

Preview:

“Ooo, I think so,” Anita replied, sitting up, sliding her arms around George from the back. “Wouldn’t he be adorable, getting his cute rump stuffed and moaning around a binky?”

Sam grunted in response, but George felt his erection pulse inside his mouth.

“Better hurry, though,” Anita added. “Or baby might end up drinking all of Daddy’s milk, instead of having it injected in that tight ass of his.”

“You’re right… stop, kiddo,” Sam ordered, as he took his hand off of George’s head. “G-god… Anita, get him on his belly for me.”

The way the conversation went back and forth without ever involving George made him quiver with excitement. They talked about him, not to him, like he was a child. It made the scenario feel filthy and taboo - he was just an innocent, wide-eyed little boy, still in diapers, about to have his Daddy’s cock sliding into his ass as Mommy cooed and held him.

George felt himself being rolled over, grasping the sheets as he was toppled onto his stomach. The sheets felt soft against his stomach, but the bed pressed the front of his crinkly diaper firmly against his achingly hard cock. He looked back over his shoulder, eyes big and curious.

“Let’s get baby’s pampers off,” Anita cooed, grabbing at the tapes of George’s diaper. “So he can play some naughty big boy games…”

“Otay, Mommy,” George mumbled, hearing the tapes tearing away from the landing zone. “I wanna play games with Mommy and Daddy…”

“I bet you do,” Anita replied, grinning as the crinkly softness of the diaper fell away. “Now come snuggle with Mommy while Daddy gets your little tushy all ready…”

***

Bisexual Babyboy

Sandwiched between my ABDL Mommy and Daddy

George couldn’t remember how long he’d had dirty thoughts about other guys. That was something for secret bedtime fantasies between him and his right hand, furtive porn searches that he cleared moments after cumming into a crumpled tissue.

‘Bisexual’ was probably the right word for him, George knew, but he could never admit that to himself. That seemed like such a strong label, and he didn’t want the stigma that came with it. So he kept his naughty thoughts about other men to himself, afraid of what other people would think of him.

Surprisingly, George’s interest in ageplay was far less humiliating to him. George had gone to several littles’ meets and events, and even had a girlfriend at one point who liked to switch with him. Being Mommy’s helpless diapered baby boy was a pet fantasy of his - but he’d never breathed a word to anybody else about how he felt about having a ‘Daddy’.

One evening, he was browsing Kinklife and found a profile that took his breath away. The woman in the pictures was beautiful and sexy, big round breasts, brown skin and black hair that framed her features, an impish smile beneath a rounded little nose and a pair of big green-brown eyes.

She said she was a Mommy, and liked to play with little boys. She was nearby, and she seemed perfect… Except…

Right there in her profile, George read her requirements.

‘I never play alone’ her profile informed him. ‘So please don’t message me if you’re not interested in having a Daddy as well as a Mommy ;)’

George swallowed hard. Did she really mean that? And what would it be like? As part of him rebelled against the idea of doing anything with a man, another part was running wildly through filthy fantasies, sprinting headlong towards the naughty ideas that he wanted to indulge in.

Before he knew what he was doing, George had clicked on the message button, and sent something off to the woman he’d found.

Maybe he wouldn’t even get a reply.

***

George got a reply, and he got a meeting to have coffee, too.

The woman was named Anita, and she was married to a man named Sam. From their first exchange, she’d been very clear about how he was definitely going to be involved too. George had mumbled affirmatives once they’d met in person, and sent ‘I know :)’ back in messages, but now they were finishing their coffee, he wasn’t sure if he could go through with this.

It felt like he was on the edge of a precipice, about to jump off. What would George feel after this? Would he still feel like himself?

“Well… If you’re ready, we should head up to my apartment,” Anita said, smiling. “I texted Sam a little while ago…”

“Y-yeah,” George stammered. “Um…”

“We don’t have to, if you don’t want to,” Anita said, sliding her hand across the table and squeezing George’s reassuringly. “We can wait until next time.”

“N-no! I want to!” George blurted, surprising even himself. “I’m just afraid. Because it’s my first time… With a guy.”

