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Elliot was home early to surprise his wife. A bunch of pink roses lay in the passenger seat, and he hoped they’d put a smile on her face when she saw them.

Things had been a little rocky between them since Brooke had caught Elliot browsing ABDL porn, especially sissy ABDL porn. Elliot had tried to explain what interested him about it, but his wife just wasn’t interested in hearing it. Eventually he said it was ‘just a random passing fantasy’, and urged to forget about it.

“I’ll try,” Brooke had said, her mouth a thin line. “...But I’m not sure I can.”

Since then, things had been peaceful, most of the time. But Elliot couldn’t honestly remember the last time they’d had sex. Brooke had always been more dominant, but she never initiated anything any more. And it was worse when Elliot tried - she’d laugh or roll her eyes, ignoring Elliot’s advances in favor of online Facebook quizzes or badly written romance novels.

Well… maybe tonight would be the night, Elliot thought to himself.

He really hoped so. Ironically, the dry spell caused by his interest in sissy AB porn had led to him seeking out more and more of that exact material. Without any physical outlet in the real world, Elliot’s fantasies grew more and more in depth, and more and more perverted.

He masturbated daily to the idea of being forced into diapers and dresses, dressing up pretty for his new Mommy… or Daddy. The fantasies where he was owned by another man were the most humiliating of all - but that was what made them the most exciting. Night after night, Elliot slunk away to the bathroom to look at filthy captioned pictures, stroking his little sissy clit as he moaned and fantasized about being dressed like a baby girl, and fucked by a man while his Mommy watched.

Roses in hand, Elliot unlocked the door to their house. He didn’t bother calling up the stairs, because as he walked in, he could hear his wife talking…

...No wait… moaning. Elliot grinned as he gripped the stair rail, slowly climbing up. Maybe if he walked in while she was masturbating, she’d invite him to join her?

As he walked further, his smile slowly disappeared. His wife was definitely moaning, but there was another noise in there too. Some kind of eager grunting or panting.

“Ohhh yes!” a man’s voice yelled, making Elliot jump. “Take it all, slut!”

Elliot’s blood ran cold, and he ran up the stairs two at a time, heart pounding. As he pushed the bedroom door open, Elliot hoped and prayed he would see something other than his own wife cheating on him.

But his prayers weren’t answered, and a moment later, Elliot’s jaw dropped as he watched his wife in the throes of ecstacy, being brutally humped by a large black man.

It was like everything was moving in horrifying slow motion, and Elliot’s eyes caught every filthy detail before he could blink. Brooke’s black hair, spread messily over the pillow, her pale legs spread eagerly, back arched upwards to take the frankly enormous shaft that was sliding wetly in and out of her. The massive black cock might have been hard to take - if Brooke wasn’t obviously, utterly aroused, her pussy dripping wet for this man’s use.

This man, who wasn’t her husband. Who had his big, black hands all over her, groping her, fucking her hard without asking how she wanted it and worrying about making her feel good. Who was claiming Elliot’s wife right in front of him - and making her cum over and over, from the look and sound of it.

“B-brooke!” Elliot finally managed, trying to ignore his cock tenting the front of his trousers. “What is this!”

“Ohhhh! Nmmm, baby I, I thought you weren’t coming home until later!” Brooke panted, body being rocked by thrusts as she spoke.

Elliot had expected the pair to jump apart when he walked in, for Brooke to make some excuse, for there to be tears on her part and righteous anger on his. But instead she just moaned more loudly, thrusting up to meet the frantic bucking of the man on top of her. Elliot gawped at the sight in front of him, half believing he was dreaming.

For his part, the black man fucking Elliot’s wife hadn’t slowed down at all. Elliot’s presence didn’t even seem to register, as he closed his eyes, gritting his teeth, skin shining with a sheen of sweat. Elliot blushed, unable to prevent himself from feeling inadequate as he watched those thick seven inches of manhood railing his wife. His own tiny erection throbbed on seeing it, knowing Brooke was getting more pleasure from that enormous cock than Elliot could ever hope to give her.

“Ungh, ngh, NGH!” the man snarled, grabbing Brooke’s hips hard as she squealed, moaning and shaking as she came again, apparently not for the first time.

Mouth dry, Elliot couldn’t help but stare as the man’s balls throbbed, pumping spunk into his wife’s very willing pussy. He whimpered, feeling horrified and betrayed… But also incredibly aroused, his own cock throbbing needily inside his slacks.

Done for now, the man who’d been fucking Elliot’s wife kissed her cheek, panting, and then pulled out. Elliot tried to stop himself from looking at her gaping pussy, still oozing fresh cum from another man… But he didn’t try that hard, and again he felt his own hardness pulse.

“Ey, thanks, buddy,” the man said, as he yanked on his pants. “She’s a good lay.”

With that, he pushed easily past poor Elliot, leaving him standing with a flushed face, staring impotently at the bedroom door with his mouth open.

***

“But what do you mean I should have known?!”

Elliot’s voice rose squeakily as he yelled at Brooke, who was unhurriedly dressing herself, carefully re-hooking her bra before she turned around. Elliot realized he also couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen her undressed, either.

“I mean, I have needs, Elliot,” Brooke said, sighing. “What did you think I was doing? I certainly wasn’t having sex with you.”

“Well, w-why not?” Elliot asked, trying to ignore how his dick was stiff as steel inside his pants.

Brooke rolled her eyes as she pulled on a t-shirt. She was completely dressed now. If you didn’t know what had just happened, you would have no idea her womb was filled with virile cum, her pussy well-used from a rough fucking, her thin panties holding in the spunk her lover had pumped up into her.

But all Elliot could think of was her moaning and writhing underneath that man, of somebody else claiming his slutty wife. Her couldn’t stop picturing it, no matter what he did. He wondered how many times she’d been around him like this, full of cum and deeply sexually satisfied, acting casually as if she wasn’t having an affair with a man Elliot had never met.

A moment later he wondered how his body could have enough blood to rush to both his crotch and his cheeks at the same time.

“Because you’re not a real man,” Brooke said. “I’m sorry, but I’m just not interested in having sex with a… ‘sissy diapered baby girl’.”

Elliot flushed. That particular phrase was a direct quote from a forum post he’d made once. Just how much of his online activities had his wife seen?

“Th-those are just fantasies,” Elliot stammered.

“Really?” Brooke asked, raising a dark eyebrow as she turned to face him. “Because you’ve certainly been looking at them a lot recently.”

Elliot gulped, feeling totally caught and pinned in. His face burned bright red with humiliation, his heart pounding… and by God, why wouldn’t his erection go down?!

“I know what you really want, Elliot,” Brooke continued. “And it’s not sex with a real woman. You want to be helplessly diapered in your crib, wearing frilly dresses, knowing I’m being ravished by another man who’s a better lover than you could ever dream of.”

“N-no, no,” Elliot stuttered. “Please, I love you…”

“I love you too, but I also love being fucked by real men with big, black cocks,” Brooke replied bluntly, and her eyes glazed over a little as she imagined it. “I refuse to waste my time with your pathetic little sissy clitty any more.”

Elliot swallowed, tears in his eyes. He couldn’t believe Brooke was saying this. It was the stuff of his worst fantasies.

“D-do you want a divorce?” he asked, softly, lip trembling. “...My parents will be so disappointed.”

“We can stay married,” Brooke said, and Elliot’s heart leapt for a moment. “...But you need to agree to my terms. There’s going to be some changes around here.”

She smirked, standing up off of the bed and walking towards Elliot. He pulled backwards, but Brooke was too quick for him, and a moment later her hand was on his crotch, feeling the evidence of his arousal through his pants. Elliot whimpered softly, looking at her with shame in his eyes, expression like a dog who’d been caught peeing on the rug.

“And judging by how hard you are right now,” she murmured. “I don’t think my terms will be a problem for you.”

Elliot gulped as Brooke gently squeezed his hard clitty.

It would be the last time she’d touch him sexually in a long, long time.

***
 

It would take several days for everything they ordered that night to arrive. Brooke sat beside Elliot on the couch, pointing out various items, many of them from Elliot’s own browsing history.

Elliot’s face was permenantly flushed, as all his naughty sissy desires were completely on display. Brooke cheerfully ordered him to purchase diapers, dresses, and pacifiers… all using his own credit card. There was something uniquely humiliating about being forced to use his hard-earned money to lock himself into a life of sissy baby submission.

Of course, it was the humiliation of it that made Elliot excited. Ashamed, he was glad the laptop covered his crotch, because he was still achingly hard.

He couldn’t believe it as Brooke made him order bonnets and mittens, and hundreds of thick diapers. Elliot couldn’t stop himself imagining what it would be like, being dressed like an overgrown toddler, in pretty frilly dresses and pink padding, whimpering and sucking his pacifier, knowing he was nothing but a sissy baby to his own wife.

“One more thing,” Brooke said, smirking, as they finally finished buying everything. “From now on, I’m not your wife. I’m ‘Mommy’.”

“O…. okay, Mommy,” Elliot mumbled, blushing.

“Good girl,” Brooke murmured, kissing the top of his head. “I’m going to bed…”

“Alright,” Elliot said, still reeling from the events of the day. He stood up to follow Brooke, but she stopped him, laughing cruelly.

“Where do you think you’re going?” she asked, smirking.

“To… to bed?”

“I don’t think so, sweetie,” Brooke said, crossing her arms. “We don’t sleep in the same bed any more. Until we get you a crib, you can sleep down here on the sofa.”

“But, but-”

“I’m sorry babygirl,” she continued. “But there’s no room in bed for you and Mommy’s lovers…”

Elliot whimpered, lip wobbling, but he nodded. Knowing she’d be sleeping up there without him, with men coming and going from his own bed, while he lay unsatisfied on the sofa… It hurt so much… but it also made him incredibly horny.

“Yes, Mommy…” he mumbled.

***

The next few days passed in a haze. Elliot left for work every day to do his menial office job, but when he came home, he was his wife’s obedient servant. He fetched drinks, cleaned the house, and cooked dinner.

Brooke no longer hid the fact she was having men over. They walked around the house in various states of undress, robes hanging open, boxer shorts snug around their huge packages. It was impossible for Elliot not to feel inadequate as his wife paraded lover after lover in front of him, all of them big, all of them black, hearing her moan and cry out with undisguised passion every evening.

When Elliot came home one day, he was surprised not to have to park on the street - there wasn’t another man’s car in the driveway. Maybe Brooke wanted them to have some time to themselves for once?

“I have a surprise for you, babygirl,” Brooke cooed as Elliot walked in. “Your packages arrived.”

“My… oh,” Elliot couldn’t help but be a little disappointed. “Which ones?”

“Nearly all of them,” Brooke purred. “I’ve already put most of the dresses in your closet, but I left one out for you…”

Wordlessly, she took Elliot by the hand, leading him into the living room. As soon as he passed the threshold, his face went bright pink once more, and Brooke smirked knowingly.

On the couch was a frilly blue and white dress, with matching socks. A thick white diaper was folded on top of it, with a bottle of baby powder laid beside the whole thing. Elliot swallowed, feeling his pulse race as he imagined being dressed in the outfit, smelling like a pretty sissy baby girl, impotent in his diapers on the floor.

