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The Final Submission


I sucked harder on the latex nipple of my pacifier gag, which had become part of my everyday-wear after my wife and her boyfriend had taken over my life a couple of weeks ago. It hadn’t been the only thing that had become part of my daily apparel. And far from the most embarrassing one. No, that prize had to go to the thickly padded, pink diaper between my legs. And the only thing I had to cover it with was a bodysuit littered with cute cherry and heart prints, and pink snap buttons in the crotch to make the whole outfit even more infantile and girlish.

From time to time, people would pass by the big, open windows in front where I was sitting. They’d stop and look at me, laugh, smile or take out their phones to take pictures or film me.

I never seemed to get quite used to it, even if two weeks had passed since Mina and Peter had decided to throw me a coming-out party. A party that had changed everything. Before the party, I had held a decent paying job in a company that made people raise their eyebrows in impressed recognition, a beautiful wife – whom I admit had always been way out of my league, and received a modest amount of respect from my peers.

Now, I was paid minimum wage with an official title of Peter’s “assistant". The details of the contract were a little vague, but in practical terms, most of the "assisting" consisted of my wife's boyfriend's cock entering me in one way or another. People still raised their eyebrows when they saw me, but instead of being impressed by my appearance or job, it was an expression of amusement when they saw the massive bulk of my diapers. And whenever I saw the people from my old department, any trace of respect was gone when they looked at me. I had dropped to the absolute bottom of the hierarchy. And at the party, Mina and Peter had made sure to make it very clear that I had done it of my own free will.

I exhaled as I thought back to the party. By the end of it, I’d been so pent up, so desperate to cum that I’d begged for release. And after that slutty display, there was no way I could ever convince anyone that I didn’t want this.

Even though it had been two weeks, I still found it difficult to believe that this had become my new life. And I was even more surprised at how everyone around me seemed to have accepted my new role in life as my wife and her boyfriend’s diaper slave. If anything, it seemed like everyone enjoyed my new status almost as much as I did – though it wasn’t something I’d easily admit to out loud.

Whenever one of my old co-workers would have me within ear-shot, they’d make embarrassing remarks, ask if I needed a diaper change, if mommy and daddy knew where I was, and so on. It was equally humiliating and exhilarating at the same time.

I suppose I shouldn’t really have been surprised. I mean, it is human nature to revel whenever something humiliating or embarrassing happens to someone else. If the past couple of weeks had taught me anything, it was that.  

Behind me, long, masculine fingers drummed a steady beat with the keys on the computer keyboard. I turned my head towards the noise. A single lock of hair dangled down from the tousle of dark, perfect hair, only inches away from the eyes of the man I now called ‘Daddy’.

I longed to go over and brush it away from his eyes. A deep line furrowed the skin between his eyebrows. I lowered my gaze to his mouth. As I watched, the pink tip of his tongue darted out to lick his lips, leaving a glossy wet line in its wake. At the sight of his tongue, I felt my cock twitch behind the thick layers of padding. I glanced at the clock on the wall and had to bite the inside of my cheek to refrain from groaning when I saw that it was still half an hour left until lunch.

In other words, 30 minutes until I could hope to get daddy’s attention.  

I turned my gaze back to the window in front of me. An attractive, young couple had stopped to watch me. The man whispered something into the ear of the woman and pointed at me with a grin. I couldn’t hear what they were saying through the glass, but I could imagine it all too well. During the past couple of weeks, I’d heard it all. If anything, my imagination was probably making his whispers worse than they actually were.

Her face lit up with laughter from his words and I could feel how it made heat rise to my cheeks. No matter how many people had stopped in front of me and done exactly that, I still couldn’t seem to get used to being exposed like that. And yet, through the embarrassment and humiliation, I couldn’t seem to stop my cocklette from stirring with excitement, either.

The man on the other side of the glass grinned down at me before he pulled the woman close to him. He paused for a moment, lingering inches away from her lips. Without waiting for him, the woman wrapped her arm around his head and closed the remaining distance between them in a passionate kiss.

