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Exposed and Humiliated


The doorbell rang. My entire body tensed in nervous anticipation. Yet, I couldn’t shake off the tiny feeling of fear of what was to come.

Pink ropes hung down from a hook in the ceiling and swirled around my wrists. More ribbons crisscrossed about my body. From my wrists, they continued down past my collar bone, wrapping itself around my crop top – which read ‘I ❤️  Daddy' – before it continued down the length of my body and ended in a metal hoop attached to the floor on either side of my legs.

The rope, the crop top and a thickly padded diaper – boosted with three inserts – were the only things covering my body.

My knees ached mildly from my kneeling position, and the large butt plug inside me stretched me so wide that I thought I was going to burst. But even this sensation was dulled by the uncomfortable sensation of my full bladder. Full from the water that Mommy and daddy had made me drink an hour earlier. Perfectly timed so that I would get closer to desperation by the time our guests arrived.

It was the eve of my coming out party. In just a few moments, the first people would come walking through the door. And I would no longer be able to keep my new life hidden from anyone. After tonight, everyone was going to know that I’d become my wife’s and her boyfriend’s diapered bitch.

And they would all know that I now called them ‘Mommy’ and ‘Daddy’.

A blush crept up my neck as mommy's heels clicked loudly against the floor tiles. A part of me wanted to protest, to do something to stop her from opening the door. But that part of me is silenced by a large pacifier gag occupying my mouth. But it didn’t stop me from whimpering at the thought of what was about to happen.

I looked up at daddy, who grinned down at me. He moved his hand and I caught a glimpse of the remote control clutched in it.

“Oh, princess. Don’t be scared. I know that this is a big day for you. But it’s really for the best. Once everyone knows what a little sissy you’ve become, it’ll make it so much easier for mommy and daddy to take care of you at work,” he said.

His eyes roamed down the length of my body before it stopped to rest on my padded crotch. The corner of his mouth curved in a lopsided smile.

“Perhaps you’re a little excited about this after all,” he said and pressed his foot lightly against my groin. I closed my eyes and moaned at the sensation of the welcome pressure on my sensitive skin. And as I did, the large plug in my butt began to vibrate.

I whimpered and bucked my hips forwards.

Daddy chuckled and let me hump his foot for a few moments before he removed it again. I whimpered again when my hips jerked without meeting anything but air.

“Oh, baby. Don’t cry. You’re lucky I like seeing you hard and frustrated. But you begin taking it for granted, I will lock that clitty up,” he said. I whimpered again and tried to say, “Yes daddy”, but all that came out through the pacifier were muffled sounds.

“There’s a good sissy,” he said in his normal derogatory tone as he leaned forwards. His fingers curled around a cap in the middle of the pacifier and pulled it out with a single jerk of his hand. Too late, I jerked my head out of his grasp to no avail. He grinned and stepped away. I twisted my head to see where he was headed but he disappeared from out of my eyesight too fast.

Something cluttered on the table behind me.

When he returned with a large pitcher of water and a funnel attached to a plastic tube, my eyes widened with realisation.

He grinned down at me. With his grin, it seemed like an invisible hand wrapped around my bladder and squeezed.

I winced.

This time when he reached his hand towards me with the plastic tube, I managed to jerk my head back before he could catch me. He chuckled and grabbed my chin with one hand, making it impossible for me to move.

“Oh, no, Princess. I don’t think so. We need to keep you hydrated, after all,” he said. 

Keeping my head firmly in place with one hand, he used the other to slide the plastic tube into the hole in the pacifier. I whimpered into the pacifier but to no avail. It slid into place effortlessly.

Daddy let go of me and lifted the jug to tip it over the funnel. Seconds later, the water splashed into my mouth from the tube inside the specially made nipple of the pacifier.

The water filled up inside my mouth with rapid speed. If I didn’t swallow soon, it would begin flowing down my chin.

I swallowed.

The water trickled down my throat and filled my stomach. It felt like I was containing a small pool inside me. And I was sure that all the liquids I currently contained within me, had swelled into a visible bulge on my stomach. Something was going to have to give soon.

