incredulously and turned to her. She beamed back at me.

"We hired some people to come and fix it while we were at work. I must say, they've been quite efficient," said mommy.

“I– This is… my room? My bed?” I said. Mina sniggered.

“What, you didn’t think you could sleep in mommy and daddy’s room all the time?” she said.

It was all suddenly very real how my life had changed in just a single day.

Peter was going to share my wife’s bed while I lay here in the room next to them and listened to how he fucked her. How he pleasured her like I never could.

“Oh, but don’t you worry. You’re going to be mommy and daddy’s special princess… So, you might get to sleep in our room from time to time. And daddy is going to teach you to be a big sissy, so sometimes I’ll come and give you some special lessons in here,” said Daddy.

“Would you like that, baby?” said Mommy.

I blushed and looked away. She giggled.

“Oh, I think she does. I bet she’s really excited about trying to be a big sissy for Daddy,” she said and grinned.

“Now, let’s have a look and see if we can’t find something you can wear for daddy,” said Mommy and walked over to open the walk-in closet.

She went inside and emerged two minutes later, holding a baby pink tennis skirt, a pair of white and pink cotton leggings, and a white shirt with matching pink letters. My eyes skimmed over the letters. ‘Daddy’s Little Princess’. It looked like it would be a couple of sizes too small for me.

This was really happening. I wasn’t just going to be their diaper-wearing plaything. I was going to be their diaper-wearing sissy plaything. And something told me that they weren't joking about making me wear women's clothes at work as well, as soon as the weekend was over. 

Before I could ponder it any further, my wife interrupted my thoughts.

“Come here and let Mommy help you dress up for Daddy,” she said.

I took a few, tentative steps towards her. As soon as I was within reach, she grabbed me and turned me around to face Peter.

All the while, the heavy, wet diaper crinkled and squelched between my legs. I wanted to ask for a change. But would she interpret a request for a diaper change as me trying to get out of wearing girl’s clothes? I didn’t know and I wasn’t particularly interested in finding out, either.     

Daddy caught my eyes for a brief moment. I broke the eye contact, distracted by the movement of his hand. I swallowed audibly and watched him reach down to stroke the growing bulge between his legs.

I licked my lips. He was enjoying this, I realised. He was actually enjoying watching me like this. Submissive. Humiliated.

I blushed but couldn’t manage to look away. His mouth parted in a slow, wide grin.

“That’s right, princess. Daddy likes watching his queen and princess be pretty for him,” he said and continued to rub the front of his trousers.

Something brushed my ankles. I looked down to see Mommy’s hands holding the skirt ready for me to step inside it.

It made me feel so infantile to not even be allowed to dress myself. And yet, I stepped one leg after the other into the opening, like a good little sissy. Soon, the soft fabric brushed against my smooth skin as Mommy slid the skirt up until it reached my waist.

She zipped it up. It was tight but not too tight. It was a strange feeling after wearing trousers my whole life. I glanced down, somehow expecting something to be missing. But no, the skirt was short, but it was in place. As I looked down at myself, my heart sank with realisation. The skirt might have been able to hide a nappy that wasn’t sagging from the weight of all the liquid. At least if I didn’t bend over. But as it was, with my full diaper underneath, I was sure it would be highly visible. Even without bending over.

I resisted the urge to feel with my hands if the skirt covered my nappy or not. Across from me, Daddy’s huge erection was practically begging to be released. And inside my nappy, my traitorous cocklette stirred at the mere thought of kneeling in front of him.

“Arms up, princess,” said Mina and forced my attention back to her.

I did as she asked, and soon, the soft, thin cotton sweater was pressed down over my head.

I looked down at myself again. The sweater barely covered my elbows and stopped right above my belly button. I felt like a whore. And, I suspected that was exactly how they wanted me to appear.

“There we go, almost done,” Mommy said and held the stockings in front of me.

