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The cab door slammed shut next to me, effectively trapping me inside with my wife and her boyfriend. But of course, I had to address them as ‘Mommy’ and ‘Daddy’.

It was Friday night and it had only been a couple of hours since we got home from work. I tugged my pink skirt down in a nervous tick, trying to cover my still dry nappy as best as I could.

A lot had happened in the few hours between work and getting into the taxi.

The most obvious and visible change, of course, being my new sissy outfit. Complete with a short, pink tennis skirt, which barely hid my bright pink princess diaper. The outfit also came with a cum stain on my new sweater – a gift I’d received from Daddy after work.

It had been so humiliating how he’d made me beg to suck his cock while Mommy was watching. But more humiliating, was how much I’d enjoyed it. So much that I’d humped my soiled nappies until I emptied myself into them. My tiny cock twitched from the memory and I glanced around inside the car, desperately trying to find anything that could distract me.

That turned out to be a mistake.

The cab driver cast a glance at us in the rear-view mirror. His eyes bore straight into mine before he twisted his upper body around to look at me directly.

My fingers fisted the hem of the skirt nervously as the driver followed the curve of my body in an appreciative stare. My cocklette jumped and started to rise from the attention. His lips parted in a knowing grin.

I averted my eyes and felt the burning in my cheeks.

“So, where are we headed tonight?” he asked when he was finally done staring at me like I was a sex object.

But that was what they wanted. Mina and Peter, that is.

Before we’d left our apartment, Daddy had entered my new room naked. His massive cock was still hard and glistening after the pounding he’d given Mina. My eyes had been drawn to it as if it was a magnetic field. Huge and magnificent.

He made me crawl over to him and lick him clean. The taste of Mommy mixed with his strong, musky flavour and rolled over my tongue as I lapped at him.

He yanked my hair and made me look up at him.

“Now, Princess. You’re going to come out with Mommy and Daddy. It’ll be easier for you to adjust to your new life as our little Princess if we start now.”

And a few minutes later, we’d gone outside to wait for the cab. The worst part was that I didn’t actually want to protest. While a smaller part of me was terrified at being exposed in women’s clothes, the larger part of me was excited.

When we arrived at our destination, Peter handed the driver the money and ushered us toward a building. I recognized it instantly. Back when my wife had been my mistress and not my… Mommy, we’d frequently visited this club.

The short skirt I was wearing rustled loudly against the nappy with each step. My hands kept reaching for the hem of the skirt to make sure it still covered my nappy. I expected someone to call out our names in recognition at any moment.

I didn’t dare look up, afraid I would see someone familiar. Or rather, I wasn’t so afraid that I would recognise others. No, I was nervous that they would recognise me. And I was certain that many of the people we knew would be there. And they would see me like this. See how my new Daddy had become Mommy’s boyfriend. See how I was now demoted to their sissy plaything in nappies.

“Come here, Princess. Hold Daddy’s hand,” said Peter and took my hand in his. It was big and rough around mine. As if I needed something else to make me feel smaller than him.

The bouncer leered at me. I suddenly felt more vulnerable. Exposed and objectified. The same feelings I’d felt when the cab driver had looked at me earlier.

His eyes dropped to the cum stain on my sweater. Then, he looked at Mina before his gaze stopped at Peter. At Peter’s arm, now disappearing behind my back. I drew a sharp breath as I felt his hand at the hem of my skirt. I looked down to see my nappy exposed for a short moment before the fabric fell back in place to cover it. When I looked back up, it was only to see the slow grin that spread across the bouncer’s face. The nappy had only been exposed for a brief time, but it had been enough.

He nodded once, tilted his head towards the entrance and focused on the next person in line.

Daddy gently urged me forwards by applying a gentle pressure on my lower back. I winced as the diaper crinkled with my movement. It was thick between my legs and I had to force myself to not waddle. But at least Mommy and Daddy hadn’t made me wear a double layer of diapers.

