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Prologue

"I'm having a great time with you so far, Noah," my almost-girlfriend Alison said, across the table from me at my favorite Italian restaurant. "But I think I need to get to know you a little better before we commit to anything. There are... some things we need to talk about..."

My head bobbed foolishly in agreement, hoping my pasted-on smile didn't reveal how nervous I was. Alison was a very straight-forward girl, so I knew she'd be direct. I just didn't know what she was going to be direct about, and that made me anxious.

I was an anxious guy in general. I stood at maybe1 5ft 9, 5ft 10 if I straightened my back, with scruffy black hair and pale skin that rarely caught the sun. On the bridge of my nose I was wearing thick-rimmed glasses - not because I liked the look of them, per se, but because my prescription was strong enough that I needed a hefty frame to hold the lenses in place. I'm a nerd, and I look the part. Especially when I'm standing next to Alison.

You might think having a gorgeous woman on my arm makes me look like a stud, but that's not really true. Next to Alison, with her tanned, olive skin, her full lips and bust, her sexily lidded eyes and feminine figure, I look like a huge dork. Think 'little brother can't get a date and has to take his sexy big sister to prom' vibes. Sometimes I honestly worry that Alison must be embarrassed to be seen with me, since I know she could do so much better. If she is, she never shows it.

And... okay... if you're reading this story, you probably already have a good idea about what I'm... interested in. You're probably an ABDL like me, or maybe you're just kinky and like some occasional humiliation. So believe me when I say the fact that Alison was out of my league was no problem at all. I hadn't said anything about it yet, but the power imbalance inherent in being a nerdy, unattractive guy dating a mega-hot, independent woman drove me crazy.

"So, Noah," Alison continued, twirling her fork in her spaghetti slowly. "Have you ever done anything kinky?"

I swallowed my mouthful of pasta hard and had to fight off a coughing fit. The way she asks things like that so casually throws me off sometimes..

"Like what?"

"Well, have you ever been tied up? Or tied somebody up?" she asked, not seeming to care that she was having this discussion in public. "Ever gotten a spanking? Played with BDSM?"

I could feel my cheeks burning up. Of course, Alison didn't mention my specific kink in there, but just the discussion of fetishes reminded me of my own. Images of myself in a diaper, being spanked by my dominant 'Mommy' Alison, flooded my mind. I tried not to let the interest show on my face - most women wouldn't want an adult baby as a boyfriend - and answered honestly:

"Not really," I admitted. "I've had... fantasies... but I've never actually done anything."

"What sort of fantasies?"

"Um... I'm too embarrassed to say. Sorry. It's hard to talk about this in a restaurant, haha..."

Alison sighed and bent her head as she picked at her food a little more. I could tell she wasn't feeling angry or guilty, just disappointed that I wouldn't answer her question. After a few moments of silence, she continued:

"Well, I'm not embarrassed," she said firmly. "I'm a kinky girl, I like to have control during sex. You've probably noticed how I take charge in the bedroom."

I nodded, and she went on. Inside my heart was pounding... I consistently found myself drawn to dominant women, but none of the girls I'd been with so far had ever self-identified as 'kinky'. It was too much to hope for that Alison was a 'Mommy', but this conversation felt like a promising step towards actually having a real ageplay experience...

"I've noticed you seem to like it. But not every guy is okay with always being on the bottom," Alison continued. "Cards on the table, Noah, I don't think I can be in a relationship without kink. If you need to switch sometimes, we can make it work - but if you're going to feel emasculated when I take charge..."

"Don't worry, I do. I mean, I don't... I mean," I stammered, cheeks flushing red. "I do feel emasculated. But I don't dislike that."

Our eyes met across the table. Her dominant gaze bored into my own, leaving me feeling vulnerable and exhilarated. Slowly, a smile began to spread across her lips, and when Alison reached for my hand I moved it obediently towards her. My heart was racing. I'd never admitted that to anybody in person before - it was terrifying, but freeing at the same time.

"That's what I thought. You seem like a total sub," Alison said, smugly. "But I wanted to make sure."

"So... have you ever kissed another guy?"

I must have flinched, because Alison's smile suddenly looked very sheepish. She shrugged. Maybe that was her kink?

"Sorry, baby," she giggled. "Too far?"

"...For now, maybe," I replied, my face burning hot again. "I, I guess it's not something I've ever thought about..."

Even though I was straight, the thought of submitting to another, more dominant man to amuse Alison was stirring something inside of me. It would be humiliating and emasculating, especially since I wouldn't be attracted to the guy myself. Something about my own desires being irrelevant was arousing - I could just be a tool for Alison to use for her pleasure...

And... perhaps if I was open to Alison's fantasies... she might eventually be willing to go along with some of mine?




Chapter 1

"Comfortable, baby?"

My cock twitched in response to the pet name. Alison had no idea of its significance yet but hearing the flirtatious, teasing tone in her voice as she said it had an obvious effect on me that she had taken note of. Now in her apartment, Alison had sensuously stripped me and guided me onto the bed. With my consent, my wrists had been cuffed to her headboard, one on each side. I pulled at the restraints experimentally, feeling a rush of equal parts anxiety and excitement as I realized there was no way I'd be able to free myself without help. I was completely helpless - if Alison left me here right now...

"It's weird not being able to move," I blurted out, feeling a panicky, animal instinct to escape confinement inside my chest. "If I wanted to get up and leave..."

"...You couldn't," Alison finished, smirking as she approached me, running the back of her soft hand across my cheek. "You're completely at my mercy. I can do anything I want to you."

"Exactly," I replied with a shudder, my heart pounding at the feeling of my complete and utter lack of power over what was going to happen next. "I'm nervous. But excited, haha..."

"Aw, why're you nervous?" Alison's hand began to move down my chest, towards my crotch. I was completely nude - but she was still half-dressed, her stockings and skirt discarded on her bedroom floor but her underwear still on, the thin layer of sheer fabric hugging her firm backside.

"I just don't know what's going to happen..."

Saying nothing, Alison let her hand drift lower, until she reached my groin. I let out an embarrassingly needy whimper as she wrapped her fingers around my erection, leisurely sliding her hand up and down my shaft while she applied pressure. My hips rolled up to meet her, begging for more of her touch, but Alison kept the same casual pace, gently squeezing and coaxing a dribble of precum from my cockhead that slid downwards, slightly lubricating her hand.

"Naughty, naughty," Alison chided playfully. "Such a horny little slut, aren't you? So desperate for me to touch you..."

"Y, yes Ma'am," I whimpered, meaning every word. "I need it..."

Applying more pressure, Alison began to jerk me off in earnest. The stimulation by itself was nothing special, just a regular handjob. But I was handcuffed to the bed, unable to do anything to make Alison stop or slow down, or go faster, unable to touch my cock myself if she lost interest. My pleasure was completely under her control.

The thought made me moan softly, cheeks turning pink. My breathing grew more and more strained as Alison's hand tugged at my swollen member, feeling hard as rock under her palm. I could feel my back arching, pushing my cock up in a desperate show of pleading, my hips undulating with an increasingly frantic pace. More precum had dribbled from my cockhead and now coated my shaft, the sounds of lubricated skin on skin growing sloppier by the second as I got closer to climax.

"So eager, does someone think he's going to get to cum today?" Alison asked, prompting a groan from me - that tone of voice pulled me into my fantasies, a scene where Mommy asked her little boy if he thought he deserved to make stickies after being naughty. "I'm not sure about that... perhaps if you beg me?"

"P, please... Please Alison..." I whimpered, ashamed at the sound of my pleading voice, but unable to force it into something more masculine. "I need to cum. Please let me..."

"Awww... How badly do you want it?"

"So badly... oh God... please... fuck..." I spluttered incoherently, Alison's stroking slowing down, squeezing more firmly, every movement a long, deliberate tease. "I can't take it..."

"Poor baby," Alison cooed. "I don't know... maybe you do deserve to climax..."

For a few seconds, she sped up, my balls jiggling slightly from the erratic motions. I gasped in expectant relief, pushing my back upwards, feeling that tension building in my testicles. They tingled, tightening - but just as I was about to cum, Alison pulled her hand away. I collapsed, panting with frustration, my body shaking from the denial of my expected orgasm. Alison's thumbs were in the waistband of her panties, pulling them down and away to expose her bare cunt.

I found myself unable to speak through my heavy breathing, watching as Alison positioned herself on top of me, her spread palms on my chest as she guided herself backwards. I canted my hips hopefully, feeling the heat of her pussy at the end of my shaft, tempting wetness spreading around my cockhead and beckoning me inside.

"Tell me when you're about to cum," Alison commanded. "Got it?"

I nodded, and Alison pushed herself backwards, her tight canal embracing my manhood in one slick movement. We let out a shared gasp of pleasure, as she continued to slide herself down, until her crotch met mine, all of my erection embedded inside of her.

Her pussy now a cosy, dripping vice around my erection, Alison began to move. She pushed herself several inches upwards and off of my cock, then firmly shoved herself back down. I grunted - then did it again, as Alison rocked and bounced on top of me, muffled squelching sounds joining the creaking and gentle thumping as the mattress knocked against the headboard in time with her motions.

With how worked up I was already, Alison didn't have to do much to bring me to the edge of climax again. I grit my teeth, trying to hold back the feeling, but it quickly overwhelmed me.

"I'm gonna cum," I exclaimed, breathlessly. "I'm- ugh!"

As soon as the words left my lips, Alison had pushed herself up and off of my achingly-hard cock, leaning forwards so her crotch hovered several inches in front of mine. The sensation of her warm juices cooling on my skin sent shivers down my spine. Without the heat and tightness of Alison's pussy clenched around my member, the feeling of orgasm quickly dissipated, leaving me hard and needy but without release.

"Good boy, good boy," Alison panted, as she crushed her lips against mine again and again, her heavy breathing tickling my skin. "So well-behaved. Let's try again..."

"O-okay..." I replied, feeling barely capable of speech. "Nnn..."

Once again I found my manhood being sheathed in slippery warmth, Alison deliberately using her muscles to give me a firm squeeze before she lowered herself down. Her eyes closed and lips parted in what seemed like absolute bliss, she raced to meet the same pace she had been before, letting out huffs of pleasure as she rode me. Her breasts bouncing beneath her blouse provided a lovely visual, my mouth watering at the thought of squeezing and sucking on them. Instinctively, my wrist moved forwards as if to grab them, the metal cuff clunking firmly against the bedframe, reminding me I was immobilized.

Another wave of panic and arousal flowed over me. I'd had sex in this position before, with the girl on top. It gave the woman more control, but I wasn't completely helpless. I could grab her body, pulling her hips downwards to meet mine - or grasp at her shoulders, pushing her backwards onto my ceaselessly thrusting cock, taking charge from below when I began to crave more stimulation.

But with my hands out of commission, I was helpless to do anything but lay there. I could roll my hips hungrily to try and push myself deeper, but Alison would only have to lift herself upwards to make me slide back out. She could have fucked me like that on her bed, forcing orgasm after orgasm on me, leaving me unable to do anything but beg for her to stop. She could have pulled up and off of my erection, leaving just the very tip nestled at her entrance, teasingly close and yet so far away. Or she could have simply got up and walked away, leaving me tied up, cock pulsing uselessly in the air, ignoring my pleading as I begged her to uncuff me...

"Close! Close again!" I barked, and with what seemed like significant effort, Alison again pulled herself off of me, her breathing erratic. "Ohhh God... please, Ally... let me finish..."

"Not... yet."

This time she leaned down to press her forehead against mine, closing her eyes. I could feel her racing pulse through her temples, my own eyes sliding shut as well. She took a few moments to breath and calm down, her body still trembling with stimulation. One hand idly, lovingly brushed my hair, making my heart jump out of time with its already-frantic rhythm.

"...Okay, baby... here we go..."