I was so preoccupied with trying to swallow all the water that I didn't hear mommy enter the room until she spoke, “And should you wish to take her for a test drive, you’ll find strap-ons and dildoes there”.

I turned my head toward her and blushed as I followed the direction of mommy’s pointed finger. On top of a table were indeed several dildos and strap-on harnesses, ready for use.

At the sight, I was suddenly made more aware of the vibrations inside me. A moan escaped me. Mommy turned towards me. Behind her were two women I vaguely remembered from the office, and they all turned their attention towards me at my sound. The heat in my cheeks burned from the embarrassment.

I winced and forced my throat to swallow another mouthful of water into my already full belly. I looked away, not wanting to meet their eyes.

I continued to kneel on the floor as our guests continued to arrive. I felt completely exposed. And even if I’d wanted to disobey my dominant partners and run off to hide, the pink ropes were keeping me firmly locked in my kneeling position on the floor.

The more people arrived, the more buzz and chatter rose in the room.

Inside, my body was fighting a quiet battle between my growing need to pee and giving in to lust and desire.

The water that had been forced down my throat shifted uncomfortably inside me. Drop by drop, I felt how the latest addition of liquids was adding to my bladder – already stretched to its limit. It was beginning to ache like nothing I'd ever experienced before, and I wasn't sure what was still keeping me from just letting go. It wasn't as if I hadn't degraded myself by wetting my pants before. If anything, the last few days had proven that much. But still, I'd made up my mind and didn't want to lose control until I absolutely had to.

Though it was only a matter of time before I would burst. And that time was quickly running out.

As if it wasn’t bad enough that I needed to pee, everything that was happening contributed to my growing desire and lust. I wanted to be mommy’s and daddy’s good little princess and hold myself. To prove that I could control myself.

And yet, I knew that what they really wanted, was for me to wet myself. To humiliate myself in front of everyone. But even if I knew this on a logical level, it still felt wrong to just let go in my diaper. Everything I'd been taught by society up to this point had taught me that it simply wasn't done. And so, I kept holding myself until my body ached with the sheer agony of it, unable to end my torment by letting go because of a mental block that I hadn't managed to get rid of yet.

It didn't even help that my diaper was on display for everyone to see. Neither did it help to know – on a logical basis – that the purpose of the said object was known to everyone.

And, I’m ashamed to admit, the physical sensation of holding myself; of being so desperate to pee that I was barely able to hold back; of denying myself the pleasure of letting go; the painful waves that pumped through my lower abdomen; all of this sent surges of desire through my cocklette.

It kept hardening inside its soft, cotton-like cage every few minutes, eliciting sniggers from passersby whenever they cast a glance down at me.

After a while, I began to zone out all the impressions from my surroundings. The sounds mingled and turned to static background noise and the guests who walked past turned to faceless figures in my mind.

The sharp clink of metal against glass brought my focus back to the present. I turned my head in the direction of the noise and saw mommy, the woman whom I’d called my wife only a few days earlier, standing with a glass in her hand waiting for the room to get quiet before she could speak.

The noises from the crow slowly died out. When it was completely quiet, her cherry red lips twisted with a beautiful curve of her lips.

“I’d like to start by thanking you all for coming here today,” she began, “As you know. We’ve invited you here to celebrate Chrissy’s new life as our – Peter and my – little diapered princess.” Mina reached her hand out and intertwined her fingers with Peter’s.

“We felt that it would be easier for our girl to adjust to her new life if you all knew about it," she paused to allow the chuckles from her audience to die down before she continued, "Yes, as you can see, my soon-to-be ex-husband has become a little diaper-wearing sissy, and that little stiff clitty shows you exactly how much she enjoys her new life. As such, I'm sure you can agree that Chrissy's old job isn't exactly fitting for a little princess who pees her pants," she smiled and took a sip of her champagne as her guests laughed harder at her latest words.