On the other side of the door sat two people and rewarded people with luminescent entrance stamps on their palms, as well as taking coats and bags from customers, in exchange for crisp notes.

While Peter walked over to them to pay for our entrance, Mina turned to me. She reached out a hand and straightened my pigtails. She tipped her head to one side and brushed the bangs from my forehead.

“Hm,” she said and took a step back. A frown created a crease between her eyebrows as she cast a scrutinising look down my body. Her eyes lingered by the waistline of my skirt.

“No, that won’t do,” she said and placed her fingers on either side of the fabric and tugged it upwards. I wanted to shove her hands away, to stop her from pulling the skirt up.

There were several mirrors in the room, and my horrified expression looked back at me from every single one of them. As she pulled at my skirt, more and more of my diaper became visible. I was unable to look away. My inner masochist tortured me and kept watching as, inch by inch, the skirt lifted upwards. Only when there was no doubt what I was wearing underneath my skirt, did she stop.

A small crowd of people in their early twenties walked by. They turned their heads towards me with curious expressions. One of them, a tall, dark and handsome man, smirked and pointed at me.

“I think Mistress Mina has gotten a new toy to play with. I wonder what she’s done to dear old hubby,” he said. The comment caused the others to erupt in a mix of sniggers and giggles.

I looked down at my feet and blushed furiously. Of course, they’d know about Mina. She’d always been a social creature and seemed to know everyone. And the ones she didn’t know, certainly knew her. I shifted my weight from one leg to the other, only to be rewarded with the loud crinkle of the diaper. The blush in my cheeks deepened. It was still dry, at least. Though for how long, I wasn’t sure. I shuddered at the thought of losing control of my bladder with my diaper so visible.

Peter turned and gave my body an appreciative once-over. His gaze was so fierce it felt like a physical touch. It lingered by my exposed padding for a moment. My cock twitched excitedly from the attention.

It was strange how my cock didn’t seem to get enough of him. I’d cum only a few hours earlier, so why couldn’t it at least behave now? I swallowed nervously and glanced around. If my erection grew much more here, where anyone could see it, it would be more humiliating than anything else I’d ever experienced.

These thoughts raced through my head as I held out my palm to get it stamped. All the while, I felt Daddy’s gaze on me as if it burnt.

“Good Princess,” he murmured and squeezed my padded butt. I drew a sharp breath, trying my best to keep my focus. I could not, no, would not have an erection in this club.

“Honey, go find us some seats while I get us drinks,” Mina said to Peter. Her voice broke my concentration and I turned towards the sound of it.

I turned just in time to watch Daddy take a step towards her and pull her into a hungry kiss. I bit my lips and held back a moan. Inside the padded underwear, my cocklette twitched and began to grow harder. By my hips, my hands clenched as I tried to refrain from covering myself up. Or even worse, start touching myself.  

Her back arched slightly, pushing her large breasts towards Daddy. They spilt out over her underbust-styled corset, only covered by a thin linen blouse. He placed one of his big hands on one of them, cupping it in his palm. She moaned. It was a hungry sound. Her arms rose up and wrapped around his neck, pulling him closer.

Between their bodies, Daddy’s massive erection protruded. A physical manifestation of his insatiable appetite. My tongue darted out from my mouth and trailed my lips absentmindedly.

Daddy moved his arm to wrap around my wife’s waist and pulled her lower body against him. She gasped when his hard member rubbed against her.

My own tiny cock strained against the soft material of my nappy, all previous resolutions of not showing my desire forgotten.

When Daddy pulled his lips away, Mommy’s eyes were glazed over, and a slight flush of pink tinted her cheeks. Peter turned a sideways glance in my direction and grinned.

“But Princess, if you’d told me you enjoyed the show so much, I might’ve let you join us,” he said to me. Mommy chuckled at his words, turned around and headed for the bar. Just as she turned, she lifted her hand to her lips and blew him a kiss over her shoulder.