“Strip off, princess,” Brooke ordered, beginning to undo the buttons of Elliot’s shirt. “I can’t wait to see how cute my little sissy looks in her pretty new dress…”

“A-are you sure about this… Mommy?” Elliot asked hesitantly as his shirt was peeled off, revealing his very average physique. “I mean… it’s not too late to… send it back.”

“Nonsense,” Brooke insisted, her slender fingers undoing his belt. “No matter how you’re dressed, you’ll always be a diaper wearing sissy to me from now on. You may as well look the part, hm?”

Elliot said nothing, flushing as she pulled down his trousers. His semi-hard prick bulged out the front of his white underpants slightly, and it stiffened as he was completely stripped, face red as he lay down on the floor submissively, legs spread.

“That’s a good girl,” Brooke murmured, as she unfolded the crinkly white diaper. “Get that pretty sissy ass up…”

Obediently, Elliot lifted his rump and allowed the thick padding to slide underneath. It felt incredibly soft as he lowered himself down, and his cock instantly sprung up to full arousal. He looked away, ashamed, but Brooke didn’t seem to care, sprinkling lavender-scented powder over his groin and rear.

“You know,” she said, conversationally, as she pulled the front of the diaper up over his erection. “Some people have trouble putting on diapers when they’ve got an erection. I read that online.”

“Uh… uh huh,” Elliot responded, mouth dry.

“Well that’s obviously not a problem with your widdle clitty,” Brooke said, smirking. “Look, it’s completely covered up now!”

Elliot peered down between his legs, blushing as he realized she was right. The thick crotch of the diaper entirely hid his own erection, locking him in padded chastity as Brooke securely snugged the diaper round his waist. It felt so strange, locked in a thick nappy by his own wife, who now saw him as nothing more than an infantile sissy.

“Such a pretty girl needs a pretty dress,” Brooke remarked, as she sat him up gently. “Arms in the air.”

Squeezing his eyes shut, Elliot whimpered, feeling the sting of tears inside them and the burning blush on his face. He couldn’t believe he was willingly submitting to this, allowing his manhood to be trapped inside a diaper, his wife dressing him up like her pretty baby girl. And the worst part was how just thinking about it made his cock achingly stiff.

He felt completely conflicted inside. One part of him wanted to tell her to stop this, force her to dump her boyfriends, assert himself as a man. But one look at Brooke’s confident smile told him he wouldn’t win that fight. Being her obedient diapered babygirl was the best he could hope for.

...And there was no denying how aroused that made Elliot. As the cotton-y blue dress was slipped down over his arms, he felt his heart leap, trembling in his chest. The soft material felt delicate and feminine against his skin, and he bit his lip softly as Brooke tied the ribbon around his waist. He said nothing, looking down at himself in stunned silence.

‘Oh my God,’ he thought, running his hands over the soft material. ‘I can’t believe I’m wearing this…’

“You look so pretty, baby girl,” Brooke said, patting Elliot’s padded backside. “Come here, little one, let me get your socky-wockies on.”

In a daze, newly-sissifed Elliot lifted one leg, allowing his Mommy to slide the frilly sock onto his foot. Soon the outfit was complete, and Elliot peered down at himself, swallowing as he realized there was no coming back from this. If Brooke had been unable to see him as a man before, she certainly wouldn’t think of him that way now.

“How precious the widdle sissy is,” Brooke sneered, grinning. “Let’s take a few photos for online…”

“But, but, Mommy…” Elliot weakly protested. “I dun want other people to see me this way…”

“Widdle babies don’t get to decide that,” Brooke said, forcing a pale blue pacifier into his mouth. “Now sit down and look up at the camera.”

Blushing, suckling the binky pushed between his lips, Elliot lowered himself literally and metaphorically to the ground, sitting up on his knees. The short dress just barely covered his diaper, and he tugged at the hem with idle hands as Brooke focused the phone’s camera on his blushing face and wide eyes.

“You look a picture, dear,” Brooke muttered, taking a shot. “...Now lift your dress up for Mommy.”

Elliot whimpered.

“Now, sissy,” Brooke ordered, and Elliot’s eyes darted to the side in humiliation as he picked the skirt of the dress up, exposing his thick diaper to the camera. The only saving grace was that the thick padding hid his arousal, so nobody would know how excited he was.

“Precious,” his Mommy muttered. “Good girl… Now…”

The phone beeped, and Brooke smirked as she started recording her baby girl husband’s humiliated expression, his awkward, shameful shifting as he held his skirt high to display his diapers.

“Take your binky out, and tell Mommy who’s my widdle diapered sissy?”

Cringing, Elliot lifted his hand slowly, shamefully, and pulled the pacifier out. His lip quivered, and he looked at Brooke pleadingly, but she gestured with her hand, instructing him to speak.

“...I’m Mommy’s littl-”

“Widdle, sweetie,” Brooke corrected. “Talk like the baby you are.”

“...I’m Mommy’s widdle diapered sissy,” Elliot mumbled, his eyes pricking with embarrassed, angry, impotent tears.

“That’s Mommy’s precious baby girl,” Brooke said, smirking, turning the camera onto herself. “...And I’m a single mother, boys. So if any of you want to come screw around, just let me know. I can put little sissy Elliot down for her nap so the grown-ups can have their fun.”

Brooke pressed the phone’s button, and Elliot dropped the dress, returning his pacifier to his mouth and suckling it softly. It was a strangely comforting distraction from his current humiliating situation. His pulse raced in fear and arousal as he imagined who would see that video, knowing Brooke would be posting it wherever she pleased…

“Now that that’s all done, Mommy has a gentleman caller coming over,” Brooke said casually, texting him on her phone.

“Wh-what!?” Elliot whimpered around his pacifier. “You have another man coming over - tonight?!”

“Mmmhmm,” Brooke said. “But don’t worry. Mommy got you a nice dolly, and a tea set to play with.”

So that was the scene Brooke’s lover (huge, and black, of course) walked in on. Despite Elliot’s frantic protests, soon he was sat on the floor with a plastic pink tea set, a floppy rag doll sat beside him. The door went just as he was pouring out imaginary tea into a cup for her, face bright red as Brooke cooed and encouraged him, watching him hesitantly play ‘pretend’ for her amusement.

“The door is open, Caleb,” Brooke called, and Elliot’s eyes were wide with mortification as he heard the door open, heavy boots on the floor as the man walked in.

He whimpered behind his pacifier as the muscular, dark-skinned man came into view, at first not even noticing Elliot on the floor. Instead, he grasped Brooke around the waist, making her squeal with delight as he kissed her with animalistic passion, Elliot looking on jealously.

At last, he turned his head, noticing the man dressed in a frilly blue dress and playing with dollies. Caleb raised an eyebrow in amusement.

“Who’s this?”

“Oh, you remember me mentioning my little sissy,” Brooke said, chuckling. “Say hi to Mommy’s… friend, Elli.”

Elliot frowned, but slowly, hesitantly lifted his hand, waving at Caleb, who snorted in amusement.

“I thought you were joking,” the muscle-bound man said, squeezing Brooke’s shoulder. “...Let’s go to the bedroom babe. Maybe we can play some games of our own.”

He slapped Brooke’s backside, making her squeal again, giggling as she followed him up to the bedroom. Elliot’s heart sank again. Brooke had never let him treat her like that in their entire relationship, but now she was acting like a slut with random men she barely knew.

“Be a good girl!” Brooke called from the hall, and any thing else she might have been about to say was drowned out by a lust-filled moan as Caleb kissed or groped or fondled somewhere, both of them stumbling up the stairs, drunk on desire for each other’s bodies.

A few moments later, and Elliot winced, cock throbbing inside his padding. He could hear the loud thumps from upstairs as his wife eagerly spread her white legs for another man, crying out her delight as his enormous cock plunged into her willing, dripping pussy.

Elliot sucked the pacifier worriedly. Maybe they would be quick..?

***

They were not quick. The thumps and moans from upstairs seemed to end in an explosive cry every so often, and then the house would be still… Until they started up again.

Eventually, dejected, Elliot headed to the kitchen to make his own dinner. He put his wife’s apron on over the dress, worrying she’d be upset if he stained what he was currently wearing. At least the frilly white apron covered his diapers… from the front, anyway. Elliot tried not to think about how his padded backside was being shown off to anybody who entered the kitchen, tugging the dress down self-consciously as he carefully measured out water for the pasta.

“Cook some for me, baby,” a voice suddenly commanded from behind him, and Elliot span around, coming face to face with his wife’s black lover. “Me and my woman are hungry.”

“She… she’s my wife, you know,” Elliot mumbled, frowning, and Caleb merely smirked broadly back at him.

“Dat is so funny. Because she says you are her sissy baby, and she is your Mommy,” Caleb replied, patting Elliot’s thickly padded backside. “So be a good girl and make your new ‘Daddy’ some dinner.”

Elliot gave him a challenging look, but Caleb only had to step forward, a confident, easy smile on his face, and Elliot retreated, cowering, ashamed… aroused.

“Y-yes, sir,” Elliot replied, the word ‘sir’ coming out automatically.

“Good girl,” Caleb replied. “I can see why your Mommy keeps you around.”

***

As requested, Elliot served up three plates of pasta with red sauce and parmesan, meekly handing two of them to Caleb, who took them upstairs. Elliot was left all alone by himself downstairs - trying to drown out some of the noises from upstairs, he lay on the couch, turning on the television, as his mind raced.

How had this happened? He squeezed the doll he hadn’t realized he was holding against his chest, whimpering. His wife was now his dominating Mommy, and she was fucking other men in his marriage bed while he lay downstairs alone, in his thick pampers and girly dress. He didn’t think he could get more humiliated…

“Baby girl?”

Elliot looked up. Brooke had walked downstairs in just her lacy negligee, and she smiled as she approached him. Elliot couldn’t help himself, sitting up and looking up and down her body, admiring her curves. He wanted nothing more than to reach out and grab her, taking her like a man… instead of a sissy baby girl.

“Hey princess, how are you doing?” Brooke asked, gently stroking Elliot’s hair. “Sorry Mommy’s so busy upstairs…”

“It’s otay, Mommy,” Elliot said, blushing as he pulled his pacifier out. “...Are you done now?”

“Oh, no, sweetie,” Brooke replied, laughing, and Elliot’s heart sank. “I just need your help…”

Before Elliot could ask for more information, Brooke lifted the gauzy skirt of her teddy dress, revealing her shaved slit. Elliot’s eyes went wide, nostrils flaring as he stared at it for a moment.

“I need you to clean Mommy’s pussy up,” she explained. “Caleb’s left such a big load inside me… I don’t want him to have sloppy seconds…”

Elliot didn’t know whether to cry, throw up… or masturbate. His conflict showed in his face as he looked up helplessly at Brooke, who smiled confidently down at him, as if she was completely certain Elliot would follow through on this humiliating order.

“Come on, baby girl,” Brooke urged. “I know you’ve fantasized about this. Lick Mommy clean, that’s a good girl…”

Whimpering, Elliot lowered his face to Brooke’s crotch, his wife’s crotch… his Mommy’s crotch. As he got closer, he could smell the scent of her arousal - but also the smell of another man’s musk.

