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Becoming her Diapered Cuckold

By

Dylan Katana


My wife and I work at the same IT company. We’re obviously not in the same department, but it allows us to have lunch and short breaks together. We’re also in a dominant/submissive relationship. Now, you might think that things never get boring in our household because we have this dynamic. But I can assure you that I’d been bored for the past few months. I was hiding my desires from Mina. I was too ashamed of what I secretly wanted to tell her about them.

Those were the thoughts that surged through me as my wife’s whip hit me playfully on the hip.

“Christopher, I want you to tell me exactly what is wrong right now,” Mina said and interrupted our play session. I looked at her, meeting her gaze for a split second before I gave in and broke the eye contact. She tipped her head to the side and removed my gag. After a few moment’s silence, she sighed.

“Look, it just feels like you’re not really into it anymore,” she said. I bit my lip. Should I tell her? I wasn’t sure what would happen if I confessed. What would I do if she left? What if she looked at me with disgust in her eyes?

“You used to be so vocal when we first got together. You were always ready to explore new things…” she looked down at her hands as she spoke. That’s when it hit me that me not talking about my desires might be the very thing that would end up driving her away.

“… But now. This. I can tell something’s not right,” she turned to me again and searched for my eyes before she continued speaking.

“As your mistress, I need to know what you want in order for me to give it to you.” There was something final about her words. As if I was standing at a crossroads. One step in the wrong direction and I’d lose everything. But what was the right path? How could I tell her? How could I tell her what I wanted, what I needed when she might divorce me for it? But on the other hand, what if we ended up divorcing, just because I’d been too stubborn to let her know what I wanted? I took a deep breath and readied myself for the worst.

“Look, I ….you know how I always seem to be triggered by humiliation?” I started.

“How can I not know that? Every time I tell you to beg for permission to clean my pussy out, your little cock springs to life immediately,” she said with one corner of her mouth tilted upwards in a lopsided smile. My fingers found a rope end that dangled from our bedpost. The frayed ends were comfortable against my skin.

“Well… I…” I stopped, unable to continue. I closed my eyes. I couldn’t just stop now. I had to finish saying this, or else I might never have the courage to.

“I’ve wanted you to take control of every aspect of my life for a long time. I… I want to be in complete servitude to you,” I said. My voice was a mere whisper at the end, and it was a wonder she even managed to catch what I said. She was quiet for a few moments. Her fingers flitted across my skin, creating a trail of small goosebumps in their wake.

“And you would do anything I say?” she finally asked. She arched an eyebrow.

“No hard limits?” I hesitated a split second before I answered: “I want you to really humiliate me. I… I want to be your humiliation slave.” I met her eyes as I finished the sentence.

“This is what you want?” she asked me, lifting my chin up until it was impossible for me to break the eye contact.

“Yes,” I said. No hesitation this time.

“Know that there’s no turning back,” she said and let go of my chin. I nodded.

“Ok,” she said and tied me loose from the ropes. I rubbed a thumb over the tiny grooves left by the ropes. A shudder ran through me at the sensory memory it created. She slid closer to me and put a hand on my thigh.

“When you come home from work tomorrow, I want you to undress and put your clothes in the hallway. I will put your new clothes to wear on the drawer. If you truly wish to go through with this, you’ll pick up the new clothes and hand them to me in the second bedroom. Have I made myself clear?” she asked. I nodded again as my heart thundered in anticipation.

The whole next day was filled with nervous excitement. My wife finished work an hour earlier than me that day, so I knew she would be home by the time I finally made it there. The moment the clock stroke five, I shut down my computer and threw on my jacket and was out the door in record time.

My breath came in short gasps as I stood outside our apartment. My life was about to change. And I hadn’t yet realised how much it was about to change. There were no sounds coming from inside. I willed my breath to slow down before I reached out my arm to pull down the door handle.

The door clicked shut behind me. For a few moments, I didn’t move. My ears strained to catch any movement, but the beating of my heart seemed to have reached my ears and made it impossible to hear anything. I finally gave up and looked down, the curiosity getting the better of me. There, on the drawer, was the outfit my wife had picked out for me. I wasn’t quite sure how to interpret what I saw. My mouth went dry as I extended a hand. There weren’t many things in the pile — if it could even be called a pile with only two items. But it was very clear that she had really taken me seriously when I’d asked her to humiliate me. On the drawer were a big diaper with childish prints and a simple t-shirt that I was sure was going to be slightly too tight. I picked up the diaper, which seemed unnaturally thick. An image of myself wearing them entered my brain. The image caused my cheeks to heat at the same time as my cock twitched in my pants.

I put the items back down and undressed, my mind racing as I did so. I wasn’t quite sure how I felt about letting Mina diaper me. But as I pulled my pants down, my erection certainly seemed to know what I wanted better than I did. Now naked, I glanced at the diaper again. All I had to do if I wasn’t actually able to let her take it as far as she wanted, was to not bring the diaper and t-shirt into the playroom. I could simply get re-dressed and we would never talk about it again. I’d never really considered diapers in my humiliation fantasies before. But the more I thought about it, the more embarrassing it sounded. And the harder my dick became. Reaching a decision, I picked up the diaper and t-shirt and went into the room. 

Mina lay in a corset on the bed and turned her head towards me when I opened the door. A wide, lazy smile slowly spread across her lips. 

“Oh, you have no idea how happy I am to see you,” she said after eyeing the items in my hand. And, if possible, her grin grew wider. I shifted my feet, wondering for a split second if I should walk out of the room again. I raised my eyes from a spot on the floor to meet hers. Her tongue darted out to lick the plump flesh of her upper lip. At the sight, my cock twitched. There was no way I was walking back outside.

“Well, since we are both here, and you’ve been such a good boy bringing your clothes in here for me,” she began. She lifted her index finger to beckon me closer as she finished: “Why don’t you lie down so we can try them on?” I stepped over to the bed. She slid to the side to leave room for me to lie down. She took the items from me and got up from the bed to stand on the floor in front of me. I bit my lips, painfully aware that my cock was now completely hard. Considering the fact that my wife was holding a diaper in her hand, ready to put it on me, I should’ve been embarrassed and shamed. Not turned-on by the humiliation of it. I mean, there I was, an adult married man, who, instead of being excited about having sex with my wife, I was excited about the humiliating aspect of being diapered by her! She grabbed the diaper and started unfolding it. The crinkling overpowered my heartbeats still thundering in my ears. She bent down and brushed her lips against my cheek, leaving a trail of fluttering kisses up to my ear. I drew in a ragged breath.

“Ok, sweetie, here’s how things are going to be from now on,” she started. Her breath brushed the shell of my ear and made me shudder.

“You’re going to be wearing these diapers 24/7 from now on. At home. At work. When we go out… All. The. Time,” she said as she finished unfolding the diaper. The plastic rubbed against the sensitive skin of my thighs as she placed it between my legs, slowly pushing it forwards. I swallowed audibly and lifted my legs to accommodate her.

“So, when you’ve had little accidents at work, you’ll simply let me know and we’ll go get you changed,” she said. I moaned. Each word sparked my imagination and sent a small jolt straight to my cock. I was sure that it was simply a game we were playing. A threat to make me more excited about the humiliation of a fantasy that would never happen. It was a common strategy she used when we played. Telling me how she planned to humiliate me to get my gears going. But it had always been limited to fantasies, never crossing that invisible unspoken line between fantasy and reality. While a part of me would always hope they would one day become reality, I’d never dared ask for it. Boy, was I in for a ride.

“When you told me you wanted to be my humiliation slave yesterday, I simply couldn’t help myself. I’ve wanted to try this out with you for a long time. But I never knew if you’d want it,” she said and placed one hand on my hip, angling it in such a way that she was mere inches away from my cock. She pushed gently downwards. I followed her unspoken instruction and lowered my hips all the way down until I felt the diaper against my skin. Loud crinkles filled the air around me with each and every minuscule movement. And yet, through my embarrassment, I couldn’t help a sense of wonder run through me at how soft it felt. 

“Good boy,” Mina murmured and stroked her hand from my hip over to my genitals. With expertise, she wrapped one hand around my shaft and gave me a single stroke from base to tip. A surprised whimper escaped my throat at the contact, which was over just as fast as it had begun. When she let go of her grip, I forced back another whimper. Her hand gripped the front of the diaper and pulled it towards me. If I’d thought the nappy crinkled loudly earlier, the crinkles it made when she manoeuvred it in place to hide my dick was even louder. Heat gathered in my cheeks at the sound and I closed my eyes. Behind the darkness of my eyelids, it seemed as if the crinkling sound amplified as she pressed her hand against the plastic of the diaper, trailing the outline of my hard-on.

“Well, look at you. I wasn’t really sure you were going to go through with this. But… looking at your tiny pee-pee, I’d say it was a good thing we did,” she said and pecked my cheek. I sucked in a breath as she continued to rub her hand outside the diaper. 

“Now, here’s what’s going to happen tonight. First, I’m going to finish diapering you up… and then I’m going to call Peter. You remember Peter, right? That really handsome colleague of mine. I know he’s been eyeing me for a while now. And with your tiny pee-pee all diapered up, I can hardly let you fuck me. You’re not big enough of a man for that. Peter on the other hand… I’m sure his cock is big enough to satisfy me,” she said, still rubbing her hand against my crotch.

My eyes shot open as her words sunk in. Another man fucking my wife. Not just any other man, but Peter. Peter, who had hit on my wife in front of everyone during last year’s Christmas party. And my wife had flirted back. Mina studied me with a playful smile twitching at the edges of her mouth. One of her hands moved to one side of my body as the other stayed over my crotch. She kept my gaze while she grabbed and pulled a tape across one hip, then the other, to secure the diaper in place. Peter. Peter fucking my wife. And then it hit me. If Peter was coming here tonight, he’d also see me in diapers. My cock strained and twitched inside its new soft cage as Mina fastened the last one.

“Oh, my poor little baby…does that turn you on? Thinking about watching Peter fuck me? You don’t have to answer that, I can see your hard-on poking through the diaper. Gosh, you are seriously tiny. You know that, right?” She grinned down at me. Then turned sideways and grabbed her cell from the nightstand. She caught my eyes and held my gaze yet again while she dialled her friend.

“Hi Peter, it’s Mina. From work.” She was quiet for a few seconds. A deep baritone whispered from the other side of the line. I wasn’t able to hear exactly what he was saying. But it sounded like she enjoyed it.

“Yea…so, remember that thing I talked to you about during coffee break today?” Another silence while she listened for the reply.

“Uh-huh… well, my little hubby here is in, so… if you want to come over…” she let the sentence hang in the air unfinished. She caught my eyes again and licked her lips.