“Mmmm,” Anita seemed to enjoy hearing that information once more, biting her lip gently. “...Well, I’ll tell ‘Daddy’ to be very gentle with you, okay?”

“Okay,” George said, uncertainly. “...Let’s go…”

“Good boy,” Anita replied, as she stood up too, taking George’s clammy hand and leading him out the door, into the street.

To the apartment where a big, strong, Daddy was waiting.

***

“You’re shaking,” Anita giggled, as she sipped her wine, laying back on the big bed with George’s head on her lap. “Look at him, Sam.”

“He’s nervous,” Sam said. “Is this your first time being diapered?”

“N-n-no, sir,” George replied, blushing, unable to meet the man’s eyes as he sat on the other end of the bed. “...But I’ve never been with, um, a guy before.”

Sam pulled himself up slightly, looking surprised. He swallowed slowly, and then looked over George’s head, grinning at Anita.

“You didn’t tell me about that, babe,” he said, with a big grin, before looking back at George once more. “I think that makes it more… special. Adds a little innocence to it. Kinda hot.”

George nodded slowly. Since he’d come up to Anita’s apartment after their coffee date, he’d been amazed at how big and strong Sam was. His hair was dark, black or maybe a very deep brown, cut short, his face grizzled with stubble. Muscles played under a thin layer of fat, t-shirt stretched across his chest and showing off his masculine physique.

In an another situation, George might have been jealous of the handsome man in front of him. Right now, he only felt himself staring, eagerly, wondering what it would feel like to have Sam’s body pressed against his smaller, weaker one.

“So, should we get this little boy into a diaper?” Anita asked, setting her glass down. “What do you think, Georgie?”

“Yes, yes please, ma’am.”

“Call her Mommy,” Sam commanded. “And I’m ‘Daddy’. Understood?”

George flushed. The other man was so clearly in command, and all George could do was nod dumbly, looking up at him. He seemed to be waiting for a response, so George stammered back:

“Y-yes sir... I mean, yes, Daddy!”

“Attaboy.”

Anita lifted herself, sliding George onto the bed. He felt surprisingly vulnerable as he lay on it, looking up, watching Sam and Anita peer into their closet, searching for a diaper to put their new baby boy into. After a few moments, Anita returned, holding aloft a crinkly plastic rectangle.

“Okay, baby,” she cooed. “Take off your clothes for Mommy and Daddy.”

George glanced uncertainly at Sam, but his fingers found the hem of his shirt, and he slowly pulled it off. He could tell both people in the room were watching him closely, eyes roving up and down his body. George was nervous, knowing another man was looking at his slender body, getting excited at the idea of touching him, sucking him…

His cock was still mostly limp as he pulled off his trousers and underwear, but blood was flowing down towards his crotch in anticipation, making his penis swell slowly without properly firming up. Anita beamed at him, and approached, unfolding the diaper and sliding it onto the bed.

“Come here, baby,” she said, gripping both of George’s ankles and lifting his backside high. “Little ones need their pampers, don’t they…”

“Yes, Mommy,” George said, grinning as the diaper was pushed under his rear. “I’m a good baby boy.”

“You sure are,” Sam rumbled, watching as his new baby boy was taped into the thick diaper. “...Why don’t you come wriggle about on Daddy’s lap for a bit, hm?”

As the final tape was fastened, George lifted himself on uncertain legs, walking slowly and nervously like a baby giraffe. Sam was sat in the armchair facing the bed, legs spread, reminding George of the rooms at the back of clubs where you could get lapdances - at least, that was what he’d seen in video games.

He kept walking, his feet propelling him towards the other man, who sat waiting for him. Sam grinned, and George’s cheeks went pink, as he turned slowly around, looking over at Anita. Sam grapped his diapered hips, and George squeaked as he was pushed down onto the other man’s crotch, diapered backside up against it.

“Wriggle around for him, baby,” Anita ordered, as she slipped out of her own skirt. “Make Daddy hard against your little tushy.”

Obediently, George began to move. At first his movements were hesitant, but after a moment, he found new confidence, rolling his hips and biting his lip as he moved his lower body, pressing and grinding against Sam.