“Honey, look. Doesn’t she look precious?” Mommy said when she was finally done. In addition to the outfit, she’d done my make-up and fastened a high quality, blonde wig over my hair. As she styled the wig into a pair of pigtails, she’d winked and told me that it was only temporary until they could get me proper extensions.

I glanced at Daddy and blinked, not used to the black lashes that now framed my eyes. His eyes roamed over my body hungrily. He lifted a hand and beckoned me closer. I swallowed and started to move awkwardly in my new pumps.

I heard the skirt rustle against the diaper with each step. I stopped when I was right in front of him.

“Does Daddy’s little princess want to pretend to be a big girl like Mommy?” he said and reached out his hand to pull me closer. I swallowed and nodded my head.

“Yes, Daddy,” I whispered. He began pulling me down towards the floor with one hand and used the other to pop open the buttons of his trousers.

“Kneel, sissy,” he said. I licked my lips and put my hands on the armchair for support as I lowered myself onto the cold, hard, wooden floor.

The zipper came down in an angry rip and freed his massive erection. I placed my hands on his knees and pushed my head closer to his massive member.

“Good girl, princess,” he said and caught his cock in a firm grip. I leaned closer and stuck my tongue out towards it.

He brought his member to my cheek in a slap.

“Beg for it, sissy,” he said. I raised my eyes to gaze up at him through thickly set lashes. He grinned.

“Please, Daddy,” I said, licking my lips. He slapped my face with his cock again.

“Please what, sissy?” he said.

“Daddy, can I please suck your cock?”

He smirked.

“You want to suck Daddy’s cock? Is that what you just said? You want Daddy’s big, throbbing dick in your mouth?” As he spoke, he started teasing the tip of his cock around the edges of my lips. Inside my wet nappy, my tiny cocklette stirred and twitched.

"Yes, Daddy. Please, please let me suck your cock," I said. He raised an eyebrow and moved his cock to the centre of my mouth. I parted my lips to accommodate his girth.

“Yes, baby, you may suck Daddy’s cock,” he said. His hand grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head down toward his lap.

The remnants of urine rolled over my tongue. Bitter and acidic. I let him push my head all the way down to his lap, forcing his dick to the back of my throat. The curls of his pubic hair teased my nostrils as he kept me in place. I gagged but he didn’t let go. Instead, he tightened his grip to make me refrain from moving.

“Breathe, princess,” Daddy said.

I draw a shaky breath through my nose. The intake of breath was full of him. The hairs surrounding his cock another reminder of my own smooth, unmanly skin.

The thick mushroom cap bulged in my throat and another gag forced its way through my throat.

“And breathe out,” he said. His hand wrapped softly around my throat as he spoke. His thumb stroked the sensitive skin in soothing circles, trying to make me relax.

I breathed out and felt a trickle of liquid run down my nose. I looked up at him. The vision was blurry from the tears gathering at the corner of my eyes. I felt disgusting and filthy, unable to keep my face clean. Fear that he’d reject me and find me disgusting, too made the tears in my eyes threaten to spill over.

His massive rod bobbed in my throat as my body tried to swallow the spit that was starting to pool inside my mouth. But I couldn’t get anything past his huge cock. 

“Good sissy,” he said and kept rubbing my throat with his hand.

Soft hands touched my back and began stroking me in smooth caresses. A trace of my wife’s passionfruit scent accompanied the touch and mingled with Daddy’s musky smell.

Slowly, I felt myself relax. Muscle memory forced me to swallow again. But barely any spit travelled past the bull’s cock.

My mouth was so wide apart, and I felt the water gather in my mouth without anywhere to go. I swallowed. And again, trying desperately to avoid the drool from trickling out of my mouth.

His fingers tightened in my hair with each swallow and kept me down with a suppressed groan. His cock bobbed along with the movement of the muscles in my throat.

“There’s a good sissy,” murmured Mina.

I whimpered; a sound that was muffled by his cock.

Slowly, he pulled my head upwards and his throbbing erection retreated from my throat, glided over my tongue and out of the warmth I provided.