Alison's voice held an edge of frustration - this time, she reached back and grasped my member firmly to guide it in, shoving herself backwards with a juicy squelch. My hips bucked instantly, but Alison's motions seemed to completely ignore mine. Instead, she pushed herself down, angling her hips so her pubic mound was crushed against my crotch. With her hands on my waist, Alison rocked against me, my erection moving a scant few centimeters back and forth inside of her as she ground her throbbing clit against my pelvic bone.

The movements were so obviously for her own benefit and not mine, but I gasped, eyes rolling back in my head in bliss anyway. My penis felt like a bundle of excited nerves, the over-stimulation curling my toes. Alison gave breathy grunts as she fucked me into the mattress, her pussy tightening and squeezing around me as she rode me. All-too-soon, I felt my cock pulsing more and more urgently, balls tightening as I bit down on my lip. I could tell Alison was close - maybe it didn't matter if I just let myself cum this time? Delirious with pleasure, I ignored it as I felt my manhood stiffen into a steel rod , so close to orgasm... Cringing, my lips parted to tell Alison I was about to finish, but she was already ahead of me, pushing herself forwards once again, panting frantically as her upper body slumped onto mine.

I let out a whimper, my hips pushing up against the non-existent stimulation. I wanted to be inside her so badly, my groin muscles clenched and turgid, the primitive cry of my ape brain demanding I bury my prick in her dripping cunt and shoot my seed deep inside of her womb. And being entirely ignored, as Alison pushed herself back up, this time off of the bed.

"F-felt you getting close," she said, smugly, as she slid open the drawer of her dresser. "Almost seemed like you weren't about to tell me..."

"I, I was," I protested. "It was h-hard to get the words out..."

"Uh huh."

The dismissive tone sounded so much like a mother not believing her naughty child's tall tales... My member lurched futilely, teeth biting down hard on my lip as I fought to keep the ABDL fantasies inside my head from accidentally slipping out. It was so hard though - I'd never let myself get so worked up before, my body misted with the sweat of erotic torture. I felt Alison's hand around my cock, and then the unmistakable feeling of a latex condom being rolled down my shaft. I whimpered as I watched my erection being wrapped in the sheer, rubber-like material. Alison rubbed my shaft experimentally, and while it felt good, the sensation was numbed by the prophylactic.

"How does that feel? Think it'll be easier to keep from cumming until I say so?"

"Yes, Ma'am," I replied poutily, closing my eyes and bracing myself as Alison straddled me once more.

"Ohhh.. God, yesss..." Alison groaned as she sank herself back onto me, shuddering as inch after inch of my average-sized cock buried itself in her inviting warmth. "I love hearing you whimper un-ah! underneath me... Does it feel good, having no control?"

I tried to reply affirmatively but Alison's rising and falling motions dragged a moan from my lips instead. My cuffed hands curled into fists as I tried to raise my shaking hips as high as possible. Alison dug her nails into the flesh of my waist as she bucked and ground herself against my groin, using my cock like a toy to hit all the right spots inside of her. She was trying to make herself feel good, not me - and from the way her breathing grew more and more strained by the second, she was doing a great job at it.

While she bounced on top of me, controlling the pace with her energetic motions and clenches of her hungry pussy, Alison teased me.

"You're p-pathetic... nnn... you slut," she gasped, the filthy, humiliating language stirring a twisted mixture of arousal and shame inside my chest. "My fuck toy... you're just a dildo for me to use, aren't you? Lay there and take it, without a real man your... gguuuhh.... tiny... your baby cock will have to do..."

Alison certainly didn't seem shy about her own fantasies, letting them bubble out of her as she drove herself closer and closer to the edge. I felt painfully hard, the slick rubber of the condom sliding up and down in time with Alison's movements, true pleasure just out of reach. As she got more and more into it, Alison's words grew less and less coherent - soon, she was beyond talking, just gasping and moaning, rhythmically grinding her mound against me while her pussy massaged my shaft.

Alison's movements were frantic and erratic as she approached her climax, and I whimpered, realizing with the lack of friction I would take longer to reach my own orgasm. I began rocking my own hips, my shaking lower body driving my hardness up and into Alison's cunt, humping at her needily, trying to get closer to the edge. Alison shrieked in what I hoped was delight as I made a vain attempt to pound upwards into her, my lack of leverage meaning it was completely up to her if it happened. With a series of desperate grunts and whimpers, I hunched my hips faster and faster, sparks of arousal up and down my shaft telling me if I just kept this up, I might actually climax soon.

Her pussy growing tighter and tighter, Alison's eyes began to lose focus, a string of drool hanging from her lip as she focused on nothing else except moving her hips. No matter how hard I tried to get myself to the finish line, every thrust inwards only drove her closer to orgasm, her fingers curling against my flesh as she forced herself down hard, her lower body gyrating as she used me to get close, to get off, to-

"Gnmmmm! Ohhh! FUUUCK!"

Alison's orgasms were always explosive, but this one was something else. She arched her back and rammed her crotch against mine, teeth bared in a grimace of pleasure. I felt her velvety tightness pulsing and squeezing, massaging my iron shaft, naturally coaxing me to empty my load inside of her. The force of her hips held me down, pinning my hips in place so I couldn't move - I whimpered helplessly, watching Alison's rolling motions grow slow and sloppier, a dreamy smile on her face as she enjoyed every last second of her orgasm. I trembled, feeling used, feeling like a tool for her pleasure - and unable to deny how incredibly sexy that was.

"Oh god... Ohh... yesssss.... fuck...." Alison panted as she began to sag, the clenching of her pussy finally slowing. "Soooo goood.... mmm...."

She leaned forward, bonelessly, kissing my cheek. Equally lazily, she lifted her leg, then rolled off of me, placing her hand on my chest so she could cuddle into it. I smiled weakly, still shaking and breathing heavily from the over-stimulation. Our eyes met, and then they both flicked down to between my legs. My latex-covered erection was as hard as ever, a thin sheen of female juices covering it. Alison chuckled, nuzzling against me affectionately, as my heart sank.

"...Do I not get to cum, M...Mistress?"

"Hmmmm... I'm not sure," Alison replied, still flushed. "I think that's up to me, isn't it?"

I whined - and Alison giggled sadistically, before kissing me once again.




Chapter 2

We must have lay there together for another ten minutes before Alison decided to sit up. It was somewhere between very nice and really frustrating to just talk with her. We talked about the scene went (amazing) and what we'd have added if we could (I was too embarrassed to say, but Alison suggested she'd like to try adding prostate stimulation next time). I hadn't really spent much time thinking about how a Domme would act outside of sex, my Mommy-little fantasies usually ended when I climaxed.

The talking was good, though. It helped reassure me - I felt stupid saying it out loud, but under all the arousal from being humiliated and ridden like that, I had a pang of anxiety that maybe Alison really did just see me as a toy.

"Of course not," she'd said, smiling. "I'm so glad you're into this kinky shit too - but I wouldn't want to date somebody I didn't care about."

Now it seemed like the scene was done, Alison reached down and slid the condom off of my flaccid penis. As she fumbled with it, my cock twitched, and began to slowly bob into a semi-erection, as I gave her a sheepish grin of apology. After all her teasing, I was still very worked up, and my body responded accordingly.

"Still horny?" Alison tutted, as she casually stroked me into full hardness. "You're such a loser, aren't you?"

"Y-yeah," I mumbled, feeling the blood rushing to my groin, the friction of skin-on-skin making me swallow back a moan. "I can't help it, Mistress..."

"So pathetic. Getting off from submitting to a woman," Alison continued, still stroking me. "Do you like being told what to do, hm? Like laying back and having someone else do all the work?"

I whimpered, nodding, as Alison's stroking got more and more intense. The dirty talk was meaner than I usually imagined it, but it didn't take much for my brain to warp it to fit my fantasies. Mommy scolding me for being a bad baby boy, her soft, maternal hand wrapped around my shaft.

"Maybe I ought to just leave you cuffed all night," she went on. "Perhaps I'll go out with my friends - and you'll just have to stay here, waiting for me. Trapped until I decide to free you."

"Wh-what about if I n-need to pee?" I said hastily, so turned on it was hard to hold back the childish timbre of my voice.

I felt Alison's hand stop, and I swallowed, watching her expression for signs of disgust or anger. I only saw momentary confusion - but then that melted away, and Alison raised an eyebrow, turning to smirk at me as she went back to stroking my hardness. Her fingers were teasingly light around me, the movements of her hand slower than ever. It seemed like she was taunting me - or waiting for something. My cheeks were burning red as her gaze bore into me, my eyes darting to the side, away from the scrutiny of her own critical observation.

"If you needed to pee? That's not my problem. I guess you'd just have to wet the bed," Alison said, and there was no way she didn't notice the sharp intake of breath I gave, let alone how my erection throbbed in her hand. "You'd just have to lay in your mess, until I got home... to punish you."

"Nnnn..."

"Interesting," Alison remarked. "So I guess you do have a fetish, is that right?"

"M... maybe," I mumbled, wishing I could hide my face behind my hands. "Oh God... fuck... I've never talked about it before... it's okay if it's too weird..."

Alison squeezed my shaft a little harder than I would have liked, coaxing out a yelp. Instinctively, my eyes fixed themselves on hers, the intensity in her gaze setting my heart racing once more. My chest began to pound with anxiety, feeling the leather of the cuffs biting into my wrists slightly as I unconsciously tried to pull away. I wanted to get up, to run to the bathroom, find some way to avoid this conversation. But tied down like this... I couldn't do anything to avoid Alison's questioning.

"Tell me what's exciting to you about that idea," Alison demanded. "I want to know."

"It's... I'd be helpless, completely at your mercy," I stammered, my nostrils flaring with panicky breaths, not believing I'm actually going to tell a woman (a woman I'm dating!) about my fetish. "There'd be nothing I could do..."

"Yes, but you're already helpless right now. So tell me, what about the other part? Wetting the bed?"

I whimpered. Oh God...

"It would... I mean... I'd feel like a naughty, naughty little boy, who wet himself," I babbled, not sure if I was even making sense. "Little boys wet the bed... babies... you'd have to come home and punish me... Spank me like a child..."

Alison nodded along as I spoke, her hand grasping my erection firmly as she stroked slowly up and down, rewarding me with every little tidbit of information I gave away.

"And then you'd... Well, you wouldn't want me to uh, to have an accident again, and, you might put plastic sheets on the bed," I continued, my face as hot as the sun. "And you might even need to... need to put me in... diapers..."

I whispered that last word, an uncontrollable shudder passing through my body. I'd never been more anxious, but it was out there now. The d-word... I couldn't get away or backpedal, Alison knew I wanted to be put back into pampers, and there was nothing I could do about that.

"Ohhh... so you're a Momma's boy, are you?"

I nodded frantically, giving her a pleading look, searching her face for disapproval. I didn't see any, and from the way her fingers kept moving more and more swiftly up and down my erection, she wasn't upset at all. But I still found myself shaking, terrified of her rejection even now.

"Do you want to call me Mommy?"

"Y...yes..."

"Yes, who?"

"...Yes, Mommy," I mumbled, feeling like I was in some kind of crazy dream. "If... if it's okay."

"The only thing that isn't okay is that you didn't tell me sooner," Alison scolded me, the wet 'fap-fap-fap' noises of her jerking me off getting louder and closer together. "You need to tell Mommy everything from now on, okay?

"Y-yes... yes Mommy!" I panted, my toes curling. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry Mommy..."

"Does it feel good when Mommy strokes your peepee like this?"

"Nnn... Yes!"

"Say thank you Mommy," Alison ordered. "Thank me for playing big boy games with you."

"Th, thank you, Mommy," I whimpered, my hips pushing frantically upwards to meet the stimulation of Alison's hand, my eyes squeezed shut as I let myself get totally absorbed in the fantasy. "Fank you for touchin' my widdle baby peepee..."