“Oh yes, I promise. He’s in. I’ve got his tiny dick diapered up as we speak. And you won’t believe how hard it makes him,” she said. I shrunk as the sound of Peter’s laughter from the other end reached my ears. She waited for him to stop laughing before she continued: “But no matter how hard he is, there’s no way I’m going to let that tiny cock inside me… I need a real man… not a little diaperboy,” she chuckled and pressed her hand against my crotch. I moaned and pushed my hips upwards into her hand.

“Mhmm… Oh, sure. You can absolutely give him a spanking until he calls you Daddy,” my wife said. I whimpered.

“In fact, it turns me on, and little hubby, too” she added in a husky voice. She gave me a sideways glance and gave my cock another squeeze.

They talked for a few more minutes before they hung up. She put the phone away and glanced down at me.

“So…last chance to back out is now,” she said. I didn’t even give it a second thought before I shook my head. Her massaging strokes outside the diaper had continued with an agonisingly slow pace, never allowing me to get even close to an orgasm.

“Oh, I bet you want to make cummies, don’t you?” she asked mid-stroke. I bit my lip and looked away. Of course, I wanted that. But admitting that I wanted to cum while I was wearing a diaper, was a step I was not ready to take.

“Don’t worry, if you’re good. I might let you cum later,” she grinned and got up.

“Good thing I put on this little outfit, don’t you think?” She teased, and spun around once, which let me see exactly how well the corset hugged her feminine shape.

“Do you think Peter will like it?” she asked. I only managed to whimper in response.

“Oh, I think so, too,” she said.

It didn’t take long before the doorbell rang.

”That must be Peter,” Mina said. It felt like my heart was going to leap out of my chest, and for a short moment, I wondered if my choice had been a mistake. Mina swayed her hips as she left the bedroom, her garters staying firmly in place. She was so fucking hot. I glanced down at myself. I stared at my diaper and wondered, not for the first time, what the fuck such a hot woman was doing with me. And why was it turning me on that she humiliated me like this? I bent my head. That hot hunk of hers from work was going to walk through the door any second. The click of the lock reached my ears. My mouth went dry as the door creaked open. I swore under my breath when my cock twitched in anticipation. The rich rumble of his baritone vibrated through the air and mixed with Minas giggling. I don’t think I ever made her giggle like that. Not even when we were newlyweds.

My thoughts were interrupted when the door in front of me opened. I wanted to shut my eyes to avoid looking at them as they entered. But I couldn’t bring myself to do so. Instead, it was as though my eyes were drawn towards them when they stepped inside. Peter turned his head from Mina to me.

“Wow. You know, I wasn’t quite sure whether to believe you or not when you said you’d turned your husband into a little diaper sissy. But it’s not very difficult to see anymore. Not with that thick padding between his legs.” He stepped closer to me. I tensed.

“While you’re sitting in your ridiculous thick diaper, I’m gonna fuck your wife. I’m gonna fuck our wife so hard. And she’s going to love it. I’m gonna fuck her while you watch us. I’m gonna show you how a real man is supposed to be,” he grinned down at me from his 6’2”.  My eyes travelled down to his crotch. I swallowed at the size of his massive bulk. My own bulge, even if you counted the bulk of the diapers, couldn’t even begin to compare to his size.

“But first, I’m going to put you over my knee until you call me Daddy,” Peter said.

From the corner of my eye, I could see Mina’s smile. The bed shifted as Peter sat down on the edge. He turned his head towards me and patted his knee.

“Come on, you big sissy,” he said. Yet again, I had to force back another moan in an attempt to hide my increased arousal at his words. Of course, I wouldn’t be able to hide it for long. As soon as I lay on his lap, he would feel my hard-on against his leg. The thought terrified me just as much as the added humiliation of it excited me. It wasn’t like they didn’t already know that I was harder from wearing a diaper than I’d ever been in my life. But logic doesn’t always work when we’re dealing with emotions. Peter drummed his fingers on his thigh.

“Come on. You don’t want me to drag you over here, do you?” he asked. Though the idea didn’t sound too bad, I shook my head and slowly made my way over to him. As soon as I got close enough, he grabbed my wrist and pulled me across his lap. His large firm hand rested against my rear, pushing my cock into the soft embrace of the diaper. I moaned and pressed myself against his thigh. He let his hand rest on my bottom for a moment, the deep baritone of his chuckle ringing through the air. I swallowed a lump in my throat. I knew what was coming. He was going to spank me in front of my wife. And I was going to let him. I let out a whimper, muffled by the bedsheets my face rested on.

“So, are you going to be a good little boy and call me Daddy?” Peter said as he gave me the first hard swat. I yelped. The swat made my cock rub against the diaper, almost as if I was fucking it. The precious little amount of friction offered no relief for my painful erection, as it continued to throb inside its padded cage.

“Say it,” Peter said. I looked up and met Mina’s eyes, which were practically glowing from amusement. I yelped as he brought down his hand for another hit. The impact of his hand against my rear made my body jerk. And my cock twitch in anticipation. I shook my head, not wanting to give in so easily. Mina stepped closer, her hips swaying sensually with each step. She stopped a few feet away before she bent down to show her full cleavage to me.

“You’re going to be our little boy, aren’t you? Our little diapered boy…” my wife said as Peter delivered another few blows to my buttocks. There was something incredibly thrilling about being spanked by a strong, fit man in front of my wife. My eyes rolled in pleasurable torture as my cock throbbed painfully inside its padding.

His hand came down on the diaper again, hitting me harder this time. The diaper made a soft thumping sound at the impact. Mina giggled while she watched me getting spanked by Peter. Even the humiliating sound of her giggles seemed to surround my senses and add to my excitement.

“You’re not really a man, Christopher,” Peter said as he continued to bring his hand down to my bottom, each smack hitting me harder.

“Real men don’t wear diapers and let other men spank them in front of their wives. All you are is a little boy. A little boy who’s not in control. A little boy in diapers. And what I’m going to teach you, is that little boys who let other guys fuck their wives… little boys like you, they have to call those men ‘Daddy’. Are you going to call me ‘Daddy’?” Peter said. I shook my head. He started hitting me harder but the thick diapers still dulled the worst of the impact. After a few minutes without the desired effect, he paused the spanking to pull down the diaper. The cold air was refreshing but not for long. The next smacks hit my bottom directly. It hurt. Each hit felt like it burned my skin. I started to wriggle, I wanted to get away from the hits.

“Please stop! Please, I’ll do anything, ju- just stop, please!” I said, after what felt like an eternity of burning swats against my buttocks. When they still didn’t stop, I yelled: “Please, Daddy, please!” The swats stopped but I felt Peter’s hand threateningly close to my ass cheeks even after he’d stopped hitting, as a reminder to behave.

“Anything?” He asked. I gulped, then nodded.

“Well, why don’t you prove to us what a little boy you are by going pee-pee in your diaper…,” Peter said. I looked at Mina. The moment I looked at her, his hand was on my chin, forcing it sideways to look at him.

“Don’t look at her when I’m talking to you,” he said. I swallowed again.

“Well, are you going to show us why you’re wearing those diapers or am I going to have to spank you until you do?” I could hear the underlying threat in his growl.

“Y-yes… Daddy,” I said.

“Good,” he said.

“Lucky for you, I like boys like you almost as much as women like your wife… though if you’re going to call me Daddy, it’s only right you start calling her Mommy,” I could hear the grin in his voice as I processed what had just happened. To call these two people Mommy and Daddy… My cock certainly knew what it wanted but did I?

He pulled the diaper back up and let me get up from his lap. My legs were shaking slightly as I moved. I swallowed nervously as I got up and stood on the floor glancing between Peter and Mina.

“Go on, show us what a little boy you are,” Mina said.

“Yea, why don’t you show your… Mommy… why she can’t rely on you for a good fuck ever again,” Peter said.

I bit my lip and glanced between them. If I pissed the diaper, it would be another step away from my old life. But did I really want to go back? I closed my eyes and reached a decision, willing my bladder to release its hold on the liquids inside. I told myself that it was because I didn’t want another spanking. The stings still flashing through my nerves were a good reminder, keeping the memory of the pain fresh in my memory. But the truth was that being the submissive little bitch to two sexy, dominant people turned me on even more than being Mina’s sub.

I wanted to look anywhere but at the two of them, all too conscious of their attentive gaze upon me. When I found no sanctuary in the room, I closed my eyes and tried to visualise falling droplets. A waterfall. Rain. Any water related thing I could think of that would make me piss myself to avoid getting more swats on my bum.

I took deep breaths in and out for what felt like an eternity without anything happening. And then it came. A few droplets at first, trickling out of my dick and into the absorbent padding around my crotch. My first instinct was to clamp down to hold back. But I quickly realised that it was too late. I was completely unable to hold back as the piss continued to exit my dick. For a short moment, I considered what I was doing and almost found it difficult to believe. I was standing here filling my diaper in front of my gorgeous wife and her handsome lover. The physical release of it was unlike any I’d ever experienced, the emotional humility of the act only heightened the sensation. I gave myself into the pleasure of it and shortly after, a moan filled the room. It took me a while to realise that I was the one who’d made the sound. But I was too far gone to care. The liquid gushed out of me in an increasingly rapid fashion. The hiss of urine running out from the tip, audible. It sloshed around for a moment, creating a puddle around my genitals before it got sucked into the material of the diaper. After what felt at once, like an eternity and a mere moment, the stream slowed down to a small trickle. Then, the trickle turned to a few last drops before it stopped completely.

“Oh my god… Wow. Look at that, he really wet himself,” Peter said. At his words, I got sucked back to the present. My hands shot to the front of the diaper. I bit back another moan as my hands brushed the plastic, pushing the warm swollen diaper against my cock.

“Aww, is Daddy right? Did you make a pee-pee in your diaper, Chris? You’re such a little boy, aren’t you? Tell Mommy what you did in your nappies,” Mina said. My mouth felt dry as I opened my mouth to reply.

“I- I wet myself,” I croaked out and lowered my head in shame. Peter chuckled.

“That’s right, you wet your diaper, like the little boy you are,” he said and smirked. His eyes moved to my diaper. Gravity tugged at it, the weight heavy as it sagged slightly between my legs. Inside, my cock throbbed and pressed desperately against the diaper fabric. His smirk grew wider.

“And now I’m going to fuck your… Mommy, because only Daddy gets to fuck her. Not little diaper wearing hubbies,” Peter said and turned to Mina.

“I wonder if he’s going to cum in his diapers while I fuck you,” he said to her. She met his eyes. She arched her back, pressing her breasts closer to him in response to his words.

“Great idea. I can’t wait to have your huge cock inside me,” she said. Her voice, husky. Peter matched her grin and started to strip, taking care to make sure that I was watching. Any other man would be raging at this point. Any other man but me. They would fight for their woman. And what did I do? I sat down on the floor making my diapers omit an audible squelch. I raised my head to watch him, mesmerised. And more turned on than I’d ever been in my life.