Even through the diaper, as George gyrated and pressed his backside up against Sam’s crotch, he could feel his hard cock through his jeans. George felt tingles running up and down his spine as he realized his backside was inches away from another man’s erection, his movements teasing him, making him hard in his pants.

That physical reaction was all for him, George realised. Sam wanted to hump and grind against George’s cute diapered backside, and as he heard a masculine groan from behind him, George felt his own cock stirring to life inside his diaper.

“Ooo, I bet you’re making Daddy so hard right now,” Anita moaned from the bed, her thighs parted, underwear gone, as she stroked herself while she watched the dirty scene in front of her. “Is bouncing your baby boy on your lap getting you off, you pervert?”

“Nmmm,” Sam murmured in agreement, jerking his hips hard and making George squeak in surprise as his denim-covered crotch slapped into his backside. “I think it’s making him excited too…”

George flushed, squeezing his eyes shut as he felt two pairs of eyes on his crotch. It was undeniable now that the front of his diaper was tented outwards, barely concealing his erection. George felt humiliation and excitement racing through his veins, knowing that everybody present knew why he was excited - it had turned him on to have another man grinding against his backside, it had made him aroused to be making Sam so aroused himself.

“You’re right,” Anita said, her breathing laboured. “I think maybe it’s time we taught our little boy how to please his Mommy and Daddy… Come over here, sweetie…”

She patted the comforter below her bottom, legs trembling with excitement as George slowly stood and began to make his way over towards her. The thick diaper made him waddle slightly, and Anita tittered as he climbed onto the bed, on all fours.

“What should I do, Mommy?” he asked, in his most innocent voice, the fantasy turning him on too.

“Oooo… Give Mommy kisses,” Anita ordered. “Down here…”

Her hand stroked the glistening wetness of her folds, and George lowered his face down with a wide-eyed curiousity that belied his actual age. Softly, he planted a chaste kiss on Anita’s outer lips, making her whimper gently - before he pulled away, wiping the stickiness on the back of his hand.

“Like that, Mommy?” George said, continuing the pretense of being an innocent little one, even while his diaper was straining against his very adult erection. “Did I do good?”

“Fuck… that’s so hot,” Anita moaned, but Sam took more direct action, pressing his hand down on the back of George’s head. George’s skin prickled where the bigger man was touching him, pushing him down towards his wife’s pussy.

“Use your tongue, kiddo,” Sam urged. “Lick Mommy. All in between her pussy. That’s a good boy.”

George would have enjoyed continuing the roleplay a little longer, being shown how to please his Mommy, playing his innocent role as his ‘parents’ walked him through sucking and fucking for the first time. But he could sense the urgency in Sam’s tone, and Anita’s thighs were spread right open, wet slit thrust upwards towards him.

Slowly but surely, George lowered his head between Anita's legs. He could smell her excitement before he even tasted it. As he slid his tongue out uncertainly and slipped it deep between her slick pussy lips, George heard a moan of pleasure from above him, telling him he was doing a good job.


"That's a good boy," Sam mumbled from behind him. "Here you go."


Just as it was impossible to forget the thick diaper around his waist and between his legs, it was impossible for George to forget that it was a big, tall, strong man who was stroking him through his diaper. He gave a small squeak, as he felt the tip of his throbbing cock being squeezed the thick padding of the diaper.


It was obvious Sam had stroked off other diapered little boys before, and George’s soft moans were soon muffled in Anita's pussy. The adult baby boy trembled, as he tried to keep his focus on pleasuring the woman in front of him. His tongue pushed firmly and decisively up between her folds, hitting her clit over and over as her back arched, his firm movements a clear contrast to the way he was actually feeling – nervous, off-balance, and desperate for the dirty touching to continue.


"Oh, daddy, he's so good at this!" Anita giggled. "Rub his cute little peepee harder."


George breathed out hard through his nose in shock, as Sam's grip on him through the diaper intensified, squeezing hard as he jerked his hand back and forth. There was a cacophony of rustling below him, the diaper loudly crinkling as it shifted back and forth in the taller man's hand. 

George could feel his cock leaking pre-cum into the padded lining of the diaper and he moaned helplessly, before remembering his task. With a shudder, he pressed his face down hard once more, and he continued to eat Anita out, working his tongue firmly against her, delving deep between her folds, kissing and licking and sucking that sensitive nub again and again.