Alison barked out a laugh - I hadn't meant to let the baby talk slip out, but she didn't seem to be put off. I whimpered and huffed needily, my hips bucking up over and over as Alison - as my Mommy - coaxed me closer and closer to a climax. After all the teasing earlier, and now hearing an actual human woman I was dating call herself 'Mommy', it didn't take long for me to ride straight up to the edge of my climax once more. Panting desperately, my cock throbbing in her hand, Alison leaned down to mutter in my ear as my balls tightened and my shaft swelled in anticipation of my climax.

"Are you gonna make stickies for Mommy, baby boy?"

"Nnn! Y-y-yes! Momma! I'm c-cu-cumming!"

I felt my cock pulse in Alison's hand - and then suddenly her hand wasn't there anymore. I whimpered, opening my eyes in time to see my first shot burst from my cocktip, splattering messily on my stomach. Alison smirked wickedly as she watched my erection pulse repetitively, cum spurting out with no stimulation to accompany it. My sensitive meat bobbed in the air, emptying its load - just a single touch from Alison would have made the climax feel amazing. Instead, I watched sadly as my body forced out cum, the thick white liquid oozing out instead of firing out like I was used to. My used, deflated cock tingled and throbbed, but instead of the bliss of orgasm I felt frustration and disappointment.

"F-f.... fuck..." I groaned, letting my head fall back onto the pillow. My cock was no longer standing, my refractory period setting in already. I wanted to cum, to really cum - but even if Alison uncuffed me and let me go to town on her, there was no way I was getting hard again any time soon.

"Awww, poor baby," Alison chuckled, leaning over me to undo the handcuffs. "I'm sorry Mommy had to do that - but I had to teach you a lesson."

"What lesson?"

"I told you, silly billy," Alison cooed, kissing my nose maternally, persuading a tiny, embarrassed smile onto my lips. "That you should never keep things from Mommy. Understood?"

Shyly, I nodded, muttering under my breath:

"Yes, Mommy."




Chapter 3

After that night, Alison continued to play 'Mommy' in the bedroom for me, and I could tell she actually liked it. In return, I played along with the fantasies that got her most excited - having another man involved during sex.

Talking about it so much made it feel almost normal. Most of the time in our dirty roleplays the focus was on cuckolding me, bringing with it new spice to the humiliation of being an adult baby. I think Alison could tell I wasn't quite ready to think about actually participating myself, but by the same token I could tell that she was holding back, eager to eventually act on her fantasies of forcing a man into a gay encounter.

Alison introduced me to a lot of kinks - compared to her, I felt almost vanilla! I rarely got a blowjob without feeling her finger probing at my asshole these days. And just hearing Mommy say the words 'widdle baby cock' never failed to make me rise to attention, my horny brain associating small penis humiliation with sexy times and Mommy-little play now. And while there was a delicious edge to hearing her tease me for not being a 'real man', I knew my average-sized cock had never received any complaints, so I never actually felt inadequate.

Alison didn't seem to think I was inadequate either, not when she rode my dick to the point of incoherence and explosive orgasms every night we saw each other. And unlike that first night, Alison mostly let me cum while I was still inside of her. She knew just how to push me over the edge, panting and squeezing me affectionately as she ordered me to 'make stickies for Mommy'.

Our relationship still didn't feel quite real to me - I'd been resigned to spending my life hiding being an ABDL from my girlfriends. Or at best, having reluctant permission to wear diapers when they were out of the house and didn't have to see or hear it.

So it didn't bother me much that, three weeks later, we still hadn't incorporated diapers into our roleplay. Alison sometimes mentioned me 'humping in my pampers' or 'wetting myself helplessly', but I was too shy to follow those comments up. Just imagining talking about diapers still sent me into a cold sweat. It was hard to imagine that any woman wouldn't be repulsed by seeing her man in a soaked incontinence brief - even a woman like Alison.

Anyway...

Since things with Alison and I were getting more serious, she'd started inviting me to hang out with her friends. I wished I could have returned the favor and introduced Alison to some of my friends, but to be honest... I didn't have many friends outside of work. I didn't mind hanging out with

This particular Friday night, we had a group date with Alison's friends Jennifer and Diana - and their boyfriends Anthony and David. Alison had chosen the movie - a cheeky comedy about the life of some superhero - but Diana had suggested which theatre we were meeting at. Usually I'd be nervous about making a good impression, but I doubted I could screw up much just sitting in the dark and watching a flickering screen for a couple of hours...

***

We met the others just past the glass doors of the theatre, and Alison and the other girls gave each other hugs in greeting. David, Anthony and I just gave each other the requisite 'guy nod' . Then the group merged into one, walking and talking as we went to pick up our tickets.

"Oof... just a moment, girls," Alison said, stopping to rub at her shoulder blade. "This purse is so heavy - it's really hurting my back."

"Aw," Jennifer and Diana muttered in sympathy - meanwhile, I was frowning, trying to work out what Alison's game was. She had never complained about that purse hurting her back before.

"Actually, you know what?" Alison said as she slid the leather strap down off of her shoulder. "You can carry it for me, Noah."

I felt color creeping into my cheeks as Alison handed me the brown and white bag, a seemingly-innocent smile on her face as she waited for me to take it. Jennifer and Anthony had turned around to choose refreshments while we were waiting in line, but David was watching me with a smirk. Fuuuck... why did that turn me on? Being embarrassed in front of another guy...

"Baby? Could you take it please?"

Swallowing, I reached out to grab the bag, leaving it dangling from my hands. Alison watched me expectantly for a moment, nodding to indicate she was waiting for something. With a sigh, I slung the strap over my shoulder, so the bag now rested on my hip. I heard David snicker - but I was distracted by Alison leaning upwards to kiss me, gently stroking my hair away from my scorching hot face.

"That's a good boy," she whispered into my ear. I bit my lip, trying not to whimper - not here, not now! At least I'd worn thick jeans today - even if my cock started getting hard my erection wouldn't be hard to hide.

Like nothing had happened, Alison re-joined her friends once again. I could feel my pulse pounding in my neck. I both loved and hated when she flexed her dominance over me in public... It made our dynamic feel so much more real and dangerous.

In a daze, I didn't notice that we were at the concessions stand until I bumped into the counter.

"Oh, uh, I want-"

"Shh," Alison responded, as she grabbed for her purse, still hanging from my shoulder. "I'll decide, okay?"

Dumbstruck, I looked over awkwardly at the teenage employee, wondering what they thought. If they cared, they didn't show it, but I was still embarrassed.

"Okay, I'll have a diet frozen cola," Alison said. "And he'll have an extra large Professor Pop."

"I usually get a large popcorn," I reminded Alison, who gave a patronizing smile before she turned back to the counter. She handed over her debit card, speaking for me:

"A child's size popcorn, please," she said, firmly. "Thank you very much."

***

My cheeks were still ablaze as we took our seats on the end of the row, and Allison's friends filed in behind us. Did anybody else notice how she was treating me? I didn't know if how 'in charge' she was really was obvious or not... Maybe I was just overthinking things.

"Here's your soda," Alison whispered, dropping the glistening drink into my cup holder. "And your popcorn... be careful you don't eat too much and get a tummy ache."

"I think I'm safe," I replied, rolling my eyes - jeez, did she really have to try pushing those buttons here?

"I don't know about that," Alison said softly, her smile audible even if I couldn't see it in the dark theater. "You are such a tiny widdle boy. It's okay if you can't finish it all."

"Mmm... Alisoonn..." I whined quietly, fighting to avoid slipping into my baby headspace. "...Stoppit..."

Giggling, Alison kissed my cheek, and then turned her attention to the movie previews. I began picking out one piece of popcorn after another, trying not to swing my legs or act like a little kid. Damn Alison's big Mommy energy...

Predictably, I'd finished my tiny bag of popcorn before the movie even started. I found myself pouting as I peered into the empty bag, looking over pleadingly at Alison when she glanced in my direction. She shook her head and mouthed 'no more', then nudged my still-full soda cup towards me. With a soft sigh, I used both hands to lift it out of the holder, wrapping my lips around the straw and starting to suck.

"Good boy," Alison whispered again, as the lights dimmed and the movie started.

***

About halfway through the movie, I realized I'd made a mistake in not going to the toilet before I sat down. My drink was rapidly disappearing, and it seemed to be rushing straight to my bladder. Already, I could feel the pressure that told me to look for a restroom starting to build.

Maybe I could make it until the end of the movie?

"How much longer?" I hissed into Alison's ear. "Until the end?"

"What? Oh, I think about an hour..." Alison replied, seemingly distracted by the images on screen.

I swallowed.  Okay. One hour? Could I do that? I shifted in my seat, judging how close I was to needing to go. I could maybe make it another 45 minutes, as long as I didn't have any more-

"Make sure to finish your soda," Alison said, a little-too-nonchalantly. "We shouldn't waste it."

She wasn't looking at me, but I could see the amused smile on Alison's face as she pointed her eyes in the direction of the movie screen. She... did she do this on purpose? I gulped... I mean, it wasn't like I had to drink it all... She wasn't the boss of me.

"Baby. Mommy said to drink your soda."

I whined quietly, but with my hands shaking from excitement and anxiety, I grabbed the cup once more. I swore I could literally feel my bladder swelling as I drank slowly, hoping if I paced myself I could have finished the soda by the end of the movie without any accidents.

A few minutes longer and I was really feeling the need to pee. Maybe focusing on the feeling made me notice it more, but at this point I really couldn't stop. A bead of sweat ran down my face as I curled my toes, shifting slightly in my seat to try and relieve some of the pressure. My heart thumped, mouth still welded to the straw as I swallowed mouthful after mouthful of the sugary water that flowed through it.

Squeezing my legs together helped slightly, but the growing pressure on my bladder sphincter was growing. Trying not to move too much and disturb the other patrons, I let myself squirm from side to side, imagining what it would be like if I really did have an accident. The thought alone stirred my cock, but luckily I didn't get an actual erection right there... UNluckily, that was mostly due to my intense need to pee.

I'd done 'holds' in the past, alone, in my one-bedroom apartment, where I drank a lot of water and then tried to avoid emptying my bladder for as long as possible. Usually, even if I got to the point of 'no return', my toilet training remained strong, keeping my muscles clenched until I ran into the bathroom. I'd usually end up peeing myself in the empty bathtub - I guess subconsciously I knew it wouldn't make a mess there. It was still exhilaratingly embarrassing to soak through my underwear like a little kid - usually I jerked off right after, imagining a stern Mommy scolding me for making a mess of my pants.

But in public, that anxiety and humiliation felt even more intense. I whimpered as I noticed my free hand was pressing against my crotch, as if I could hold back the torrent of urine like that. My muscles clenched to refuse the growing strain on my bladder, but if I didn't go to the toilet soon... I wasn't sure if I'd be able to get up without wetting myself.

Clenching my teeth, I started to push myself up from the seat. Before I could straighten up, Alison's hand landed on my thigh, stopping me.

"Where are you going?" she hissed.

"I, I need to go to the restroom," I stammered, feeling my inner thighs rubbing against one another, unconsciously fidgeting.

"The movie's not over yet."

"Alison... I'm serious..."

Alison turned to look right at me, applying steady pressure to my leg as she gave me a predatory grin. Reluctantly, I sat back down, my expression a mixture of dismay and delight. Oh god was she really doing this? Fuck, fuck, fuck...

"Sit down, baby. You're blocking other people's view," Alison said, gently massaging my upper thigh. "I'm sure a big boy like you can hold it through one measly movie, right?"

"Yuh... yuh huh..." I whimpered, my fingers clenching around the empty cupholder as my leg began to bounce. "No problem, Mommy..."




Chapter 4

Sitting through those last 55 minutes was torture, but I somehow made it. Towards the very end I found myself unable even to focus on the screen, my nails digging into the rubber-y material of the cupholders, all my attention on my swollen bladder. Every muscle in my body felt like it was clenched - it was actually genuinely starting to hurt.

I muttered a breathy 'thank you' to whatever deity was listening as the movie drew to a close, certain if I'd been there a few minutes longer I'd have had to pay the theater a cleaning fee.  Taking a deep breath, I squeezed my bladder's sphincter as tightly as possible, and then stood up.