“I’m gonna show you what a real man looks like,” he said to me and started to undo his belt. I hadn’t thought it possible, but as he unbuttoned his trousers, his massive manhood seemed to grow larger in front of my eyes. I gulped, feeling another twitch from my cock inside the diaper.

“How does it feel, hm? How does it feel to watch another man get ready to fuck your wife while you sit there in your own piss like a little boy?” I looked down at the floor. I knew that I was supposed to be ashamed. To take control of the situation. But all of it was turning me on immensely. I was rock hard in my diapers.

“Answer Daddy, sweetie, and tell the truth,” Mina’s voice came out almost like a moan.

“I- it makes me stiff… Daddy,” I said. Peter chuckled.

“Of course it does. After all, you want to be like Daddy,” he said and pulled his trousers off along with his underwear. His cock was absolutely massive. It was unlike anything I’d ever seen. Mina looked as though she was thinking the same, with round eyes which reflected her amazement. She licked her lips. He stepped closer to Mina. He pulled her closer in an embrace and turned to me again.

“Don’t worry, when you grow as big as Daddy and stop pissing yourself, you won’t have to wear diapers anymore…” he said.

“Now, that’s what I’m talking about. That’s a real man,” she grinned and gave me a short look before giving all her attention to Peter.

“I want you to suck my cock,” Peter said. His voice was commanding. It gave me a thrill to hear his command being given to my wife. It doubled my humiliation, not only did my wife — Mommy — command me, but someone else commanded her again. Which made me at the complete bottom of the hierarchy. I watched as he dominated my wife in a way I would never be able to. And he did it with such ease while I was sitting in my piss soaked diaper, watching everything with hungry eyes. She opened her mouth and started to take his huge cock in her mouth. I let a hand travel down to my crotch and rested it there.

“You like that, huh? You like that, little boy? Watching what used to be your wife give head to another man?” He asked. I nodded.

“Well, Daddy’s anything but cruel. So in order for you to one day become a big boy like Daddy, you have my permission to fuck your diaper while I fuck your new Mommy,” he grinned and watched as I started to stroke myself through the diaper.

“And when I’m done with her, you’re going to clean up the both of us with your mouth,” Peter said before he pulled himself out of her mouth.

“Undress,” he told her. She grinned and started to peel off each layer of clothing with deliberate slowness. She swayed her hips with the grace of an erotic dancer while she teased us both. Me, with what I couldn’t have. Him, with promises of what to come. She dropped her garter and stood completely naked in front of us. Even when naked, she looked powerful. And here I was, feeling more vulnerable in my diaper than if I had been naked. She stepped towards Peter in a sensual prowl. She put her hand on his chest and gently pushed him down on the bed. She turned her head towards me and caught my eyes as she slowly lowered herself onto his rod. He grunted at the same time as I made a desperate whimper. I pushed my hips forward to meet my hand, squeezing my cock through the soggy material inside the diaper. It made a loud squelch but I didn’t care anymore. His large hands grabbed her hips and encouraged her to move back and forth in a rocking motion. Peter grunted again as she rolled her hips on top of him. I whimpered and rocked my own hips towards my hand in a pitiful imitation of their act. The crinkles from the diaper mixed with the squelches it made each time I buried my cock into the folds inside. Mina turned her head towards me and gazed at me through half-closed eyelids. When Peter bucked her hips, she threw her head back and let out a loud moan, breaking our eye contact. I bit my lip and whimpered as I continued humping my diaper and listening to the passionate embrace in the bed.

“Oh Peter, your cock feels so fucking amazing inside me. It fills me up. That pathetic excuse of a husband I have…I can’t even feel his cock,” she said between gasps. I moaned, not even considering arguing.

“Are you enjoying yourself, little Potty Pants?” Peter asked. And it was at that moment when I realised that I was going to do exactly what he had told me earlier: I was going to cum in my piss-soaked diaper while he fucked my wife. Peter grinned at me as he grabbed Mina’s hips firmer and flipped her on her back.

“Watch how a real man fucks a woman,” Peter said and started thrusting into my wife. She screamed and moaned in pleasure. With each thrust of his hard cock, her sounds became more desperate. My own thrusts into the diaper got more and more desperate as a result. Each thrust continued to reward me with the loud squelches. But I couldn’t bring myself to stop or care about it. All I could think about at that moment was that I was going to cum. The orgasm that was building up filled everything. Until I erupted inside my diapers in a mind shattering explosion.

It was long after I’d filled my diapers with cum when Peter came inside my wife. As if it wasn’t embarrassing enough to come early, I’d done it in diapers while another man was still going at it inside my wife like a champ. And he hadn’t been slow in reminding us of it, either: “Look at your little baby of a hubby, Mina. He came in his pampers.” She managed to chuckle in-betweens moans of pleasure. He increased his rhythm and slammed into my wife several more times. All I did was sit there in my piss- and cum-soaked diapers and watch them fuck until they finally came. They lay there panting for a few moments before Peter rolled over to the edge of the bed where he sat up, his enormous cock dangling between his legs, slick from the mix of his and Mina’s juices. He motioned for me to come closer. I crawled over to him.

“Good boy,” he said and grabbed my hair. Desire filled me up again as my submissive nature kicked in. He held my head in place firmly with his grip.

“Clean it,” he said. I glanced up at him, then to his cock.

“Yes Daddy,” I said and let my head be guided by his hand. I opened my mouth and placed it around the tip of his massive dick. It had shrunk from an erect state to now being semi-erect. And it was still way larger than my own cock, even when mine was fully erect. Larger by far. I lapped out tentatively with my tongue, tasting the mixture of their juices on his cock. His musky and tangier, hers sweeter and slightly more mellow. I gulped down as much of his cock as I could with my mouth, cleaning his shaft with my tongue to my best capability before he pulled me away.

“Good boy,” he said. With a strong hand, he gestured to the bed. I crawled up and let the hand guide me until my head was between Mina’s legs.

“Now clean out your wife,” he said. As with Peter, the same mixture of tastes rolled over my tongue as I caught the seed rolling out of her. She dropped a hand in my hair and stroked it with long, lazy movements. I lapped the last drop and received another praise as I removed my head. 

“Do you have more diapers, Mina? I’d like to tape him up with another one, in case he leaks.” Peter said. Mina gestured to a corner of the room, where she’d stashed a large bag of diapers.

“You just lie here and let me take our little bitch with me to the other room and get him nice and comfortable. Then Mommy and Daddy are going to have some more fun while he gets some sleep,” Peter said and rustled my hair. I was slightly surprised by the affectionate gesture and leaned into the touch. Mina smiled, crinkles forming around her eyes.

“I can see his little pee-pee getting hard again. You’d like that, wouldn’t you, Baby?” she asked. I didn’t want to answer. But to avoid further punishment, I nodded and I let Peter walk me into the room next door.

There was something extra humiliating about having my wife’s lover change my diapers while she was lying naked in the room next door waiting for him to come back. He pulled the tapes open on either side.

“Now, let’s see if your dicklet is as small as she claims, hm?” he said. I bit my lips. I knew it was. He sniggered as soon as the diaper was opened.

“Oh wow. That is tiny. I’ve seen babies with bigger cocks than yours. And that’s how big you are when it’s hard?” His words only made my cock harder. His humiliation getting me more turned on than I had been for weeks. It didn’t exactly help that he was hot as well, this man who wanted me to call him ‘Daddy’.

“You like that huh? You know what… I don't think I’m going to change your diaper. I bet you like wearing your wet diaper, don’t you?” he said and reached a hand out to touch my tiny dick. I moaned at the touch, which only made him laugh again.

“Seeing as you like your diaper so much, I’m just going to re-fasten these tapes and put another diaper over it. You’ll be all nice and secure as this one can catch any leaks from the first diaper. Isn’t that going to be nice?” He asked. I stared at him. Was he serious? The thought made me slightly horrified and turned on at the same time. He only grinned as my cock twitched. He paid my new-sprung erection no mind, only pulled the diaper back up and refastened the tapes. The wetness had cooled down and I shuddered as he pressed it closer to my skin. Before he reached for the new diaper, he made sure to make holes in the old one to make sure that it would leak into the next diaper without problems. He smiled as he pulled out the new diaper from the pack and placed it underneath me. He pulled it up and rubbed the front of my diaper as he manoeuvred the tapes in place, exciting small whimpers from me.

The full diaper in the first layer was already so thick, and when he finished closing the tapes on the new diaper, it was impossible to close my legs properly from how thick the bulk was. He got up and looked down at me, studying me.

“There’s something missing,” he said and tilted his head. A slow smile spread across his lips.

“I know… let’s see if we can’t fill up that diaper a little more before you go to sleep, hm?” he said and drew down his underwear to reveal his giant cock again.

“I always have to take a whizz after I fuck… Stand up,” he commended. I wobbled to my feet, forced apart by the thick layer of diapers. I felt tiny next to this giant of a man. My crotch was so much further down, he didn’t even need to shift his position in order to use my diaper as his personal urinal. He grabbed his meaty cock and steered it to my diaper.

“Now be Daddy’s good little boy and hold the diaper for me,” he said. I complied, stretching the lining to allow him access with his member. I glanced down at the towering display. It took a few seconds before the first drops hit my cock. The sensitive skin of my erection sizzling from the feeling. A moment later, a stream of urine rushed over my genitals, adding to the already drenched diaper. The smell of stale piss wafted through the air and filled my nostrils as the torrent continued to gush into my diaper. He shook himself once when he finished.

“Good boy, now, clean up,” he said. I closed my eyes, knowing that I’d comply without question. I knelt down and opened my mouth to suck the salty, tangy droplets off his cock. I pulled away and looked up at him, licking my lips as I finished. He smiled, patted me on the head and got me back on the bed. Right before he left, he shoved a bottle in my mouth and said: “That bottle better be empty before you go to sleep, or else this new… arrangement… might leak out at work.” And with those words, he turned around and left the room, leaving me alone with my diapered hard-on as he went to have sex with my wife in the room next door.
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The space beside me on the bed was empty. I could feel the emptiness without looking. I searched my mind, trying to remember what had happened. I moved my head, opened my eyes and blinked at the sunlight streaming through the window. A putrid smell filled my nose. I shifted, bringing another waft of sleep and stale urine through my nostrils. Memories from last night came rushing back. The heavy weight of the used nappy pushed down against my crotch. The double layer that Peter had put on me before I fell asleep while he fucked my wife.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She studied me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-yes,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please what?”

“Please change me?”

“Please change…what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-yes. M-mommy,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you want that?” she asked.

“Yes, Mommy,” I said.