His face was bright red, embarrassment, and pleasure, from his mind spinning, at this once secret fantasy coming true. He could feel his Kock surgeon to right inside the diaper, not card stiff, swollen. His tongue that frantically, losing more finesse as he thought so company against the hand stroking to diaper, you could tell he was close. Just a few more seconds and-


"Ah! Oh! G-good baby!" Anita grunted as she orgasmed, pushing herself hard against George's tongue.


She humped and ground against him, her eager movements tossing him this way and that as she rode out what was obviously an explosive climax. George dutifully kept licking as she came, feeling Anita spasming against his tongue. With a soft whimper, he realized Sam's hand had retreated, leaving him humping sadly against nothing. 


"That's right, lick up all Mommy's juices," Sam growled from behind him, that hand now on the back of George's head, pushing him down between Anita's thighs as she shuddered and moaned. "Good little slut."


George's cock twitched at that, still swollen and tenting out the front of his iaper. Yes... He was Mommy and Daddy's slut, being an obedient baby boy, diapered as he made his Mommy cum hard for him. 


At last, Ania sighed softly, sagging to the bed as she stroked George's hair back. He gave her sensitive clit a few more worshipful licks, before Sam finally took his hand off the nape of his neck.


“Did I do a good job, Mommy?” George asked, heart pounding in his chest. “Did I make Mommy feel good?” 

“Mmmmmm,” Anita purred, her head rolling back. “Yesss….”

George squeaked as Sam swatted his padded backside hard, spinning around with his face still covered in his temporary ‘Mommy’s juices. Sam chuckled low in his throat, reaching down to his fly and slowly unzipping it.

“I’d say that’s a yes, little buddy… You ready to make Daddy feel good, too?”

“Um, um...”

George looked hesitant, but his erection stayed just as hard as ever, pushing against the thickness of the diaper. Sam’s cock suddenly slid free from his underwear, and then it was hanging in the air, heavy, veiny, and swollen with arousal. George gulped, realizing just how much he wanted to touch it, stroke it… He reached out nervously, then glanced up at Sam uncertainly.

“I… Can you show me how, D-Daddy?” George asked, face flushing as he spoke. Anita ‘murr’ed happily as she watched from behind them.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Anita mumbled, as she pulled herself up into a sitting position, still drunk on the afterglow of orgasm surging through her body. “Teach our little boy to make his Daddy cum…”

“You gonna be a good little cockslut for Daddy?” Sam teased, grabbing George’s smaller hand with his one.

George nodded dumbly as he watched his fingers being wrapped around the huge manhood dangling in front of him. The skin below his fingertips felt so familiar and yet so alien, a layer of soft fleshiness coating a steel pole that throbbed responsively under his touch.

As George watched with wide eyes, Sam squeezed the smaller man’s hand around his cock, stroking it slowly up and down. A little lubrication trickled down from his tip, running over George’s fingers, dripping under them and speeding his hand’s motions. He tightened his grip, looking up hopefully at Sam.

“Oh, fuck, keep doing that,” Sam groaned, his voice deep and manly and full of lust.

It send shivers all through George’s body, and he obediently kept stroking, feeling Sam throb in his hand. George was on his knees, stroking another man off, feeling every vein pulsing underneath his touch, and loving every moment of it. The shame that bubbled inside him only fuelled his arousal, and without even thinking, George lowered his mouth to Sam’s cock, swirling his tongue across it.

“FUCK!” Sam snarled, bucking his hips hard at the unexpected contact. “Nggh! Dirty little boy, aren’t you?”

George blushed, his diapered bottom sticking out as he bobbed his head back and forth, sucking the dribbling tip that stretched his lips and pushed down the entrance to his throat. The taste of another man’s precum on his tongue, he breathed out hard through his nose, the scent of manly musk and arousal filling his nostrils.

“G-god, ‘Nita, you need to bring home little boys more often,” Sam murmured, stroking George’s hair gently. “Think he can -ah!- take me in the ass?”

George’s ears perked as he heard that, but Sam’s hand was on the back of his head, keeping him from turning around. His chest thudded quickly, full of sudden anxiety and excitement. Did Sam really expect him to take this massive thing inside his backside? ...And did George want that too?