My legs trembled as I shot up out of my seat, trying to get my feet under me as fast as possible. The force pushed out a few drops of pee through my urethra, but it was better than taking my time. Too slow, and I knew I'd have been unable to stop a drippy stream of urine from running down my leg.

Now, I just had to get out and get to the restroom. I stepped from one foot to the other, impatiently, fighting off the urgent spasms that told me I needed to empty my bladder now. The rest of the group didn't seem to be paying attention to me, but Alison kept looking at me, smirking. My heart skipped a beat, a mixture of lust and terror at how much she was enjoying my distress.

We started walking. I marched rigidly, like a soldier - left, right, left, right - never raising my leg too far. My teeth clenched. I barely noticed Alison taking my hand, but I took hers, knowing she must be able to feel how sweaty my palms were.

Occasionally I would put my foot down particularly hard and have to muffle a whimper from the jolt it sent my urinary tract. Every so often, a step would jostle just right, another drip would find its way out of the tip of my penis. Fuck - at least we were nearly at the toilets. I fixed my eyes right on the glowing 'UNISEX RESTROOM' sign at the end of the carpeted hall, just before the lobby. Come on, come on, just a little closer...

Why weren't we slowing down?

I gripped Alison's hand tightly, my head whipping around to give her a look of desperation. She was laughing at something Jennifer had said, not even looking at me. I tugged on her gently, trying not to think about being a little kid holding his Mom's hand. We were right at the restrooms now - Alison turned her head slowly to look at me, smiling as if she had no idea what the matter was.

"Yes, honey?"

I fought off a pout, still trying to maintain some semblance of adult behavior. If I spoke I knew it would have come out sounding childish, so instead of speaking, I gestured with my head to the restroom. Alison just shrugged, and kept walking - even speeding up a little to keep pace with the others.

Whimpering audibly, I tried to plant my feet firmly and pull away, but Alison's grip on my hand was too strong. I'd already started to relax my muscles in anticipation - now once again they squeaked shut, my muscles groaning in protest like the over-worked seal on an old pipe. With no chance to take a breather and make sure everything was tightened up, I followed alongside Alison, cringing with every step.

To my horror, every and every time I lifted my leg to take a step, I felt a small gush of urine spurt into my underwear. My crotch was beginning to feel wet, my boxers clinging to my package as tiny dribbles of wetness were squeezed out every so often.

My face felt like it was on fire, burning red from the exertion and stress of the situation. Oh, and the horniness, too. I was incredibly horny. I couldn't say this was like something out of one of my fantasies, but only because my fantasies were never this detailed. The tingling sensation in my penis and the need to pee had combined, making it swell slightly, hard against the crotch of my jeans.

The jeans themselves were tight and didn't give my penis a chance to get very hard, though - I felt it surge into a semi-erection and then pulse, as if trying to rise. Then a few seconds later it would soften, and I'd feel a trickle of pee pass into my underwear. I honestly didn't know what I was going to do - we were coming up on the glass doors to the entrance now, and I hadn't seen any more restrooms. There was no way I could hold it all the way home.

"Noah?"

One of Alison's friends - uh... Diana? I think? Was talking to me. Jennifer and Anthony must have left, because I couldn't see them nearby.

"Y-yeah?"

"Is that okay with you?"

"Is, uh... is what okay with me?" I stammered, trying not to make it obvious I was having trouble paying attention to the conversation. I guess the fact I didn't notice Diana talking to me before was a good indicator of that, though.

Diana glanced at Alison and they both shared a snicker, before Diana tried again:

"Is it okay if you and Ali drive me home? My place is on the way," she explained. "David could do it, but he has a longer drive home...

"Uh, sure, no problem," I agreed, nodding, just wanting to end this discussion and any others as soon as possible. I was already struggling not to hop from foot to foot in front of Diana.

"Are you alright?"

"Oh, he's just tired," Alison interrupted before I could respond. "His bedtime's usually much earlier. You get cranky when you don't get much sleep, don't you, pumpkin?"

Boom! My face lit up like a Christmas tree, my heart leaping out of my chest. If Diana had wanted a response right then I wouldn't have been able to say anything coherent. The emotions that were hitting me were all too much, I felt completely helpless and under Alison's control. Even now, her hand grasped my wrist firmly, as she started to lead me out to the car park.

Opening the car door felt torturously slow, my sweaty hand struggling to grab the handle. Once inside I sat down hard, grunting quietly at the spasm my bladder gave in response. Oh fuck, oh god... how far away was Diana's house? I clumsily buckled my seatbelt as I watched Diana in the rearview mirror, silently urging her to hurry up and do up her own.

"So... how's David's night school going?" Alison asked casually, as she rolled out of the parking lot.

"Good, I think," Diana responded. "I have no idea what he's talking about most of the time, but he's happy."

Alison and Diana chatted as we drove. With her in the seat behind me and occupied with her conversation, I thought it was unlikely Diana would notice me rocking back and forth in a desperate bid to avoid completely emptying my bladder. I couldn't have stopped it if I wanted to - I jiggled and squirmed in my seat, barely able to contain small huffs and grunts of discomfort. My ankles were crossed, and I shoved both hands between my thighs, trying to squish my privates together and keep my urethra closed.

I squeaked as the car hit a pothole - oh no, how much came out that time? Maybe Mommy- Maybe Alison wouldn't notice? Hissing through my teeth, I forced my muscles to clench shut once more. I could feel just the barest hint of wetness on the outside of my crotch, meaning my pee had soaked all the way through my undies.

Diana's house was closer than I thought. We pulled up to her driveway, Diana undoing her seatbelt and thanking us for the ride.

"Oh, let me walk you to your door," Alison said, sounding cool as a cucumber. "Noah doesn't mind waiting here, do you?"

Leisurely, Alison turned to look in my direction. I was no longer capable of making any expression other than a pained grimace. I knew I must look ridiculous with my hands clamped between my thighs, my whole body rocking and bucking like I was having some kind of seizure.

Alison didn't take pity on me, though. She got out of the car, and blew me a kiss through the window. Leaving me alone, tears pricking my eyes from the sensations of needing to go so badly alone.

I could tell I was very close to the point of no return. Scratch that - I had passed it. If I'd opened the door right then and got out of the car... I would have been unable to stop the waterfall of urine that would have undoubtedly started gushing from between my legs.

The pressure in my lower stomach was growing more and more intense by the second. What had been a dull ache 30 minutes ago was becoming an urgent, throbbing pain, all of it focused at the opening of my urethra. There was so much pressure behind it - I whimpered and fussed, kicking and snorting as I tried everything I could do to move in a way that would prevent the dam breaking for one second longer. I worried the car might be bouncing around with all my movement, but there was nothing else I could do.

Alison... She'd really set me up, hadn't she? My cock throbbed, painfully, and I groaned. Being forced to wet my pants was a fantasy I'd had for years, but I didn't know if I really wanted it to happen. Just the thought of being somebody who wet themselves in their girlfriend's car made my stomach twist with embarrassment. I wondered if I should have used my safeword earlier, backed out when I still had a choice...

There was no choice now, though. In this situation, I really was completely powerless. Even my own body was betraying me, and there was nothing I could do but sit there and take it.

"N...nnnn!"

I felt a spasm pass through my abdomen - then again, and suddenly my muscles were squeezing and pushing frantically, forcing out a sudden gush of urine. I whined, squeezing my thighs together around my hands as tight as I could - but it was like trying to hold back a tidal wave with my fingers alone.

My bladder muscles contracted violently, pushing out all the urine inside of it. I felt wetness on the tips of my fingers, and suddenly my palms were drenched. Cringing, I yanked my hands from between my thighs, sending tiny droplets of urine flying to splatter onto Alison's dashboard.

With no barrier to stop the flow, the cascade of urine continued unabated, a soft hissing sound filling the air - followed a few moments later by the noise of pee splattering against the car's floor. Hoping to minimize the amount of mess, I squeezed my thighs together once more, feeling hot urine soak into my trousers. I made a feeble attempt to stop the flow by squeezing my muscles, but nothing happened. I could only sit and watch, mouth agape as I saw and felt an uncontrollable stream of my own urine soak everything beneath me.

"Oh my god," I mumbled under my breath, dizzy with arousal and fear. "I'm wetting myself... I can't stop it. I'm pissing my pants like a baby..."

The driver side door of Alison's car opened suddenly, breaking my trance. I could only stare at Alison with wide eyes as the wetting kept going, soaking my pants like a toddler while my beautiful girlfriend was two feet away. I opened my mouth to try and say something, offer an explanation, but there was no chance of concealing what was happening to me now.

"What's the matter, Noah?" Alison asked, playing coy. "Are you feeling- hm!"

As she got into the car and closed the door, Alison's nose wrinkled. The heavy smell of urine hung in the air, and it was obvious the only possible culprit was me. I gulped softly, feeling the flow starting to dwindle at last. The splashing sound of pee joining the puddle on the floor continued, gradually shrinking from a steady stream to a continuous trickle.

"Oh dear, my naughty little boy," Alison remarked, peering down between my legs to see the puddle on the floor. "What's the damage - let Mommy see, please."

She motioned with her hands to have me open my legs. Hanging my head in shame, I slowly pulled apart my thighs, my eyes resting in the same place as Alison's. I had never wet myself in these jeans - the dark color did nothing to hide urine when there was so much, the soaked fabric catching the light and taking on a liquid sheen wherever it was particularly soaked.

"What happened, kiddo?" Alison asked, as she put her hand on my knee and gingerly pulled my legs further apart. "I thought you were a big boy! You couldn't hold it?"

"I.... I... Mommmyy..." I whined, no longer fighting it. "I didn't mean to! You gave me that big drink!"

"Don't make excuses, little guy," she sighed, starting the car. "Looks like you're still too much of a baby to be out of diapers."

My heart thumped as Alison swung the wheel around, steering the car back onto the street. Just the word diapers made my cock stir, mind racing trying to imagine what Alison was going to do with me. She stayed stern and silent as we drove, her strict demeanor making me feel like a shamed schoolboy.

"Yes, it's such a shame," Alison continued. "I guess it's my own fault. One look at you and it's easy to see you're nothing but a helpless, dependent little toddler. You don't even have control over your basic bodily functions."

With a whimper, I found myself nodding in agreement. Equal parts afraid and excited to see how Mommy planned to deal with her simpering, pants-wetting boyfriend once we got home.




Chapter 5

Once we got to her apartment, Alison had marched me inside with barely a word. I hung my head as she stood me in the bedroom, flicking on the yellow light of her lamp to get a good look at me.

"Oh my oh my," Alison chuckled - I could hear the lust and amusement in her voice. "You've completely soaked yourself, baby. No, don't try to cover up - hands behind your back, grab each of your wrists, that's right."

I'd moved my hands to shield myself, but now Alison guided me so I held both hands behind my back and out of the way. I squirmed uncomfortably under her gaze, as she tutted and shook her head at the state of my jeans. It was starting to cool now, the sodden fabric clinging to my legs uncomfortably.

Internally I was still reeling from the fact I'd really had an accident in front of my girlfriend. Wetting myself on purpose was one thing, but this time... it had felt completely out of my control. I flashed back to in the car, when all I could do was watch as a flood of urine gushed from between my legs and onto the floor, helpless to do anything to stop it.

"Can you tell Mommy what happened?" Alison asked, smirking.

"Um.... I... I had an accident, Mommy," I mumbled. "I... I made potty in my pants..."

"Tut tut... Potty goes in the toilet when you're a big boy - you remember that, don't you?"

I nodded solemnly, deep in my role as a disgraced little boy. Alison placed one hand on my hip and reached down with the other to undo my fly. Shame bloomed inside of me as I felt her pull down the zipper, undressing me like I was too much of a child to do it myself. She pulled my soaked jeans and underwear down in one go, wordlessly nudging me to step out of them.

"What's Mommy gonna do?" I asked.