“Yes what, Baby, what do you want?”

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

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

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

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

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

“P-please!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure,” he nodded and grinned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Down where?” He teased.

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

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

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

“Y-yes,” I said, looking away.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My eyes fell on Mommy’s body arching in pleasure as she thrust the dildo inside herself. Choosing even a dildo over being fucked by me. The thought crossed my mind just as I exploded my cum into my diaper. I slumped over the table, the muscles in my body out of my control in my post-orgasmic haze. I was vaguely aware of Peter still thrusting himself inside me. Minutes later, he grunted. His cock throbbed inside my ass before strings of semen spurted, hitting the walls inside me. He grunted his release and shoved himself deep inside. I watched as my wife’s body shuddered and cried out her own waves of pleasure as she shoved the dildo inside herself one last time. Behind me, Peter pumped himself lazily in and out of my hole a few more times until his cock slackened. His cum spilt out of me as he pulled out. His cock was still warm, the tip resting between the crack of my bottom for a long moment. I started wondering what he was doing when warm liquid started pouring out from his cock and down my ass, dripping down to my balls before settling into the diaper. I remembered his words from the night before: ‘I always need to piss after a fuck’. And despite the humiliation of becoming Daddy’s personal urinal and my new status as Mommy and Daddy’s diaper slut, I knew I’d reached the right decision.
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My wife’s lover and my new ‘Daddy’, Peter, closed the door to the apartment behind the three of us. It had only been a few hours since I had accepted him as a permanent part of Mina’s and my life. But already, he was stepping into the role as a dominant partner with a natural ease that I could only admire.

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

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

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

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

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

Peter chuckled and ruffled my hair.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He grinned.

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

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

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

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

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

“Something more… appropriate,” he said.  

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

It didn’t take long before I found out.

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

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

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

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

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

There was nothing recognisable about the room anymore.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I blushed and looked away. She giggled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He brought his member to my cheek in a slap.

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

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

“Please what, sissy?” he said.

“Daddy, can I please suck your cock?”

He smirked.

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

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

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

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

“Breathe, princess,” Daddy said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yhshh,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My blush deepened and I nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

“Yes, please,” I said.

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

I winced.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I looked down at my feet.

“Thank you, daddy,” I mumbled.

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

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

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

I blushed and looked away.

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

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

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

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


Becoming Her Diapered Cuckold 5

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.
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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. 


Epilogue

It’s mommy and daddy’s wedding night. I’m pretending to be asleep in the small hotel room adjacent to their bridal suite.

It’s been a year since daddy came into our lives.

I shift uncomfortably on the bed, trying to ease the ache in my full bladder, knowing that it’ll burst and fill my diaper with piss soon. I really have tried my best to resist the diaper training that mommy and daddy have put me through over the past year. I’ve held myself for as long as I can before giving in to the strong urge and wet myself.

I imagine my bladder a bit like a dammed-up lake. Each time I lose control over it, that dam gets another permanent tear. In the beginning, I would wait as long as I could and at least make the choice to let go of the collection of fluids. But now, I’m having more and more wetting accidents. Sometimes, I won’t even know that I need to pee until I stand there with a diaper that’s becoming more and more discoloured from my fluids.

Now, I’m yet again trying to keep back the flow that’s threatening to break through my weakened hold on my bodily function. My nails dig into my flesh as I clench my hands into fists. I try to focus on that pain, but the distraction is momentary and gone almost before it’s begun.

I sigh and shift my body again, ever hopeful to find a comfortable position. I freeze mid-shift when suddenly, I think I can hear something outside. I strain my ears. At first, I think I imagined the sound. But just as I'm about to finish adjusting my body, the sound of husky laughter and approaching footsteps break the nightly silence.

My heart speeds up. I can recognise their voices, even through the door. I tense as the footsteps come to a stop outside my door. When the electronic beep of the lock echoes through the hall, I stop breathing. Then, the door opens and they rush through it.

I blink confused at the door to my hotel room, unable to understand why it doesn’t open. It takes me a couple of seconds to realise that of course, they went to their own room. The luxurious bridal suite next door. I don’t even know why I’d expected them to check in on me. It’s their wedding night, for crying out loud.

Am I disappointed that they didn’t check on me? I’m not sure. I mean, a part of me probably is. But at the same time, I can’t help but be slightly relieved that I don’t have to watch them right now.

I glance sideways at the alarm clock on the nightstand.

Midnight.

The party’s probably still going. But I can understand that the lovebirds wanted to leave early to–I swallow–to consume their marriage.

I wonder if they’ve been laughing at me or if anyone’s asked where I went after I finished my stride up the aisle as their flower girl.

I flush at the memory.

At least the dress had hidden my diaper… But even so, it had done nothing to hide my waddle. It was as if mommy and daddy were trying to make me wear thicker and thicker diapers to see just how thick they could get before it became impossible to add more. And apparently, their wedding had been no excuse to put a pause on that experiment.

I wonder if mommy’s friend, Nanny Viola, had told the other guests where she’d taken me after the reception, while the bride and groom were off getting photographed. While I hope she hasn’t said anything, I already know the truth. After I came out officially as mommy and daddy’s diaper girl, I’ve been unable to keep anyone from finding out every single embarrassing thing that happens to me.

I close my eyes. Nanny Viola was a beautiful woman with curves in all the right places. She’d been kind enough to give me a diaper change after we arrived at the hotel. And since mommy and daddy had trained me so well over the past year, I had no chance of keeping my erection under control during the change. She’d pointed at a video camera angled right at the bed where I was lying and chuckled while she told me that I was welcome to make myself as “comfortable” as I’d liked but that everything I did would be sent to a live stream.

I glance at the video camera. The red light blinks hypnotically in the semi-darkness of my room. I wince, my cheeks grow hotter, and I look away.

I bet the guests have been checking in on me during the wedding party. There’s no way mommy and daddy have withheld that information from their guests. Not when they enjoy humiliating me as much as they do. And not when they know that I enjoy it just as much as they do, if not more.

So, even in the unlikely circumstance that Nanny Viola hasn't told the guests about where she brought me or my diaper change or my erection during the said diaper change, any of the attendees at the party could easily open the live feed and have a look for themselves.

I have to admit that even though I’ve actually wanted this new life that I’m currently living, I can’t help but be slightly envious at the people at the party. At least they’re not cooped up in a hotel room with only baby bottles, thick diapers and an overactive imagination for company.

"Oh, Peter! Don't–I– oh!" Mommy's excited squeal pierces through the wall that separates our rooms.

“Well, it’s tradition to carry the bride through the door.” Daddy’s deep baritone rumbles and blends well with her lighter voice when she giggles at his words.

Unable to resist the temptation, I sit up and lean my head closer to the wall between us.

“Oh no. No, no. No touching yet. Stay." Mommy's voice.

I bite my lip to keep back a whimper, just as daddy’s voice rumbles in a frustrated groan.

I close my eyes and press closer to the wall. It’s driving me crazy that I can’t hear what’s happening.

“My, my, Peter… Are you enjoying the show?”

My sharp intake of breath breaks the silence in my own room when I hear mommy’s teasing words.

“I’d enjoy it more if you got naked faster.”

Inside my diaper, my cocklette twitches and begins to grow. Through the wall, Mina laughs. Her voice is low, and it ends in a lustful sigh.

My breath comes fast, and I don’t even know when my hand came to rest outside my diaper until it’s suddenly there. I clasp another hand over my mouth and bite down into my skin as a moan escape me.

“Come here, you little minx,” daddy growls.

Mommy yelps. There’s a soft thud on the other side of the wall, followed by the metallic squeak of rusty bed springs.

A few moments later, she begins to moan. Softly at first. Then, more and more desperate.

I squeeze my cock through the soft diaper and let out a shaky breath. I glance at the duvet and chew my lips, hesitating for a short moment. Then, shame tossed aside, I grab it, pull it towards me, and place it in a heap between my legs.

“Enough, Peter. I need you inside me now.” Mommy’s note holds a threatening undertone. If she’d taken that tone with me, I wouldn’t have hesitated for a second. But daddy just chuckles.

“Honey, what do we say when we want something?”

I barely dare to breathe as I listen to their exchange. If I’d taken a tone like that with mommy, I would’ve been punished. But daddy is something else entirely. He’s in a league of his own.

“Please.” I almost don’t believe my own ears when she says it. But she does. I sigh lustfully, imagining the pleased look on daddy’s face. I’ve been there myself, and know exactly what receiving a look like that from him does to someone.

“Good girl.” Butterflies flutter in my stomach at his praise, an automatic response from months of training – even though the praise is not directed at me this time.

“Oh, fuck yes!”

At mommy’s cry, I let out a long moan and instinctively grind my hips forward and push my crotch into the duvet. My cock twitch and strains against the soft material.

“Don’t you dare take me slow and tender.”

I whimper and close my eyes, drawing back before I push myself against the duvet once more. She moans just as my cock slides forwards, burying itself inside one of the many folds of the cottony bulging material around my waist. I can almost imagine that I’m the one who’s fucking her.

I continue pushing my hips back and forth to the rhythm of her moans and his groans. I let both hands clench in the bed linen to keep it in place as I grind and rock myself further and further towards my climax.

A warmth spread through my diaper and I groan at the welcome sensation. It doesn’t even occur to me that I’m wetting myself as I continue chasing the orgasm I can feel just on the edge of my horizon. Somewhere at the back of my mind, I’m aware of the added lubricous pleasure that my urine gives me. But the awareness is pushed aside for the benefit of the tensing of muscles that shoots through my lower abdomen.

The shrieks and groans, grunts and shouts from the bridal suite bring me over the edge too soon. I feel my balls tightening, readying my release. I bite my cheek and for a moment, I consider slowing down. But then, mommy screams loudly next door and my hips begin jerking frantically back and forth. The movement shuttles my cock through the folds inside the diaper, slick and moist from piss and pre-cum.

My jerks to a still as I scream my release. My cock spasms and filmy ribbons of silky liberation shoots out from the tip. I rock my hips slowly, riding out my orgasm to the screams of pleasure in the room next door.

Content, I sigh and let my body slide sideways down onto the bed. The diaper omits a loud squelch and rewards my skin with a surge of liquid as I shift my weight and pull the covers over me.

I close my eyes. In the background, mommy and daddy cry out their delight, and I begin drifting off to sleep while the red blinks of the video camera continue their taunting reminder that everything I did has been caught on tape. 

Bonus story:
Diapered by the Futa

By

Dylan Katana


I sighed and put down my briefcase in the hallway. There were a pair of unfamiliar shoes resting next to the shoe place. I shook my head. My wife must have been out shoe shopping again. I brushed my hair back from my face and trotted into the living room.

“Ivy!”

I shouted.