“Ooo, I think so,” Anita replied, sitting up, sliding her arms around George from the back. “Wouldn’t he be adorable, getting his cute rump stuffed and moaning around a binky?”

Sam grunted in response, but George felt his erection pulse inside his mouth.

“Better hurry, though,” Anita added. “Or baby might end up drinking all of Daddy’s milk, instead of having it injected in that tight ass of his.”

“You’re right… stop, kiddo,” Sam ordered, as he took his hand off of George’s head. “G-god… Anita, get him on his belly for me.”

The way the conversation went back and forth without ever involving George made him quiver with excitement. They talked about him, not to him, like he was a child. It made the scenario feel filthy and taboo - he was just an innocent, wide-eyed little boy, still in diapers, about to have his Daddy’s cock sliding into his ass as Mommy cooed and held him.

George felt himself being rolled over, grasping the sheets as he was toppled onto his stomach. The sheets felt soft against his stomach, but the bed pressed the front of his crinkly diaper firmly against his achingly hard cock. He looked back over his shoulder, eyes big and curious.

“Let’s get baby’s pampers off,” Anita cooed, grabbing at the tapes of George’s diaper. “So he can play some naughty big boy games…”

“Otay, Mommy,” George mumbled, hearing the tapes tearing away from the landing zone. “I wanna play games with Mommy and Daddy…”

“I bet you do,” Anita replied, grinning as the crinkly softness of the diaper fell away. “Now come snuggle with Mommy while Daddy gets your little tushy all ready…”

Obediently, George wriggled up and rested his head against Anita’s breasts. His stiff cock pointed right between her thighs, sliding between them as she readjusted them both. With a naughty grin, ‘Mommy’ offered George a pacifier, squeezing him gently as Sam grabbed lubricant from one of their drawers.

George’s mind and heart raced together. Was he really going to have anal sex with a man he just met? He couldn’t believe it, it felt so dirty and yet so exciting. Things were moving so fast, sweeping him up in a dirty fantasy he never believed could be realized. With a soft gasp, he felt a lubricated finger probing his bottom, and suddenly snatched the pacifier out of Anita’s hand with his teeth, sucking worriedly on it as he clung to her.

“Easy, baby boy,” Sam muttered. “Just bear down for Daddy, like you’re fillin’ your pampers. That’s a good boy…”

“Nmmgghh…” George grunted as the thick, lubricated finger pushed past that ring of tautness, stretching his entrance. “Ohhh!”

“Our slutty little boy’s never played with a big man before, remember,” Anita warned, as Sam’s finger plunged deeper, sinking in up to the last knuckle. “Go slowly for him.”

“He’s a tough little guy, aren’t you, kiddo?” Sam replied, dragging his finger backwards. “He can take it…”

George gasped and nodded around the pacifier. Even just Sam’s finger felt enormous in his virgin backside, and he felt himself clenching and squeezing unconsciously around it.

As a second finger was added, he yelped, and both Anita and Sam chuckled softly.

“G-gently, Daddy!” George squeaked, and Sam slowed his fingers movements back and forth, for just a moment.

“You wanna take Daddy’s cock, don’t you?”

“Y-ye, yes,” George whimpered, teeth clenching around the pacifier. “Ohh… Yes, please, Daddy.”

The two thick fingers pushed in and out of George’s squeezing tightness, as his body rocked slightly back and forth. He cried out occasionally as Sam shoved his fingers deeper on occasion, stretching his bottom thoroughly and leaving thick lubricant ready to ease the passage of his big cock inside.

George’s cock didn’t seem to know what to do, softening slightly from the discomfort in his backside, then perking up, throbbing and hard once more as Sam’s fingers brushed his prostate. He moaned, pushing back against Sam’s hand, and Anita giggled.

“I think he’s ready,” she said, and a moment later, George felt the fingers invading him being pulled out, making him gasp, feeling his backside gaping… And then Sam’s throbbing erection poking at his puckered hole.

The finger that had probed and lubricated George’s back passage could never have prepared him for the large, hot cockhead currently pressing against his backside. He groaned from behind the pacifier, sucking with concern, as Anita gently stroked his waning erection.