I whimpered and instinctively bucked my hips forward in a pathetic imitation of the scene in front of me.

Inspired by Peter’s role in my wife’s cuckoldry, this had become one of the most frequent ways the handsome young men from my old IT department enjoyed teasing me. While Peter was the only person who dominated my wife in front of me, the other guys had gotten the idea that by flaunting their sexuality, and their ability to have a normal sexual relationship with a woman, in front of me, they’d strengthen the notion that they were my superiors. They were right, of course.

I wasn’t even my wife’s submissive man anymore. I’d become a sissy plaything, ready to serve her bull at the snap of his fingers and everyone knew it. And daddy didn’t exactly make it difficult for our co-workers to notice, either. He’d begun to use me to empty his frustrations whenever he felt like it. And never once had he closed the blinds to spare me the humiliation of anyone watching my degradation.

Rumour of how much I enjoyed it had spread like hellfire through the building after someone had walked in on us just as I’d begged and pleaded to cum with daddy’s cock pumping in and out of my ass. At the moment, I'd been too far gone to care, but afterwards, I'd wondered if it wouldn't have been better if Mina and Peter had locked my cock up instead of allowing me to cum whenever I begged enough.

It had certainly crossed my mind often enough, since after it happened, more people passed by on their way to or from meetings more often, hoping to catch a glimpse of some action. And if Peter wasn't in the middle of using me, at least they got a good laugh at my diapered ass. 

Which was probably why the two people were standing on the other side of the glass right then. The man pulled away from the kiss and flashed me another grin through the window. The eyelids of the woman opposite him had grown heavy with lust and there was a light pink tint across her cheeks.

His eyes roamed down the length of my body. As they came to rest on my groin, he sniggered and whispered something else to the woman. I followed his gaze, tipping my head downwards.

I suddenly felt the need to cover myself up. I felt naked and exposed, despite wearing substantially less revealing clothes than a lot of the other outfits Peter and Mina had made me wear lately. But unlike the miniskirts, which at least hid parts of the diaper, this full bodysuit only accentuated the bulky material and made it more visible to anyone who looked my way. It bulged out around my waist, swollen from the past couple of hours’ urine.

As if that wasn’t bad enough on its own, it didn’t stop me from getting an erection. My tiny cocklette had created a tiny tent in front of the diaper, making my arousal and deprived state immediately obvious.

I shifted my weight uncomfortably under the weight of their stares and could almost hear their laughter through the glass. But I suspected it was only my imagination playing tricks on me. As I changed my position, the contents of my diaper shifted and adjusted to fit the material around my cocklette. The liquids surged around my crotch and made a wet sound as my member slipped between crinkled folds inside the diaper.

I closed my eyes and sucked hard on the latex nipple of the pacifier to refrain myself from making any sounds of pleasure at the sensation. I exhaled slowly and silently and risked a glance over my shoulder at Daddy. But he didn’t seem to have taken notice of my naughty escapades, his tireless fingers tapping away on the computer just like before. I let my eyes linger on those strong hands for a moment. I could think of several things I’d rather have those hands do than tapping on a keyboard. The thought sent a painful longing for him, a need for his attention that was so strong I almost discarded the consequences of breaking his work session. Almost. But I wanted to be a good sissy for daddy.

I inhaled and turned my head back to my spectators again. When I shifted my weight once more, the reward was instant. The padding between my legs surged and reformed, creating a vacuum around my intimate parts, slick from my own fluids. I gasped, and ground my clitty down towards the floor, making the diaper omit a loud squelch. The feeling of the wet, soggy diaper against my tiny dick was amazing and I couldn’t stop myself from moaning loudly and rocking my weight forward again.

I suddenly realised that the tapping sound, which had been my background music all morning, had stopped. I froze in the middle of another rocking motion. Everything was quiet for several seconds. Horrified, I turned my head toward daddy slowly.

He was looking straight at me. The heat in my cheeks was unbearable but I somehow managed to raise my eyes and meet his gaze. At that exact moment, a loud hiss emanated from my diaper and caused it to swell even more between my legs.