Elliot’s cock rubbed against the soft padding of the diaper as he knelt obediently, using his tongue to part Brooke’s sloppy folds. She moaned at the feeling of him cautiously licking away the cum on her inner lips, forcing himself to swallow it down. His erection throbbed at the sheer humiliation of the act. Brooke was right - this had been a pet fantasy of his. Now it was real, it was almost as wonderful as it was terrible.

“Mmm, get right in there, baby,” Brooke commanded, pushing his head down, and Elliot felt tears of shame stinging his eyes as he slid his tongue out further, delving into her well-used vagina and licking out the deposit of sticky, still-warm cum inside there.

He couldn’t help rocking his hips as he licked and gulped, cleaning her entirely. Soon he couldn’t reach anymore, despite pushing his slippery tongue in as deep as it could go, so he gently teased her clit a few times, until it was stiff and eager under his attentions.

“Ooo… that’s it, baby,” Brooke moaned, pushing him away. “Naughty girl. Mommy has to go upstairs again now. Sleep tight.”

“N-night, Mommy,” Elliot replied, swallowing, the taste of another man’s semen still on his tongue.

Predictably, a few moments later he heard the sound of happy voices upstairs - and then, suddenly, those same thumps and groans, Brooke’s lover apparently eager to take her freshly-cleaned pussy once more.

Elliot swallowed, trying to ignore how his dick pulsed in his diaper as he stared up at the ceiling. He knew this situation wasn’t something he should be aroused by. Knew he should only be disgusted and horrified by it…

His body hadn’t gotten the message.

Shamefully, Elliot lifted his skirt, pressing his palm against the outside of his diaper. He groaned, whimpering as he rocked his hips, sliding his cock against the padding as his hand pushed it down onto his dripping length.

“Oh!!! Caleb!” Brooke moaned from upstairs. “There, right THERE!”

Elliot couldn’t help himself. Biting his lip, knowing he was nothing more than a pathetic, diaper-wearing infant to his wife, that she was being rutted by a real man right now, imagining his enormous cock slamming into her over and over… He moaned, rubbing faster and faster, full of shame and lust that swirled inside him.

He was so pathetic, and he relished the feeling, wallowing in it like a pig in mud as he heard Brooke scream in orgasm, knowing her african american lover had squirted deep inside her. Elliot gasped, eyes flying open wide as he came himself, his throbbing sissy clitty spurting into his diaper, making it sticky as he groaned…

“Ohh… Mommy,” he whimpered, rocking slowly against the diaper as he rode out his orgasm.

After he came, he was immediately overwhelmed by shame and embarrassment, closing his eyes and trying to shut out the noises from upstairs. He couldn’t believe he’d just gotten himself off to his own cuckolding… Could he get any lower than this?

Elliot shivered, knowing that he could… and knowing there’d be a part of him that would like it, too.

Now his cock was deflated, he could feel just how full his bladder was. Elliot whimpered, trying to focus on the television, but a few moments later he realized he couldn’t hold it for much longer. Closing his eyes with shame once more, he again debased himself, slowly letting out a thin stream of urine into his diaper.

The sticky padding grew hot, and wet, as he peed into it, the crotch soon swelling with discoloration from how wet it was. Elliot blinked curiously down at it, pushing at the thick, swollen padding between his legs, amazed by how it grew. He’d thought it was thick before, but now it pushed apart his legs further, forcing him to waddle if he stood up.

At last, his bladder emptied, and he sighed in relief, laying back on the sofa. Elliot knew how silly he looked, laying there in a frilly dress and a used diaper. But despite the shame, he couldn’t deny how primally arousing it was to have another man come into his house, and claim his wife’s body…

While he was left laying on his couch, dressed like a toddler girl, his own urine soaking his diapered behind.

End.

Cuckolded, Sissified and Put back in Diapers! 


Elliot woke on the couch to the sounds of footfalls on the upstairs landing. He was still dressed in the pink footed sleepsuit Brooke had put him in last night. 


Groaning, Elliot tried to roll over to get back to sleep, his diaper rustling as he moved, heavy and swollen with the urine from last evening. Brooke... His Mommy... Had been busy with her boyfriend all night, and so she'd left him in a thick diaper, so he didn't need to be changed. Miserably, Elliot had covered his ears to block out the moans and grunts from upstairs, and finally managed to fall asleep. 

At least while he was asleep, in his dreams, Elliot was a real man again, not a diapered sissy baby. In a horrible twist, his former sordid, sexual fantasies had turned into his everyday reality, forced to wear diapers and dresses by his wife as she fucked any other man she could find... While he fantasized about going back to the way things used to be, and being her man of the house once more. 

Speaking of the man of the house... Elliot's eyes flicked up to the ceiling as he heard someone walking down the stairs with heavy footsteps. Caleb, his wife's dark-skinned lover, was a common sight around the house nowadays - but Brooke still often had other men visiting. Jerome, Leroy, Tyler... All big, black men, who fucked Elliot's wife so she moaned and screamed in pleasure, while he slept on the couch, his baby-sized cock tenting the front of his pink diaper. 

"Get me my coffee, babe," Brooke called dreamily from upstairs. "Ooo... And give the baby her bottle..." 


Elliot turned around as Caleb reached the bottom of the stairs, both of them not acknowledging each other. Caleb was whistling a carefree tune as he worked in the kitchen, but it only seemed to emphasize his natural masculinity. If Elliot had been doing it, he would have seemed even more like the flouncing, delicate diapered princess he was. 

The sound of the microwave heralded Caleb's arrival. Elliot tried to blush as he looked up at the approaching black man, his chiseled abs and muscular body glistening in the half-light of early morning. He wore boxers briefs, and as Elliot let his eyes flick downwards, he swallowed, feeling very, very inadequate. Even through clothes, Caleb's bulge was enormous. 

"Here you go, baby," Caleb said with a smirk as he tossed the bottle to Elliot. Elliot scrambled to catch it, face red with humiliation at being dressed this way in front of the bigger, stronger man. 

"Drink," Caleb suggested. "I need to take coffee up to your Mommy." 

"She's fucking other guys too, you know," Elliot said suddenly, spitefully. "Whenever you're not here." 

Caleb blinked - and then slowly smiled, closing his eyes as if basking in the harsh truth Elliot had revealed to him. Elliot frowned uncertainly. 

"I know," Caleb finally replied. "She is a huge slut. She's a whore. Elliot, your Mommy loves big, black cock, you know? She's addicted to it..." 

Elliot shrank down further and further, more and more ashamed as Caleb kept talking. His own wife, addicted to black cock, desperate for rough, hard pounding sex that Elliot could never provide. His own inadequate length was soaking in his own urine right now, surrounded by the thick, swollen padding of the diaper. 

"...Maybe one day soon you will be addicted too," Caleb added, with a chuckle. "I've seen you looking... Don't be ashamed, sissy. You're not really a man. It's normal to be curious about what real men have in their pants." 

At Elliot's childish scowl, Caleb laughed heartily, walking back towards the kitchen. Somehow he always seemed to have the upper hand on poor Elliot... Although maybe that wasn't a surprise, since Elliot was dressed like an overgrown toddler girl at all times around him. 

With a reluctant sigh, Elliot gently tipped the bottle back and put it to his lips. The milk was warm, sweet, and relaxing. He closed his eyes, savoring the taste. The humiliation of his wife fucking other men day and night still stang, but right now, like this, Elliot could imagine this was one of his fantasies again. 


He was Mommy's diapered babygirl, slowly drinking warm milk from a pink bottle. Being her helpless sissy... wetting his diapers, being pampered and fussed over. 

The fantasy was so appealing... Not for the first time, Elliot wondered if he just gave in, would he feel better? Maybe life as Brooke's cuckolded sissy wouldn't be so bad. He could even feel his little cock twitching, stiffening in the padding of his wet diaper, rubbing against the swollen lining. Oh... Maybe Caleb was right... 

No... No. Elliot shook his head, humiliated. He wasn't a sissy baby. He was a man. He had to fight this. With a soft snort, he finished the mouthful of milk he was drinking, and put the bottle down. 


If he could just show Brooke she was a real man... despite all the diapers and dresses and sissy girly fantasies... Elliot felt sure he could prove that he was the only man she needed. That his cock, his body, was good enough for her all by itself. 

*** 

"Let's get my little girl changed," Brooke said, laying Elliot down on the floor a half hour later. 

She was glowing, walking with a sleepy, bow-legged gait that told Elliot all too clearly what she'd been doing upstairs. Elliot cringed, trying not to think about it as the zip on the front of his sleepsuit was slowly undone, revealing his bare chest. 

"Oh, you didn't finish your bottle!" Brooke suddenly said, with faux-concern. "Come here, babygirl." 

"Mmf!" 


Elliot protested as the nipple of the bottle was forced into his mouth, pushed hard downwards against his lips. He struggled for a moment, tears of humiliation burning his eyes, pushing the nipple up and away with his tongue... But that just made milk spurt out of it, down his throat, making him cough. 

"Good girl, good girl," Brooke muttered, as Elliot gave in, cringing as he gradually drank the creamy fluid. "Such a good baby." 

Satisfied that Elliot was going to keep drinking, Brooke guided his hand up to hold the bottle while she undressed him. Peeling off the pink sleepsuit slowly, she soon had him dressed in nothing but his swollen diaper, laying on their living room floor. 

"Maybe one day we can keep you in these all the time," Brooke said with a wistful sigh, as she untaped the sodden padding. "Wouldn't that be nice?" 

Blushing, Elliot nodded softly as he finished his bottle, putting it down to one side. He burped softly as he sat up to watch Brooke peeling back his soaked diaper. Her maternal touch made him shiver slightly as she wiped him clean, a pinkness coming to his cheeks. Despite everything, her mothering him still made him feel good, and warm inside. 

"All clean," Brooke finally said, bundling the used diaper up to throw it away. "Isn't that much better, baby?" 

Elliot had to agree. The cool air felt wonderful on his bare, clean skin. 


"It's a shame you still have to pretend to be a man at work," Brooke continued, gesturing to the neatly folded work clothes she'd gotten out for him. "...But at least we can still keep you in panties, like a little girl should be." 

Completely naked, Elliot sat up quickly, frowning. Just as she said, Brooke was holding up a pair of cotton women's briefs, light blue with clouds and raindrops all over. They really did look like something a little girl would wear. 

"Brooke... Mommy, no," Elliot said, nervously. "You can't... At home, fine, but-" 

Elliot gasped as he felt Brooke's other hand running up his thigh, towards his crotch. It had been so long since she'd touched him like this... The moan he let out as Brooke's hand found his already-throbbing limp dick was anything but masculine, but Elliot couldn't help himself. Already, he was stiffening as his wife stroked gently up and down, her grip loose around his small shaft. 

"Is baby feeling fussy?" Brooke cooed, a smirk on her lips as she manipulated Elliot's length into hardness. "Does my little girl need Mommy to play wiv her widdle clitty?" 

"Nmm... M-mommy... Please," Elliot panted, his legs twitching as he bucked upwards towards the stimulation. "Please... I need it so badly." 