"Mommy's going to put your peepee pants in the laundry," Alison said, as she bundled the sodden clothing up. "Then I'm going to clean you up. And then it's going to be time for your punishment, I'm afraid."

Blood began rushing to my crotch once again at the end of that sentence. My punishment? My heart pounded - we'd roleplayed a few times with Alison calling me a 'naughty boy' but she'd never actually punished me. Not to mention this time it would actually feel real. I was going to be disciplined for wetting my pants...

"No, Mommy," I squeaked, as Alison opened a container of wipes to clean me with. "I don't wanna get punished."

"You should have thought of that before you were a naughty boy and went peepee on Mommy's chair," Alison said firmly.

"That was an accident -ahh!" I gasped as Alison began wiping my upper thighs with a cold wipe, meticulously running it up up and down to clean my skin of urine. "I didn't mean to, Mommy."

"I know, baby. But you're in trouble for telling Mommy naughty fibs," she replied, as she gently cupped and lifted my testicles, cleaning the drops of pee that clung to my pubic hair there. "You let Mommy think you were a big boy who could hold it for a single movie. You should have told me you were too much of a baby to leave the house out of diapers."

"Gnn... Al-Mommy..." I whimpered, biting my lip.

The combination of her teasing language and the way her hand gently wrapped around my shaft was starting to make me stiffen once more. Alison slid the wipe up and down my flaccid length a few times, using a light touch, but taking longer than seemed necessary. As she swirled the wipe around the end of my cock, she must have been able to feel me firming up, but she ignored it.

"Okay, kiddo, turn around," she commanded, and I obediently shuffled around in a circle, now facing the wall. "Hands on the wall. Legs apart."

I obeyed, feeling a deep blush creeping from my neck to my face. It was not to feel incredibly exposed like this, my bare bottom on display while my mostly-soft manhood dangled between my legs. Something about the pose hit my humiliation trigger, and hard, my heart fluttering with the giddy feeling of knowing I had no control in this situation.

Alison cleaned the back of my thighs, and then ran the wipes over each of my asscheeks. My muscles clenched tightly, shivering from the cold of evaporating urine and now the wipes themselves.

Despite my resistance, Alison placed one hand on my right buttock and firmly parted them, eliciting a whimper from me. It wasn't often I felt air directly on my rectum - something about her spreading my cheeks felt uniquely vulnerable, like there was no part of myself that I could keep private.

"Hahh! Ah, Mommy!" I grunted, my knees locking and eyes squeezing shut as Alison wiped right across my pucker.

I'd never blushed so hard in my life, my face contorting in confusion. I tried to stay still, but I still had to squirm slightly as Alison ran the wipe around my anus slowly, teasing it with small circles. Having my butthole wiped clean was... it almost made my brain short-circuit to think about. I couldn't suppress a breathy moan at the sensation, my prick plumping even more, twitching as it slowly rose to full attention.

"Good baby," Alison muttered, as she applied more pressure to that sensitive crevasse. "Such a dirty little boy for his Mommy, hm? Getting all pokey from having your tushy played with..."

I couldn't disagree. My hypersensitive nerves tingled and throbbed, sending jolts of bliss to my groin with every second Alison teased my rectum. I felt the slender tip of her finger against the middle of my sphincter, gentle pressure forcing the flesh inwards. I groaned from the humiliation as Mommy threatened to enter me with her slender digit, pulling back slightly and then pushing once again, trying to force my body to get used to the feeling.

"This is what it's going to feel like," Mommy murmured in my ear, her body pressed right against mine. "When Daddy gets your boypussy ready for him to fuck the first time."

One hand between my cheeks, Mommy slid her other down my front, finding me completely erect. Embarrassingly, I'd gotten even harder from her last comment, the uncertainty and shame of being offered up to another man making my cock throb in confused excitement. I heard Alison tut softly once more, giving my cock a couple of quick strokes as her finger probed my rectum. With a whimper from me and a chuckle from her, we both felt my muscles give in and allow just the tip of her wipe-covered digit to enter.

"Such a slut," Alison said, as she pushed her finger back and forth, feeling my spasming anus gripping at her, my nerves flaring with sensation. "My filthy little boy. Tell me you like it when Mommy plays with your naughty hole."

"I, I like it, Mommy," I whined back, toes curling from the utter shame of the situation I found myself in. "I like feeling Mommy finger my tushy like it's a girl's hole..."

"I know, baby, I can tell," Alison chuckled, finally sliding her hand out from between my cheeks. "You're a dirty whore for me. Mommy's slut."

I whimpered my agreement, feeling tears pricking my eyes. Any semblance of my manhood had fled for now, and I was humiliated by how much I loved hearing that I was a slut. I wanted badly to beg Mommy to keep touching me - but whether or not she did wasn't up to me. She was in complete command of me now.

"You know what has to happen next, don't you, baby boy?"

I shook my head, still turned away with my palms pressed against the wall. I heard Alison get onto the bed, the cheap wooden frame creaking.

"Get over my lap, Noah," Alison commanded. "It's time for your first spanking."

Flushed and fumbling, I obeyed Mommy's command quickly, clambering onto the bed beside her and allowing her to guide me into position, my body across her legs. Part of me was terrified that she was actually about to spank me. Part of me was more terrified that she might not.

The contrast in what we were wearing heightened my feeling of degradation. Mommy was fully dressed, while my lower half was completely naked, exposed for anybody to see. She carefully pulled me over and onto her lap, until my firm cock was pressed against her upper thigh, scrunched against my lower stomach awkwardly. My head was lower than my rear, so it felt like my bottom was sticking right up, in the perfect position for spanking.

In my whole adult life I'd never felt so... small. Alison pushed both of my wrists together and held them firmly, holding me in place. I could have escaped her grasp if I'd wanted to - but I didn't want to.

"You know why Mommy has to do this, don't you?" Alison asked, one hand firmly rubbing and squeezing at my buttocks.

"Yes, Mommy," I mumbled into her skirt. "I was naughty. I need to be punished."

"That's RIGHT!"

I squeaked, clenching my bottom as Alison's palm slapped against it. The sting of that first swat dissipated quickly, but Alison followed it up with another spank that landed right in the same spot. Huffing in what could have been arousal or exertion -or both - Mommy quickly got into a rhythm of spanks, peppering my backside with sharp stinging blows.

If the spanks had been given one at a time, it would have been easy to ignore the bite of Alison's hand meeting my sensitive flesh. But instead they came in quick succession, Alison's palm barely leaving my buttocks before it slapped against them again. Over and over, the sting of being struck lingered, intensified by another swat in almost exactly the same place.

I didn't know what would be redder, my face or my bottom. They must have both been very flushed. I squirmed and jumped, trying to keep Alison's hand from hitting anywhere too sensitive, but time and time again she found exactly the right place to bring her hand down and punish her naughty little boy.

"Ow! Mommmyyy!" I complained, my voice cracking, as one notably firm smack made my buttocks jiggle slightly - an embarrassing sensation that made me feel newly exposed.

"Aw, baby doesn't like his punishment?" Alison sneered, breathlessly. "Too bad... Mommy decides when it ends, not you."

To make her point clearer, Alison thwacked the space where my cheeks met my upper thigh, making me squeal in alarm. Even without being able to see her face, I could tell she must have been grinning as she brought her palm crashing down in that same sensitive spot again, and then again. It was enough to make tears spring to my eyes, another incredible first to me - while I was reeling from the humiliation and stinging of the spanking, I was giddily euphoric at the idea I was actually crying from being punished, even if only a little bit.

As the stinging sensations increased, my erection surged and waned against Mommy's leg. Sometimes, the knowledge that I was Mommy's naughty little baby boy being punished for wetting himself pushed me to full arousal. And other times, a sudden slap in a pre-tenderized spot sent a shockwave to my confused erection, my penis turning flaccid in a matter of seconds.

Unexpectedly, Alison grabbed me, twisting my body around and pushing me onto the bed. I was sure it was just a matter of leverage, but the way she moved me so easily and forcefully made my heart leap into my throat. I looked up at her with vulnerable confusion, my tushy throbbing and pink from my punishment.

"Good little slut," Mommy sneered, making my heart flutter before she pushed her lips against mine in a violent, passionate kiss.

"You're mine," she hissed as she broke the locking of our lips, pushing herself up and off of the bed. "Lay down for Mommy."

I nodded submissively, laying on my back, ready to see what she had in store for me next...




Chapter 6

I waited with bated breath as Alison rummaged in the closet, not moving anything but my eyes. My hands were curled up and out of the way like paws, my erection back once more, pulsing and sticking straight up into the air. I excepted Mommy to return and immediately mount me, and I wanted my hands out of the way again so I could enjoy the experience of her being in control... maybe she'd tie my wrists to the bedframe again, just to make sure I behaved.

She turned around a moment later, but instead of lubricant or handcuffs, Alison was holding in her left hand a thick white plastic square. I could have sworn my eyes grew to the size of dinnerplates as I recognized it as a diaper - and a premium brand too.

"Okay, baby boy. Bottom up," Mommy commanded, and I obeyed without even thinking. "So obedient for Mommy. This will help you keep your pants dry."

"Yuh... yuh huh, Mommy," I mumbled, still amazed this was really happening.

The feeling of the soft inner lining of the diaper against my sore bottom was indescribable, but what I liked most so far was the sound of the plastic crinkling as Alison smoothed the wings out. She leaned right over me, taking charge as she slid the front up between my legs, over my erection.

"Babies need their pampers, don't they?"

I nodded.

"So what are you then, hm?"

As she spoke, Alison pressed the inside of the front of the diaper against my shaft, her hand vaguely squeezing and feeling the shape of it through the padding. I whimpered softly, curling my toes and bucking my hips gently. I was so worked up that I felt myself dribbling precum, sticky, translucent fluid that was quickly soaked up by the absorbent material between my legs.

"...I'm a baby, mommy," I admitted. "I'm Mommy's little baby boy."

"Ooo, that's right," Alison chuckled, pulling the front of the diaper tight across my tummy, hiding my erection inside what seemed like a massive expanse of spongy stuffing. "My tiny baby, wearing diapers his Mommy puts him into."

I could only nod blissfully, reveling in the sensations. Alison peeled open the first tape, and carefully stuck it into place, securing the diaper around my thigh. Instinctively, I moved my thumb up towards myself, hesitating only a moment before I started sucking on it. The padding grew tighter around my crotch as Alison taped it up, and I couldn't resist rolling my hips upwards, whimpering with pleasure at the cotton-like lining brushing against my cock.

"Nmm... Mommy," I muttered around my thumb, as Alison gently pressed her palm against the front of my padding. "Feelsh comfy..."

"Comfy? Is that all?" Mommy teased. "I can feel your little peepee through the front - is somebody getting pokey from Mommy putting him in diapers?"

"Eek! Y-yes, Mommy. I gotta big pokey from my pampers," I replied, face flushed from my babyish talk. "It wantsta make stickies."

"Oh, I bet it does," Alison said, firmly but gently grinding the heel of her palm against my covered erection, prompting my hips to writhe and rock back and forth. "I bet you wish you could have humpies with Mommy right now."

"Uh huh..."

"I bet my widdle baby boy wants to feel Mommy's lips wrapped around his baby cock," she went on. "Or maybe he even wants to try making stickies inside of Mommy's pussy."

"Yes, Mommy, please!"

Alison let go of the front of my diaper, and I opened my eyes again, looking at her sadly. The cruel smirk on her face told me she had no plans to let me actually do that.

"Aw, that's such a cute fantasy," she said. "But you're just a widdle baby. Your tiny peepee could never satisfy Mommy."

I huffed, pouting at the humiliation, my hips continuing to shift and roll upwards towards the stimulation that was no longer there. I wanted to rub myself through the diaper, but Alison hadn't given me permission yet - maybe if I was a good boy, she would, soon.

"And besides, your baby cock is all trapped inside your diapers," Alison continued. "You can't make humpies inside anybody like that. So I suppose Mommy will have to take matters into her own hands..."