“You home?”

No answer. I grinned and flung myself down on the couch, grabbed my PlayStation controller and turned on Netflix. While I was browsing through the different channels, I must've fallen asleep. 

“Andrew?”

I jumped. I nearly fell off the couch.

“Cassandra!”

I yelped and swallowed.

“What are you doing here?”

I watched her lips as they formed a sweet smile.

“Your wife told me to wait here until she finishes work. She said she might be a  bit late.”

I nodded and glanced at the TV, which was still showing a row of tv shows and films to choose from.

“Uh. You want to watch something?”

I felt lame and disappointed that I hadn't been able to have the house to myself. She nodded and sat down next to me. I was about to click on an action-packed series when she put her hand on my thigh. I nervously moved a bit further away. 

“That’s a bit too gory, don’t you think.”

Something about her voice made me unable to protest. I nodded and continued scrolling.

“Oh, stop right there. That looks interesting.”

I turned my head sceptically towards her but clicked on it anyway. After several minutes of boring plot, boring storyline and way too handsome main characters, I excused myself to go to the loo. I approached the door, put my hand on the hinge and pressed down. And pulled. Just as I opened the door, I felt her hand on mine. 

“Andrew, don’t be silly. I think we both know why Ivy’s asked me to come over.”

I turned and looked at her. She leaned just a tad bit closer, giving me a perfect view of her cleavage. I swallowed hard.

“Uh…d…do we?”

I hated myself for stuttering. I was so obvious. She smiled at me and started dragging me back to the couch.

“I really do have to go to the loo, though.”

Cassandra looked at me from the other side of the couch. I blushed.

“Your wife told me that you’re a notorious masturbator. You weren’t going to the loo to tinkle”

She giggled when I turned a darker shade of red.

“That’s…that’s not true…really I-.”

“Andrew. There’s no shame in admitting it. A lot of men have the same problem. Luckily, I know exactly what to do about it. I will simply not take you out of my sight until Ivy comes home.”

I gritted my teeth.

“Listen. While I really appreciate your concern.”

I paused for effect.

“I really don’t need a babysitter.”

Her lips lifted her cheeks.

“Really?”

“Really.”

I crossed my arms and turned my head towards the TV. I hated that movie. I felt Cassandra shift next to me. The sound from the TV droned past my ears. I was becoming very conscious of how much closer she was getting. I felt the urge to use the bathroom again. I crossed my legs. It gave a sort of relief. I scootched away from Cassandra while she moved closer. I was soon left with nowhere to go. I felt her breath against my ear. Her hand was touching my thigh. 

“You know. If you really do have to use the bathroom, you could just ask.”

I turned my head abruptly towards her and immediately was left with less than an inch between our lips. I looked down at hers. Then back up to her eyes. Her eyes had a mischievous glimmer in them. I swallowed.

“Uh. Can I use the bathroom?”

What the hell was that? Why on earth did I ask this woman for permission to use my own fucking bathroom?

“If I can come with you.”

She moved her hand upwards until it reached my dick.

“I need to keep an eye on you, after all.”

I stared at her. Was she serious? I felt a twinge in my bladder. I decided that I didn’t care. So long as I got to use the bathroom, she could do whatever she wanted. I nodded and stood up, effectively removing her hand from my crotch.

I Put up the toilet seat, unzipped my flyer and pulled out my 5” uncut cock. Nothing too much to brag about, I suppose. I relaxed my body and closed my eyes. Before I could do anything, I felt a twinge on my hand as Cassandra slapped me.

“No!”

I was so surprised. I stared at her confused.

She made an annoyed sound.

“You’ll make a mess that way.”

She put the toilet seat down. I was still standing in front of the toilet with my dick in my hand.

“There. Sit.”

I started protesting again with a stutter. She grabbed my shoulders and pushed me down to a sitting position. Then she tucked my dick downwards, pointing into the bowl. I blinked. She was surprisingly strong. She straightened up and put her hands on her hips.

“Well. Go on then.”

“I…I’m trying.”

She giggled. I blinked and looked up at her. I closed my eyes. I felt her lips against my own. I opened my lips in surprise.

“I think you just want to beat off. Honestly, it’s all you men ever think of.”

I shook my head.

“It’s not true. I really do have to use the bathroom.”

She tilted her head.

“Doesn’t seem like it.”

I stood up. I wanted to cry. I really had to go. I pulled my trousers up again. I felt so awkward.

“Let’s watch the rest of that movie, shall we?”

I followed her, defeated back to the living room and sat down on the couch. The pictures on the television were a blur to my eyes. I crossed my legs again. After a few minutes, Cassandra squeezed my leg.

“Excuse me for a moment, I need to use the ladies’.”

I was tempted to remind her that she had said she was going to watch me like a hawk earlier. But I didn't. As I stared at the TV, I heard water hitting the toilet bowl. I turned my head and saw that she'd left the toilet door open. I stared at her. She was standing in front of the toilet with a dick easily two thirds my size. A steady stream was running from the tip of the head and down towards the water. She turned her head towards me and grinned. I turned my head back, embarrassed. I closed my eyes. The sound of the pee hitting the toilet washed over me. I slumped on the couch. I felt warm and relaxed. The splashing sound stopped. I heard her move in the bathroom, turn the sink on before the sound of hands against a towel. The tap stopped. It sounded like the sink was still dripping. It did that at night time, too. I'd woken up to the sound of the tap dripping countless times. I opened my eyes and stared at the screen. Was there a window open somewhere in the house? It felt like my lap was cooling off. I looked down. Then I closed my eyes again. I could still hear the dripping sound. Tap, tap. I opened my eyes again and looked down. There was a puddle on the floor between my legs. Tap, tap. Dripping from the couch onto the floor. I quickly stood up. There was a sound from the hallway. I heard a giggle from behind me. Bam. The door to our living room from the hallway opened and my wife stepped inside. She narrowed her eyes to slits. 

“Andrew…”

I clenched my fists. Then unclenched them. Then clenched them again. I didn’t know what to do with my hands.

“I…”

The giggle from behind me grew in intensity and soon Cassandra was laughing.

“Cassandra, this is nothing to laugh about. My couch is ruined.”

I heard footsteps behind me and soon Cassandra appeared walking towards my wife. She wiped tears from her eyes.

“Look, that’s easy to remove. The important thing is that your hubby-“

She stifled a giggle.

"Just wet himself like a three-year-old!" 

I looked down at the puddle on the floor. Her laughter rung in my ears. I looked at my wife. She looked like she was trying her best not to laugh. I felt so embarrassed. I wanted a hole in the ground to appear and swallow me. Ivy sighed and looked me up and down.

"For Christ's sake, Andrew, do something!" 

I cringed my hands together. Then I stiffly started to move towards the bathroom to grab a towel.

“No, stop.”

I stopped walking and looked at my wife. She shook her head.

“Do I have to do everything around here?”

She put her hands on her hips.

"You'll get pee everywhere if you walk around in those dirty clothes. Take off your trousers." 

I did as she said.

“And your pants.”

I hesitated for a moment. I didn’t really need to take them off, did I? They weren’t dripping too much. She lifted an eyebrow and took a step closer to me. I took off my briefs and picked up the dirty clothes.

“Now go take a shower, you reek.”

My head slumped down on my chest and I walked defeated into the bathroom to turn on the shower.

I stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel. I let out a sigh into the towel as I dried my face. I couldn’t believe I’d wet myself in the couch. I shook my head. I looked around for anything to wear, but couldn’t find anything. I grabbed the towel instead and walked out of the bathroom with the towel wrapped around my waist.

“There you are, darling. Are you all clean now?”

Ivy was standing in front of the couch holding something white in her hands. I smiled sheepishly and nodded.

“Good. Listen, Cassandra’s been so nice and offered to pop around the corner to the pharmacy to get some supplies. She just got back a little while ago.”

Ivy looked at Cassandra sideways.

“Now, I don’t want to do this to you, but, quite frankly…”

She sighed.

“You wet my couch, Andrew. I can’t let you do that.”

I stepped closer, suspicions rising.

“Take off that towel and put it on the ground, sweetie.”

I hesitantly let go of my towel. I covered my crotch with one hand.

“Oh, come on, don’t be silly. We’ve both seen it before, it’s not much to hide.”

A faint blush spread on my cheeks. I looked down towards the ground.

“Now, lie down.”

Ivy came closer and grabbed my shoulders, gently pushing me towards the floor. I lied onto the towel.

“Ivy…I’m sorry, I really didn’t mean to wet your sofa.”

“I know that, sweetheart. Cassandra tells me that you tried using the toilet, but wasn’t able to. Have this been going on for a long time?”

I looked at Cassandra, who smiled. Then I looked back at my wife. She had a concerned look on her face. What was I supposed to say? I opened my mouth. I realised that nothing I would say could make sense and I quickly closed it again.

“It’s OK, sweetie.”

Her breasts jiggled above me. She unfolded the plastic item in her hand. Realisation dawned on me. Diapers. They were going to put me in diapers.

“Come on, raise your tush for me.”

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. It was like I was watching myself from outside, following Ivy’s instructions. She smiled and her breasts jiggled again as she moved to fasten the tapes on either side of my body. She gave my crotch a stroke and I felt my cock twitch. Wait. What was that?

“Oh my Gosh! These are super adorable!”

Cassandra pressed her hands together while Ivy helped me up from the towel again. I tried covering myself with my hands, but my hands were forcibly held away. I looked down and noticed that there was a faint print of teddy bears in pink all over the plastic material. I swallowed a lump in my throat.

“There you go. Isn’t that better? This way you don’t ruin my furniture and you’ll have full protection against any…”

She paused and smiled at me.

“Accidents.”

She grabbed my crotch again and I gasped. I tried to take a few steps back but quickly crashed into Cassandra. I felt her breasts press against my back and I felt my cock twitch again against my wife’s hand through the fabric. Before I decided what to do with my hands, Cassandra grabbed them and twisted them behind my back. I felt a lump where Cassandra’s crotch was pressing against my bottom. The double pressure from her breasts and her dick made my own dick twitch again. I breathed hard. I closed my eyes in confusion and focused on breathing.

“I think you’ve done the right thing here, Ivy”

Cassandra slid her hand down to my padded butt and gave it a squeeze. I yelped. I could hear my wife let out a sigh.

“I know I have.”

I felt cold hands against my waist and opened my eyes. Ivy was leaning closer to me, pressing her chest against mine.

“When little boys wet themselves in my house, they get treated like little boys, too.”

I felt Cassandra nod her head from behind me.

“You know, Ivy…I think the main problem is that he doesn’t drink enough. That piss really reeked earlier. How can he know when he needs to tinkle if he rarely has to go in the first place?”