This time, I was sure that I could hear the laughter through the glass, which told me that they knew exactly what was going on.

"What were you doing just now, Princess?" he asked. Slightly unsure if he was referring to my diaper humping or wetting, I gave him a muffled reply through my pacifier and was for once happy that I couldn't answer properly.

“Were you being a naughty little girl?”

I hesitated and looked down, not wanting to admit it, but at the same time afraid of the consequences if I shook my head to deny it.

The pee finally stopped flowing into my diaper and I poked it with a finger to avoid looking back up at daddy.

He chuckled.

“Well. You know I can’t just let that go, baby. Come on, get across my lap. Now.”

At the sound of command in his voice, a thrill ran up my spine. My heart drummed in my chest, making each vein in my body pulse with nervous anticipation. My gaze flickered to the couple at the other side of the glass. They were watching me intently now as if they’d noticed that something in the air had changed.

“Do I have to come over there and get you myself?” The wheels of his desk chair squeaked, and I turned my head back to daddy. His expression reflecting the impatience in his tone.

He’d rolled the chair from out of the desk and sideways to make it easier for me to lie across his lap… and to make my punishment visible for our audience.

I swallowed hard and shook my head, not wanting to take too long to answer. If he actually had to come and get me, I was sure the punishment would be that much worse. The long strands of hair from the pigtails in my wig whipped through the air with the movement and struck me across my face. I leaned forward, catching my weight with my hands as my body tipped, and began crawling over to him.

Each time I slid one of my legs forward, the wet diaper between my legs sloshed and swung from one side to the other and I was too aware that the only thing keeping the diaper in place, was the tight bodysuit. I tried not to think of the people watching me. But it was difficult as my padded butt swung from one side to the other, as if it was putting on a show just for them.

I stopped when I was right in front of daddy’s brogue leather shoes and let my gaze travel up his leg. His tight suit trousers revealed his muscles just enough through the fabric as he flexed them. I could never even hope to compete with his physique. Next to him, I’d seemed girlish even when I wore men’s clothes. No wonder my wife felt the need to bring a real man into our relationship.

I let my eyes rest a moment longer on the massive bulge between his legs and licked my lips subconsciously before I took in the sculpted landscape of his upper body, hidden behind a thin linen shirt. I wanted to reach out and undo the buttons of that shirt; to see the light sprinkle of curly hair trail down from his chest, narrowing to a line at the dip in the middle of his waist before it ended in a dark halo around his enormous package.

The top button of his shirt was open and revealed the healthy olive tanned skin of his neck. A vein bulged out from one side and I fought back an impulse to run my tongue along it.

When I’d finally worked up the courage to meet his eyes, he raised an eyebrow and turned his gaze pointedly down to his lap. I bit my lip nervously and put my hands on his knees for support as I got up from my position on the floor. As soon as I was standing, he reached out and pulled me across his lap. My world was suddenly tipped upside-down and I found myself staring down at the floor.

I gasped when his hand came to rest my bottom. His hard cock pushed against me through the fabric of his trousers, every inch of his manhood poised and ready. I whimpered as my own cocklette twitched inside my diaper, wanting that cock against my skin instead of being hidden away behind layers of clothing.  He chuckled and brought his hand down hard against my butt. It omitted a loud, wet squelch upon impact.

I whimpered again and closed my eyes as my cheeks grew hotter. He didn’t remove his hand from my ass straight away, instead he left it there, rubbing and massaging the wet material closer to my skin. He slipped his hand down between my legs and caressed my balls through the diaper. I moaned and pushed myself against his hand.

He tsked and withdrew his hand again, only to deliver three rapid blows to my backside.

“You’re being a very naughty girl, Princess. You know you’re not supposed to touch yourself unless mommy or daddy gives you permission to. Isn’t that so?”

“Mmph,” I said, unable to give him a clear answer through the gag wedged between my lips.

“Mhm. That’s right. And had you asked mommy or daddy for permission?”

Whack!