She sat me up on the bed, and moved my hands where she wanted them. Not on her body, or on my diaper, but pressed firmly against the top of my head.

"Where I can see them," Mommy told me. "Don't be naughty for Mommy - or I'll have to cuff you to the bed again."

Frowning, I nonetheless kept my hands on top of my head, watching Mommy get up once again. Did Alison know how badly I wanted to rub myself through the diaper right now? Just glancing down at my crotch I could see the way my penis changed the shape of it - not in a single rounded point sticking out like if I were wearing boxers, but in a kind of padded triangle, the thickness of the diaper making a larger but strangely less-obvious bulge. I swallowed a mouthful of drool, still having trouble processing the fact I was actually in a diaper for real, a diaper my girlfriend put me in...

Alison soon produced the bottle of lube I was very used to seeing in our bedroom games. Along with it, she was holding a flesh-colored silicone dildo with a sturdy-looking base. I couldn't help running some quick mental calculations, quickly realizing the toy was a good deal girthier and longer than mine. I pulled my knees inwards self-consciously, feeling humiliated before Mommy had even mentioned it.

"Ooo, this is such a nice big cock," Alison said, loudly, as she set it on the bed, beginning to undress. "Don't you think it's going to feel lovely inside of Mommy's pussy?"

"Yes, Mommy," I replied, face burning red. She was taking off her clothes, letting me see her perfect breasts and delectable pussy - but none of it was for me tonight.

"You know," Mommy continued non-chalantly, as she squirted lube onto her palm, massaging the slippery fluid into the disembodied phallus. "I was looking at Anthony's crotch earlier. I bet his cock is like this. What do you think, baby?"

"I, I don't know, Mommy," I stammered, my stomach doing flips, equal parts jealous and aroused.

"How about David, then? Diana tells me he's got a really nice thick one. I'd love to see it..."

"But, but... Mommy, what about my peepee?"

"Yours?" Alison laughed. "Aw... that's so cute, little guy. But you're a tiny baby, and those are real men. You can't compete, kiddo. But don't worry - if you're a good boy, Mommy will let you make stickies in your diapers later."

Now naked, she grabbed onto the base of the toy, positioning herself over it in a squat. I could see her legs shaking, see the tiny smile on her face, my heart sinking slightly as I realized how aroused she really was. If that thick rubber monster was what satisfied her, I knew I could never measure up...

"Nmm... it's so big... I don't know if it'll fit," she murmured, rubbing her slit against the drippy end of the toy. "But I really need to feel it inside me. You understand, don't you, baby boy? How Mommy really, really needs to feel a big man plunging into her - taking me, making me feel like a real woman. Not like my tiny widdle boy's pathetic stiffie..."

I swallowed, blinking back tears. Oof... Mommy was really hitting a nerve. My erection didn't flag, though, and when I saw a hint of concern on Mommy's face, I cleared my throat, ready to jump back into the roleplay.

"I know, Mommy," I said with an exaggerated pout. "I'm just a baby. I can't stretch Mommy's pussy out with my tiny little thingy..."

"You can't," Alison replied, looking reassured. "So just sit back and watch Mommy feel really, really good."

I did just that, shuffling back a few inches so I could get a better look as Alison began to slide that huge phallus inside of herself. It looked like a struggle at first, her lips curled in what looked like a grimace of pain as the slippery head tucked inwards, pressing her open. Mommy snorted softly, and then pushed herself down, the head of the toy popping wetly inside of her.

"Ohhh! Mike!" she groaned, as if she'd forgotten I was there. "You're sooo big..."

Mike was the name of a guy from Mommy's work. I whimpered, feeling my guts twist again - but my erection also throbbed, my sense of betrayal and fear at being replaced by another, better guy turning into arousal in an instant. Into the diaper, my own prick uselessly dribbled precum, while a piece of silicone was the thing pushing into my girlfriend's inviting pussy.

"Yes, deeper, it feels so good," Mommy cried out, as she slid the dildo in further, pressing down hard even when I knew she didn't have anymore space left for it to go. "Mike's fat cock is rubbing my g-spot... nn... ohh, baby boy, he's so much better than you..."

She pulled herself up slowly, rocking her hips as the dildo noisily slurped in and out of her eager pussy. Real jealousy surged through me, hearing her calling out another man's name, but I knew that was the point. I was just a few feet away from Alison as she pleasured herself, but I was unable to touch her, forced to watch her imagine fucking one of her work-friends. My hands twitched on top of my head, mouth-watering, wanting so badly to join her, to be part of her erotic experience that so clearly didn't need me at all...

"Mommy," I said, in a pleading voice. "Can, can I touch your boobies a little bit?"

"Shhh, keep your hands to yourself," Alison replied, already starting to pant. "Don't interrupt Mommy's playtime."

The rejection sent a jolt of arousal straight to my groin. I couldn't help rocking my hips, whimpering pathetically as I tried to force my erection to grind harder against the inner lining of the diaper. Alison reached down between her legs, watching my expression carefully - but I wasn't sure if it was to ensure I was still enjoying myself, or to rub in how worthless my manhood was to her.

"Fuck, y-yes," Alison huffed, closing her eyes as she began rubbing her clit, bouncing more eagerly on the dildo. "Nnn, Miiiike, stuff my slutty cunt, oh fuck, GOD, I want to have your babies, fill me up, cum inside me, m-make me yours!"

It was such sweet torment watching Alison play with herself like this. I cringed at her words, my pride wounded, but each barb was like an aphrodisiac as well. I writhed and squirmed, the noisy rustling of my diaper every time I moved a constant reminder of my status. I was the helpless, impotent baby - it was the job of a real man to make a baby with my Mommy.

Even in the heat of her passion, Alison kept glancing at me - although it was obvious she was having trouble focusing as she got closer to climax. It felt like she was checking on me, making sure it was okay. I didn't know if it was okay... even if was like torture right now, I didn't want the scene to stop. I didn't want to have the power to stop it, even. I wanted to be Mommy's helpless toy, having no say in who she fucked, watching from the sidelines as I uselessly humped my diapers...

"Nnn... ohh... oh, Mike," Mommy moaned softly, finally breaking eye contact with me, giving herself over to the pleasure. "Yesss... sp-sp-spunk in me... nnn.... satisfy me like Noah's teeny weeny c-can't... Gnn..."

Mommy's voice shook, her riding slowing down until she'd almost completely stopped. I watched her huff and grunt as she continuously rolled her hips back and forth, working the dildo over a certain spot inside of herself. The only thing moving quickly was her hand, her fingers frantically teasing what I knew must a very excited clitoris, little wet noises coming from between her legs as she pushed herself towards climax. She'd been putting on a show for me before, but I could tell this wasn't for my benefit at all - Mommy was going to make herself cum, inches away, while I sat with my erection straining against the diaper she'd put me in.

"Mmf! Oh! Baby, oh! Nnn!"

Alison's eyes and mouth flew open as if overwhelmed by the intensity of her orgasm. Her beautiful brown eyes rolled back in her head as she pressed herself forward, hard, in a move I knew was pushing the toy right against her g-spot. I watched the base of the silicone dildo begin to twitch, as if it really was pumping a load of cum into my Mommy's fertile womb - in fact, the spasms of her pussy were gripping and seizing it, clenching all around it in bliss as the fat rod of rubber refused to be compressed.

Still rubbing herself, Alison's hips rolled lazily, slower, and slower... until they stopped. She sighed happily, pulling her sticky hand from between her legs. Her front half sagged, while she kept her pelvis lifted, awkwardly perched on the cock halfway inside of her.

"Nmmm.... Oh, wow," she panted, laughing. "That was good..."

"I'm glad you liked it, Mommy..."

Her non-sticky hand moved towards my head, and I hesitantly lifted my own hands, unsure if this was a test of obedience. Apparently not - Alison took my hand in hers, giving it a reassuring squeeze as she looked at me dreamily.

"Okay. Time out on the Mommy stuff, alright?" she said. "Are you okay? I... didn't mean to go quite so hard on you... I just got really into it."

I blushed, turning my head away. I didn't think I could look Alison in the eye and admit just how turned on I had been the whole time.

"...yeah, I did too," I finally admitted. "I'm pretty embarrassed. It was like some kind of crazy fantasy, when you made me wet myself so you could put me in diapers."

Alison chuckled, lifting her hips to slide herself off of the sex toy, putting it on the bedside table for now. I swallowed again, looking it over, the glistening juices reminding me of where it had been - and where my own cock had not.

"And the cuckold stuff?" Alison asked, hopefully. "How was that?"

"Um. Well. I didn't expect to enjoy it as much as I did," I said, shyly. "But it was really sexy... and it made the role... like, being your baby... feel more real. It sucked not getting to touch you, but it really really reallllyy turned me on not being allowed to do anything."

"Aw, that's good to hear," Alison chuckled. "I was trying to make sure you were liking it. But it seemed like at least part of you was, huh, little guy?"

I wasn't sure if that last phrase was directed towards me or my package -  Alison had reached over and started squeezing and rubbing at my acutely stiff cock through the diaper, the slippery precum inside of it making it rub pleasantly against my head. I whimpered, pushing my hardness against her through the padding, rolling my hips a few times, getting as much stimulation as I could before Alison removed her hand again.

When she did, I whined in frustration, giving her a big-eyed, pleading look.

"Mommy... I didn't get to cum..."

"Not tonight, baby boy," she replied, pushing me backwards onto the bed. "You're being punished, remember? So let's just go straight to bed."

Knowing my protest would fall on deaf ears, I kept silent, but let myself pout in case that would inspire some kind of pity in my Mommy. As hot and heavy as our relationship was, she really did bring out the child in me...

With her dildo cleaned and put away, Alison pulled back the covers and climbed into bed with me. Laying on my side facing away from her, I expected her to demand I turn around and cuddle her.

Instead, my Mommy slipped her arms around my waist, her legs tucked up behind my bottom, her chin nuzzling the top of my head. I felt my lip tremble as she held me so close, kissing the top of my head affectionately. I'd always focused on the sexy aspects of being an ABDL - but now there was a real part of myself that loved being her little boy, and being spooned from behind made me feel really small and safe.

"Good night, baby," Mommy murmured into my ear. "Sweet dreams..."

She fell asleep a few moments later, still holding me. I lay awake for what felt like an hour, willing myself to remember this feeling with as much detail as possible. Eventually my eyes began to droop - and soon, I joined Mommy in dreamland, feeling warm and at peace.




Chapter 7

I woke up with a half-erection and the feeling of needing to use the restroom once again - probably a delayed diuretic impact of all that soda. Groggily, I opened one eye a crack. I felt like I hadn't been asleep very long, and he lack of light coming in through Alison's blinds confirmed that.

One of Alison's arms was still draped loosely over me - I blushed, sliding my hand down to gently stroke her hand.

"Mommy," I said, as softly as I could, not wanting to wake her. "...Thank you..."

I thought about trying to go back to sleep, but my bladder complained loudly. Sighing, I rolled over onto my back, preparing to get up and use the restroom. My attention was quickly stolen by the diaper between my legs, though. As I rolled over, it gave me a better view of the crinkly bulge covering my crotch, the plastic rustling noisily, refusing to let me forget I was wearing it.

The thickness of it even pushed my legs apart slightly, I noticed with a small thrill. Ordinarily in this position I could easily have pointed my knees straight up. But the diaper encouraged them to lazily part, as if I was trying to show off my padding for everybody to see.

"Liddle babies don't care who sees their pampers," I muttered breathlessly - feeling my penis rouse further, blood rushing in equal amounts to my face and my crotch. "...And babies don't use the toilet..."

Red-faced, I looked over at the open bathroom door, contemplating getting up and waddling into it. Was I supposed to actually wet the diaper? Or would that be 'too far'? Based on last night it didn't seem like Alison would mind, but I felt butterflies in my stomach just thinking about actually doing it. I could wait until I was desperate again, or I could accidentally-on-purpose wake Mommy up (and perhaps then she'd spank me again? Win-win?)