Ivy looked at Cassandra. Her hand was still rubbing the front of my diaper absentmindedly.

“You know. He does have a problem with dehydration.”

She looked down at me. Cassandra let go of my hands and grinned from ear to ear.

“And as far as I can tell…all little boys need to be trained before they can get their big boy privileges back again.”

“I…”

I looked at her. What now?

“I know just the thing!”

Cassandra let go and ran towards the kitchen. My wife looked down at her hand and widened her eyes slightly. She looked up at me. Then she grinned and pressed harder against the fabric.

“Does this turn you on, darling?”

I looked away from her burning eyes. She grabbed my face with one hand and forced me to look into her eyes.

“Answer me.”

I started to nod but realised the difficulty of the task when she was holding my head. I opened my mouth and managed to press out a confirmation. Her eyes glinted and her lips parted pleased. She let her finger move up from my crotch to the diaper lining. She let the same finger hook inside the lining of the diaper, leaned closer and kissed my lips. I let out a moan into her lips. She moved her head and I felt her breath against my ear as she chuckled. 

“I know we talked about your humiliation fetish a while back, but…”

She pulled the diaper lining and looked down. My dick poked upwards excitedly at her attention. I breathed hard.

“Here we go! Just what you need!”

Cassandra nearly danced on her way from the kitchen. She was carrying a baby bottle. My eyes rounded at the sight. A baby bottle, really? I started to back away, but my wife grabbed my wrist.

“Are you going to do this willingly, or are we going to have to force you?”

I stopped and looked at Ivy uncertainly.

“Aw, come on. Your wife is just trying to do what’s best for you!”

Cassandra grinned and waved the bottle in front of me. It looked very over-sized and contained about a pint of water. I narrowed my eyes and took the bottle from her. The water tasted like chalky London water. But then again, all the water here tasted the same. Ivy grabbed my cheek.

“You’re so cute when you try to be angry, sweetie.”

I frowned and suckled on the tip to get the liquids into my body. It felt like it took ages before it was empty. When I was finally done, I was rewarded with a kiss and a slap on my butt again.

“Good boy.”

The phrase made me satisfied and then embarrassed about being satisfied.               “Now, why don’t you go play with your games while we have some tea?”

I nodded. I started walking towards the sofa. Every step I took produced crinkles from the diaper. I stopped and looked at Ivy. I hesitated before I opened my mouth.

"Uh. Would you mind if I…uh... I mean. Could I have my trousers?" 

She let out a laugh.

“Sweetheart. Your trousers are wet, remember?”

I blushed and started again.

“I didn’t mean those trousers. I mean…can I wear some trousers?”

My voice became less and less audible with each word I uttered.

“Don’t be silly. There’s no need to wear trousers. It’s easier for me to check if and when you need a change if you don’t.”

I was about to protest, but the look on my wife’s face made me hold my tongue and I trotted over to the couch.

“Oh, wait just a moment.”

Ivy grabbed my arm before I could sit down.

“Cassandra, would you mind picking up something for me? It’s in the drawer over there.”

Ivy pointed towards a closet on the other side of the room. Cassandra walked over to the furniture before turning back to await further instructions.

"In the second drawer from the bottom, there should be a plastic sheet." 

She bent down. As she did, her skirt slid up and revealed parts of the milky white skin on her firm buttocks. I looked away, not wanting to be more of a pervert than I already was. A few seconds later, Cassandra was walking towards the couch where I was standing with the plastic sheet.  

“Thank you, dear.”

My wife was handed the plastic sheet and stretched it out on the sofa.

“There you go, you can sit down now.”

I sat down on the plastic. I scowled at the two women.

“Now, come on, don’t act like that. You put this upon yourself.”

They walked towards the kitchen. I could hear their chatter between them while the sound of the kettle popped in the background. I got up and flinched at the sound the plastic made when I got up. I stared at the shelf with my games before I picked one out. I popped it in and sat down with my controller. As I stared at the images flickering on the screen, the women came back with their teacups. Cassandra stopped in front of me in the midst of a boss fight. I moved my head so I could see past her. She moved to block my vision again. I looked up annoyed. She smiled and handed me the bottle again. 

“Just want to help you stay hydrated, is all.”

How helpful. I grabbed the bottle and she moved towards the table in the corner of the living room.

My concentration was dropping the more I felt my bladder fill up. Odd. Usually, it takes about an hour before I need to relieve my bladder. It couldn't have been that long since I last drank. I blinked as I watched the character on screen die again. I let out a sigh. I looked down. Maybe I should…Could it hurt if I just let out a little trickle? I shook my head. I was not going to piss the diaper. It was bad enough I wet myself earlier. I would not give in to this amount of humiliation. My character responded at the last checkpoint. I was able to forget my problems with the bladder for a short while until I was interrupted by a hand on my shoulder. 

“Sweetie?”

I looked to my side and saw my wife standing there with a smile.

The plastic rustled as she sat down next to me. She pressed a hand against my diaper.

“I just wanted to check if you might need a change, is all. Cassandra said she’d put a little ‘helper’ in your water, so it’s important to check you regularly, preventing leakage.”

I opened my mouth and stared at her as she moved her finger to the lining and pulled the fabric and peeked down.

“Sweetheart. You’re still dry.”

She sighed.

“You know you shouldn’t hold your pee back, it can give you all sorts of problems.”

Cassandra moved closer to inspect my diapered self.

“Maybe he’s trying to prove that he’s a big boy, after all?”

Ivy furrowed her brows and looked at Cassandra. Cassandra smiled back.

“You know…”

She looked at me.

“Wearing a diaper doesn’t exactly make you look very grown-up in the first place, so…”

She leaned closer, showing me her cleavage.

“Why don’t you just…let go?”

I closed my eyes and shook my head violently. I was not doing that. There was no way in hell I was wetting myself again.

Cassandra made a tsk sound.

“You know, Ivy…I think you treat him too well. I think he deserves to be spanked until his bladder tells us just how much of a little boy he actually is.”

I opened my mouth to protest. I was not about to lie down on some woman's lap and be spanked like a five-year-old! 

“Ivy…come on, dear. Let’s just stop with this nonsense, shall we? I had one tiny accident-“

 Ivy cut me off.

“Tiny accident!? You ruined my sofa and my carpet! I hardly call that a ‘tiny accident’.”

“Dearest, listen. I didn’t mean to wet.”

“And that’s just the problem, isn’t it? You didn’t mean to.”

I opened my mouth and closed it again. Ivy turned her back and waved at Cassandra as she sat down with her cup of tea again.

“He’s all yours.”

Cassandra let out a squee and pressed her hands together. Then she stepped closer to me and sat down on the rustling plastic next to me. She patted her lap.

“Come on, now.”

I reluctantly made my way to her and was left standing in front of her before I was violently jerked towards her and placed across her lap. From where I was lying, I was staring straight at Ivy. She pressed the teacup to her lips and took a sip from the cup. Cassandra's hand was stroking the padding surrounding my butt. The pressure was released and it took some time before it came back with a force.

*Swat*

The hit came as a surprise to me and I gave out a yelp. I nearly lost control, but managed.

“Oh, my gosh! That is the cutest sound ever!”

*Swat*

Another blow connected with my buttocks, eliciting another yelp from me. 

“Don’t you agree, Ivy?”

I looked across the room at my wife who stood up from her chair and put down her teacup before crossing the floor to where I was splayed across the lap of her friend. She sat down until she was eye level to me and cupped my cheeks. I could feel her breath on my lips. She leaned closer. I moaned as her lips met mine and I nearly bit her as Cassandra's hand hit me again. After that, the blows came in rapid successions. At first, I was happy for the extra padding, but I soon discovered that it didn't help much. I was lying on my stomach, clenching my entire body at each and every hit. Her knee, which was pressing directly at my bladder, hadn't been an issue to begin with, either. But the longer I lay there, the more I felt the need to let go. Still, I tried my best to hold back. Ivy smiled at me as three quick hits came one after another. I bet she could tell from my facial expression that I was having difficulties not letting go.

“Are you having trouble, sweetie?”

I tried shaking my head.

*Smack*

Then I felt it. Piss gushed out into the diaper. I clenched down. I’d only lost concentration for a few seconds.

*Smack*

A new gush of pee flooded the fabric. I didn't manage to hold back and soon I felt the diaper more consciously than before at each new hit. Cassandra's hand brought the wet fabric close to my skin. I blushed from the squelching sound each time her hand hit my bottom. I felt myself grow hard despite my efforts to restrain myself. Cassandra laughed. Ivy smiled and leaned forward to kiss me again while Cassandra continued hitting my bottom. My dick grew harder and harder. 

“Your boy is really naughty, Ivy.”

I looked at my wife through hazed eyes. She grinned at me.

“I think he’s grinding himself on my lap!”

“I know.”

“Wow, pissing yourself really gets you hard, doesn’t it?”

I moaned while Cassandra rubbed the wet fabric closer to my butt before hitting it again. Ivy bent forwards and dragged her fingers down her cleavage and pressed her tits towards me. See, but not touch.

"You know..."

 Ivy looked at Cassandra.

"I bet he'll come if you keep treating him like that."

 My wife looked back at me.

"Won't you, sweetie?"

She cupped my head in her hand as Cassandra kept hitting, making the diaper squelch with the contents. Ivy kissed me and I moaned into her mouth. My hips were moving on their own accord against Cassandra's lap and the closer I got, the more sound I made.

"Come for me, sweetie"

I opened my eyes and looked Ivy straight in the eyes. Then I felt my cock twitch, my stomach clench and my body tensed before my balls twitched and spunk hit the diaper. The sticky liquid clung to my skin while some seeped into the fabric. My head fell limp onto the couch and hits turned into pats. I felt a hand on my head. Then a whisper in my ear, telling me how naughty I was. I didn't have the energy to care and drifted off to sleep.

 "Wake up, sleepy-head"

A voice entered my strange dream. I opened my eyes hesitantly, blinked a few times before I was able to focus on anything in the room. Ivy stroked my cheek.

 "We've ordered dinner, darling"

  I opened my eyes and sat up. Immediately, I looked down to sort out what the uncomfortable feeling in my groin was. The memories from the day came flooding back to me. Ivy grabbed my hand and helped me up. How had I gotten to the bedroom without waking up? I shook my head and followed my wife into the living room. I blushed as I saw Cassandra standing there looking at me. My diaper was bulging from my piss and my cum from earlier and I wanted nothing but to get rid of it.

"Uh…Ivy, can I take this off now?"

 Ivy looked thoughtful for a moment. Then Cassandra walked over to her and whispered something in her ear.

 "You know what...that's a great idea."

Ivy grinned at me.

"If you get the door when the pizza arrives, I'll give you a change before we eat, how about that."