My body jerked forward from the force of the blow to my butt. I whimpered and shook my head.

“No, you hadn’t.” After this, he didn’t say anything else for several minutes. Instead, he focused on delivering each blow to my butt with timed precision until I was a whimpering mess.

I’d never thought it could hurt as much as it did to get spanked through the layers of padding. But the pain increased with each blow. Every time my cocklette would begin to soften from the pain of it, he’d pause and work up my excitement again before returning to the task at hand. And just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, they stopped. Above me, daddy’s breathing was almost as hard as his dick.

“Well, princess. I hope you’ve learnt your lesson.” His voice was rough as he guided me up in a seated position, facing the window.

The massive bulge between his legs pushed firmly against my butt. I moaned and ground my hips backwards instinctively and was rewarded with a soft groan from the man behind me.

“Well now, let’s check this diaper of yours, hm?” He placed his fingers between my legs and began to snap open the crotch on my bodysuit. I blinked, disappointed when he’d ignored my advance. When the unmistakable change in colour on the diaper came into view, I immediately forgot any thoughts about my scorn and blushed furiously as I remembered our audience.  

He chuckled and stroked his hand over my crotch.

“Oh, wow. Looks like someone’s really filled up their diaper for daddy.” His fingers dipped into the leg opening.

I whimpered as cold air rushed in through the openings in the diaper, making my damp skin cold where it had been warm only a moment earlier.

“Oh wow. Your diapee is completely soaked, honey. Why didn’t you tell daddy sooner, so you could’ve used the potty?” he said in a mocking tone. I mumbled something unintelligible through the pacifier.

“No, of course, you’re right honey. Daddy knows you can’t help making little accidents in your diapers. You’re just not big enough for big girl underwear yet,” he said and I could almost hear his grin behind me.

My cheeks continued to burn as I turned my gaze to the couple on the other side of the window. They were still watching with amused fascination as daddy began rubbing my crotch.

“Well, well, well… What have we here? Looks like daddy’s little princess likes making little accidents in her diapers. Such a naughty little princess… What am I to do with you?” I moaned and bucked my hips up towards his hand. He chuckled again.

“Oh, I suppose we don’t need to give you a change quite yet if you enjoy your diapers that much,” he said, then in a commanding voice he continued, “Stand up.”

As I got up, my ears filled with the sound of my heartbeat, excitement and nervousness coursing through my veins.

Daddy’s large hand pressed between my shoulder blades, willing me to bend over. I supported myself with my hands flat down and moaned when my crotch came in contact with the edge of his desk. 

Something ripped behind me. I wanted to turn my head and look. But I wasn’t ready for another round of spanking, so I kept my head straight forward instead.

When cool air began slipping into my diaper through a fresh hole by my anus, I knew what the ripping sound had been.

Daddy ran his warm hands up my legs, massaging my muscles as he moved. I moaned and pushed my crotch forward, impatient for him to reach between my legs and give me any relief from my current predicament. Instead, he chuckled and let go of me, just as he reached the top of my thighs.

I whimpered and let out a muffled complaint through my pacifier.

The sound of metal hinges on wood drew my attention as daddy opened one of the drawers and pulled out a bottle of lotion. My eyes widened as I listened to him squeeze a generous amount onto his fingers. My breathing quickened. I looked up and gazed straight into the eyes of the man on the other side of the window. Just then, daddy reached in through the hole he’d just created in my diaper and pulled the plug out from inside my ass.

I whimpered and blinked as it came out with a soft plopping sound. It left me feeling empty and deprived. I'd come to rely on the gentle friction it provided against my prostate, and when the sensation was suddenly bereft of me, I wanted nothing but to have it back inside.

As if daddy could read my mind, he began pushing his thick fingers, slick from the lube, against the entrance to my hole. I moaned and pushed back against the caress.

He chuckled and applied less pressure against my opening as he followed the movement of my hips without breaking the contact between us.

“Nah-uh, Princess. Daddy is in control, not you. Don’t forget that,” he said.  