"Are you my little sissy slut?" Brooke asked as she leaned over, her grip growing tighter, pumping Elliot's stiff clit up and down. "My sissy faggot, desperate for Mommy to touch her?" 

"Y-yes! Mommy I'm a faggot," Elliot moaned loudly. "I'm a filthy little girl... nmmf... I'm your toy... Oh God please don't stop... I'll do anything." 

The words spilled out of Elliot's mouth without him even thinking about it. A babbling brook of pure lust revealed the fantasies that lurked just below his manly facade, betraying himself as he humped and ground needily against his Mommy's soft hand. 

"You love being my helpless diaper wearing bitch," Brooke hissed, her movements more forceful now, as Elliot whimpered and bucked again and again. "Don't you? You want this. You confessed, this was your fantasy... I'm giving you what you want, aren't I?" 

"Nnnnnmmm! Yes! Yes!" Elliot stammered, panting hotly. 


He'd have admitted to anything right then, but there was a feeling burning deep inside that it was all true. That he really wanted this, as badly as he'd desired it before. That Elliot's deepest desires were just to be treated like a humiliated sissy cuckold, unable to make love to his own wife, dressed like a girl in his own home and- 

"Ohh! Ohh! Mommy!" Elliot squealed as he came, grunting and bucking his hips feverishly against the pleasure radiating through his crotch. "Ooohhh!" 

"Good girl, good little sissy," Brooke said, practically purring as she pointed Elliot's throbbing shaft upwards towards his stomach. "That's my good little faggot princess..." 

Elliot's little clit pulsed and spat fresh, hot cum onto his own skin, coating his belly, and Brooke's fingers. It felt filthy and depraved, and that only made the sissy baby moan and cum harder than ever, until finally he was done, belly smothered in drippy goo. 


Now he was done, Brooke gently squeezed up along Elliot's cock, wiping off the slick, sticky fluid from his still-stiff shaft. She dropped it, and it smacked against his fluid-coated stomach, making him groan. 

Still panting and recovering from the post orgasmic bliss shaking his world, Elliot jerked backwards as he felt Brooke's fingers at his lips. She pushed forwards forcefully, and Elliot understood. Blushing, he obediently slipped his tongue out, licking her hand clean of his chemical-smelling cum. 


"That's right, sissy," Brooke giggled, as she spread her hands to make sure Elliot's tongue could reach between her fingers. "Clean up your mess, and then we'll get you in your panties." 

Elliot groaned - but he was in no position to refuse now. 

*** 

Elliot arrived home at 5.30. He squeezed the steering wheel, parked, waiting outside in the car. 

The day had passed without incident. At work, it was easy to almost forget that he was being turned into his wife's cuckolded sissy. Nobody knew that underneath his pressed navy slacks he was wearing comfy, cotton women's panties. 

Being surrounded by people who didn't know anything about Elliot's homelife was reassuring. It made him feel more normal. He could have left, moved into a motel for a few days, left Brooke with some dignity... Maybe meet a new woman who thought of him as a real man. 

Elliot's hands tightened around the wheel, as he glanced anxiously up at the house. It would be so easy... But Elliot stayed. 

As much as he didn't want to admit it, it wasn't just the fact he loved his wife, the fact he didn't want to leave the relationship. On some level, having all his fantasies brought to life in the most horrifying, humiliating way was still... incredibly erotic. 


While he was at work, Elliot kept finding his mind drifting to what his wife would have planned for him that evening, tenting his panties beneath his slacks. With a groan, Elliot closed his eyes and tried to settle his unsteady breathing - before undoing his seatbelt, heading willingly into the belly of the beast once more. 

He hoped his erection wasn't too obvious. 

*** 

"Hello, babygirl," Brooke purred as Elliot entered, pulling him into a surprisingly gentle hug. "Did you have a good day?" 

"It... It was okay, Mommy," Elliot stammered, as Brooke reached for his collar, slowly undoing his buttons. "I got a lot done." 

His heart thumped as he tried to adjust to the change in dynamics. It felt like the floor was being pulled out from underneath him, the world spinning rapidly upside down - but he found some part of him relishing it, guiltily and quietly. 

As Elliot lifted his arms to allow Brooke to slide the unbuttoned shirt off, there was a loud scraping noise from upstairs, like furniture being moved. Elliot's head jerked upwards, mouth turning downwards with concern. 

"Don't worry, sissy," Brooke said, stroking his bare back before her hands wandered down to his zipper. "It's just some of Mommy's boyfriends putting your crib together. We can go upstairs and watch once you're all dressed up..." 

Elliot grimaced slightly as his slacks were pulled down, stepping out of them. His cock was still semi-hard, pressed slightly to the side by the panties. Brooke snickered as she rubbed her thumb over the wet patch at the end of his sissyclit, teasing his length into further stiffness. 

"Oh no, it looks like babygirl couldn't keep her panties dry," Brooke cooed mockingly. "Good thing we have nice, thick diapers for you, hm?" 

Brooke shimmied Elliot's girly panties off, around his ankles, and soon he was laying on the floor, peering between his thighs as the crinkly disposable diaper was slid up between them. The act of being diapered was still bizarrely intimate. Humiliating... but at the same time, Elliot felt his heart pumping in his chest as Brooke's fingers brushed his skin, affixing the tapes to the landing zone. 

"That's better," Brooke said with a giggle. "Keep that cute widdle sissy clit covered up. It's not useful to anybody, is it?" 

N-no, Mommy," Elliot agreed, suppressing a whimper. 


His wife could be so entrancingly cruel when she wanted to be, and Elliot felt his hard but diminutive cock stirring inside his diaper as she approached again with another dress in a powdery purple shade. There was another thump from upstairs, and Elliot winced, reminded that there were other men in the home, his home, that he shared with his wife... And that they were going to have sex with her. 

Why was that still so arousing? Elliot furrowed his brow as the cottony dress was pulled down over his chest, zipped up in the back slowly so the white peter pan collar rested against his flat front, making him look like a prepubescent girl. Elliot knew any other man would have been horrified in this situation, plain and simple, but somehow his kinks remained. 


As repulsed as he was, Elliot could also feel the throbbing need inside his diapers, to watch Mommy be fucked, to hump his diapers as the woman he loved moaned in ecstacy as she got what he could never provide - a real man's cock plunging in and out of her needy pussy. 

"There we go, pretty princess," Brooke said. "Let's go upstairs and see Mommy's boyfriends while they're fixing up your crib... Come on now." 

Obediently, Elliot followed his Mommy-wife up the stairs, a thin frown on his lips. He was so close to her, right now... He wanted to grab, cling, rub up against her, use his erection like a real man and pound her. It was too bad that his thick diapers prevented anything but whimpering dryhumping. 

"Caleb, Daryll," Brooke said, grinning as she pushed Elliot into the room. "I'd like you both to meet my little girl." 

Elliot squeaked, making an attempt to cover himself with his hands as he was thrust forwards in front of two sweaty, hardworking black men. Caleb he recognized, but he'd never seen Daryll's face before. Elliot's eyes ran up and down the man's bare, glistening chest - and then jerked back sharply, a blush on his cheeks as he realized he'd been staring. 

"Shit, this your husband?" Daryll said, with a cruel smirk. "Damn, he really is a little bitch, huh?" 

"He sure is," Brooke replied brightly. "Or he used to be my husband. I think you'll agree he makes a much better sissy baby than a man." 


"You got enough men, don't ya, Brooke?" Caleb asked, swatting Brooke's backside hard. 

"Eek!" Brooke squealed happily, giggling as she wriggled her bottom playfully. "Enough, you two! Me and baby will just sit here on the bed while you finish getting the crib ready..." 

"What's in it for us?" Daryll half-teased, while Elliot felt more and more like he wasn't in the room at all, sparks flying between his wife and the two hulking dark-skinned hunks. 

"A very special reward," Brooke said, in a voice dripping with innuendo. "...One this little baby never gets any more." 

"Mmm! Yes ma'am!" Daryll agreed, hurriedly picking up a wrench to tighten the last few nuts remaining. There was a bulge in his jeans that Elliot found himself unable to look away from, biting his lip in a combination of arousal, jealousy, and anxiety. 

Brooke sat down on her mattress, and soon Elliot watched impotently from the bed as his wife stroked the skirts of his purple dress. He wanted so badly to get up and be a man, to fix the crib himself - no, to make something else, with his hands, like a man would. 

Biting his lip shyly, the sissy adult baby turned back towards his Mommy. Sensing his unease, Brooke pulled him into a snuggle, letting him rest his head on her chest. His cock pulsed gently inside his diaper as she stroked his hair maternally. 

But if he was a man... he'd have to give up his greatest fantasy. Real men didn't cum to the thought of being made into helpless, sissy babies, did they? 

"Elli," Brooke murmured in his ear, so quiet only he could hear it. "I know you must think I'm doing this just to be cruel..." 

Elliot stiffened as Brooke went on, her arm wrapping around his waist as she held him in place against her. 

"But I'm not. I'm doing this... because I know it's what you really want," Brooke said softly. "I know it makes your pathetic cock hard to see me being fucked, to be sitting in your crib, thickly diapered, unable to do anything but whimper as I'm used by strong, alpha men..." 

"...And Mommy loves it too," Brooke added with a smirk, patting Elliot's crinkly backside from under his dress. 

"But B- mommy-" 

"Go on, then," Brooke said, more firmly. "Tell me right now this doesn't excite you, too... That you want to go back to being a normal, vanilla couple..." 

Brooke looked Elliot hard in the eyes, and he looked back, his resolve steely... At first. Within a few moments, his gaze faltered, and his lips trembled. Heart racing, Elliot turned away, feeling as if Brooke was staring into his very soul. 

"...No, Mommy," he said in a soft whisper, swallowing. It was the first time he'd completely admitted that to himself, too. 

"Good girl," Brooke replied, chipper once more. "...Are you boys done over there?" 

Elliot looked up curiously, pouting as he saw the big, varnished beech wood crib that would soon be his sleeping area for the foreseeable future. The crib itself was the color of natural wood, but the bedding and crib bumpers inside were all various shades of pink. There was no doubt left about the gender of the 'baby' who'd be sleeping there. 

"Such clever boys," Brooke purred as she stood up, walking over to them. "Such big, sexy men I have to take care of me." 

"We can take care of something else for you, now," Caleb muttered, as Brooke's hand stroked gently up and down his broad shoulders. "Baby can go in her little sissy crib." 

"That's right," Brooke giggled, as she grabbed hold of the railing of the crib, pushing it slowly down. "Come here, little princess. Crawl into the crib for Mommy so she can -Ooo! - have some grownup time with these nice men." 

Daryll had pinched Brooke's backside as she spoke, making her cheeks flush with eager excitement. Elliot's legs moved reluctantly as he pulled himself off of the bed, walking as if through molasses, thick diaper forcing him to waddle anyway. Despite his reticence, his penis was rock hard, swollen against the cottony padding, rubbing against it with every step. 

He'd dreamed of sleeping in an adult crib in the past, but nothing could have prepared him for how small he felt as he sat inside it. Elliot's heart fluttered with happy embarrassment as Brooke pulled the side of the crib back up, locking him inside. He was surrounded on all sides by bars, unable to escape without being helped out... and forced to watch what happened next. 