My spittle dripped down my chin as he pulled out. I looked up to meet his eyes. His eyelids were hooded, casting a shadow which turned his eyes almost black with desire.

A realisation hit me as I looked at him. I'm the one who's made him like this. He was turned on because of me. And something warm swelled up inside my chest. A warm, blooming sensation. Pride?

My tongue darted out and stretched to reach for his cock. It found his pulsing rod and lapped at it. He was warm. He wrapped a large fist around himself and slapped his dick against my tongue playfully. He repeated the motion several times, slapping his cock on my cheek, my chin, my tongue.

Desperate, I tried to catch his cock but each time it hit my skin, he only lingered for a short moment before withdrawing it again.

“Come on, princess, you can do it. Come on, catch it. Catch daddy’s cock. I know you want to,” he said.

I blinked and doubled my efforts. I knew that he was toying with me. That he was making me degrade myself. But I couldn’t seem to stop myself. And I’m not sure I wanted to, either.

Finally, I captured his cock by placing a hand around it. My fingers are long, but even so, I had difficulty closing them around his girth. Hungrily, I wrapped my mouth around him again.

“That’s right. Oh yes, you’re Daddy’s personal, little slut, aren’t you? Just a little cock sucker,” his voice was gruff.

He grunted and pushed his hips upwards with one hand still behind my head. I took a deep breath through my nose as his thick long shaft slide inside my mouth and down my throat.

Just like before, my body jerked slightly in an instinctive gag at the invasion. Only this time, it took slightly longer for the reflexes to kick in. I pulled my head backwards, but his hand kept me firmly in place until I stop struggling.

A few seconds passed. Satisfied that I didn’t try to move, he pulled back again, slowly.

“Good sissy. There’s a good little cock sucker,” he said.

Before I could adjust and swallow, he grunted and shoved himself down my throat again in a single, smooth movement.

I drew a deep breath through my nose and tried to adjust to the forceful invasion of my throat. This time, he pulled his cock back before my body could react by gagging.

My relief was short-lived and before long, he’d rammed himself down my throat yet again.

It filled my mouth. The spit that had gathered in my mouth was forced out of the way, and, with nowhere to go, began to roll down my cheek. I raised a hand to dry it, but Mina caught my arms and forced them behind my back before I could finish.

“Oh, no. We’ll have to teach you to be a good little whore who can take Daddy’s cock without using your hands… It’ll make it so much easier for you if you already know what to do when you’re tied up,” she murmured.

I moaned as images of being held in place with rope, unable to move and completely at their mercy, flashed across my mind.

My moan vibrated in my throat and caused Daddy’s cock to twitch and release a few drops of pre-cum, which trickled down inside me like smooth honey.

Mina’s tits pressed against my back. Her nipples were hard with arousal. Another muffled moan escaped me as she pressed a hand against my diaper. She giggled.

“Oh, my…” she said and rubbed my diaper.

“It feels like Daddy’s little Princess really enjoys her quality playtime with Daddy.”

I whimpered in response, unable to deny her accusation. She continued to rub my nappy as Peter’s thrusts down my throat came with increasing speed.

I looked up and met his eyes. He let out a rugged grunt and pushed himself all the way to the hilt. I whimpered around his cock and bucked my hips forward into Mommy’s waiting hand. It slapped against her with a loud, wet squelch.

I should be ashamed of what I’ve become. But instead, I moaned and continued to crave every humiliating second that they bestowed upon me.

“You’re Daddy’s little diaper slut,” Daddy said and tightened his grip on my hair. I blinked, my vision filled with the curly wisps of the hair that crowns his cock.

I moaned a response and closed my eyes. Mommy’s hand stroked the front of my nappy and I moan again. I could already feel how my control was slipping. They were going to make me cum in my nappies again.

As the thought slid through my mind, Daddy pulled his cock out of my throat. With a long, agonising movement, it slides out until I could feel its head resting on the tip of my tongue. I was only given a few seconds before he rammed it inside once again. And again. Until, with effortless control, Daddy had worked up a steady rhythm.