“So, I’m happy to announce that Peter’s gotten a promotion at work. A position that comes with added benefits, such as being able to transfer Chrissy to work directly for him. Starting Monday, Peter can keep his eye on our little princess during work hours,” she said.

I blinked. This was the first I’d ever heard about this. Peter noticed my expression and smirked before he turned his attention back to Mina.

“For that, we’d like to propose a toast to you, Mr Bartley, for making this possible,” said daddy and raised his glass to my old boss, who grinned in return. He raised his voice along with his glass.

“My pleasure entirely. It’ll be fun to have such a pretty little thing in the office, and I’m sure we’ll find a use for her. Seeing her now, I’m not sure ‘secretary’ will be a title she’s able to fulfil, but… I’m quite sure we’ll think of something…” said Mr Bartley to a cheer of ‘hear hear’ and nods of agreement.

He turned his gaze to me as he took a sip of his glass. My heart beat faster as I lowered my gaze to his trousers, which had grown slightly tighter around the crotch area over the past few seconds.

As my old boss’s gaze travelled down my body, my bladder twisted painfully in my stomach. I winced and begged silently to be able to last a little while longer. But no one was listening. The only effect it had, was a continuing increase in pressure as more liquid continued to gather in my bladder.

I was so preoccupied with the need to piss that I didn't notice daddy approaching until he stopped right in front of me.

The room had grown silent and it felt as if everyone’s eyes had turned to watch us.

He smiled down at me and bent down until I felt the five o’clock shadow of his stubble brush against my smooth cheek. His breath brushed across my ear as he opened his mouth to speak.

“Poor little baby. Can’t hold yourself, can you? You’re going to piss your diapers like a little girl in front of everyone any moment, aren’t you?” he murmured.

I sucked the latex nipple of the pacifier nervously and glanced behind him at the crowd before turning my eyes back to him. I closed my eyes and nodded.

I wanted to beg him to let me pee. But all I could manage to get out through the pacifier was a muffled whimper.

“You’re going to wet yourself right here in front of everyone,” daddy said matter-of-factly and low enough so only I could hear it. He moved his head back and grinned while he raised his voice so that everyone could hear when he asked, “Does daddy’s princess want to make a tinkle?”

I could tell what he wanted me to do. It was obvious. He wanted me to admit that I needed to take a piss in front of everyone. My bladder twisted painfully again. It had been stretched beyond its limits.

For a single, anxious moment, I wondered if I might give myself an injury if I didn’t let go soon. But letting go also meant that I would wet myself in front of all these people. Some of whom had even respected me only a week ago.

Now… now they saw what I was reduced to. To be my wife and her boyfriend’s diapered bitch. And it had all been by my own choice.

I met daddy’s eyes and whimpered through the pacifier, muffled pleas directed at my new daddy. He smiled softly.

“Oh, baby. I can’t understand what you’re saying. Do you want daddy to take out your pacifier so you can ask nicely if you can tinkle in your diapees?” he asked.

I whimpered again and closed my eyes as I hesitated for the briefest of moments. If I nodded, I wouldn’t even be able to pretend that it had been an accident when the inevitable happened. But if I just peed my diaper now without permission from mommy or daddy, he might decide to punish me. And while the thought of that was very exhilarating, reality would most likely not be the same as my fantasies.

I opened my eyes again and looked straight into his. With burning cheeks, I managed to give him a muffled yes in reply.

“Poor little princess,” he cooed and reached behind my head to unfasten the leather straps which kept the pacifier in place. As the latex nipple slipped out of my mouth, he caught the silencer in his hand. I looked at it. Small and baby pink in his large, masculine hand. Then turned my gaze upwards to meet his again.

My bladder twisted and I instinctively tried to pull my knees together to press against the force from inside. The ropes wouldn’t even allow me to move a single inch.

“Please, daddy. Please let me pee,” I said, pleading in a pathetic voice, trying my best to ask for permission without asking to pee in the diaper.

“Oh, princess. You know better than that. You need to tell daddy where you want to go pee-pee, how else am I going to know whether you’ve learnt your lesson or not,” he said.