 I was tempted to say no. I could handle a while longer in the soggy diaper. It wasn't too bad, apart from starting to get cold.

 "Before you say no, I want you to consider that you won't know when I'll give you a change."

 The doorbell rang.

 "Tick-tock"

 Cassandra smiled. I looked down, and then I nodded.

 "Sure...I'll open. But...can I please put on some trousers first?"

Ivy shook her head.

 "Don't be silly, darling, everyone knows little boys wear diapers, there's nothing to be ashamed about."

 "I'm not, though..."

 "Are you not? Because...I could've sworn that diaper you're wearing smells of pee?"

 I didn't answer.

 "And...do big boys pee their diaper?"

Cassandra pitched in.

I shook my head.

"No, I didn't think so. Here"

Ivy handed me some money for the pizza and I walked defeatedly over to the door. I put my hand on the door handle and closed my eyes. Then I pushed the door handle down and looked at the pizza delivery guy with burning cheeks. He had an amazing poker face. He didn't bat an eye as he handed me the pizza, took the money and turned to walk away. He turned around for a moment.

"Uh...I think you might've ah...how do I put this? Um. Had an accident?"

 I nodded curtly and closed the door quickly. I looked down. I was leaking from the diaper. A small trickle was running down my leg.

 "What a good boy you are!"

 Ivy grabbed my cheek and then my hand.

 "Come on, let's get you changed then"

 I laid down on the towel in the bathroom while Ivy removed the strips from the diaper. Cold air hit my groin and it felt like a relief to my skin.

"Oh, sweetie, you wet quite a lot, didn't you? If you keep this up, we might have to find a solution with thicker padding for you."

I closed my eyes and looked to the side. She took away the old diaper and pressed a cool baby wipe against my skin before she took out a clean, fresh diaper from the drawer.

 "And lift up."

I lifted my hips to accommodate her, all the while looking away from her. She slid the soft fabric underneath me before stretching out a hand to grab a bottle from the cupboard. In her hand, she held a bottle of baby powder. She gently poured the white talcum on my crotch before giving my dick a few strokes. 

"Aw, you thought you were going to get lucky and make some more sticky, didn't you?" 

I looked away and felt my member hardening more from the tease while she enclosed the diaper around my waist. She stroked the front of the diaper and smiled down at me.

 "Come on, let's wash our hands and then eat some food."

  She gave my butt a shove and walked behind me into the living room.

"Ah, that was delicious!"

 Cassandra licked her lips and grinned contently.

 "The only thing missing now is dessert. You don't happen to have any ice cream or anything around, Ivy?”

Ivy shook her head after giving it a moment's consideration.

  "But...I do think I could go an get some. I have a few errands I should be running, anyway.”

  Ivy looked at me before she turned her head back towards Cassandra.

“Really? You were just out a few hours ago?”

Cassandra tilted her head.

Ivy nodded her head.

“I know, but there were a few things I forgot to pick up.”

 "You wouldn't mind keeping an eye on Andrew in the meanwhile, would you?"

Cassandra shook her head.

   "I'm not...actually...a child..."

  I looked from one to the other. Ivy smiled.

"Of course not, honey. Actually, I think I might give you another chance to prove yourself" 

  I nodded eagerly.

 "Say, if you're still dry when I come back, I'll let you go without a diaper for the rest of the day, and you won't have to sleep with one tonight, doesn't that sound fair to you?"

 I grinned and nodded. It wasn't long since I'd had to relieve myself last and I doubted she would be gone for long. This was a sure win. Ivy checked her wallet, put on her shoes and stood in the hallway, ready to leave.

  “Oh. Of course, should I find that you have wet your diaper when I come back, I am not going to change that diaper until bedtime."

 I nodded again. I was pretty certain I could make it this time.

  Cassandra kissed Ivy on her cheek, and Ivy did the same gesture in return and she was out the door. Cassandra turned to me and grinned.

  "I am curious if she actually will follow up on that promise if you're wet when she comes back."

I looked back and straightened my back, trying to get as much pride as possible with my current attire.

 "Well, it can't take more than 30 minutes or so, I'm hardly going to have um...an accident by that time."

Cassandra grinned and stepped closer. I stepped backwards.

 "Is that so?"

 I felt my back crash against the wall. I replied, a little more hesitant this time.

  "Y....yes."

She stepped so close that I could smell the dinner from earlier. She grabbed my hips and spun me around so I was facing the wall. 

 "Wh...what are you doing?"

 "Shhhh...it's all right."

I could feel her breath against my ear. She grabbed my hands with one hand. She was easily a head taller than me and quite a bit stronger, too. With the other hand, she grabbed the hem of my diaper and pushed it down. 

  "Um."

  I started struggling when I felt her cock against the crack in my ass.

  "Un. Don't"

  She was going to rape me! I tried to break free from her grasp, but I could just as well have been trying to hit a brick wall with my weak fists. My cock twitched from excitement and I forced my eyes shut. Nothing happened, and I started to relax. Then I felt a stream of urine hit my ball sack. The gush of piss trailed off and the absorbent material in the diaper took it all in. I let out a moan as I felt my member grow. Cassandra let out a chuckle by my ear as the flow turned to a trickle before it stopped. She pulled the diaper up and let her hand move forwards groping my crotch.

"Oh, you little pervert. You liked that did you?"

  I groaned and pressed my crotch towards her hand.

  "You want me to fuck you, don't you? You want me to fill that little virgin hole of yours with my cum."

  I shook my head as my cock twitched in excitement. She whispered in my ear again.

   "Liar."

   She pressed her growing dick against my padded rear. I felt her smile against me.

  "Go and bend over the couch."

I reluctantly walked over to the couch. She had really emptied herself in my diaper, I felt gravity wanting to bring it down with each step. I laid down, my ass in the air, bent over the couch. I tried hard not to rub my crotch against the sofa to get a release. I heard steps behind me. Then I felt a hand on my butt. 

  "You're a dirty little boy, you know that?"

  I grunted.

  "You get hard from this? Wearing a diaper...well, let's see if we can help you with that."

   She pulled my diaper down, this time she let it slide down my legs and let it settle just above my knees.

  "It's been some time since I had the opportunity to fuck a little ass like this."

I could hear her screw off the lid of a bottle from behind me. I yelped as I felt a cool liquid hit my ass. 

 "Oh, come on it's just a little lube, don't be such a pussy"

 I breathed hard and felt a finger on the hole.

 "Take a deep breath and then exhale"

  I did as she instructed and felt her finger pushing in my entrance as I exhaled. It didn't feel bad, really. After a few pushes, she entered another. I felt more lube being added to the fingers as she moved. Then she hit something inside of me. I let out a surprised moan.

  "Bingo"

The intensity of the friction increased. Over and over again, she pushed against my prostate, until finally, my dick started leaking. She started laughing. 

  "Aw, poor little boy, you really have no control of anything that your dick does, do you?"

She kept pressing a few more times, emptying me. I groaned. It was a strange feeling, coming without having my dick touched at all. At once, I was completely relaxed but frustratingly unsatisfied.

  "No wonder you have to wear a diaper."

   I felt her cock against my puckered hole, but before I was able to have a reaction, she was sliding in.

  “Ah, man, you are tight"

  She moaned as she slid the rest of her cock through my burning hole.

"Since you've been so good, I'm going to let you adjust for a moment. She staid still with her hips and let her hand slide forwards to my limp and cum-soaked penis. She bit my neck and I let out a moan. She started to move her hips. It felt like my ass was on fire. It was stretched to the limit without much preparation. I gasped for air. 

 "Oh, yes, that's good, move your hips, bitch.”

 I tried to follow her instructions, but I was unable to. She grabbed my hips and forcefully moved them in time with her own pace. Then she hit my prostate again and I couldn't help but let out a moan and I felt my cock twitch again.

  "Oh, you like being fucked in the ass, do you? I knew you'd like it, such a little diaper faggot like you."

   She proceeded to slam my ass with force, hitting my prostate each time. I started moaning and moving my hips.

 "Oh, my. Andrew! I didn't know you were such a little slut!"

 I registered Ivy’s voice amongst Cassandra's and my own moans.

 "You know...it's actually kind of hot."

 I turned my head to the side where Ivy was standing staring at us with a grin on her face. Then she disappeared from my field of vision. She came back a few seconds later carrying a chair which she put down. She lifted her skirts and I saw that she had nothing underneath them. She spread her legs and started touching herself.

   "Wouldn't you love to bury yourself here, Mark?"

 I managed a grunt as Cassandra hit my prostate again.

  "Mmmmh"

 She circled her clit.

 "Or maybe you like it so much in the ass you never want to have it any other way?"

 I grunted again.

"Please"

I was begging.

"Please what, Andrew? What does my little diaper slut want?"

Ivy stopped touching herself and stood up and walked towards me.

"Does my little diaper slut want to lick me?"

I nodded. Ivy laughed.

"Well...that's too bad, I have something else planned"

 Cassandra moved slowly out and hit forcefully on the way in, hitting my prostate hard and making me slightly disoriented. Ivy left to get something from one of her shopping bags, but I wasn't able to make out what it was. I felt Cassandra move out from behind me, she slapped my ass.

"Now stay, pissy boy."

I breathed hard into the couch. My dick had grown to full size and had been slapping up and down on my skin while Cassandra pounded my ass. Cassandra moved in front of me, cupping my head.

  "Now, you'll be a good boy, won't you?"

 She presented her dick to me. I ogled at the veiny cock.

 "Open up, little boy"

  I couldn't possibly fit the entire thing in my mouth. I tried to shake my head, but to no avail. I felt a sting on my ass cheek and yelped, forcing my mouth to open. Within seconds, Cassandra's mouth was driving itself into my mouth and down my throat. I gagged. I tried concentrating on breathing as I choked on her cock. She withdrew from my mouth and proceeded to enter again. She grabbed a fistful of hair from my head to hold me still while she fucked my face. Then I felt something hard enter my ass. I heard Ivy’s chuckle behind me as I tried my best not to gag from Cassandra's cock.

 "You like my little surprise, sweetie?

  I muffled incoherently onto Cassandra's cock.

"What was that, sweetie? Was that a 'thank you' I heard?" 

  I gave up and just focused on having my mouth fucked by the monster cock in front of me. How could a chick have that big a dick? It was hardly fair. The thoughts ran through my head while spit started to dribble from my chin.

 "AH!"

 I yelled as Ivy hit my little bundle of nerves in my ass.

 "OH, sweetie, he's loving this!"

 I felt a hand wrap around my cock and while Ivy repeatedly pounded my prostate, her hand gave me the friction I needed to reach my climax. I grunted and clenched down on the dildo as I came. I screamed my release and the vibrations made Cassandra shoot her load into my throat.