Again and again, he rammed his member down my throat until I feel raw. Still, he kept going.

My dick twitched and my hips bucked forwards, trying to match Daddy’s thrusts. But instead of burying my cock down someone’s throat, I was burying it into the warm, wet, soggy crevices of my used diaper. I omitted loud, wet squelches as my thrusts grew more frantic, more desperate.

Behind me, Mommy’s breasts were warm against my back. My cock twitched and strained inside the nappy, wanting desperately for a release. It was only a matter of seconds before I would lose control and splutter my cum into the diapers to mix with the other liquids.

Mommy must’ve known how close I was because she murmured: “Does the little sissy want to make cummies in her diapees?”

Her murmur was loud enough for Daddy to hear, and chuckle mixed with his grunt as he pushed himself down my throat. My throat tightened in a whimper around his cock.

“Mhhgs,” I say, my answer muffled by his massive rod. I pushed my hips forwards again and was rewarded with another loud squelch from the used nappy.

She chuckled. I look up at Daddy to see a wide grin spread on his face. His eyes searched for hers until their eyes met over my head as he continues to force himself down my throat in a steady, forceful rhythm.

“I love watching you face-fuck her,” she said. I turned my gaze down to the cock again. The force of his thrusts was making it difficult to focus on anything else.

Above me, I could hear the sounds of their lips meeting in an intimate kiss. My cheeks flushed as the reality of the situation hit me. Another man was kissing my wife while I was sucking his cock. I closed my eyes.

My own thrusts turned even more desperate, but I didn’t dare to cum. Not yet. Not without permission. But if I didn’t get it soon, I wouldn’t be able to hold back.

“Mphhssh,” my plea came out as an unintelligible mess.

“Oh, little Sissy. Do you want to make cummies in your nappies that bad?” Mommy’s voice said.

“Yhshh,” I said.

“Go on, Baby. Be a little sissy girl and make your messes in your diaper where they belong,” she said.

As the last word left her mouth, I felt my balls tense. Soon, my tiny cocklette pulsed and began spurting drops of cum into my diaper.

I screamed my release around his cock. He groaned and grunted, increasing his speed with renewed vigour as I slacken at his feet.

Hazed and relaxed after my climax, my body accepted his cock without any of its previous stress. He buried his cock in my throat again and again, until I thought I couldn’t take it anymore.

Then, he pulled himself out. I opened my eyes and watched as he began stroking himself. He leaned back, hips arching.

His cock throbbed. It was the only warning I got before thick, milky ribbons shot out of his enormous dick. They flew towards me in an arch. I couldn’t stop my body from flinching as the first load splattered across my face. 

He pumped his fist over his member again. It pulsed and released another load. It glided through the air between us and landed on my new sweater in a messy glob across the pink ‘r’ in Princess.

I looked up from my sweater, just in time for another load to land on my chin. I flicked my tongue out absentmindedly to the side and reached for his salty essence.

He let out a content sigh and leaned back, pumping his fist slowly up and down his cock, as if to squeeze out the last drops of cum from his cock.

He relaxed his fingers. Small rivers of cum ran down from the head and across his fingers.

Then, his free hand grabbed my hair and pushed me forwards. I wrapped my lips around his cock to clean him, eager to please like a good sissy.

“Good sissy,” said my wife as I flicked my tongue over his fingers to remove the excess liquid.

When I was done, he pushed my face gently away before he tucked his dick back inside his pants and began to button up his trousers again.

He made a beckoning gesture with his hand towards me and smiled.

“Come sit on daddy’s lap, princess. Daddy wants to check your diaper,” he said.

My blush was instantly hot in my cheeks. But I did as he said, not daring to disobey.

I winced as the diaper made a loud, crinkly squelch when my weight pushed it down onto his lap. I look down. The pink tennis skirt had slid up when I straddled Daddy’s lap and did nothing to hide my wet diaper. It had gotten a distinguished discolouration from all the liquids.