I watched her for a few seconds before Daddy caught my hand and pulled me with him.

Inside the bar area were several booths. The room was divided into different height levels, almost like stages. Daddy led me towards one of the booths located in one of the slightly raised sections of the room. My palms were slick from nervous anticipation and I was thankful for the dim light in the room. Though, I suspected it didn’t do much to hide anything in my bright outfit.

I was about to sit down on the edge of the sofa when Daddy shook his head and pointed to the floor.

“Oh no, princess, little girly sissies have to sit on the floor. The seats are for mommies and daddies and other grown-ups,” he grinned down at me. When I didn’t move, his grin grew wider.

“Unless you want to sit on Daddy’s lap?” he said.

I swallowed audibly. My eyes darted to his lap. His erection was still bulging between his legs. I lowered my gaze to the floor, shook my head and began kneeling. The floor was soft, clearly meant for submissives to kneel comfortably. Of course, I also knew from experience that there were other sections of the club that offered no such comfort to submissives.

The skirt spread out around me like a blooming pink flower. Between my legs, the bulk of my diaper poked out underneath the too-short skirt. My light flesh and the baby pink colour of the fabric, a stark contrast to the dark floor.

“Good girl,” Daddy said.

I turned my blushing face away and gazed out over the floor at scantily clad men and women. Flickering lights danced over the shadows of figures moving around.

My eyes finally found what they were looking for. Mina. Her curvaceous figure accentuated by the tight underbust. I’d always loved those outfits on her. And she knew it. It was just tight enough to be revealing but covered enough of her skin to leave something to the imagination. She wasn’t wearing a bra and the thin blouse was the only thing that kept her breasts from revealing her naked skin.

What was that in her hand? I squinted, trying to make it out. My eyes widened with realisation and I froze. It was a large baby bottle. She was going to make me drink it here. Where anyone could watch. And the more liquids they fed me, the more likely it was that I would have an accident as well.

I closed my eyes for a short moment and imagined that I was back in the apartment. Just for that moment. Maybe, if I just wanted it bad enough, it would become true. But as I opened my eyes again, I was still there. In the club and my wife was now handing me the baby bottle.

“Be a good little sissy and drink this while Mommy and Daddy do grown-up things,” she said and grinned. When I didn’t immediately take the bottle, she shoved the large latex nipple inside my mouth. I raised my hand to grasp the bottle as she released it.

“There’s a good little sissy,” said Mommy and patted my head condescendingly. She turned to her boyfriend and swung her hips seductively as she approached him. She swung her legs on either side of him. As she did, the long split in her skirt parted and revealed the freshly shaven skin of her leg.

I began sucking the bottle with vigorous concentration as I tried to block out what was happening in their seats. I stared fixedly down at a spot on my skirt. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t escape the sounds from their passionate kiss.

“Princess, look at me while I fuck your Mommy,” Daddy said. A small crowd has gathered around us to watch the erotic display of lust. I wasn’t sure if I should be relieved or frustrated at having to watch them. But at least it meant that I didn’t have to watch the prying eyes of our spectators.

I put the empty bottle on the floor. Its contents were heavy in my belly and seemed to move whenever I did. I raised my eyes to look at them. Mommy raised her hips slightly. I swallow as my eyes look straight at her pussy, glistening and wet with arousal. Underneath, Daddy’s enormous cock had created a massive bulge in his trousers. I licked my lips and whimpered. My own cock dripping pre-cum into my nappy.

Mommy tossed her hair and glanced back at me with a teasing smile.

“Please,” I whimper. My plea a breathless sound, drowned out by the noises of the club.

Her smile turned to a frown.

“Little sissies are not allowed to talk while Mommy and Daddy are having grown-up time,” she said and reached for her purse. Her hand emerged moments later clutching a large pacifier with leather straps on each side.