I let out a whine and tensed under his gaze. My bladder twisted so uncomfortably. My control was going to break at any moment.

“Please, daddy. Please let me pee in my diaper,” I said and barely managed to hold back a sob.

“Oh, poor baby. Daddy’s princess is going to have an accident, isn’t she?” he said and patted my head patronisingly.

I tugged at the ropes, wanting to cover my crotch as if it would staunch the piss which felt as if it was gathering at the base of my cock. 

“Please,” I pleaded again.

“Is that what you want princess? To pee your diaper like a little girl?”

Someone in the crowd chuckled at daddy’s words. I winced.

“I wonder if she’s actually going to wet her diaper,” someone else whispered.

My eyes flickered over the crowd instantly trying to place the owner of the voice. I regretted it instantly as several familiar eyes stared back at me. I caught my bottom lip between my teeth and turned my eyes back to daddy.

“Please Daddy, I want to wet my diaper. Please, please just let me go pee-pee,” I said. His eyes softened as he stroked his thumb down my cheek in an affectionate gesture.

“Yes, Princess. You may wet your diaper,” he said.

“Thank you,” I whispered and closed my eyes.

Immediately at the sound of his permission, my entire body relaxed and slumped. The only thing keeping me up was the ropes suspended from the ceiling.

As if by a compulsive need to obey, the piss started streaming out from my cock in a loud hiss. I moaned shamelessly at the sheer pleasure of my release.

“Good girl,” daddy said. I didn’t know when he’d moved, but suddenly I felt his large, masculine hand cup my padded crotch from behind me.

A few days ago, such an intimate action would’ve stopped the pee from flowing out into the diaper immediately. But now, I had no hope to stop the flow. Nor did I want to.

My bladder ached even as it continued to empty itself, bruised from holding such a large amount of liquid for such a long time.

“Oh my god, look what a little baby she is. She’s totally pissing herself in that diaper,” someone said.

I moaned and blushed, unable to stop the rush of pleasure from rippling through my body as my pee continued to rush into the absorbent embrace of my diaper.

Behind me, daddy chuckled. His breath rushed over my skin from the expelling of air. The hand on my diaper pressed tighter towards me. And still, the flow kept rushing out in a seemingly never-ending river. The piss seeped into the absorbent material, causing it to swell between my legs.

With nothing to hide the diaper, not even a mini skirt, it continued to grow as the crowd stared at me until I finally felt the last drops leave my cock.

I sighed – a sound of sheer pleasure from finally emptying my bladder after holding it for so long.  

Daddy’s hand started rubbing against the soggy diaper, pressing the wet material closer to my sensitive skin.

“You really are daddy’s little diaper princess, aren’t you? Look at the big mess you made,” he said. I followed his instructions. There, between my legs, his administrations made my little cocklette stir and create a tent inside the diaper.

“Daddy,” I whimpered and closed my eyes to block out the crowd’s stares. At once, I wanted Peter to both remove his hand and keep stroking me. On the one hand, I didn’t want him to make me hard in front of all these people. On the other hand, I wanted him to keep touching me and make me feel good.

But of course, I wasn’t the one who decided that.

“Such a big accident. Tell our friends what you just did in your diaper,” he said.

“I-I peed my diaper,” I said. Muffled laughter erupted from our spectators.

“Yes, you did. That is not a very adult thing to do, now is it?” His low voice caused a ripple of small bumps to form across my skin. I drew a shaky breath.

“No,” my voice was barely a whisper.   

“What does that make you?”

“Daddy’s diapered princess,” I said, after hesitating for the briefest of moments.

“That’s right. And daddy can tell from your tiny clitty that you quite like making tinkles in your diapees… Naughty little princess,” he said and gave my crotch one last rub before he pulled his hand away. At once, a sense of loss hit me, and I longed for his touch again.

Inside me, the vibrations from the plug increased and I gasped. Instinctively, I bucked my hips forward and whimpered when the only thing I hit was air. Daddy chuckled behind me.