He followed my gaze and chuckled. He cupped my diaper with one of his hands. My eyes widened in horror as I realised how full my bladder was.

I whimpered and clenched down, trying not to give in. 

“Uh-oh. Looks like someone had a big accident in their pampers, didn’t they? Would you like to tell daddy what you did in your diapees?” He said. I looked away, knowing that any moment, I might have another accident.

“Come on, Sissy, you can tell me,” he said. I bit my lip before I opened my mouth to answer him.

“I–” I began. But before I could get another word out, the warm flow of fresh urine began to run into the diaper. I closed my eyes, not wanting to look at him. I imagined how the warmth was spreading in the diaper and making him feel exactly what I was doing.

“Baby, are you making a pee-pee in your diapees?” he asked, his tone stern. I fluttered my eyes open as I felt the last drops of piss leave my body.

“I–I… Yes, Daddy,” I said. He chuckled.

“I suppose we can’t expect anything else from little sissies. Though, if you tell Daddy with your words, what you did in your diapers, you might still get a diaper change,” he said and smiled.

“I– I wet my diapers,” I said without meeting his eyes. He nodded, his expression serious.

“You sure did. And look at the mess on your new sweater. Do you know what that makes you?” he asked. I looked down, my cheeks still warm with embarrassment.

“It makes me Daddy’s little sissy diaper slut,” I said, my voice a whisper. He nodded, a satisfied expression across his face.

“That’s right. Good Sissy,” he said. He put a hand on my chin and lifted it up to look at him.

“Now, since you’re such a good Sissy, I’ll let you have a diaper change. Would you like that?”

When I didn’t answer, he prompted me again: “Do you want Daddy to give you a diaper change?”

My blush deepened and I nodded.

His strong arms wrapped around my waist and he lifted me effortlessly. He carried me to the new changing station as if I didn’t weigh anything.

The nappy released another loud squelch as he put me down on top of the changing table. I winced at the sound.

He pressed a hand to my chest, splaying his fingers over the letters on the sweater, prompting me to lay down. I let myself be pushed down onto the changing station.

Once I was lying down, his hands brushed the tennis skirt upwards to reveal the full diaper. My cheeks grew warmer.

“Look at you, baby. Such a little potty princess. I bet you want this off, don’t you?” said daddy.

I nodded.

“Yes, please,” I said.

He chuckled and brought his big, masculine fingers up to the edge of my diaper. The tape ripped off with a tearing sound.

I winced.

The other tape made another loud rip as he tore it away from the diaper. Two more rips. Two more winces.

Finally, he grabbed the front of the diaper and pulled it down from my crotch. Immediately, the heaviness of it became noticeable when the diaper no longer covered my crotch.

Air rushed over my skin, making it cold after the wetness of the nappy. I looked down at myself. My now limp cocklette looked so infantile and feminine with the old diaper in the background.

He reached down to one of the drawers, opened it and pulled out a large, pink diaper with princess symbols printed all over the backing.

I swallowed. I wouldn’t even be allowed the neutrality of white diapers. Even the gender-neutral print on the old diapers was better than this. Now, it would be apparent how much they’d turned me into their sissy. From my protective underwear to my skirt. Or perhaps they hadn’t turned me into anything at all. Perhaps that was what I’d been all along. A sissy. And they were simply guiding me into my rightful place underneath them.

I watched as he unwrapped it and revealed its hourglass shape. With one hand, he pulled the old nappy away and placed it aside before he wrapped his powerful hands around my ankles. In an effortless sweep of motion, he lifted my bottom half upwards. I felt weightless where I hovered in the air as he slid the crisp, fresh diaper underneath me. Once in place, he lowered me carefully onto the soft welcoming cushion of it.

The soft cottony material felt like a tender caress against my sensitive skin. I almost sighed from content at the soft dryness of it, a sharp and welcome contrast to the previous wetness.