“Come here, Baby,” she said. My eyes were fixed on the pacifier in her hand as I crawled forwards. She patted the seat next to them and I obediently got up from the floor and sit down. Before I could react, she shoved the pacifier into my mouth. With a smile, she pulled my head closer and fastened the straps at the back. She let go of me and when I raised my head again, it was only to see her wide grin as she placed a hand on Daddy’s chest.

“That’s better. Now, remember to tell Mommy or Daddy if you need to go tinkle on the potty,” she said. I narrowed my eyes in a glare at her, the latex nipple filling my mouth and made it impossible to speak. Instinctively, I pushed at it to get it out, but the straps around my head kept it securely in place. She laughed and turned her attention back to her boyfriend.

My tiny cocklette stirred and created a bulge in the padded material as I watched her capture his mouth with hers. She moaned into the embrace. I bit down on the latex nipple to keep myself from whimpering at the public humiliation.

Mommy’s hand began to travel down his chest. The sound of his zipper tore through the music as she unzipped his trousers. 

I couldn’t see his cock emerge from his trousers. But I could easily imagine it. How his massive manhood would stand in salute to her beauty between them. She grinned against his mouth and spread her legs wider. In front of my eyes, she lowered herself onto him.

Behind me, someone made a lustful sound.

Someone else drew in a breath.

As she lowered herself onto him, I could hear the unmistakable sounds of a hand wrapping around a cock. The strokes as it went down and up in endless repetition. The slap of balls against flesh. The hard pounding of skin meeting wet skin.

I stared fixedly at my wife and my new Daddy, staring at them with a hunger inside me.

With expert fingers, Daddy lowered my wife's top to reveal her round, full breasts as they spilt over the underbust.

He pressed a hand to her back and pulled her closer. She pushed her chest toward him while raising her hips before lowering them again. She repeated the motion until she’d worked up a slow, even rhythm.

At some point, I had lowered my hand to the front of my pampers. I pushed my hips toward my hand.

Daddy turned his head slightly toward me and grinned as he wrapped his mouth around her excited nipples. Working his tongue around one, then the other.

My mouth worked the latex nipple furiously as I watched. It was a poor substitute for her breasts, but I was beyond caring.

She moaned and increased her speed. His large hands gripped her hips and as I watched, he started to thrust into her with forceful thrusts. I sucked harder on the latex nipple.

Suddenly, the sounds of the spectators seemed to grow louder. I blushed furiously as I became aware of them, and in turn how I was shaming myself by humping my hand. I forced it away from my crotch.

As I continued watching them, I began to feel how the liquids from the bottle were already adding pressure to my bladder.

Behind me, someone muttered. I closed my eyes a short while and sucked the nipple harder. I couldn’t wet myself here.

Somehow, I’d managed to convince myself that if only I didn’t wet myself, the humiliation of wearing diapers wouldn’t be so bad. It could be written off as merely a punishment from my Mommy or Daddy. A punishment for something I’d done. But if I wet myself here, it wouldn’t matter how much I protested that I wasn’t allowed to use the toilet. That I had no choice. Everyone would see me as a diaper-wetting sissy. 

While I battled with my thoughts, Mina threw her head back and omitted a raw sound of pleasure as Peter buried himself inside her in three final thrusts. A part of me wanted to look away, but I couldn’t bring myself to. I only stared hypnotised as their bodies tensed and erupted in ripples of pleasurous climax.

I tensed. From behind me, a familiar voice spoke in a low tone. I blinked and prayed they would leave.

“Isn’t that Chris? And Mistress Mina?” the voice said while Mommy and Daddy blinked in lazy, happy recuperation from their exertion. I closed my eyes. I wanted to disappear. I could already see what was coming. And yet, I continued to hold onto a tiny glimmer of a hope that they would go away and we’d be left undisturbed.

“Fuck, you’re right. I didn’t recognise him in that outfit,” someone else whispered back.

“I thought he was a chick,” came a third voice.