"Ohh! Caleb!" Brooke squealed as one man kissed up and down her neck, throwing her onto the bed passionately. "Mmmf..." 

Through the bars, Elliot whimpered as he saw Daryll unzipping his jeans, his huge, thick cock flopping out. Elliot felt horribly inadequate as he watched it throbbing in the big black man's hand, precum dribbling from its head as Daryll prepared to have his wife service him any way he wanted. Inside the crib, Elliot squirmed, squeezing his knees together, unable to stop himself from rocking slightly as the scene unfolded in front of him. 

His polite, smiling wife was on her knees now, drooling around an enormous African American cockhead, as Caleb forced her head down further on his massive length. She moaned, eyes rolling back in her head as she bobbed her head back and forth, sloppy wet noises filling the air as she tried to take all of the man's cock down her throat. 

"Ass up, bitch!" Caleb commanded as he slapped Brooke's backside hard from behind her. 


She squealed frantically, mouth full of big black cock, but obeyed, scrambling to shove her rump up to where her lover wanted it. Inside the crib, Elliot bit his lip hard, grunting quietly as he pushed his crotch down harder, grinding firmly against the padding of the diaper. He could see Caleb lining his throbbing erection up with Brooke's glistening slit, so big Elliot swore it would never fit. 

"Nmmmm! YESSSH!" Brooke moaned loudly, pulling her head back to cry out as she felt Caleb thrusting deep into her sensitive pussy. "Fill m- mmf!" 

"Quiet, fucking white slut!" Daryll grunted as he shoved Brooke's head back down, forcing him to deep throat her. 


Elliot watched her moan reverberating inside her esophagus as she bobbed her head back and forth, drool and precum running down her chin. The twin thrusts from both ends pushed her back and forth, juicy noises coming from between her legs as her very willing pussy was plowed hard by the two powerful men in control of her. 

The sissy baby didn't know how to feel about seeing his wife treated in such a degrading manner... Like a... well. A slut. And being trapped in the crib, inches away from the action but unable to do anything... Elliot felt tears of shame burning his eyes, whimpering audibly, his protesting noises not loud enough to drown out the noises of rough sex happening right in front of him. 

But as humiliated as he was, Elliot couldn't believe how aroused he was, either. He had to stop himself from grinding now, quivering, waiting, his little erection on a hair trigger - wanting to time his orgasm with the moment his wife was pumped full of cum. 


Brooke was moaning with pleasure, trembling as she thrust back against Caleb's crotch aggressively, body tensing more and more as she was used like nothing more than a cheap piece of meat. Her throat bulged along with her cheeks, which hollowed and then expanded as she sucked back and forth, moaning into Daryll's crotch. Elliot groaned as he saw her legs lock, body shuddering all over with the unmistakeable signs of an orgasm - a bigger one than Elliot had given her in a long time. 

Daryll himself had his teeth gritted hard, nails digging into Elliot's wife's hair. She squealed as he tugged it, tears in her eyes - but the show of dominance only made her want him more, apparently, as she pulled back, slurping and jerking her head back and forth, lips and tongue working the head of his cock eagerly as her hands gripped his shaft. 


Brooke pumped furiously, breathing hard through her nose as she was fucked from behind, feeling Daryll's cock growing stiffer and stiffer, his grimace setting more and more, as he approached his climax. 


"Fuck, bitch, here it comes!" Daryll groaned, throbbing in Brooke's hand as she wrapped her lips tightly around Daryll's cockhead, gulping as he twitched, surely spurting his first load down her throat. "Nggh!" 

Brooke yanked her head back, panting as she squeezed Daryll's cock, milking it all out of him. Elliot's jaw dropped as he watched thick white strands spurt into the air, splattering all over his wife's face, some landing in her hair. She'd never have allowed him to do that, but now she welcomed it, rubbing her cheek hard against his mushroom head as the last few drops oozed out, painting her cheek with white, sticky fluid. 

"Oh YESSSS!" Brooke moaned, close to cumming again, spasming around Caleb's cock. "Mark me! Let everybody know I'm a sl-slut for black cock! I'll let any man fuck me - as long as it's not my husband!" 

"Fuuuck," Daryll groaned, as his orgasm slowly subsided, his massive erection becoming slowly soft. "Damn... your slutty Mommy's a good fuck, baby." 

Elliot flushed as the bull talked to him so directly, noticing the strand of cum and saliva that dangled between his softening cock and Brooke's lower lip. Her mouth was hanging open in rapture, eyes glazed over in pure bliss as Caleb took her from behind, grunting and huffing like an animal as he firmly grasped Brooke's hips. 


His thrusts were so powerful, so intense, and it was obvious he was in complete control. Elliot's heart pounded, palms sweaty as he found his hips moving of their own accord. As the stronger, more virile man in front of him made rough, messy love to his cum covered wife, Elliot grunted, whimpering, grinding his cock against the inside of his slick diaper, sissyclit dribbling clear fluid. 

"I'm gonna cum, slut," Caleb grunted between thrusts. "Wh-where do you want it?" 

"Inside! Please!" Brooke pleaded, hands gripping the bedsheets, white-knuckled. "Fill me up with your cum!!! Nggh! Knock me up! Give me black babies!" 

Caleb's thrusts became hard, erratic, fast, as he banged Brooke's little white cooze frantically. Below him, she squealed and gasped, moaning, rocking, cumming around him, while Elliot watched, grunting, working himself hard against the inside of the diaper, knowing he'd never give his wife pleasure like she was getting right now... 

Elliot came as he saw Caleb's balls throb, the bigger, stronger man thrusting himself deep into Brooke's pussy. Elliot moaned, half in pleasure, half in pain, as he climaxed, grunting and rocking back and forth, his thin cum spilling inside of the diaper uselessly as Caleb's healthy spunk was pumped deep into his wife's womb. He trembled as he imagined her being impregnated, her babies coming out dark-skinned and looking nothing like him - Caleb would be his new Daddy, and he his sissy babygirl, squealing and climaxing in her thick pampers as Daddy fucked Mommy right in front of him. 


"Ohhhhh," Elliot moaned with a final buck of his hips, feeling his balls empty themselves completely, shame washing over him. "...God." 

"Nmmmmf," Caleb grunted, slowly pulling out his dripping cock, Brooke's fluids glistening on it. "You're so good for it, Brooke, baby." 

"Y-yeahhh," Brooke moaned, delirious with pleasure as she finally collapsed, resting her wobbly limbs. As she fell, Elliot got a good look at her goopy, gaping pussy, gulping as he saw just how used she looked down there. 

His attention was stolen as Caleb approached, his half-flaccid cock flopping through the bars of his crib. Elliot had a pretty good idea of what he wanted as he eyed the slimy, cum-covered length, but Caleb's hand on the back of his head forcing him down towards it, confirmed it. 

"Clean me," Caleb commanded, and Elliot gulped, the warm smell of his wife's pussy emanating from the thick piece of meat in front of him. 

"Uhhh," Elliot said nervously, looking at his Mommy for support, hoping she'd get him out of this. 

"Go on, sissy," Brooke said, face still bright pink. "Mmm... be a good girl for Mommy and clean my boyfriend's cock off. A-at least that way you'll be making yourself useful..." 

Elliot gulped once more. It didn't look like there was any way out of this... With a whimper, he slid his tongue out, running it across the sloppy head of Caleb's dick. His nose wrinkled at the taste of another male's fluids, but Caleb pushed him down, guiding his careful tongue up and down the soft length of manmeat. 

Elliot had thought he'd been made as low as possible already, but clearly he'd been wrong. He couldn't think of much that was more humiliating than cleaning his wife's tangy juices off of another man's cock after he'd fucked her, and the knowledge of what he was doing both thrilled and repulsed him. 

"Good job, babygirl," Caleb rumbled, as he pulled himself away, stuffing his clean length back into his boxers. "Maybe one day I'll let you suck it..." 

Wide-eyed, Elliot swallowed, hard, looking from Daryll, to Mommy, to Caleb, diapered and wearing a short baby girl dress... 

And wondering why that suggestion sounded so... appealing. 

The End. 

Cuckolded, Sissified, put in Diapers… 
and serving Daddy

As had become routine for Elliot over the past few weeks, he sat on the end of the couch, wearing a frilly purple dress and a thick, slightly damp diaper. Sometimes his 'Mommy'-cum-wife would make the diapered sissy sit on the floor instead, so the 'grownups' could use the couch - but today Elliot had been lucky… to a point.

A Barbie movie played on the TV, but nobody was really watching it. Elliot's knees were pulled up underneath him, his pampers crinkling occasionally as the couch bumped and shook from the movement of the other two occupants of the couch - his wife and her lover, Caleb.

While Elliot took up just under a third of the couch, somehow the pair seemed to take up less than that, rolling around on top of each other as Caleb stroked and caressed Brooke's curvy figure. Elliot watched glumly, trying to ignore how his cock throbbed inside the diaper.

After coming home to find his wife indulged in an interracial affair in their marital bed, Elliot was as heartbroken as he was aroused. His wife had recently discovered his passionate fetish for being feminized, put into diapers, and generally treated like a diapered baby slave. Brooke just couldn't see him as a man after that.

While she'd seemed completely disinterested at first, in a wild twist, Elliot's home life had been transformed rapidly into the stuff of filthy fantasy, with him sleeping in a crib each night and being put in diapers and dresses, while his wife allowed any number of men to paw at her, instead of him.

Usually, those men were black. Like the man Elliot's wife was drooling over right now.

The man entangled with Brooke right now was 'Caleb', his wife's lover who came around more and more often than any other man. Elliot had to admit he'd probably be considered her boyfriend, a thought that made him flush with embarrassment, envy, and arousal.

"Ohhh, Caleb…" Brooke moaned, craning her neck back so Caleb could plant firm kisses all the way down it. "I love it when you touch me like that…"

"And I love de noises you make," Caleb replied, smirking cockily as his hand slid under her spaghetti string top, grabbing at her breast. "You're so beautiful…"

"Mmmhmmmhmmm," Brooke giggled, as she leaned over and turned her head, kissing Caleb sloppily.

Face bright red, Elliot found he couldn't possibly focus on the movie even if it had been entertaining for a grown man - which it wasn't. Instead, his palms gripped the cushions, cold and clammy in contrast with his bright hot cheeks and neck.

Elliot tried to avoid looking at the couple beside him, but it was impossible not to. His cock throbbed inside his diaper, and every so often he found himself unconsciously rocking his hips back and forth, grinding his short length against the inside of the soft lining.

He was full of jealousy and lust in equal amounts, swallowing as he heard his wife's gasp of pleasure as Caleb slipped his hand shamelessly into her panties. This felt so wrong, and yet somehow right, Elliot hating and loving what was going on. He was Brooke's husband - he should be the only one to touch her that way…

…But then why did it make his cock so hard?

"Would you please just STOP IT?" Elliot cried out, in a moment of extreme frustration and arousal, tears on the edge of his voice. "Please!"

Both Caleb and Brooke looked briefly shocked for a moment - but then Caleb smirked once more, his fingers slowly squeezing and releasing as they were wrapped around Brooke's perky right breast. He looked into Elliot's eyes challengingly the whole time, and only spoke once he was done.