 "Drink up, little boy"

 Ivy slapped my ass. I collapsed over the couch, my cock and my mouth dripping from our releases.

  "Mmmmh, sweetheart, you're not quite done yet. "

 Ivy walked around me to the front of the couch where she presented me her pussy.

  "Come on, sweetheart, if you make me come, I'll overlook your wet diaper on the floor. I blushed lightly and managed to make my exhausted body to crawl over the edge of the sofa and bury my head between her legs. As I continued to lick my service to her, Cassandra stepped behind me and started to spank it.

 "This is for wetting the diaper again like a little boy"

She said and I could hear the smile in her voice.

"Oh, yes, right there"

Eagerly, I flipped my tongue on her clit, variating between the sides, entering her and a quick brush directly from below. She grabbed my head and forced me still as I sucked on the tiny head. She screamed her release and I was flooded with her juices.

“Mmmmmm, what do we say?"

Her voice was husky and dreamy.

"Thank you, miss”

"There's a good boy, now put your wet diaper on again."

"But"

 I looked at her incredulously. She had promised.

"No buts, do as I say."

"You promised."

I tried again with a tiny voice waiting to fail at any moment. 

"I changed my mind."

She smiled down at me.

I bent my head in defeat, stepped away from the couch so I could slide the diaper up my legs again. My skin showed goosebumps from the wet fabric. I didn’t really mind the wetness of it, but it had now turned cold and was uncomfortable against my skin. I shuddered.

“Ivy, are you sure that’s a good idea?”

Ivy looked at Cassandra.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, look at the diaper he’s wearing, it’s already so full.”

“Well, yes, that’s the point, maybe he’ll learn a lesson like this.”

Cassandra walked up to Ivy and put her hands on her shoulders, stroking them in a comforting manner.

“You see, if he has another accident, it might overflow.”

Ivy put a finger to her lips and furrowed her eyebrows.

“Hmmm, you’re right…”

She looked at me for a moment before the trademark grin appeared on her face.

“Well…I think I might have a solution for that.”

She started walking towards the bathroom, changed the direction to the bedroom midway and instructed me to go lie down on the blanket from earlier. I walked over to the mat with slumped, defeated shoulders. I lied down on the mat, just as Ivy appeared with a knife in her hands.

“Ivy, what the fuck!?”

I sat up abruptly.

“Cassandra, hold him down.”

She started stroking me as the other woman grabbed my shoulders to keep me down. I struggled against her and started thrashing around using my legs. Ivy straddled me. 

“Come on, sweetie, be a good boy, I’m not going to hurt you, I’m simply going to make some holes in this diaper.”

I struggled a little less but was still anxious about what Ivy was doing. Had the woman actually gone nuts? She punched several holes in the diaper, just like she promised, without hurting me. 

“There we go, that wasn’t so hard, now was it?”

She smiled at me.

“Now keep still.”

She waited a moment to see if I followed her orders or if I kept thrashing about.

“You can let go of him now, Cassandra. Thank you.”

She opened a bag and took out two new diapers. One of them slightly larger than the other.

“This would have been much easier if you hadn’t already had an accident, sweetie.”

She punched holes in both of them before sitting down between my legs.

“Now, lift up.”

Realisation hit me as she enclosed the smaller diaper around the wet diaper I was currently wearing. How long was she going to keep me in this?

“Em, Ivy, really? This is quite…”

“Oh, sweetie, you have no idea…this really is nothing in comparison to the rest of the evening.”

I felt myself go completely still. I let her place the bigger diaper around me as well. Then she went to another drawer and took out a pair of ridiculously childish cloth diapers. There were pink pacifiers and lollipops printed all over the thing.

“Now, this provides the ultimate protection and will ensure that you won’t leak, sweetie.”

I sighed and reluctantly let her have her way again. She smiled.

“You’ve been such a good boy! I almost feel bad for the next thing that’s going to happen tonight.”

She paused.

“Almost.”

She smiled and took my hand to help me up. The huge bulk between my legs forcing them apart. I felt ridiculous as I waddled after her. Ivy gestured for me to sit down in a chair. Seconds later, Cassandra came up in front of me, shoving her cleavage in my face. I felt my eyes being drawn towards them. Then I felt something on my hand. I turned my head towards the area and say Ivy tying my hand to the chair.

“Now, don’t struggle, sweetie. It’s only to teach you that I know best”

I started to protest, but was quickly shut up when Cassandra pressed her lips towards mine. I felt my dick harden as she rubbed a hand on my wet and padded crotch. She gently bit my lip and I moaned to her touch. She started moving away from me, making me automatically follow her with my head. I tried getting up, but discovered to my dismay, that Ivy had successfully tied me to the chair. I groaned again. The two girls laughed. Cassandra smiled at Ivy.

“Did you get the ice cream?”

“Of course.”

Ivy grabbed the other girl’s arm and dragged her towards the kitchen. I could hear them shuffle around and making rattling noises with the cutlery. A few minutes later they came out from the kitchen carrying a spoon each and Ivy held a tub of ice cream in her hands. They sat down in the couch opposite my chair and Ivy opened the tub of ice cream. Cassandra dipped her spoon into the tub and placed the ice cream between her tits. Ivy grinned at me, then at her before she slowly dipped her head down into the other woman’s cleavage all the while keeping her eye contact with me. I could feel my dick harden and rub against the material. I tried moving to get some friction, any friction.

“Look at your boy, he wants some action too.”

Cassandra jerked her head towards me.

“Well, if he’s a good boy, he might get some release later.”

Ivy licked up the ice cream before dipping her spoon into the ice cream tub and onto her tongue. Cassandra leaned forwards and grabbed Ivy's hair dragging her towards her and enclosed her mouth around Ivy's tongue.

“Mmmmh”

Cassandra looked at me. She scooped up more ice cream, lifted her top over her head and placed the ice cream on her belly button.

“You want ice cream, little pissy boy?”

“Yes, miss!”

I exclaimed. I was eager and kept rubbing my buttocks against the seat, making a squelching sound from the inner diaper, still full of Cassandra’s piss. It was all the movement I could make in my current condition. She grinned while pushing Ivy's head down towards her belly button. Ivy let out a laugh and grabbed Cassandra’s hips for support as she licked up the scoop of ice cream. I watched hungrily as Cassandra’s skirt started to lift up, her excitement matching my own, suffering member.

"Mmmmh, you know, I would love to feel this cock inside me. I bet you know a thing or two about how women work…" 

Ivy lifted an eyebrow and licked her licks as she slid her hand up Cassandra's skirt. Cassandra moaned to Ivy's administrative touch and jerked her hips. Ivy lifted Cassandra's skirt with her hand and started stroking Cassandra's member. She grinned and let go. As she let go, Cassandra let out a disappointed groan. Ivy scooped another spoonful of ice cream into her mouth before she bent down over Cassandra's dick. She gasped as Ivy gulped her head into her mouth. I tried my best to hump the lining of my diaper and felt the chair move. Ivy looked over at me with Cassandra's dick in her mouth. I could see the warning in her eyes. If I tilted the chair, I would be going to bed with blue balls tonight. I closed my eyes and focused on my breathing. A popping sound made me open them again. Cassandra was breathing heavily and Ivy was grinning whilst teasing her friend's cock. Then Ivy got up from the couch, put a finger to Cassandra's lips as she started protesting and continued to undress herself. Her bra came off and revealed Ivy's perfectly firm tits. I closed my eyes again to try and keep my calm. I heard her unzip her trousers and I opened my eyes just in time to see her bend over, giving me a perfect view of her ass as well as her shining wet pussy. I took a sharp intake of breath. I could hear Cassandra do the same. Ivy walked over to the couch and smiled as she straddled the other woman and slid down gracefully on her cock. 

“Unh”

Cassandra let out a grunt and gripped Ivy's hips. The two of them moved slowly, but it didn’t take long before they picked up the speed. I could see the minute Cassandra lost her cool as she gripped Ivy's hips harder and started slamming her cock into her. Ivy was loving it. She was screaming, telling Cassandra to fuck her harder. I wanted so badly to rub my dick to the sight, but was frustratingly unable to do so. With a final thrust, Cassandra erupted inside Ivy who groaned her pleasure. I was mesmerised by the sight and stared as they slowly came down from their high. Ivy raised herself from Cassandra’s dick and walked over to me.

“Lick me clean, pissy boy.”

She untied my bonds and shoved my face into her pussy making me lick the cum. As soon as she was satisfied, her pussy was replaced by Cassandra’s dick.

“Good Boy”

Ivy looked at Cassandra.

“I think he’s earned his reward, don’t you?”

Cassandra nodded, and Ivy grabbed my hand. They led me to our bedroom. Ivy grabbed a pillow and placed it on the bed.

"This, sweetie, is your humpy-toy, what do you think about that?" 

I looked from Cassandra to Ivy. Was she serious? She wanted me to hump the pillow? I looked down at my crotch where the contours of my hard-on barely could be seen through all the padding. I didn’t care much at this point. I sat down on the bed, grabbed the pillow and rubbed my crotch against it. It wasn’t enough. I lied down, the pillow placed between my crotch and the bed and started humping it.

“Look at you, so desperate to come you’re humping a pillow wearing only a diaper.”

Ivy's voice could barely be heard over my loud grunts.

“Such a little boy, happy for his rewards.”

I shouted as I came loudly, making the padded diaper sticky immediately. Ivy kissed my mouth.

“Good boy”

I started to drift off to sleep but was unable to because the pressure in my bladder had built up over the past hours since Cassandra had filled my diaper. I blushed a little from the memory. I looked at Ivy. Now that I had finished my orgasm, being in a diaper wasn't so tempting any longer and it was long since it had been dry and comfortable. I looked at Ivy with pleading eyes. 

“Honey, can I use the toilet now? Have I been good enough to deserve that?”

Ivy cupped my face in her hands and kissed me.

“Sweetie, it’s not that you haven’t been good enough that’s the issue…it’s that you haven’t really shown me you’re a big enough boy to use the toilet. If you have to go, use your diaper again.”

I closed my eyes to try and get the stream going. It came easily this time and I sighed as the release came pouring out of me. I could hear the stream trickle into the diaper and the sound made me slightly ashamed of what I was doing. It wasn’t that I was wetting myself on its own, it was also that two beautiful women were watching me do it. I bit my lip.

“Aw, see, sweetie, this is why I have to keep you padded.”

Ivy's hand pressed on my crotch while the torrent streamed out of me. I panted and pressed down to make the urine flow quicken and finish. Cassandra looked at Ivy.

“Do you think he’s realised that he’s staying padded the entire holiday?”

“Well…I think he knows what a dirty boy he is, so if he doesn’t know it already, he will know now.”

The last drops hit the fabric and my heavy eyelids drooped down and I drifted off to sleep.
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