“Yeah, me too. But now I see that tiny erection poking through his diaper. Clearly, his mistress must’ve grown tired of such a baby dick and got herself a real man, instead,” said the second voice again and made the other two laugh.

“Anthony, Rita, Barbara,” Mommy said, her breath still slightly quickened.

"Won't you come and meet my new boyfriend, Chrissy's new Daddy?" she continued.

I wanted to sink into a hole in the floor. My hope flickered and died out. I opened my eyes, only to see Mina swing her leg away from Daddy and sink into the seat next to him.

His cock was still partially erect. Even in this state, he was still several times bigger than my own pathetic clitty. He glanced at me and grinned when he saw what my eyes were looking at.

“Don’t worry, princess, there’s enough for you, too,” he said. He turned his head towards our friends.

“Just a moment,” he said to them and reached over to pull me closer. He unfastened the straps that held the pacifier in place and lowered my head down to his crotch. He kept me in place inches away from his glistening member. I raised my eyes to look at him.

“May I please clean your cock, Daddy,” I whispered.

“I can’t hear you, Princess. You have to speak up,” said Daddy.

“May I please clean your cock, Daddy?” I said again, louder this time.

“Of course, Princess,” he said and applied a faint pressure to the back of my head with his hand.

My cheeks burnt as I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around his thick girth.

When I was done, he grinned down at me and let me raise my head from his lap.

“Good girl, now go clean Mommy, too,” he said. I crawled over his lap with my bright pink nappied bum on full display for everyone. He gave it a playful smack. As he did, I yelped and felt a tiny spurt of piss release into my diaper. My sphincter clenched instinctively and managed to hold back the rest of my bladder’s contents. I sent a silent prayer that the accident wouldn’t be noticed.

I began lapping and cleaning Mommy’s cunt as Daddy zipped himself up.

Once finished, his strong hands pushed and fastened the pacifier back in place before I could protest.

“Come sit on Daddy’s lap, Princess,” said Peter and pulled me back towards him. I let myself get pulled onto his lap. He wrapped a strong arm around my waist and cupped my crotch with the other. My shins came to rest facing downwards on the seat to either side of him in a reversed cowgirl position. I could feel the bulge of his cock through the thick layer on my butt. All eyes were turned towards me.

Heat cascaded down from the top of my head to colour my cheeks when I could no longer hide my face from view.

“Well, well, well… Look at you. You’ve really found yourself a handsome boyfriend, Mina. I can understand why you felt that you might need a… man in your life, considering how… Chris looks,” Rita said.

“Oh, I know. And Peter’s such a good Daddy to little Chrissie, too. And Chrissy loves it when Daddy gives her special attention. Like changing her diapees when she hasn’t made it to the potty in time,” Mommy said and turned to me.

“Isn’t that right, princess? Tell Mommy’s friends how you love it when Daddy changes your wet nappies,” she said.

I felt my cheeks burn hotter as I gave her a muffled reply through the pacifier. Mina chuckled.

“Oh Baby, no one can understand you when you talk with a pacifier in your mouth,” Mommy said.

Daddy put his hand on my lower abdomen and pressed lightly down on my bladder. My eyes widened and I squirmed to make the pressure go away. But he only tightened his hold around me.

Oh no.

They were going to make me wet myself in front of our friends!

I sucked hard on the pacifier, trying to concentrate all my power on holding myself.

“Is it true? He – I mean, she – really wets her diapers?” Anthony asked.

My wife grinned. Daddy’s hand pushed firmer against my nappy. I winced.

“Of course she does. That’s why we have to keep her in diapers,” said Mina and leaned closer to our friends. In a conspiratorial tone, she continued: “You know, I’ve even installed a changing station in my office. You should’ve seen how our little princess waddled around the office in her over-soaked nappies before we finally managed to find some time in our schedules to change them,” she said and leaned back to a chorus of sniggers and disbelieving expressions.

The pressure on my lower abdomen had increased further while they talked.