"Stop what, little girl?" Caleb asked, a sneer on his lips. "Touching my woman?"

"She's my woman!" Elliot exploded, tears in his eyes, corners of his mouth pulled down in a furious grimace. "Not yours!"

Caleb moved swiftly, his expression dark as he stood up. Elliot barely had time to react before he was being pulled over Caleb's much bigger, stronger lap, his legs kicking in protest. He gasped as his dresses were shoved up, face firey red at just how easily Caleb had flung him over his knee.

"I'll show you how we deal with disobedient children where I'm from," Caleb growled, as he yanked down the back of Elliot's diaper, revealing his bare, trembling backside. "You naughty little girl."

"Wh-what are you - AH!"

Elliot's sentence was interrupted by a pained gasp, as he felt Caleb's big, broad, palm slap hard against his backside. He didn't have time to think before another hard swat landed just below it, making him squeal in alarm as another man spanked him.

He was embarrassed to feel Caleb's cock through his pants, hard against his stomach - but even worse was the fact that his own cock throbbed harder and harder every time Caleb landed a blow on his already-smarting backside.

Tears stung his eyes, and Caleb's head spun as he yelped at another hard smack on his rear, on some level unable to believe this was really happening to him. It was the best and worst of his fantasies come to life, and he couldn't decide if he hated that he loved it - or loved that he hated it.

"Bwaahh! Hu-hhu-hu!" Elliot sobbed, feeling miserable, pathetic, and utterly horny. "I'm sorry! I'm sorry!"

Whenever the remnants of his former masculinity chafed against the frilly restrictions of his new sissy lifestyle, Elliot was dealt a hasty reminder that he was no longer the man of his own house. He was nothing but a crying sissy baby in diapers, pulled over a bigger man's lap and spanked until he sobbed in his poofy purple dress.

"That's right, little baby," Caleb chuckled as he landed one last swat on Elliot's red, throbbing backside. "I hope you've learned your lesson…"

"Y-ye-yessir," Elliot cried, sniffling, wiping his nose as he was dropped back on the couch, wincing at the sore feeling of his spanked bottom. "I have…"

"I'm not sure," Caleb muttered, looking over at Brooke. "What do you think, my beautiful?"

"I think you're being ridiculous, Elli-Wellie," Brooke cooed, lifting Elliot's chin up with a finger to look into his sparkling, tear-filled eyes. "You know you're just my iddle sissy baby girl! I'm Caleb's woman… You aren't even a man!"

She and Caleb shared a chuckle, as Elliot looked down at his feet, a wobbly frown on his face. He felt as small and chastised as a child, but his dick throbbing inside his diaper reminded him he was well past the point of pubescence.

"I think she needs to learn a little respect," Caleb muttered, crossing his arms as he towered above the man cowering on the couch. "From now on, you will be calling me 'Daddy'."

Brooke giggled in delight, while Elliot gulped, lifting his eyes slightly. Now Caleb's crotch was directly in his line of sight, his cock hard and stiff inside his pants. Elliot could clearly make out the bulge inside, swallowing and feeling inadequate the longer he looked at it.

"Do you understand me, sissy?" Caleb barked, and Elliot's head jerked up, and then down again, nodding in a panic.

"Y-yes, Daddy!" Elliot squeaked. "I understand…"

"And don't think I didn't feel your pathetic little pencil dick getting hard," Caleb sneered, reaching his hand down and groping Elliot through the thick diaper, teasing his throbbing cockhead clumsily. "I can tell you like to be dominated by a real man…"

Elliot closed his eyes, heart thumping. He tried not to moan in front of his wife and her lover as the other man squeezed his crotch just hard enough to make his meagre length twitch excitedly. The front of the diaper crinkled as Caleb's hand rubbed gently up and down the short distance, and at last Elliot let out a soft whimper of pleasure.

"Hah!" Brooke giggled, her eyes sparkling, as Caleb swiftly withdrew his hand. "Awww, she's so excited for Daddy to touch her clitty!"

"Maybe she's a little too excited," Caleb said, sneering. "Woman, go upstairs and get the little present we got for our sissy. Perhaps that will teach her her place…"

"Ooo, good idea," Brooke purred, standing on her tiptoes so she could kiss Caleb's cheek. "I'll be right back - Elli baby. Be a good girl for Daddy while I'm getting your special present…"

Elliot pouted slightly. So she even had secret presents, things she planned together with Caleb. He truly had been relegated to the status of a cuckolded sissy baby, hovering on the outskirts of his wife's relationship with her Bull.

"Don't be so fussy, baby girl," Caleb implored, gently stroking Elliot's hair. "Mommy is doing this because she loves you."

Elliot would usually be ashamed to admit the touch was comforting, but with his bottom smarting and his nose still running, he leaned into Caleb's caressing fingers. The dark-skinned man was so much bigger and more powerful than he was…

Wasn't it right, then, that he was in charge and Elliot was submissive? He blushed at the thought… But at least his cock had gone down a little, letting him deny how excited the situation was making him.

"I found it," Brooke said excitedly. "Awww… is baby girl getting some attention from Daddy?"

Elliot flushed and jerked away, humiliated by his expression of simple bliss. Caleb chuckled, wrapping an arm around Brooke's waist and pulling her in for a deep kiss. Elliot looked on with longing and envy as it went on for second after second, before the pair finally pulled away.

"Mmmm," Brooke murmured, licking her lips. "I never get tired of that…"

"Let's get this little sissy's cock locked up," Caleb murmured, sitting down on the couch and sliding his hands under Elliot's armpits.

"Yes, that'll make her much happier," Brooke added. "Without those naughty boy parts getting in the way…"

"Wh-what are you talking about?" Elliot squeaked, as he was laid down on his back, his black 'Daddy' holding him down while his 'Mommy' lifted his dress and pulled his diaper down. "Mommy?"

"Shhh," Brooke said, fiddling with something. "It's just a chastity cage, lots of sissies wear them - as you know very well, don't you?"

Elliot's jaw dropped. Brooke had gone very far with cuckolding and sissifying her husband, but she'd always let him keep that remnant of his manhood. Even if he didn't always love everything that was happening in his relationship currently, he was always able to take some pleasure in humping and grinding against the inside of his diaper, even experiencing shameful orgasms as he watched his 'Mommy' getting fucked by strange men.

Reading sissy stories on the internet, Elliot had seen plenty of writing about chastity cages. Some men said their orgasms changed - slowly, they got hornier and hornier in their cages, losing the ability to get erections - but having powerful orgasms through rectal stimulation.

Elliot trembled as he felt the plastic ring being threaded over his testicles. Was that what they wanted? God, was that what he wanted?

His cock throbbed slightly, but Brooke hurriedly slid the plastic case over Elliot's little manhood, stopping it from swelling further. Elliot heard and felt the metal shackle of a padlock being fed through some hole at the top, clanking against the plastic once it was clicked shut.

"Good girl," Brooke purred, patting Elliot's thigh, and making him whimper. "That'll stop those naughty pokies…"

She stood up, smirking slightly at the sight of the poor man's cock caged up, swollen and pink inside the clear plastic. Ironically, being put into chastity was turning him on, his slightly-stiff cock taking up all the space inside the cage but never able to get fully erect.

He could feel the cage keeping him contained, looking down between his legs with a gulp. Elliot's length was engorged, with no space at all - and slowly, he watched his arousal recede, his cock seeming to realize there was no space for him to get excited in that way.

Embarrassingly, Elliot's chastity cage was very small. His lip quivered as the plastic-covered member was hidden once again by the thick, crinkly diaper that he'd come to know as his bathroom and underwear for the past few weeks.

"Here are the keys, babe," Brooke said, handing the chain to Caleb. "Could you do them up around my neck for me?"

Elliot looked up at the beautiful, curvaceous woman he'd once seen as his wife. Now she towered above him, a motherly but cruel goddess, the keys to his cock dangling around her neck and fastened there by her dark-skinned lover.

Elliot didn't think the pit of humiliation in his stomach could get any deeper - but Caleb was about to prove him wrong.

"Come here, baby girl," he murmured, in the deep, rumbling voice that made Elliot feel incredibly emasculated. "Let Daddy see your diaper…"

On trembling legs, feeling the plastic cage pressing against his crotch, Elliot waddled over towards Caleb. With a firm hand on Elliot's shoulder, the shorter, sissified man was quickly spun around, squeezing his eyes shut in humiliation.

Elliot gasped as he felt the hot, veiny mass of Caleb's mostly-flaccid cock being slid into the back of his diaper. It twitched slightly as it pressed against Elliot's backside, but stayed heavy and dangling, impressive even while flaccid. Elliot's face was flushed, and he tried to ignore the blood surging to his own cock at the fact that this much more virile and attractive male was sliding his penis down into his diaper.

With a sudden squeak, Elliot felt warm liquid gushing against his bare bottom. Squirming, whimpering in unrepressable shame, he felt the hot liquid pooling against his backside.

Some primal part of him responded with a mixture of disgust and overwhelming arousal, knowing he was being marked, claimed by the more dominant alpha male. Caleb chuckled in his deep, chocolate-rich voice as he emptied his entire bladder slowly into the back of Elliot's diaper.

Embarrassed, Elliot closed his eyes, trying not to think about the fact he was in a frilly dress and a diaper, or that he was feeling another man's urine soaking into it. He especially tried not to think about how uncomfortable his cock cage was, his little sissy clitty straining impotently against the plastic. It was so humiliating this was happening - and it was worse that he liked it.

"Awww, who's Daddy's little potty princess?" Brooke cooed, tickling under Elliot's chin with a smirk. "Such a good, obedient babygirl."

Elliot shifted just barely, but didn't dare to move any further. He could feel the musky yellow liquid pooling against his backside, smell the masculine scent wafting up towards him. It made his heart thump even harder with inadequacy and lust, biting his lip to keep in a moan as the warmth of the diaper grew and spread upward, against his own pathetic, caged member.

"Mmmm… I needed that," Caleb grunted, as he pulled his cock slowly out of Elliot's diaper. "What do we say, sissy?"

Elliot refused to meet Caleb's eyes as he mumbled a response, the skin inside his diaper feeling hypersensitive, unable to stop noticing the warmth enveloping him, knowing it didn't come from his own body.

"…Thank you," Elliot muttered, and then looked upward in alarm, remembering. "I mean, thank you for using my diaper… Daddy."

Brooke snickered unkindly, and Caleb chuckled, taking his seat on the couch, his hefty cock still out for all the world to see. Elliot tried not to look, but it was impossible not to stare, knowing that enormous length had been pressed against him just a moment ago.

"Sit on de floor, sissy," Caleb urged, pointing down, and Elliot instantly dropped onto his soggy, squishy backside. "Enjoy the feeling of my piss inside your nappy. My woman and I are going to be enjoying each other's bodies, so you just watch your little girl show…"

Elliot hesitated for a moment, as he watched Brooke kneel on the couch, bringing down her hand to squeeze around the base of Caleb's shaft. He swallowed, his mouth dry, the betrayal stinging while the arousal surged within him once again, as he saw that Caleb was getting steadily harder and harder under Brooke's loving attentions.