“There’s my good little princess,” said daddy. He brushed a hand over my hair with surprising tenderness before he opened another drawer and produced a box of baby wipes.

The almost too sweet scent drifted through the air as he pulled a sheet from the box.

It was cool and smooth against my warm skin. A soap-scented, wet kiss over my skin. I closed my eyes. In the darkness of my eyelids, the sensation of his caressing, gentle swipe became amplified. I shuddered, small goosebumps prickling my skin where he’d let the wipe brush over it.

My skin now felt cool and clean. I couldn’t stop a small smile from spreading at the corners of my mouth.

The sensation of his sweeping strokes disappeared and I opened my eyes, just in time to see him place the last wipe inside the old nappy. I felt my cheeks heat again when I saw how much it had swollen from its original size. I was amazed at how much it had been able to hold without leaking.

Peter turned his head back to me and met my eyes as he reached a hand to grab a bottle of talcum powder from the edge of the changing table. He tilted the bottle and turned it on its head over my crotch. The soft, cloudy powder drizzled down and landed on my skin.

My teeth caught my bottom lip and bit down in a nervous gesture. Thoughts of insecurity kept fluttering through my mind. I couldn’t seem to wrap my head around why my wife and Peter enjoyed this. How my new Daddy could find a grown man in diapers attractive…

The sound of plastic on wood made me look up, only to see Peter’s hand grip the front of the diaper and push it upwards to cover my genitals. He smiled down at me as he tucked away my cocklette behind the padding. He drew the tapes over my waist, one by one. And within moments, he was done. He patted the diaper lightly before he brushed my skirt down to cover it again.

I caught a glimpse of myself in one of the mirrors in the room. Everything about what I was wearing was so very… pink. And girly. And now, even my diaper was pink.

But at least the skirt covered my nappy. If only barely. It was still better than nothing.

“Now, what do we say to Daddy, Princess?” said Mommy.

I looked down at my feet.

“Thank you, daddy,” I mumbled.

“Good girl,” he said. He tilted my head upwards. His grey eyes were so warm with affection. I felt my heart beat speed up as his face came closer.

His lips were warm against mine when he kissed me. I let out a whimper. The sound of my own voice surprised me. I couldn’t recognise my own voice anymore. It was so light. So… feminine.

When he broke the kiss, I almost started giggling like a schoolgirl receiving a kiss from her crush for the first time.

I blushed and looked away.

“Mommy and Daddy love you, Princess. Now, why don't you have a nap like a good, little sissy while the adults go into the room next door and… talk?" he said. 

My cheeks continued to burn as he took hold of Mina’s hand and pulled her into the room next door. And they continued to burn as their screams of passion penetrated the walls to my new, pink room.

And as Daddy thrust his cock into my wife, again and again, I couldn't stop the feeling of envy from rising within me. Not envy of him for fucking Mina. No, what I was feeling was envy of her for having his cock buried inside her.

And as this feeling rose within me, I began to realise exactly how far under his spell I’d slipped.

Keep reading for a sneak peek of Dylan Katana's erotic diaper romance Hard & Diapered: My Wet, Scandinavian Holiday.
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“Look, I wanted to… talk before we head back to my place,” she said and leaned closer. The pulse in my throat sped up. I cleared my throat and tried to respond in an even voice: “Um… about what? Ah!” I ended the sentence with a yelp as she squeezed my thigh. My throat seemed to tighten as I watched the hand move further up my thigh. She leaned closer until I felt her breath brush against my neck.

“You know how I mentioned that I enjoy being in control of my partners?” she said in a low murmur.

“Uh-huh,” I said. My groin was getting painfully tighter with each passing second.

“Here’s the thing… I want to be completely in control. Do you think you can do that for me… to give up control of yourself to me for an entire week?” said Frida.

Her hand stopped right next to my groin and the world was still for a moment.

“None of my guests so far have been able to fulfil my needs, and I would understand it if you don’t want to,” she added. For a single moment, I thought I could hear vulnerability in her tone.