The heels of his fine leather shoes clicked softly on the floor as he walked. I turned my head towards the sound and found myself on eye-level with his bulging crotch.

I licked my lips and followed his body as he moved slowly. He reached a hand to the zipper of his trousers and slid it down slowly. The sound of metal against metal ripped through the air with the movement of his fingers. As the zipper glided all the way down, he came to a stop right in front of me.

His body obscured my field of vision so I could no longer see the crowd watching us. Though I could still hear them, I was thankful for the illusion of privacy it gave.

His massive erection was bulging through his black boxer briefs, only inches from my face. I looked up at him and opened my mouth, ready to receive his enormous cock.

His grey eyes were dark with arousal as he pulled his cock out from behind his underwear. He was hard as a rock and a small pearl of pre-cum had gathered at the tip of the mushroom-shaped head.

From the corner of my eye, I saw mommy’s figure moving towards us. Between her legs was a large dildo. My eyes widened a fraction with realisation, but before I could think about why she was wearing a strap-on, the salty tang of daddy’s sex entered my mouth. 

He pushed himself inside in a single, forceful, fluid motion. I clenched my fists and tugged at the restraints as he buried his entire length down my throat until I felt his pubic hair against my skin. As he pushed himself further in, my instincts kicked in and I tried to swallow. His rod bulged from my throat and bobbed with the muscle movement of my swallow.

He grunted and pulled out before shoving himself down my throat again.

Behind me, mommy’s hands pulled down my diaper just enough to expose my plugged-up entrance. The air rushed over my bare bottom. Her finger prodded the vibrating plug inside me and made me whimper around daddy’s cock.

He groaned and grabbed the back of my head to tug me closer. I forced myself to stay still; to be good for daddy, even if my instincts told me to pull away; to get away from the invasion of my body.

Eager to get a better view, the crowd was closing in around us. As if the ropes that kept me in place wasn’t enough, the people surrounding me added another layer of restriction. I was sure that even if I somehow managed to get out of the ropes, I wouldn’t get far.

I drew a deep breath through my nose and tried to focus on my breathing, just like daddy had taught me. The diaper still covered my tiny cocklette, and it was now straining against the soft material from all the sensory input.

As daddy rammed his cock down my throat again, my hips bucked in response. Seconds later, I felt mommy’s hard nails bite into the skin around my hip bone. I forced my hips to stop moving.

My body shook from the effort.

“Our princess is such a desperate little slut. Look how hungrily she’s choking on Peter’s cock… And soon, she’ll feel the girth of mommy’s plastic cock, too.” Mommy’s voice was loud and showy for the benefit of our guests. Her fingers tugged at the plug. I moaned around daddy’s cock as it pushed at the ring of muscles around my opening before coming out with a plopping sound.

Daddy’s massive dick throbbed in my throat, my moans causing it to vibrate inside me. He grunted and grabbed a fistful of my hair.

I glanced up at the tall muscular man who had changed my life in so many ways in such a short amount of time.

His gorgeous grey eyes were glazed over in lustful passion. A small bead of sweat had formed on his forehead, just underneath that perfect hair of his. His muscles rippled from the effort, the dancing display barely visible through his thin shirt.

His eyes shifted and met mine. For a brief moment, he stared down at me with fascination. But the expression was gone so fast and was replaced by his trademark smirk that I wondered if I’d imagined it.

He moved his hips back a few inches. His thick cock slid back up from my throat. The bittersweet flavour of his pre-cum coated the back of my tongue before it rolled down my throat.

The cold plastic of the strap-on prodded against my hole and I tensed for a moment.

Then, daddy’s warm hands moved to the back of my neck and rested there for a moment, stroking his thumb over my skin in a tender circling caress. He lifted his head and looked behind me. It was all mommy needed to start working the strap-on into me. 

I moaned as the fake cock inched its way inside. The invasion brought with it a faint burn to the ring surrounding my entrance, and I was suddenly thankful for the preparation they’d given me in advance.