She squeezed and stroked gently up and down as the big, black man groaned in pleasure. As Caleb's cock slowly bobbed upward to its full size, Elliot began to turn around to watch the TV, trying to pretend he didn't know what was happening behind him. It was unbearable, both because his little length kept straining against his plastic cock cage, and because he couldn't bare to watch his wife degrade herself like this.

"Oh, it's so big!" Brooke said with pleased surprise, as if she hadn't stroked and fondled that same black length a hundred times before. "Mmmmm!"

Turned away, feeling another man's urine soaking against his skin, Elliot cringed at the sound of Brooke taking Caleb's cock into her mouth. Here he was, dressed like a baby girl with a soaked diaper, listening to the sounds of his wife giving oral sex to somebody else.

It was the stuff of his filthiest, wildest dreams - and now of his most vivid, real life nightmares.

***

Elliot tried to keep his eyes on the new girly-pink cartoon that was playing until the 'adults' behind him were finished - but the noises of blissful satisfaction from behind him piqued his curiosity. Slowly but surely, he found himself turning his head to look at the action behind him.

The other two didn't notice him turning around at all, and it was obvious why. Brooke's head was shoved right down on Caleb's crotch, as the strong, dark-skinned man used one hand to force her head to bob up and down. Her hair veiled the full view of what she was doing, but the sounds left little to the imagination, with lewd slurps, moans, and occasional gagging sounds filling the air.

Caleb's eyes were closed tightly in the intensity of feeling, as he yanked Brooke up and down on his cock, treating her as if she were nothing more than a fucktoy to him. But Brooke didn't seem to mind at all, moaning around his length as her hand worked busily between her legs, masturbating herself as she was used like the slut she'd become.

Elliot felt just a little naughty, watching this, as if he wasn't supposed to see. He was being a bad, bad, naughty sissy… Maybe Daddy would punish him again…

Flushing, Elliot looked away for a moment as he realized what he was thinking. Those filthy thoughts that had stayed fantasy for so long were starting to drip into real life once more. He was losing control of himself, after so long without any real release… Elliot could tell his sexuality was warping to fit this harrowing situation, and he wasn't sure he wanted it to stop…

"OoOOOHH!" Brooke suddenly gasped, grabbing Elliot's attention again. She lifted her head up, lips still glistening and a strand of hair sticking to them, thighs trembling. "Oh GOD!"

Elliot bit his lip, watching as his wife climaxed, another man's cock in her hand. He rocked his hips, trying vainly to grind his plastic-encased softness against the inside of the diaper, wanting, needing to hump something, to cum as hard as Brooke was right now.

Caleb watched Brooke with pride as she orgasmed, spasming and giving blissful gasps as each fresh wave of pleasure hit her. When her climax finally came to an end, he stroked her hair gently - and then turned to look right at Elliot. Shocked, the adult baby sissy didn't even look away, blinking as Caleb's eyes met his, knowing immediately he'd been caught.

"Looks like the baby girl wanted to see us playing grown-up games," Caleb said, with amusement in his voice. "Do you think she wants to join in?"

Still quivering with the effects of her orgasm, Brooke slowly withdrew her sticky fingers from out of her panties, sucking them carefully clean as she looked Elliot over. Her husband - now her sissy babygirl whenever he was home - met her eyes, his own full of hesitance and desire in equal measure.

Brooke's eyes grew lidded, as her smirk spread across her face, and Elliot gulped as she nodded.

Things moved quickly. Elliot was quickly pulled upwards, his heart pounding, diaper sagging between his legs as he was toddled up the stairs to the bedroom. Caleb and Brooke embraced and grabbed each other while he watched, awkwardly, hands behind his back as another man pulled the clothes off of his wife's nubile body.

Now fully nude, Brooke lay on the bed and made a 'come hither' motion with her finger, and Elliot eagerly obeyed. As he reached her, Brooke's hands slid under the many layers of Elliot's poofy dress, grabbing the tapes of his soaking diaper.

The air felt cold on Elliot's skin, but his heart pounded as the padding was removed and thrown away. Could Brooke really be about to let him fuck her? She slid her hand under Elliot's chin, and pulled him close, kissing him firmly on the lips. Brooke's tongue slid into Elliot's mouth, and the sissy kissed back, eagerly, feeling like he was right. Maybe today he'd finally get to have real sex again…

After a moment, Brooke and Elliot separated, saliva mingling on both their lips. Elliot knew he couldn't penetrate her like this, but he still whimpered, pressing his plastic-encased clitty against Brooke's inner thigh. He clung to her like a drowning man to a piece of driftwood, biting his lip, trying to push hard enough to feel something through his chastity cage.

"Oh look at her, Caleb!" Brooke said, with a harsh, amused laugh, eyes sparkling with cruel glee. "She really thinks I'd let her fuck me!"

Elliot flushed, knowing he looked pathetic as he clumsily smushed his crotch against his wife, the ruffles of his dress swaying as he bucked his hips needily. He whimpered as he felt Caleb's hands on him, rolling him off of Brooke, grasping at her weakly. Caleb's cock was still hard, and Elliot's face was full of shame and disappointment, the denial hitting buttons in him born long, long ago.

"Silly little sissy," Caleb chuckled. "You think you can pleasure a woman the way a real man can, with that tiny little rod of yours?"

Swallowing, Elliot shook his head, trying not to look at Caleb's crotch.

"That's right… Now get up onto your knees…"

Maybe if he wasn't so worked up, Elliot would have protested. But right then he was so caught up in his own arousal, he wanted this - whatever 'this' turned out to be - almost as badly as Caleb seemed to. Moving into the submissive, vulnerable position of all fours, he lifted one hand to sit upright - but Mommy Brooke stopped him.

"No, don't use your hands," she said. "You'll need them under you for… support, later."

Elliot felt the weight on the back of the bed shift as Brooke stood up, hearing her moving about behind him. He looked up at Caleb, feeling the stronger, taller man's dominant gaze boring into him, his erection throbbing shamelessly in the warm air.

"Since you were so rude to Daddy and me earlier," Brooke continued, the sounds of straps being pulled tight accompanying her voice from behind Elliot. "I think you should -mmf! …Should make it up to us both."

Slowly, Brooke came into view, still mostly naked…

Except for the black strap-on harness and slender purple dildo jutting out from her crotch. She smirked at Elliot's shocked expression, as the helpless sissy tried to decide if he was more aroused or panicked right now. On the one hand, he couldn't believe his wife was really doing this for him, after he'd craved being dominated in such a filthy way for so long.

On the other hand, Elliot couldn't believe Brooke was really doing this to him - forcing him to worship her cock, along with another man's…

Caleb stroked himself gently with one hand to keep himself hard, although it didn't seem like he needed it. Elliot was so close to Caleb's erection he could make out every vein standing out on the surface, feel the heat coming off of it as it throbbed, inches away.

"Wh… what do you want me to do, Mommy?" Elliot asked, all nerves. "Use my mouth?"

It was a stupid, childish question, and both Caleb and Brooke snorted softly at it. Brooke nodded as she lowered one feminine hand toward his head, stroking his hair softly as she pushed Elliot down toward her purple phallus. Elliot almost wasn't sure he could do this - could he really make himself give a blowjob not just to his wife's fake, silicone cock… but to a real man's too?

"It's okay, sweetie," Brooke murmured, in a voice that was so low Elliot almost couldn't hear her. "Mommy knows you just need a little push…"

Slowly but surely, Elliot felt his head being pushed down towards the glistening purple shaft. With an eagerness that surprised even Elliot himself, his tongue slid out, running across the 'head' of the slippery silicone cock. There was slick, strawberry-flavored lube coating it, inoffensive and sweet against his tongue.

"Mmmm, good girl," Brooke said, Caleb's cock twitching inches away at the sight. "Mommy's good little bitch, aren't you?"

Elliot nodded softly, letting the length slide easily into his mouth. His cheeks burned brightly as Brooke guided his head back and forth, unable to stop staring at Caleb's erection. The plastic dildo felt like just that, a piece of rubbery plastic rubbing against his tongue over and over… But Elliot knew the experience would be very different when it was a real, throbbing cock inside his mouth.

He closed his eyes, trying to imagine it. That was the most taboo aspect of Elliot's fantasies for all those years, the one that made him ashamed almost as much as it turned him on. As Brooke guided her silicone cockhead towards the back of Elliot's throat, he felt his heart thudding hard in his chest, getting caught up in this himself.

Yes, he was Mommy's good little bitch. He was Mommy's toy, Mommy's sissy, not her husband. He was no good as a man - Elliot knew he belonged in diapers, belonged here, submissively worshipping his wife's strap-on… and her boyfriend's cock. Elliot felt his throat spasm slightly as Brooke's strap-on pushed right at the opening to it - then slid back, rubbing back and forth against his slippery tongue.

"I think you're ready to please Daddy, now," Brooke murmured, gently guiding her silicone length out of Elliot's mouth. "Be a good little sissy for Mommy…"

Slowly, the strap-on was guided out of Elliot's mouth, leaving it hanging open, a single strand of saliva dangling between it and his lips before it broke and fell to the bed. Elliot's cock was swollen and red, fit to burst from his cage, as Caleb guided his face towards his own massive cock.

"Kiss Daddy, sissy," Caleb urged, and Elliot hesitantly pursed his lips, planting a soft kiss on the hard flesh.

Instantly, he noticed how different the feeling of Caleb's cock was when it was hard, how it felt like warm, throbbing skin pulled taut over a steel rod. Caleb's length twitched as Elliot tentatively kissed it once again, feeling every bit like the shy, inexperienced sissy he was.

Elliot wasn't gay, had never been attracted to a man. But the humiliation of serving, being treated like a girl, submissively kissing another man's cock made his cock throb needily, his cage trapping the swollen organ inside it. Elliot loved and hated this in almost equal measure, his arousal making the experience much better but the pit in his stomach telling him he'd feel disgusted later.

"Needy little slut," Caleb muttered. "Be Daddy's good little girl and suck my cock."

Even though it felt filthy and wrong, even though it shattered his pride and destroyed any illusions of manhood, Elliot obeyed. With Brooke lovingly stroking the back of his head, he lowered his lips around Caleb's dark, dripping cockhead, swirling his tongue across the opening.

The taste was salty and chemical, fresh against Elliot's tongue as Caleb's prick dripped fresh precum. Hungry for more, eager to prove himself as the slutty, submissive sissy girl his wife knew he was, Elliot pushed forwards, letting Caleb's cock slide deeper into his mouth.

"Nmmmm," he moaned, tears in his eyes, cheeks burning in shame and humiliation - and cock trying desperately to harden in his chastity cage.

"Good girl," Brooke murmured. "Goood girl for Mommy…"

Yes, he was Mommy's little girl. Elliot slowly bobbed his head back and forth, nose wrinkled, the musky scent of the man's crotch filling his nostrils. Caleb's breathing was slightly heavier now as he gripped a chunk of Elliot's hair at the scalp, nudging him to and fro, more and more clear fluid running from the larger man's cocktip down Elliot's gulping sissy throat.

Elliot couldn't believe he was really doing this, couldn't believe this was really happening. He was his wife's obedient, submissive little sissy. Elliot would do anything for his Mommy - including sucking off her boyfriend to make her happy.