I whimpered but forced my hips to stay still. I focused on my breath, using it to concentrate on giving my control away to him. As I exhaled, the air that left my lungs created a cone-shaped mist on the desk, cascading a few inches outward from my lips.

Daddy’s finger began moving in a circling pattern outside the rim of muscles, teasing moans from me. He leaned forward until I felt the rush of his breath pass my ear.  

“To think that you’ve become such a slut that you don’t even care about being watched anymore… Then again, I suppose you always enjoyed being on display, didn’t you?”

With a swift motion, he buried his finger inside me, pushing it inside until I felt his knuckles against the soft skin between my ass cheeks. I let out a muffled scream and was unable to stop my hips from bucking forward. When I didn’t get reprimanded again, I continued meeting his thrusts.

Inside my diaper, my cock twitched and released a drop of pre-cum. I spread my legs wider and moaned when daddy rewarded me by adding another finger. I bit down into the latex nipple and nearly screamed when those fingers brushed my gland.

Daddy chuckled and curled his fingers, making them brush over the sensitive spot again. 

“There’s my little slut. You like that, huh?”

He added a third finger, making my eyes roll to the back of my skull as he brushed that bundle of nerves again and again.

“I think that’s enough for now,” daddy said and pulled his fingers out. I whimpered and bucked my hips, making the diaper slosh against the desk as I ground myself against it.

His fingers dug into the skin over my hip bone and I froze at the warning in the firm grip. I refocused on my breathing. A small drop of saliva had formed on the desk in front of me. I was staring at it when the sound of daddy’s zipper tore through my focus.

I drew a shuddering breath, unable to think of anything other than the erection that was currently getting ready to penetrate me. My hands tightened into fists on top of the desk as he nudged his manhood against my entrance. I whimpered and exhaled, trying to relax as he pushed his cock forward.

The familiar burn of it receded slightly as the mushroom-capped head moved past the circle of muscles and I released a shuddering breath I hadn’t even realised I was holding until then.

“Oh, baby. You’re so fucking tight.” In a single movement, he pushed himself all the way to the hilt. For a split-second, he didn’t move.

I moaned and shifted under his weight. It was all the encouragement he needed. He began moving, slipping out of me again. Just before he was about to exit, he rammed himself back inside. As he hit home, the tip of his large shaft brushed against my prostate.   

I screamed into the pacifier while daddy grunted and began to slam his cock into me repeatedly, aiming for the same sweet spot with every thrust until I was a slobbering mess on his desk.

I closed my eyes and moaned in rhythm to the loud slaps of skin against skin in his display of ownership. Each time his massive cock hit the bundle of nerves inside me, I screamed out in painful pleasure.

“That’s it. Feels good, doesn’t it? Oh, you like daddy’s cock, don’t you, princess?”

I moaned and nodded vigorously, the plastic on the pacifier hitting the desk with each jerk of my head. 

“Touch yourself, bitch. I want you to cum in your nappy while you feel daddy’s big cock inside you.” He grovelled and increased his speed.

Eager to comply, I snuck my hand inside the wet, soggy diaper and wrapped my delicate fingers around my shaft. Without a care for anything, I began stroking myself frantically as he continued to plough his dick in and out of me.

Already, I could feel my balls begin to contract, readying themselves for my release.

“That’s it. Such a good little slut for Daddy. I bet you’re not even going to last a minute.”

My eyes rolled back of my skull and I moaned while a light blush tinted the flesh of my cheeks. Because he was right, of course. I was only seconds away from losing myself.

“Go on, then. Be a little baby and make stickies in your nappy for daddy.” He rolled his hips, making his cock brush over my prostate again and again as I rubbed my piss-soaked cocklette against the absorbent material of the diaper.

I whimpered and bucked my hips, stroking my clitty hard and fast, desperate to orgasm before he changed his mind.

Dark spots dotted the field of vision in front of me and a surge went from the pit of my stomach down to my balls. I let out a muffled scream of pleasure as the beginnings of my release hit me. Just as my balls tightened and sent a small wave through my dicklette, the door to daddy’s office opened. The loud clacks of mommy’s heels tapping against the wooden floor made me turn my head toward her. 