As the dildo continued pushing its way inside, daddy tightened his hold behind my head and slammed his cock down my throat again. Without allowing me to adjust, he pulled out and slammed his rod home again. And again. And again, while mommy continued to push the fake cock inside me until I felt the leather of the strap-on harness against the skin on my butt. She stopped and allowed me to adjust for a short moment before she pulled out and repeated the process.

I felt completely helpless, kneeling on the floor while my two masters invaded my body from both ends.

Daddy’s rhythm had increased into a rapid and steady stream of thrusts and all I could do was keep my throat relaxed and let him face-fuck me.

I felt messy and dirty. Tears had begun running down my cheeks from his forceful thrusts and mixed my mascara with the saliva running down my chin.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, mommy’s plastic cock pressed against my prostate. I moaned and pushed my hips back to meet her thrusts, wanting to feel it again.

“You little slut,” she said and chuckled at my whimpering response. Her hand squeezed the front of my diaper and I moaned and pushed back again while daddy continued to ram his cock down my throat.

“My, my… What have we here? Little princess Chrissy’s clitty has a stiffy. You really are a little slut,” she said. She leaned forwards. Her large, soft breasts pressed against my back.

"Everyone can see how much of a slut you are. And everyone who wants to is going to fuck you tonight," she murmured into my ear. She moved her hips back a few inches and slammed it back inside. I nearly screamed when the force of it hit my bundle of nerves. She squeezed my cock again.

“That’s right… You’ll like that, won’t you? Tell you what, if you’re really good and beg, you might be allowed to cum once you’ve serviced everyone,” she said and bit down on my shoulder as she began working up a steady rhythm with her hips to match daddy’s thrusts. For each thrust she made, she made sure to hit my sweet spot, eliciting more and more desperate sounds from me.

Encouraged by my moans, daddy began pounding himself down my throat with renewed vigour. My throat was beginning to feel raw under the bull’s forceful thrusts. And yet, he kept going. It didn’t seem like he was even remotely tired.

Then I felt it. His cock tensed inside my mouth in what was the beginning of his orgasm. A thrill went through me as I thought about him cumming down my throat. The evidence of him using me for his pleasure rolling over my tongue.

I moaned.

A surge went through his cock as he buried himself down my throat in a final move. The entire length of him spasmed before thick, milky cum shot down my throat. I couldn’t stop my muscles from swallowing down his essence and he groaned as my throat massaged his cock, swallowing each product of the surges that rippled through his rod.

His grip in my hair tensed. At that moment, he wore such a raw and concentrated expression of pure pleasure. He sighed and eased his grip. Inside my mouth, his cock was softening. He blinked and met my eyes before he slowly began to pull himself out.

“Thank you –Ah!” My muffled thank you was cut short as mommy plunged the strap-on back inside me, hitting my bundle of nerves perfectly.

“There’s a good little slut,” daddy said and grinned down at me. With a slight feeling of regret and hunger, I watched him tuck his cock back inside his trousers. He stepped aside and immediately, I saw what his body had protected me from seeing earlier.  Everywhere my eyes turned, they met the bodies of our guests in various states of undress. Many of the female guests have accepted Mina’s hospitality and borrowed a harness. I swallow hard as my eyes fall to rest on a large strap-on dildo between the legs of one of them.

I quickly look away, only to see one of the men next to her stroking his glistening cock.

Mommy thrust her hips, ploughing the dildo far inside me. As she hit home again, I closed my eyes and let out another desperate moan.

When I opened my eyes again, a new figure is blocking my view of the crowd. I glance up and look straight into the eyes of Mr Bartley. My former boss grabbed his cock in a firm grip and aimed it towards my mouth. I parted my lips and leaned forwards when Daddy’s fingers tightened in my hair again. I looked at him confused as his grip stopped me from moving.

“Now, what do we say, Princess?” daddy said with a dangerous grovel in his tone. I licked my lips and turned my attention back to Mr Bartley.