He could feel the slickness of her entrance against his tip as he stroked his hips back and forth. The truth was, George was having a hard time focusing on that for now, grunting and trembling, clinging to his new "mummy" dear life.


“Ow! It’s too big, Mommy!” George spluttered in sudden desperation. “It won’t fit!”


The couple merely laughed together. Apparently this wasn't the first time they had heard something like that. George could feel the vibrations from behind him, as Sam chuckled heartily.


"Just relax, sport," Sam said. "It gets a lot easier once it's in."


George's cheeks were bright red, and he was beginning to think this might be a bit much for him. He let out a series of soft grunts as he felt Sam begin to push slowly forwards, entering him once more, with the most intimate part of himself. Tears stung George’s eyes, running down his cheeks as he squeezed them shut, sucking hard on the pacifier.


With a grunt Sam's fat cockhead slipped into his baby boy’s virgin backside, and George moaned softly.


"Oh, what a good baby boy," Anita cooed, watching George’s pained expression in satisfaction. "Doing such good job of taking daddy."


George and Sam moaned together, one man's voice high, the other’s low and rumbling. George swore he was being split apart by the enormous cock invading him, but Sam didn't seem concerned at all, his hips moving inexorably forward, plugging the baby boys cute little tushy.


As uncomfortable as it felt to take something so large, there's no hiding his body's reaction. George’s cock had surged back to full attention ever since Sam’s cock had begun to enter him. The bisexual urges he’d denied for so long rushed to the surface, pressed between two beautiful, attractive humans of both sexes, and aroused beyond belief.


The softness of Anita’s skin below him, seemed a complete contrast to the firm muscle of the man who was currently filling his backside. Eyelids fluttering closed and open, George moaned softly, resting his head on Anita’s soft, warm chest, pacifier between his lips and his Daddy pushed deep inside him.


"You're doing so well," Anita said, voice loving and maternal. "Here, fuck Mommy’s pussy at the same time as Daddy fucks your ass."


Her tone was completely matter-of-fact she reached down between her legs, grabbing George's aching erection. He moaned gratefully she took it in one hand, guiding it towards her dripping slit.


George gasped around the pacifier once more, as he felt Sam pulling out a little, the cock buried inside him scraping his insides as it pulled backwards. George felt hot breath on the nape of his neck, and a moment later Sam was again leaning over him, pushing deep into his clenching backpassage. As his bottom was filled, Sam's hips slowly met George’s backside and guided him into his wife's pussy.


The adult little boy couldn't help but squeak as he felt that warm wetness enveloping his throbbing cock. George slipped in so easily, so deep, and once he was hilted inside the beautiful woman he was calling ‘Mommy’ for today, he felt her squeeze hard around him, teasing him. George’s eyes rolled back in pleasure.


"That's a good boy," Daddy growled from behind him. "Such a good little slut for Mommy and Daddy, aren't you?"


“Y – yes," George replied, stammering in his excitement, not even sure why he was agreeing. 

These words and thoughts had never left his deepest, most shameful, filthiest fantasies before. And he he was, admitting to them in front of two relative strangers, letting them call him baby boy as they both dominated and fucked him.


"Yes, what?!" Sam demanded, with a hard jerk of his hips. "Say it, baby boy. What are you?"


George yelped as Sam pumped his hips, punctuating each of his questions with a hard thrust right up his rear. Inside the plush, slick vice of Anita’s pussy, he felt his cock throb hard. Anita herself moaned in delight, hand sliding between the two of them as she began to stroke her excited clit.


"Oh! I'm, I am a good little slut!" George cried out, meaning every word, the pacifier falling from his mouth as his breathing came in ragged gasps and moans. "I’m a good little fucktoy for Mommy and Daddy!"


That seemed to satisfy Sam. He slapped George's backside, and began to thrust in earnest.


The enormous cock that had like it was splitting George in half earlier now slid over and over again against prostate. George was so tight, his backside gripped Sam like a clenched fist, making their body’s move as one. As Sam thrust deep in and out of George’s bottom, Anita below moaned and gasped in delight herself, feeling Georges stiff cock thrusting in and out of her slippery slickness.