"Lick my balls, slut," Caleb commanded, tugging hard on Elliot's hair and making him whimper.

Just like his wife, Elliot found that the rough treatment didn't make him less eager at all. It made him feel controlled, owned, possessed - and right then and there, that was all he wanted. There seemed to be no limit to the depths of depravity he'd be forced to, and Elliot soon found his nose and mouth pressed against the sweaty, heavy balls of the black man using him.

Elliot ran his tongue along the swollen testicles, hearing Caleb grunt. He looked up at his wife, who was biting her lip, squeezing her thighs together rhythmically. Brooke was enjoying the show, enjoying controlling her husband, turning him into her sissy toy. She could be so beautifully cruel, and Elliot loved her for it, for the moment feeling sheer overwhelming lust as he focused on how humiliating it was to be forced to lick another man's testicles.

Caleb made him switch back and forth several times, his cock growing harder and harder. Elliot felt tears running down his cheeks from embarrassment, so ashamed, with nowhere to hide how aroused he was or how low he'd really sunk. As Caleb pressed his hand down hard on the back of Elliot's head, his cock sliding slowly down the other man's throat, Elliot whimpered, humiliated.

"You're doing such a good job, babygirl," Brooke said lovingly, stroking one hand down along Elliot's back, her touch gentle through the cotton-y dress fabric. "Mommy is so proud to see her sissy fully accepting her place."

Elliot groaned, squeezing his eyes shut for a moment, cheeks burning red. Had he really accepted this? God, this felt so wrong and dirty - but so right. Maybe Elliot's fantasies of being turned into his wife's submissive sissy toy had spoken to a deeper truth inside of the slutty diapered man all along…

"Nmmm, push your tongue up against the bottom of my cock… Dat is a good girl," Caleb grunted, hips rolling back and forth as he slowly fucked Elliot's mouth. "You really were meant to be a girl. You're so good at this."

Pink already in his cheeks, Elliot couldn't deny some small part of him felt a sense of pride at that. He'd never pleasured another man before in his life, but he could tell as Brooke watched, giggling, eager and excited, that she was proud of him too.

"And since you're doing so well at this," Brooke said, stroking Elliot's hair softly before climbing onto the bed again, slowly moving around behind Elliot again. "I think it's time for Mommy to show you what girls are really for."

Elliot gulped, swallowing his pride along with a mouthful of saliva and precum. He had a good idea what Brooke meant, and even though he'd fantasized about it in the past, he didn't know if he could really go through with actually letting her peg him…

"Just focus on pleasing Daddy," Brooke murmured, her voice coming from behind Elliot as she pushed up the frilly dress, exposing his bare backside. "That's Mommy's good little sissy."

Elliot could hear his pulse racing, blood rushing to his face and crotch at the same time. As Caleb pressed his thick black shaft deeper down the smaller man's throat, they both groaned, overwhelmed by the kinkiness of the situation. Elliot knew if he wasn't caged right now, his cock would be harder than it had ever been in his life.

Just as he felt the slippery touch of 'Mommy's' lube-covered finger against his tight pucker, Elliot also felt the tip of Caleb's dribbling cocktip sliding down his esophagus. It was a disquieting sensation, one that made Elliot panic initially, before he breathed out hard through his nose, allowing himself to be guided into the position 'Daddy' wanted.

"Good girl," Caleb groaned, rolling his hips steadily forward. "Take all of Daddy's cock."

Elliot couldn't believe it as he felt the entirety of the thick, throbbing length moving right down his throat, being careful to breathe through his nose as Caleb's shaft slid back and forth, dribbling lubricant down his esophagus. He could feel the long tube of muscle being stretched, his head moved slowly back and forth with surprising tenderness as he was used as another man's sex toy.

Feeling the strong, alpha male controlling his head's motions, lips slurping and sucking naturally as the fat shaft stretched his lips, Elliot moaned shamelessly as he felt his wife's finger sliding into his backside. Elliot pushed back needily against the stimulation, his swollen prostate being pressed again and again as Brooke's finger slid in and out.

Another finger, and Elliot grunted as his tight hole was stretched further. His body rocked back and forth on the bed, head bobbing as Caleb moved him up and down on his cock. The stronger man's erection throbbed with life as he moved his hips with more and more urgency, in time with Elliot being invaded by Brooke's slender fingers.

His body trembling with anticipation, Elliot realized he was actually excited about the idea of his Mommy, his wife, penetrating his ass. He wanted to feel Brooke assertively grasping his hips, treating him like he was the girl while she moaned and fucked him lovingly.

"Do you want this, babygirl?" Brooke asked, her own breathing strained as she lined up the silicone phallus with Elliot's lightly-stretched asshole. "You have to tell Mommy... Beg me..."

For a moment, Caleb let Elliot up to breathe, the smaller man gasping hotly as his cock slipped from between his parted lips. He blushed as he saw it glistening with his own saliva, a clear reminder it had been sliding in and out of his throat. Again Elliot felt a wave of fresh humiliation, reminded of how much he wanted to be completely dominated by his wife and another man.

"...Yes!" Elliot cried out in response to Brooke's question, shoving his backside back sluttily. "Please, please, Mommy! I want to be your sissy baby slut! I want to be fucked while I wear pretty dresses! Mommy! Sh-show me my place!"

Brooke instantly obliged, pressing forwards into Elliot's puckered entrance. He moaned below her, grateful for the sudden entry, not given time to change his mind. Right now he wanted it bad, needed to feel his Mommy's feminine dominance over every part of him.

"That's Mommy's -ngh!- obedient sissy slut!"

Somewhere deep inside of Elliot, an ember of shame still burned, a part of him that cried out this was filthy, wrong. He was a man, dammit, not a moaning, gasping sissy, here to be fucked by his wife… But Elliot pushed back anyway, those feelings of embarrassment swirling inside him with arousal, making his trapped length twitch, swollen right up inside the cage.

Brooke’s silicone cock slid deep, deep into her babygirl’s backside, making Elli moan loudly in sheer bliss, the overwhelming feelings sending surges of pleasure straight to his trapped cock. As Brooke began to rock back and forth on top of him slowly, Elliot felt his eyes growing half-lidded, mouth hanging open in blissful submission.

Caleb took the opportunity to slide his own swollen length back into Elliot’s mouth, and the obedient sissy lowered his head, finding the black man’s big, heavy cock easily slid down his throat. Stuffed at both ends, Elliot moaned in bliss, his mind swimming in the depths of subspace, the tight feeling in his crotch growing and growing as Brooke’s thrusts pressed again and again on his prostate.

He was entirely complicit in his own subjugation, gladly servicing his wife’s lover while his tender asshole was thrust into again and again. Elliot could feel the dress bunching up around him, fabric swaying as he submitted completely to Brooke and her desires.

He loved being cuckolded… More than that, Elliot loved being treated like a sissy adult baby, half helpless, dependent, diapered infant - half submissive, moaning fuck toy. As he felt Caleb’s cock growing harder down his throat, like a steel rod sliding in and out of his spasming gullet, Elliot couldn’t help but moan. It all felt so good now, a whirl of sensation, and he loved feeling totally helpless as his meagre length throbbed in his cage.

“F-fuck, babe, she’s such a good little cocksucker,” Caleb groaned, his hip motions more and more urgent as he pushed Elliot back and forth. “She is going to make me cum!”

“Mmm, yes, do it!” Brooke gasped, her nails digging in hard to Elliot’s hips, her own sliding the silicone phallus steadily in and out, faster and faster, waves of pleasure hitting him over and over as he was anally fucked by his own wife.

“Cum in our sissy slut’s mouth!” Brooke urged. “Make her swallow every drop! Nmm! Gi-give her what she needs!”

That was apparently enough to send Caleb over the edge. Elliot’s sloppy, clumsy deepthroating was suddenly interrupted, and his eyes flew wide, feeling that massive cock throb inside of him. Caleb clumsily tugged his shaft back, just in time for the first salty, chemical-tasting load to hit the back of Elliot’s tongue and splatter down the sissy’s throat.

Elliot gulped hurriedly as the torrent of musky fluid filled his senses, gagging him. For a moment, he just reacted on instinct, drinking every drop of cum that painted his stomach without a thought.

A moment later, however, and Elliot was suddenly hit by a wave of humiliation, lust, and disbelief, as he realized he was swallowing another man’s cum, that Caleb had orgasmed right down his throat. Gripping the bedsheets, Elliot moaned as the stronger man spurted right onto his tongue, his ‘Mommy’ still shoving her shaft in and out of his tight rectum, his body shuddering with pleasure, feeling a peak approaching but afraid of how intense it would feel...

In an instant, Elliot’s feelings of shame and humiliation were suddenly blasted away by the amazing orgasm that hit him. His cock wasn’t hard, couldn’t be hard - but it throbbed inside the cage, over and over, dribbling lazy spurts of cum onto the bed below.

Elliot moaned, feeling less than a man, knowing he’d climaxed just from the feeling of a cock deep in his backside. And it felt amazing, his rectum clenching and squeezing as if milking Brooke’s silicone cock, the orgasm seeming to go on and on long after his cock was no longer spurting cum.

“Ohhh… Mommmyyy,” Elliot moaned, eyes rolling back in his head, mouth and face sticky with another man’s cum as he collapsed onto the bed, totally wrecked by the bliss that kept on reverberating inside of him. “Thank youuu…”

Elliot panted, blissful, overwhelmed with gratitude. He accepted his place now, felt complete now. He could no longer deny how much he wanted this, that he needed to be Brooke’s cuckolded, diaper-wearing

The humiliation returned as he slowly came down from his climax, feeling his Mommy’s cock withdrawing from his backside. But that shame belonged there too, an ever-present reminder that he was lower than low, below his Mommy, no longer her husband but her submissive sissy slave.

“I love you, sissy,” Brooke said, softly, as she helped roll her husband onto his back. “Thank your Daddy for using you…”

“Th-thank you Daddy, for using my mouth…” Elli muttered, still feeling the cum lingering on his lips. “I… I love serving you and Mommy.”

“Nmm,” Caleb chuckled, stroking Elliot’s hair with what seemed like affection. “Such a docile fucktoy, now…”

Elliot hardly noticed the feeling of a fresh diaper being slipped underneath him until it was being fastened around his waist. He shivered, suddenly reminded of the fullness of his bladder - and whimpering softly as he emptied it into his new diaper, the warmth spreading across his crotch once more.

Brooke slid back into the bed, and kissed Elliot’s cheek gently, cuddling him close. Elliot closed his eyes, resting his head against her chest, exhausted and embarrassed…

But knowing he would be his wife’s cuckolded sissy for as long as she wanted that.

The End.

Similar Books by Amelia Hobbes:

● Caught! In Diapers and Dresses, pt 1 - forced femdom, as man is caught indulging in his sissy kink by his sexy female best friend
 

● Bisexual Baby Boy: Sandwiched Between my ABDL Mommy and Daddy - short sexy story of a first time ageplay m/m/f experience!

● The Diapered Sissy Re-Training Facility: 3 Book Bundle - 3 short dark stories in a series of forced sissification
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