“Please, Sir, may I suck your cock?” I asked and stuck my tongue out before I repeated, “please?”.

He didn’t bother responding. Instead, he slammed his erection into my waiting mouth and rammed down my throat. 

“Oh, yes,” he moaned and began thrusting his hips vigorously without a care for my comfort.

Daddy removes his hand from my hair and Mr Bartley continues to fuck my sore throat to the beat of his soft footsteps. Moments later, I feel the dildo pull out from my ass. I moan at the loss and emptiness it leaves within me, wanting to feel it fill me up again.

But soon, the dildo is replaced by something warmer. I can’t see what it is but I recognise the feeling of a hard, thick cock as it slides into me.

I moan around my boss’s cock as the rod slams into my ass.

“Just like that. Suck my cock, slut!” Mr Bartley moaned while he thrust in a pace so fast that I was unable to do anything other than taking it. 

It didn’t take long before my boss’s cock began pulsing in my throat and soon, the thick cum trickled down my throat. He pulled himself in and out a few more times leisurely before he stepped back and tucked away his cock again.

As he stepped away, I caught a glimpse of my wife and my new daddy. He had her pinned up against the wall; His cock already hard and ready to go again. Just as another man stepped in to take the place of my former boss, I saw daddy slam his cock into Mina.

I cried out as the man behind me slammed into my bundle of nerves. But the second time, he missed. I groaned out in frustration and tried angling my body so he could hit it.

Inside my diaper, my cock was hard and straining against the wet padding, desperate for relief. But the men using my holes were not concerned with my pleasure. I was here for theirs.

Every muscle in my body sagged. I was completely spent and the only thing keeping me from slumping down onto the floor were the ropes. My cock was still hard, and I was more frustrated and desperate than I’d ever been.

For the past couple of hours, all the guests who had wanted to take advantage of me had been allowed to. Each cock – real or plastic – that buried itself into my ass, had only made me more desperate to cum. I had been there for their amusement. For their pleasure. A fuck-toy to be used. And my arousal from the entire experience was clearly visible for everyone.

A pair of leather shoes stopped right in front of my field of vision. I raised my head slowly, exhausted. Daddy smiled his lopsided smirk and crouched down in front of me.

“Poor princess. Do you want to cum, my little slut?”

“Please,” I croaked, my voice raw and hoarse from the pounding. His smile widened as he reached into one of his pockets and pulled out a butt plug.

In my fatigued state, I couldn’t have moved even if I wanted to.

I only managed to whimper when it slid in place, hitting the bundle of nerves perfectly.

When he walked back around to face my front, I noticed a magic wand in his hand. His smile widened into a mischievous grin as he watched my expression change.

He crouched down in front of me, placed the wand down and began loosening the ropes around my thighs. But I was only given the briefest of moments’ freedom before he began to pull them back in place, and, with expert hands, fastening the wand outside my diaper.

He stepped back and studied his work with the air of someone who’s exceptionally pleased with himself. He didn’t let me rest for long. Soon, he raised his hand to reveal a remote control and pushed the button to start the vibrations.

I moaned as my entire body tensed when the stimuli hit my already raw and sensitive skin.

“If you want to make your stickies, princess, you have to be able to cum here, just like this,” he said. I began rocking my hips forward, immediately desperate to try anything that could bring me closer to the edge.

Daddy chuckled. The sound rose above the sounds of the crowd behind him.

“Who’s daddy’s little diaper slut?” he asked.

“I am,” I gasped shamelessly.

"That's right. You're just a sissy baby who pisses yourself while I fuck your wife in front of everyone. Do you like watching me fuck your wife?"

“Yes!” I said as a ripple of pleasure surged through my body bringing me slightly closer to my orgasm. I should’ve been ashamed at the question. But in my desperation for release, I’d do anything; say anything if I thought it would bring me closer to it.

Each time I rocked my hips, the plug inside me moved a fraction. Just enough to stimulate me. And each time it did, I let out another moan.

The wand’s vibrations made a sloppy, wet sound against the wet diaper.