But right now I was trying to decide whether to use my diaper when the toilet was mere feet away. Wetting now would be nobody's fault - nobody's choice - but my own. I idly reached down and began massaging my semi-swollen length through the padded crotch, turning the thought over in my head.

Peeing into my pants felt naughty, like being a bad little boy who disobeys Mommy and refuses to use the potty when he should. Wetting a diaper felt... the opposite. It wasn't rebellion, it was giving in, I mused as I felt my breath catching in my throat, hips rocking to meet the motion of my hand as I gently masturbated myself. If I used the diaper, I'd feel like the helpless baby Alison accused me of being, choosing to soak my pampers instead of getting up to use the potty - because being soaked with urine was what the diaper was made for.

By the time I'd decided I was going to do it, I'd worked myself up so much that I was rock hard. Reluctantly I pulled my hand away from my crotch, looking down at myself and the tented front of my adult pampers.

I needed to relax, I reminded myself. If I was fully erect there was no way I'd be able to empty my bladder. Closing my eyes, I tried to will my cock to go down. It was hard, though - every few seconds I'd think about why I was trying to lose my erection, and then it would swell up again. Why did being an emasculated adult toddler have to be so sexy??

After a few minutes of deep breathing and looking for patterns in Alison's ceiling paint, I was soft enough to try wetting. I had to be careful not to think too hard about what I was doing and wearing, or else... yeah. Breathing in and out firmly through my nose, I tried to relax and break the seal so the urine would... evacuate my body. Huff. Trying to think about wetting my diaper in the least horny language possible was difficult.

"Come onn," I hissed to myself, my fingers pressing inwards a few inches below my belly button. "Let go..."

I grunted, pushing and biting my lip, wriggling slightly from side to side to try and coax my bladder to empty itself. The frustration of not being able to wet was at least helping me stay less aroused. But I was beginning to feel like I might have to give up and just go to the toilet after all.

Squeezing my hands into fists, I tensed my muscles and began pushing, gritting my teeth with mild exertion, trying to force the floodgates to open. At first, I felt my bladder's inner sphincter resist, quivering more and more the harder I pushed. The tiniest dribble of urine possible managed to eke its way out of the tip of my cock, quickly being lost in the mass of padding between my thighs. Annoyed, I relaxed my muscles once more...

Wait. There was a point just then, in between pushing and squeezing, where it felt like my urethra was open and I swore I could feel the urine starting to run through it. I experimented, starting out clenching as if I was trying to keep everything inside, slowly forcing those muscles to relax, easing into pushing as if I was trying to use the toilet as quickly as possible. My eyes lit up like a kid on Christmas morning as I realized I'd discovered that place again, my muscles twitching as I unnaturally held them open.

I felt liquid dribbling out of the end of my penis, right into the diaper. At first the dampness was hardly noticeable, but as I slowly wet I could feel more warmth and wetness against my shaft, the padding soaking up what it could. With a flushed smile, I arched my back slightly to guide the pee downwards, the saturated inner layer of the diaper swelling, liquid spreading out towards my bottom.

Keeping the seal of my bladder open as I lay there wasn't easy to maintain. I trembled with the effort of resisting my body's urges to force the urine out or squeeze shut, preventing it leaving. Ironically, keeping that muscle relaxed made the rest of me very tense. But I was doing it. I was wetting my pampers.

"Like a real baby," I muttered, my cheeks rosy as I imagined Alison cooing and praising me for using my diapers. "Mommy's baby boy..."

In a matter of minutes I had finished wetting, enjoying the unique sensation of a sodden diaper against my bottom and crotch. Unlike wetting my pants, the diaper trapped the heat of my urine, feeling like a comfortingly-soggy hug between my thighs. The fluff inside of it had bulked up, becoming squishy and slightly malleable. I experimentally pressed it against my groin with one hand, whimpering quietly at the feeling. The soaked heat against my cock made it stir again - but this time, I didn't object.

Not wanting to disturb Alison, I started exploring how it felt to masturbate using the diaper. Using my hands on the outer plastic, I formed the inside into a kind of 'channel' for my erection to slide between. Then I squeezed it around my manhood, feeling dribbles of warm urine running back down over my skin to my balls.

Lost in the bliss of wearing and wetting an adult diaper for the first time, I started rubbing the soggy padding against myself. It felt like heaven - every inch of the underside my cock was nestled against soaking wet softness, the sensation of my hands muffled through the diaper. It could have been anybody touching me...

"Mommmy..." I whined softly, pushing my hips to meet my own movements.

"Nmmm?"

I froze, unsure of what to do. Alison had made a noise - how awake was she..?

"What is it, baby?" Alison said, with a yawn punctuating her sentence. "Mommy's trying to... oh... what are you doing, little one?"

"Um, uh, I was just-"

"Was somebody trying to make stickies without permission?"

The playful tone of disapproval made me twitch inside the sodden diaper. I nodded, flustered but aroused, lifting my hands away from the crotch of the diaper.

"Sorry, Mommy. I... I made potty in it," I explained, looking over shyly as Alison rolled further over to get a better look. "And then, um... my thingy got really hard, and the wet diapee felt so nice... Nmm!"

As I spoke, Mommy had placed her hand on the outside of the diaper and squeezed firmly, imitating what I had been doing but somehow so much better. Temporarily left speechless, I moaned out loud, my hips moving without any input from myself while Alison rubbed the squishy padding against my cock.

"Well, Mommy will have to punish you later for not asking," Alison said, as she manipulated the noisily-rustling padding, jerking me off as I huffed and curled my toes. "But you're a very good little boy for using your diapers like you're supposed to. Mommy thinks you deserve a reward."

I could only nod, unable to catch my breath as one of my tamer fantasies came to life. A beautiful, sexy woman was rubbing my hard-on through a diaper, a diaper I'd soaked with my own piss just minutes earlier. Like a helplessly horny pubescent, I rocked my hips needily in time with Alison's movements, the symphony of crinkling reminding me of exactly what I was wearing and what was happening.

"Ohhh Mommy... Mommmmyy..."

"It feels good, doesn't it, baby?" Alison cooed, her voice level and even in contrast with my own panting and huffing. "Tell Mommy how nice it feels to grind your baby peepee against your thick, soggy diaper."

"It feels amazing," I admitted, through gasps, feeling the muscles in my groin tightening as my shaft rolled back and forth across the sodden diaper lining. "It's super tingly on my peepee..."

My erection practically drooled precum, a reminder of how worked up I'd been earlier that night. My fingers curled, holding on tight to the sheets, feeling out of control of myself as I bucked and humped mindlessly at my diaper. All the while Alison cooed and stroked, praising me, telling me what a good, desperate baby boy I was, how little boys only got to cum when their Mommies let them...

"Where do big boys make stickies?" She asked, suddenly.

"In... in girl's peepees?"

"That's right, clever baby," Mommy replied smugly, kissing the top of my forehead. "And where do babies do it?"

Whining with humiliation and lust, I took a moment to collect myself before responding:

"Inside their... in their pampers, Mommy," I moaned, feeling my balls tingling, knowing I was close. "M-mommy, I'm gonna... Can I make stickies? P'ease?"

"Oh, good boy for asking. Okay sweetie, show Mommy how much you love your diapees!"

As she finished speaking, Alison began to frantically jerk the diaper up and down against my cock, the crinkling overwhelming any other sounds in the room. I gasped, arching my back with my eyes wide, mouth open in a silent 'o' of bliss. Imagining neighbors hearing, knowing what I was doing, how I was Mommy's naughty, soggy little boy, about to squirt into my diapers because they felt so good, so nice on my baby cock, and little boys only got to make stickies inside their...

"Ohh! Nn! Hmmnn!"

My eyes rolled back into my head as I unloaded what felt like a cannon-full of cum into the diaper, balls throbbing as I unloaded into it. I half-expected Alison to pull her hand away, but instead she kept sliding the diaper back and forth, providing the stimulation of squishy heat all around my cock as it pulsed inside the diaper. Whimpering, I twitched as I squirted over, and over, until I was spent, sagging onto the bed, afterglow washing over me like a wave.

Mommy smiled at me lovingly, coaxing out those last few drops of semen into my padding with gentle movements. Now I was truly drained, she let go, moving her hand up to cuddle me securely. I nuzzled against it as she brushed my cheek, giving her a sheepish look of adoration.

"Th...thank you, Mommy," I managed, my chest still rising and falling rapidly. "Baby felt really good doing that."

"I could tell," she chuckled, hesitating before she spoke again. "...Noah... you know Mommy loves you, don't you?"

My heart skipped a beat. We'd never said those word to each other before... I hadn't been sure if it was 'too soon'. I could tell Alison was nervous, but she was trying to act like it was no big deal. She was so brave... I blinked, trying not to let the tears pricking at my eyes escape, overwhelmed with gratitude and love for the woman in bed next to me.

"I know, Mommy," I said softly, smiling as my heart happily thumped. "And I love you too. Lots and lots. For really real."

Relief passed across Alison's face, then joy. I felt her guiding my chin upwards, and I obeyed, happy to be manipulated by her. She kissed me, and I whimpered happily, knowing this was the start of a very special - if slightly unconventional - love story.




Chapter 8

Months later, Alison had to go out of town for the weekend. It was her brother's birthday - and we weren't sure we were ready yet for me to be introduced to her family.

At this point I was spending so much time at her place that it was genuinely jarring to sleep alone in my own studio apartment

Our relationship had developed beyond just kinky sex now. I still couldn't really believe it. There were certain kinds of fantasies that I'd had in the past, fantasies about being forced into diapers and spanked and having huffy, grindy, pampered sex. Those were the things I turned to whenever I masturbated, jerking my cock frantically until it spewed cum, then tidied up and went back to 'normal life'.

And those had always seemed unobtainable too, but I knew there was a slim chance I'd meet a girl who liked me enough to go through the motions with me. Until I met Alison, that was all I'd been able to hope for.

Then there were other fantasies. Not really sexual ones - the thoughts that waited until I was sleepy or run down or alone, and asked me how amazing it would feel to be held right now. To wear a diaper, to be changed like a little boy, to suck my thumb and cuddle a stuffed animal while nestled against a lover's chest. Things I knew I wanted and craved, but could never get too invested in - it was too dangerous. Real Mommies were as common as unicorns.

Apparently, Alison was a unicorn. It was actually her who was pushing our relationship in that direction more often than not. Not that I wasn't a totally willing participant - since I could remember, it had just been safer not to mention wanting a more exhaustive Mommy-little dynamic outside of the bedroom. Best to have people think it was just something that got me off.

Mommy knew it wasn't, somehow. Or she just wanted me as her baby boy. I didn't know which was better, or worse.

Nowadays, I had a pacifier, I had stuffed animals. There were Biznee cartoons favorited under Mommy's streaming accounts, just for me to watch while she took care of adult business in the evening. She even kept teasing me about buying me a bib and spoon-feeding me, something that made me so embarrassed I could barely splutter out a 'yes, please, Mommy' when it came up. Heck - I even had rules now. Just thinking about them made my chest puff up proudly, feeling the safety and warmth of being owned taking me over.

The rules were:

1. Baby's bedtime is 1am, no later.

2. No swearing.

3. No playing with yourself without permission.

Rule one wasn't too tricky - usually Alison would be there to insist I got into bed on time, usually after some naughty play time together. Rule two was more challenging. I didn't realize how many F-bombs and S-words I dropped until Alison started soaping my mouth out for every one. Even now just thinking those naughty words made my mouth taste sudsy and perfumed. I felt an odd kind of pride as I noticed how Alison had already made tangible changes in my behavior. I wondered if anybody else, at work or in my social life, had noticed my refusal to use curse words recently?

...Back to my new rules, it was rule number three that was proving most difficult to keep to tonight. When I was with Mommy, I could count on either being brought to orgasm, or actively tortured by her refusing it. With Alison not here to notice my erection, it was a lot harder to keep my hands off of it. I kept finding my hand wandering towards the bulge in my loungepants, starting to grasp to idly work my erection through my fly. Then I'd remember the rule, and pull my fingers away as if I'd been burnt, a sour frown on my face.