“Is this what you really want? A… sex slave?” I asked, trying to understand her demand a little clearer before I gave her an answer. She smirked.

“Not quite but. In a way, I suppose it’s comparable,” she said and stroked my thigh absentmindedly. The tips of her fingers brushed my cock and my mind went blank for a moment. Fuck it, if that’s what it took to be with this woman, I’d gladly take it.

“If that’s what you want, I’ll give it to you,” I said. She beamed.

“But I warn you, I can be a bit extreme…” she said and stroked her fingers all the way across my crotch. I closed my eyes and let out a shaky breath.

“Do you still want it?” she asked. I nodded and managed to croak out another ‘yes’.

“Oh, good boy,” she said, still smiling. Then, she closed her teeth around my earlobe. The hard, white protrusions raked lightly along my skin before she let go.

“Do you want to know a secret?” I stared down at the hand that was resting dangerously close to my cock. I nodded. She moved her hand to stroke the growing bulge in my jeans. I glanced about the park nervously, but the park was as desolate as it had been all along.

“I’m not wearing any panties under this skirt,” she said and lowered her lips to the sensitive skin of my neck. I drew a sharp intake of breath at her words. She scooted closer and before I knew it, she was straddling my lap with one thigh placed on either side of my legs. I looked down straight into her cleavage, my imagination running wild at the thought of her naked pussy currently pressing against my trousers. My cock pushed at her, desperate to tear free from the fabric and rub against her.

For a short moment, I was nervous that she would be disappointed at the size, which she had to be able to feel. But as she ground herself onto it and let out a small moan, I started to imagine how wet her pussy was for me and lost myself in the moment. She pressed closer.

“You’re going to be a good and obedient boy for me, aren’t you?” murmured Frida into my ear.

“Yes,” I said and, after a moment, added: “Miss”.

“Good boy,” she smiled sweetly at me, leaned down and then I felt her soft, warm lips against mine. It was so unexpected, though I suppose I should have seen it coming. I stiffened before I relaxed into the embrace and placed my arms around her.

She moaned. It was a sound that was enough to drive me wild. She pressed against me, and again I imagined how her pussy was dripping with desire for me. Heat from our embrace seemed to gather in my loin. I returned her moan and was slightly surprised at how much it sounded like a whimper. She ground her cunt against my jeans, sending jolts of pleasure along my cock. She sighed into my ear and my fingers tightened around her waist. Somewhere at the edges of my consciousness, I became aware of a dripping sound, like water from a drain dripping into a small puddle after a rainy night. It brought my mind to her dripping wet pussy once more. The warmth in my crotch spread and I bucked my hips involuntarily.

Suddenly frustrated at the fabric keeping my cock from entering her, I retrieved one of my hands from her waist and edged down the length of her skirt. She stopped it before I could slip it under her skirt.

“Nah-uh,” she said and clicked her tongue.

“No touching yet. Did you forget that we’re in public?” she said. Her hand gripped my wrist and forced it over my head. She kissed me again and this time, the sound that escaped my lips was definitely a whimper. Too soon, she ended the kiss. She gave me a wide smile when she pulled away from our kiss. The movement gave me a pang of loss. But at the sight of her smile, which held promises of what was to come, I quickly forgot the emptiness she left when she moved away.

“What do you say if I suggest we get back to my place and continue this in private?” she asked with a wink.

“Well, I think that would be an excellent suggestion,” I said and returned her smile. She unwrapped herself from my lap. As she stepped away, it was as if she took some of my warmth with her. The wind, which before had seemed warm, now seemed to send a chill straight to my crotch. Almost as if… She was staring at my crotch. I looked down, following her gaze. There, spreading out from my crotch, was a large dark spot. I stared at it, not comprehending the implications of that spot at first. Surely, I hadn’t…?

“Oh, my! What have you done? Did you pee your pants?”

The full story is available on Amazon here.
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