“I’m daddy’s little diaper whore,” I said and thrust my hips forward again.

Along with the build-up of my impending climax surged in my lower abdomen, I became aware of another urgent release building up inside me. My bladder twisted as the vibrations from the wand sent jolts of pleasure straight to my cock through the thick humiliating padding between my legs. 

I gasped and bucked my hips, desperately reaching for the release within my grasp. I was so close. I could feel how it surged through my genitals.

Seconds away from reaching my climax, I caught a glimpse of mommy’s movement from the corner of my eye. I turned my head and saw that she was holding up her cell phone, angling the camera at me.

“Come on, baby. Smile for mommy,” she said.

At that moment, I closed my eyes and screamed out as the orgasm began rocking my body. Somewhere at the back of my mind, I registered that they’d caught me on tape. But at that moment, I was too far gone to care.

When I woke up again, the ropes had been untied from my body and I was lying in the middle of the living room floor. My heavy, used nappy lay next to me and I could feel a fresh, clean diaper under my butt.

I glanced around to see that most of our guests had left or were in the process of leaving. Relief flooded through me as I realised that the day’s ordeal was nearly over.

But the relief was short-lived and gave way to embarrassment when the realisation that daddy was in the middle of giving me a diaper change while people were still here like it was an everyday occurrence. But then again, I suppose it was. It just suddenly hit me how much more embarrassing it was when it was no longer done behind closed doors.

“I’ll see you in the office on Monday, then.” Mr Bartley’s voice broke my train of thoughts and I glanced at him while daddy picked up a bottle of baby powder.

“Sure thing, boss,” daddy said and grinned up at him before he turned his eyes back to the task at hand.

Mr Bartley's eyes lingered on me for a moment while he slid on his coat.

“And don’t worry… we’ll certainly manage to find an appropriate place for your little princess, too,” he finished with a grin and headed out the door.

As the door slammed shut behind him, I couldn’t help but think that the decision I’d made to become Mina’s and Peter’s diapered slave was going to have a much larger impact on my life than I’d originally thought.

Keep reading for a sneak peak of Dylan Katana’s Diapered by the MILF.
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She lingered in the doorway to her bedroom. My heart sped up as a small glimmer of a hope rose in my chest. Perhaps she would invite me inside? I killed the thought as soon as it came to me. It was ridiculous of me to think that after the earlier rejection.

There was a playful tug at the corners of her mouth.

“Be sure to stay dry tonight,” she said. Before I could answer, she’d disappeared into her bedroom. A blush creeped up my neck and I was thankful that she’d left the hallway so she wouldn’t see it.

I’d wet my bed until well in my teens and Miss Grant must’ve remembered exactly this. The heat in my cheeks intensified as the thoughts continued to scramble around in my head while I brushed my teeth. 

Whenever I’d slept over at their place, Miss Grant had discreetly put a pair of drynites under my covers. She never once frowned or asked any questions when it turned up wet in the bin.

Of course, she could have meant a different type of wet dreams entirely. But something told me that was not what she’d teased me about. I turned the sink off and found Brian’s old room.

I removed the covers. I stared at the drynite lying there. Just as it used to all those years ago. I frowned. For a short moment, I even considered putting it on. But I shook my head. Of course, I wasn’t going to put on the diaper. True, I did occasionally still wet the bed if I had a particularly bad nightmare. But those were few and far between. If she was ever going to see me as an adult, I couldn’t very well be wearing nappies, now could I?

Decision made, I picked up the nappy and placed it on the nightstand, slid under the covers. Only seconds later, I’d drifted off to a deep sleep.

I woke up in the middle of the night with a feeling that something wasn’t quite right. At first, I couldn’t quite figure out what it was. I blinked around at my surroundings and shifted my weight around. I froze at the familiar, damp and clammy sensation between my legs. 

“Fuck,” I cursed out loud and sat up with a jolt. The mattress was completely soaked by my lower body and the tell-tale smell of urine tore at my nostrils.

The full story is available on Amazon here.
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