I whimpered and as her mouth curled upwards in an amused smile, my tiny cock spasmed and released a splutter of cum into my diaper.

My toes curled and I screamed as my cock pulsed in my hand. Again and again, daddy buried his cock inside me, massaging my prostate as I rode out my orgasm without taking my eyes away from mommy.

“That’s it. There’s my good, little bitch.”

Spent, I sagged down on the desk, my entire body relaxing as my wife’s boyfriend continued to pound my ass through the hole in the diaper. As usual, he lasted much longer than I had.          

Finally, his cock tensed inside me. It spasmed and began pumping his cum into me. I moaned softly and closed my eyes contently at the sensation of the warm ribbons of his dominance filling me up. He grunted, rocked his hips a few more times and then pulled out of me.

His cock brought the sticky fluids with it. I could feel how his cum mixed with the remnants of the lubricant and ran down my skin, heading towards my scrotum. Instinctively, I clenched the muscles to stanch the flow of liquids. Still, it seeped through my hole. I closed my eyes and tried to not imagine how it must look, visible through the hole of the diaper.

“There’s our good little slut,” mommy said and turned to daddy before she continued, “let’s put a new diaper on her and head to lunch.”

Daddy slapped my behind and I flinched when the impact sent a painful jolt through my still tender skin.

“Actually, Mina, I’d like Chrissy to join us for lunch today. There’s something I want her to see,” daddy said and made me straighten up before he put a strong hand at the back of my knees and another at my back. Gravity shifted as he pulled me up as if I weighed nothing.

“Very well.” Mommy tilted her head. Her eyebrows quirked curiously but she didn’t say anything else as daddy carried me to the changing table by the window.

I blushed when I saw that the couple was still watching us from the other side. A small trickle of cum leaked out of my ass as I lay down. My eyes widened and I felt how my entire body tensed from the effort of trying to hold his essence inside.

Daddy held up a finger in front of my face and tsked.

“Now lie still and let daddy take this dirty nappy off you.” He grabbed one of the diaper tapes between his fingers. It came off with a ripping sound that tore through the room.

The loud clacks of mommy’s footsteps made me turn my head toward her, while daddy proceeded to unfasten the last three strips that kept the diaper securely in place around my waist.

Mommy’s hips swung seductively as she stepped closer to us. My throat tightened as I tried to swallow. She stopped right in front of me and let a hand run through my hair.

Between my legs, daddy finished unfastening the tapes and grabbed the heavy crotch of the diaper. It landed on the surface of the changing table with a loud thud, sending a waft of smell toward me. And if I could smell it, mommy and daddy probably could, too. The heat in my cheeks burnt at the thought of it, and I wanted to hide my shame behind my hands.

My tiny cocklette lay naked and limp, covered with my own sticky fluids in the middle of my hairless crotch. 

Daddy grinned and grabbed my ankles, lifting my lower body up from the surface of the table without a single grunt of effort. With his free hand, he pulled the diaper from underneath me. The couple on the other side of the glass laughed down at me. I turned my head to get away from their entertained expressions and caught mommy’s eyes. Her eyes twinkled from amusement as she pulled out a fresh diaper and three booster pads from one of the drawers. She handed the diaper to her boyfriend.

He smiled back at her and slid the diaper underneath me, reached out for the booster pads and placed them on top of the diaper. He reached down toward another drawer but before he could close his hand around it, mommy held out a pack of baby wipes.

“Looking for these, honey?” She winked.

He smiled at her and kissed her. I tried to swallow a lump, which had suddenly formed in my throat.

While I was beginning to get used to my new life, it was still strange to see another man kiss the woman who had been my wife a few weeks ago. As much as it turned me on, it was another reminder of who was in charge.

Without letting go of my ankles, daddy grabbed one of the baby wipes and slid it across my skin. The lightly perfumed smell drifted into my nostrils, mixing with the putrid smell of old urine.