“If you ask nicely to use the potty, I’ll take you to the loo, Princess,” Daddy murmured into my ear. The hand that cupped my crotch started moving, brushing my diaper. My cock, which had softened since they finished fucking, now began growing erect again under his hand. I whimpered and squirmed again. I wanted to beg him not to give me a hard-on in front of our friends, but the pacifier prevented me from making any coherent words. Though I suspected he wouldn’t have mercy on me even if I had been able to speak properly.

While he stroked me, he increased the pressure on my bladder with his other hand. I opened my mouth and let out a muffled plea. Unintelligible through the gag. The hand on my diaper continued to rub relentlessly. I felt my concentration slip further with each second that passed.

“But maybe you are Mommy’s and Daddy’s little girl, after all? Maybe you just can’t help but go potty in your pants?” said Daddy, his voice a soft whisper in my ear. The pressure on my bladder increased again and this time, I felt the control disappear. I looked at our friends. Every single one of them looked at me with curiosity-mixed mocking expressions. I turned my gaze to Mommy, hoping that I’d manage to convey my plea with only my eyes.

But it was too late. My sphincter relaxed and I could feel the liquid start leaking out of my cock. I tried in vain to clench my muscle shut again. I closed my eyes as conflicting emotions of shame and pleasure rushed through me. The piss hit the inside of my diaper with an angry hiss. I risked opening my eyes, only to see everybody looking down towards my crotch. I looked down and saw the tell-tale signs of the quickly filling nappy. The changing colour wherever the urine seeped into the absorbent material. The continuing swelling between my legs as liquid leaked into it. I screwed my eyes shut to get away from their stares. 

“Is she…?” Rita asked.

“Baby, didn’t I tell you to let us know if you needed to use the potty?” Mommy’s scolding tone made me open my eyes again. I began to reply, but again, the dummy in my mouth stopped me from forming words. I blew a breath through my nose in frustration.

Between my legs, Daddy resumed his rubbing from earlier. His hand brushed firmly against the wet nappy and pressed the warmth of my piss closer to my skin. My cock grew completely erect within seconds. Unable to stop myself, my hips jerked towards his hand instinctively.

My cheeks coloured and I whimpered. 

Daddy chuckled softly and turned his eyes to Mommy.

“Honey, there’s no need to be angry at a little girl for wetting her pampers. That is what little girls do, after all,” he said.

Mina’s expression softened.

“No, of course you’re right. I shouldn’t have expected her to manage to be a big sissy. Not after she’s proven again and again that she’s not able to act like an adult,” said Mommy.

I closed my eyes and tried to imagine that Daddy’s hand wasn’t stroking me the way it was. Trying to think of anything that would make my erection disappear so I could regain a small ounce of dignity in front of our friends. But it was futile.

“Well, I think our little princess quite enjoys her wet pampers. At least, her little clitty is getting very excited,” Daddy said. I whimpered into my pacifier. Of course, he had to point it out in front of everyone.

“Tell you what, Princess, if you cum in your wet diapee, Daddy will give you a change. Would you like that?” he said, loud enough that everyone could hear him.

I shook my head.

“No? You don’t want Daddy to change your nappy?” Daddy said. I hesitated. He’d tricked me into a corner with his question. If I said no, it would give the impression that I wanted to wear my wet nappy. If I said yes, I’d have to embarrass myself further by cumming in my diaper. In the end, I closed my eyes and nodded my agreement.  

I could hear Daddy’s lips part in a smile close to my ear.

“That’s my good little princess. Of course, you want a change,” he said.

He rubbed my diaper and I moaned. I looked down at where his hand was resting over my padded crotch. My tiny cock made the diaper bulge outwards with obvious excitement.  

I pushed my hips forwards and into his waiting hand.

“Wow. I can see Chrissy really likes her new Daddy, huh?” Barbara said.

“Oh yes, she does. Just look how she’s humping his hand like a desperate little slut,” Mommy said. She met my eyes and smiled.