"Oh, just like that baby," Anita panted. "You're making Mommy feel so good!" 

Sam opened his mouth to reply, but all that came out was another weak moan. The sensations were completely overwhelming, not just physically, but mentally and emotionally too. A week ago, he couldn't even admit to himself that he was bisexual. And now he was being butt-fucked on a bed by a man who made him call him ‘Daddy’.


It felt strange and unnatural to be filled over and over, to have something so big plunging and pounding his backside, a hole designed to push things out, and nothing else. But unnatural didn’t necessarily mean bad. 

The bed creaked as all three of them began to move faster and faster, nearing climax. Anita's hand was between her legs, working eagerly, stroking her clit as her new baby boy fucked her pussy. George felt Sam’s rough, calloused hands gripping his hips hard, and moaned uncontrollably as he felt his Daddy’s thrusts: full throttle, pounding his tight ass and shoving his own cock in and out of Anita’s wet pussy.


"Mommy! Daddy!” Josh squealed in desperation."Baby, baby’s going to come!"


"Cum for daddy!" snarled Sam behind him, pounding his prostate over and over.


"Yes! Come deep in mummy's pussy!" Anita demanded, biting her lip as she felt her own peak thundering towards her. “Such a good boy!”


George trembled, his body buffeted by the feeling of being pounded, sensations more than washing over him now. They were hitting him, slamming into him like huge waves. The end was inevitable now, feeling his dick growing so big, so swollen deep inside of Anita. The world dimmed to just this scene, being fucked hard in the ass, another man’s swollen cock slamming into his ass again and again and- 

George cried out as he came. Just as Anita begged, the adult baby boy finished deep inside his new Mommy’s pussy. He heard her squeal as his Kock kicked hard, throbbing inside her, filling her up with spurt after spurt of cum. Anita’s pussy spasmed around him, clenching and squeezing as he emptied his balls, backside squeezing in the same rhythm around Sam’s erection. 


"Oh, yes! Baby!" Anita cried out, moaning and writhing on the bed. "Oh Sam, fill his cute little ass up!"


Sam didn't need any more prompting. George gasped, as Sam's hips shunted him forward suddenly. He felt the enormous thing lodged in his backside pulse deep inside him, and he shivered, eyes wide in fascination and arousal, as he felt the warmth spilling out into him.


It went so deep, amazingly deep. George felt an extra hard jet of cum spill from the embedded cockhead into his bowels, as his backside squeezed and tensed, milking the man behind him. Sam's snorted like some wild beast, his breathing shaky as he emptied his massive load in the formerly virgin backside of the little baby boy sandwiched between him and his wife. 

“Ohh… sooo good,” he grunted decisively, as he felt his orgasm finishing, all of his cum filling George’s tender rump. “What a good little fucktoy…”

“Oh my God,” George murmured, eyes wide. “Oh my- ah!”

Sam’s cock slid out of him, cum spilling down between his rumpcheeks for a moment before his hole closed back up. George felt strangely empty now, his bottom sore but in the nicest way, pleasantly used.

Anita rolled him off of her, and all three of them lay together in a sweaty, mostly-naked heap, panting and staring at the ceiling.

George felt his eyes brimming with tears, and a smile on his face. He’d done it, he’d had sex with a man, and a woman at the same time, and he didn’t think he could say he’d preferred either. At last he was ready to admit this to himself…

“Mommy, Daddy,” he said, suddenly. “...I’m bisexual.”

And the pair on either side of him laughed, Anita cuddling him closer as Sam rubbed his tummy gently.

“We could have guessed that, buddy,” Sam rumbled, and George flushed, but his proud smile didn’t go away.

End.
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●        'Devoted in Diapers - Diving in Deep' - the second, more intense installment of the loving ABDL series between a trans Mommy and her adorable babygirl

●        ‘Genderfluid and Diapered by Daddy’ - an afab little plays male, female, and neutral roles in this short, sexy story between them and their Daddy.
 

●        ’Her Pampered Fantasies #2' - part 2 of the series. Denise explores her ABDL side with her female best friend, who brings her to climax while she moans and pants in her soggy diaper.
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