The wipe was cool and wet against my skin. My eyelids fluttered closed at the soothing sensation and I sighed as daddy caressed my private area without a care as to who was watching. He lifted my balls and swiped the clean wipe under my sensitive skin. I whimpered, immediately followed by the intense burn in my cheeks.

Daddy met my eyes, his expression softening.

“Oh, poor little baby…” he said and grabbed another wipe from the box. When he wrapped it around my dicklette, I gasped and arched my back into his movement. I caught my bottom lip between my teeth and bit down hard, not wanting another erection to form between my legs.

He chuckled and drew the wipe up the length of my cock. I gasped. But just as soon as it had arrived, the sensation was gone again. I blinked and looked down between my legs, only to find gravity falling back to place again when my legs were lowered down, down, down. Down, until my bottom nestled on top of the soft, clean pampers.

Mommy’s cool hand brushed bangs from my forehead and met my eyes as a soft cloud of talcum powder sprinkled the air and landed in a scattered pattern over my crotch. I turned my gaze down. I looked so infantile with the powder covering my genitals.

I wasn’t allowed to look at it for long. Daddy’s hand grabbed the front of the diaper and began pulling it upwards to cover my crotch again.

Just as he pressed the front over to cover my groin, urine began trickling out of my cock and spread through the diaper. My eyes widened in horror at my loss of control. 

The couple behind the window laughed soundlessly through the glass. The shame burned in my cheeks as it continued to flow while daddy hurried to fasten the tapes on both sides.

“Well, it looks like our little princess is losing control of her bladder, isn’t she? Good thing she’s wearing diapers, then.” Daddy chuckled and pushed the buttons of the bodysuit together with loud snaps.

Mina’s hand brushed against his bulging upper arm.

"Shall I ask someone to come watch Chrissy while we go and eat? I'm sure Mr Bartley wouldn't mind seeing her again…" she said and fluttered her eyelashes seductively at him.

“No. I want her to come with us for lunch today… There’s something I want her to see,” daddy said.

Thirty minutes later, I was sitting on the floor of an expensive restaurant next to mommy and daddy. The expensive cut of their clothes with their refined colours and the sophisticated manner in which Mina and Peter wore them, made them fit right into the cultured atmosphere of the restaurant. Me, on the other hand… They hadn’t even given me a skirt so I could try to cover up the diaper. Instead, it bulged out around my waist, just like before, and the edges of the legs poked out from underneath the openings in the bottom of my bodysuit.

A waiter came toward us, carrying a bottle of champagne, two glasses, and a baby bottle. I saw it before mommy did. The small silvery object blinked as it reflected the lights around the room.

Her eyes widened as the waiter placed the glass in front of her and began pouring the translucent liquid into their glasses. He placed the bottle of champagne on the table, handed the baby bottle to me and left with a “Good luck, Sir” directed at Peter.

Peter noticed my stare, winked at me, and stood up from his chair. He reached for Mina’s glass and wrapped his fingers around it before he got down on one knee in front of her. Always a man for the direct approach, he smiled and raised the glass of champagne up toward her.

It was like watching a car crash waiting to happen. I couldn’t look away. This was happening. He was going to…

“Mina, will you marry me?”

The cars collided. And still, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the scene displaying itself in front of me.

Mommy’s lips parted in a wide smile, her teeth a perfect movie star white.

“Of course, yes. Yes, I will,” she said.

Daddy returned her smile, brought the champagne glass to her lips. Her throat moved as she swallowed the liquid down. Once it was empty, daddy reached inside the glass and fished out the ring, licking it clean before holding it out to her.

She beamed and stretched out her hand and let him slip the massive stone onto her finger.

She glanced down at me.

“Did you hear that, honey? Mommy and daddy are getting married!”

My eyes darted between them, still shocked at what had just happened.

As I stared, my cock squirted out another burst of pee into the diaper as if to underline exactly why I wasn’t the one slipping the ring on her finger. And when daddy drew mommy in for a passionate kiss, I realised that the door to my old life was closed for good. 
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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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