I whimpered. With each push into his hand, my climax grew closer and closer. The sounds that came out of my mouth were becoming more and more desperate.

“Does Daddy’s little princess want to make cummies in her diapees?” he asked. I answered by more whimpers and nodded my head vigorously up and down.

“Go on, then. Make your stickies in your pampers like a little sissy,” he said. It seemed as if the permission from his lips had been all I’d been waiting for. As soon as the words were out of his mouth, I bucked my hips wildly and felt the tightening in my balls.

“That’s it, baby. Let it all out like the sissy you are,” Daddy said as I shamelessly screamed my muffled release.

My cock pulsed against the wetness of the diaper. Thin, milky strands leaked out from the tip of my cock and into the waiting material with each twitch.

“There’s a good girl,” Daddy said and stroked my nappy, milking my cock dry. 

Completely spent, I slumped back against his strong chest. A faint content smile spread on my lips. In my dazed state, I almost didn’t notice what happened until I found myself lying with my back down on the seats. Daddy’s massive figure loomed before me. I blinked once. Twice. 

Then, his large hands were on my diaper. The tapes came off with loud rips. My hands flew up to cover my reddening face. He was changing my diaper here!?

“Aww, look, she’s shy!” said Rita. Mommy laughed.

“Yes, she hasn’t managed to adjust to her new life quite yet. But she’s learning that little girls who wet their nappies get changed when and where Mommy and Daddy find it appropriate,” Mommy said. I could hear the teasing tone in her voice as I lay there, covering my eyes with my hands. I didn’t dare take them away. I could almost make myself believe that if I couldn’t see them, they couldn’t see me. Almost.

The wet diaper came off and the air rushed over my exposed skin immediately.

Somewhere to the side, there was a rustle. Moments later, the cold, wet and clean feeling of a lightly scented baby wipe brushed over my skin. Daddy cleaned me between my legs with experienced efficacy. Only lingering on my genitals for a brief moment before letting another wipe slide between my buttocks. 

It was over too soon, and I felt his strong hands grab a hold of my ankles to lift me. Something he’d done to me before. I yelped and brought my hands instinctively down to brace myself on the seats as he lifted me easily into the air.

The fresh diaper rustled as he slid it in place underneath me before lowering me back down onto it. I stared at his hands as he hovered a bottle of talcum powder above my genitals, turned it upside down and drizzled the soft snow-like powder across my skin.

“Oh my god, it’s so small! No wonder you have to put the little clitty in a girly diaper,” Anthony said. The others giggled.

I closed my eyes and let the shame wash over me as Daddy pulled the front of the diaper up to hide away my cocklette again.

When the tapes were pulled securely in place around my waist, Daddy reached his hands out and helped me up.

“Well, this has certainly been fun,” my wife said a couple of hours later.

“But we really must be getting back home. The princess needs to get her beauty sleep. After all, it’s been a long day for her. And we don’t want to make her too tired. After all, the weekend’s only just begun!” she continued. Our friends nodded with understanding and stood up. 

“Come on, princess,” Daddy said and lifted me up from his lap. Embarrassingly enough, Mommy wasn’t wrong. I was tired. And if today was anything to judge by, my life wasn’t about to get any easier.

“Oh, before I forget, we’re having a party tomorrow. We’re celebrating and showing off our little princess so that she doesn’t need to hide anymore. Everyone is going to be there,” Mommy said.

“Of course, you’re welcome to come over, if you’d like,” Daddy said.

I froze. A party? This was the first time I’d ever heard about that.

Mommy pulled my skirt down again before we left the club. The entire ride home, I couldn’t stop thinking about the party. Little did I know that it was the last day of my life when I would be able to separate this new life as Chrissy, who wore pink diapers and sissy clothes, and Chris, the professional at work.
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Hard & Diapered: My Wet, Scandinavian Holiday (sample)

“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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