That was the situation that lazy, Saturday afternoon. I sat around feeling sorry for myself, browsing naughty websites as I idly sucked my pacifier. I was tickled by how casual and normal it felt to feel the piece of silicone sliding back and forth across my tongue. The motion was comforting, which made me feel little, which in turn felt comforting... And arousing, if the throbbing of my neglected cock was anything to go by.

Sighing, I slid my finger across the track pad to navigate to the search bar. I typed in a few keywords - 'diaper' 'cuckold' 'ABDL' - and waited for the videos to load up, hoping to see something new.

Alison and I had been looking at more and more porn together lately, especially cuckolding stuff. There really wasn't that much with ABDL themes, but the regular videos could be hot too. Especially when Mommy let me hump uselessly against her leg through my diaper, whispering in my ear about how this is how real men get to fuck women, patting my thickly padded ass and telling me I'm just a baby, too pathetic to ever blow my load outside of my pampers. Embarrassingly, I often found myself doing just that, screwing my eyes shut and whimpering as my cock twitched against the likely-sodden lining of my diaper.

My search didn't return much, but it looked like one of my favorite creators had uploaded something new. I clicked the thumbnail, biting softly at my pacifier as I started watching 'Diaper Cuck CUMS in PAMPERS while Wife Fucks BULL', my erection pulsing needily but going untouched.

In a few moments, I was watching a man perhaps a decade older than me being held down by a much younger, stronger-looking guy. You could hear the bull laughing, joking with someone off-camera - probably the cuckold's wife. The camera moved as he reluctantly lifted his bottom, letting his wife push a diaper underneath. With a minimum of protest, he was soon thickly-padded, his small penis hidden behind the layers of plastic and cotton.

The scene changed. Now the camera took in the whole room, showing the submissive man inside an oversized crib, mittens strapped to his hands. On the double bed nearby, the man and woman were kissing, groping and fondling one another. It was impossible to miss the pleading sounds of the cuckold, but the couple didn't seem to care. I huffed, rolling my hips up to grind against the empty air, fantasizing about feeling that frustration myself.

In no time at all, the woman had eagerly spread her legs for her young lover, giving the camera a view of her dripping pussy that was quickly obscured by the bull's ass. She let out a moan of animalistic lust as she was presumably penetrated, and the video carried on as you might expect. The bed shook and bounced as the wife was fucked, moaning how good it felt to be fucked by a real cock. I couldn't help imagining myself in the position of the diapered cuckold, humping his diapers pathetically outside of the intimate union.

As I watched the video play out, I whimpered, squeezing my thighs together, resisting the urge to masturbate. Hopefully this evening Mommy could call me - and she'd give me permission to rub one out, just for some relief. For now - I'd continue to torture myself, I supposed.

***

At around 10pm, Mommy responded to my pleading messages by way of a phone call. I'd been starting to doze on the couch when I heard my phone start to buzz. I was upright in seconds, excitedly pressing my cell to my ear as my thumb found the 'answer' button.

"Hi..." I said, shyly.

"Hi, baby boy," Alison replied, and I melted. "How are you doing?"

"Um... I'm okay," I mumbled. "I miss you, Mommy."

"I could tell," Mommy said, her voice warm and amused. "Somebody's a very needy little boy, aren't they?"

I nodded, even though I knew Alison couldn't see me. We fell into our roles of 'Mommy' and 'Baby' almost instantaneously in private now - she must have been alone, to be able to talk to me like this.

"Um... yeah," I said, slightly breathless. "Well. I miss Mommy lots and lots. Um... I also miss you rubbing on my peepee lots, too..."

She chuckled.

"Well, maybe if you're a very good boy for me, I'll let you make stickies tonight, even though I'm not there."

"Yeah!?"

"Maybe. First you have to do what Mommy tells you..."

Alison had a list of supplies, and after double-checking them all with her, I put the phone down and ran off to collect them. Most of what she wanted was inside of a duffle bag we kept for 'playtime' - some lube, a wand vibrator, a diaper, and... a small orange buttplug. I blushed as I pulled it out, feeling my rectal muscles flexing in memory.

Mommy had fingered my backside a lot over the last month. It had taken some time for her to work out where my prostate was, but once managed, I'd cum what felt like buckets, unable to speak as I felt myself gripping and spasming at her invading finger. Now every time I got a blowjob I could also expect to feel her slender digit sliding inside of me.

It was both a reward and a punishment - she enjoyed teasing me, reminding me of how much I liked her playing with that winking pink pucker, how even my asshole was her toy. In turn, I got to enjoy feeling my eyes rolling back in my head as I climaxed, my whole lower body shaking and pulsing with a bliss I'd never felt before Alison.

The plug was a more recent addition to bedroom play. Mommy had been very explicit in the fact she was training me, working me up to receive something much bigger. Presumably a dildo - or even the cock of some future lover. Both thoughts made me almost equally excited and afraid, but I knew if and when the time came, I wouldn't want to refuse.

Mommy also wanted me to use my pacifier - easy enough, since it was still resting on my end table - and set up our tripod. Mommy had purchased the camera stand a while ago, so she could record us having sex, or take pictures of her submissive baby boy. Now she instructed me to place the phone on the tripod, setting it up far enough away so she could see my whole body on it while she watched.

Even that emphasized the feeling of unequal power between the two of us, something that characterized most of our dynamic. While Alison was on face cam, nothing visible below her neck, I would be completely exposed on the screen, submitting to her judgmental gaze. Blushing, I also realized I would need to talk loudly for her to be able to hear me from so far away - usually I mumbled and whispered shyly, not wanting anybody to be able to hear me.

"Okay, sweetie," Alison said. "Put a towel down on the couch, and undress for me."

In a matter of minutes I was naked, my feet planted on the ground and my thighs gingerly spread. There was no hiding how my cock began to bounce and grow slowly in front of her, but Alison wasn't interested in that right now.

"Pacifier in, baby," she commanded. "That's my good baby. You have your diaper, don't you?"

I nodded, and Mommy ordered me to lift my legs, reaching down to spread apart my asscheeks with my left hand. On the tiny picture on my phone I could see myself, willingly parting my cheeks to expose the pucker between them. My face crimson red, I waited for Mommy's next order.

"Oh, that's my good little slut," Alison murmured. "Okay, now, show me your other hand. Can you get your fingers all slippery for Mommy?"

Still silenced by the pacifier, I suckled shyly as I briefly let go of my bottom, using my left hand to squeeze lubricant onto the other. I rubbed the slippery liquid over one finger, then another, assuming Mommy would want to see me stuffing my tight bottom with them in her stead. I glanced at Alison for confirmation as I returned to holding myself open, feeling humiliatingly exposed in front of the camera. She nodded - I slipped a finger down between my spread cheeks, swirling teasingly around my anus and waiting for the order to push inwards.

"Such an obedient baby boy. Does baby like playing with his tushy for Mommy?"

"Y-yesh, Mommy," I whimpered shyly.

"Speak up, little one."

"I, I like playing wiv my tushy, Mommy," I replied, louder this time, my voice becoming something of a lisp behind the pacifier.

"Awww... Mommy's fuck toy is so well-trained, isn't he?" Alison sneered, lovingly. "You know what to do now, Noah. Slip a finger inside for me."

I nodded obediently, seeing the wide-eyed expression of a submissive adult little boy in full color on my screen, right next to his dominating Mommy's grinning face. I pressed inwards, feeling my rectum naturally resisting at first. After a few moments, I was relaxed enough to slide right in, gasping around my binky as I felt the clenching, slippery warmth of my own asshole accept me inside of it.

"Good boy, good boy. In and out, remember. Don't let your muscles relax too much."

I groaned, but did as I was told. The slight discomfort of the finger working back and forth inside my rectum soon dissipated, giving way to a gentle, throbbing tingle as I curled my fingers up and towards my sensitive p-spot. Sloppy wet sounds came from my bottom as I fingered it, keeping myself perfectly displayed for Mommy, moaning and nodding as she told me what a naughty, slutty baby I was.

Soon enough, she demanded I add another finger, telling me to stretch myself out for the plug. It was a tight squeeze at first, but soon I was invading my own bottom with my digits quite easily, shoving them right in to the last knuckle - the only barrier being the rest of my hand. While I played with myself, my cock had risen all the way up, and now it throbbed and bounced in front of me, my hips pushing upwards as my fingers followed, pressing deep into my bottom and then sliding back out.

"Fuck... that's so hot," Alison grunted, her own expression flushed on-screen. "Okay. Grab the plug now. Just a little lube, I can see your slutty ass is sopping wet already."

I whined softly at that, but it was true. When I pressed the rounded plastic end of the plug against my lubricated hole, it only took a second before it was sliding inwards, stretching my ring around it with an uncomfortable burning sensation. A moment later, and I felt my bottom slurp the plug deep inside, my asshole clutching at the stem as the base prevented it from being lost inside of me. I started letting go of the sticky base, but Alison stopped me.

"Uh uh uh! Hold onto it," she ordered. "Now pull it back out..."

Confused at first, I struggled to get a good grip on the base of the plug, mindlessly obeying my Mommy's command. The squeaking sound of air escaping through the hole in my pacifier's shield increased in speed and volume as I pulled the plug backwards, feeling my rectum being stretched, my anus starting to slide open around the rounded sides of the toy. Watching Mommy's face for reassurance, I kept going - until I felt the toy get to its widest point, the tight ring of muscle holding onto it like a limpet.

I huffed through my nose, and tugged firmly, feeling it suddenly come loose. With the bulk of the plug outside of my rectum, the tapered end slid out easily, encouraged by the spasms of my well-stretched bottom.

"In again, baby," Mommy ordered. "Don't let it close up."

We'd never played with the plug like this before, but I didn't want to disobey her. Cringing slightly at the hot, stretching sensation, I pushed the plug firmly back inside. This time it took even less time for my ring to 'pop' down around the widest end of the toy, my ass hungrily dragging the toy into my guts.

Alison ordered me to pull it out again, and soon I had established a rhythm of pulling the plug right out, then forcing it back inside. Humiliatingly, I could feel my asshole starting to stretch, as the thickest part of the plug was continually holding open my formerly-puckered anus. My erection twitched, some precum running down from my tip as the stimulation continued - I whimpered, embarrassed but aroused by the fact that was happening without me even touching my cock.

"Oh, fuck, yes, keep going," Alison panted, her camera jiggling about slightly as she presumably touched herself with her free hand. "Fuck your ass for Mommy... Nmm... Imagine I'm wearing a strap-on, and it's just after a diaper change..."

The vision came to my mind all-too-easily, and I squeezed my eyes shut as I pictured it. I imagined Alison effortlessly lifting my ankles, lining up her lubricated silicone cock and pressing it into my prepared backdoor. I'd whimper as she penetrated me, not out of pain but out of embarrassment that I was so eager for this. If I gasped or cried out, Mommy would quickly force my pacifier into my mouth, grinning wickedly down at me as she claimed what was hers...

Without even being told to, I had started moving the plug more swiftly bag and forth, the bulk of it easily gliding in and out of my needy bottom, the end occasionally pressing against my throbbing prostate. I was drooling behind my pacifier, my hips bucking eagerly up towards nothing. I wondered if I could cum just like this...

"Nn... Stop for now, buddy," Alison finally ordered, and I reluctantly let go of the base of the plug - my bottom sucked it inside, leaving me with a pleasant and embarrassing feeling of fullness. "Do you think you can manage to put a diaper on without Mommy's help?"

"Yuh huh," I replied, my voice childish and breathy. "...Still with da-"

"With the plug inside, yes, that's right," Mommy confirmed. "If I ever let a real man make stickies inside you, you know I'll have to plug you up to keep it leaking out, so you should get used to it now."

I didn't say anything, unsure if Alison could tell how hot my cheeks were burning from that remark. Wiping the lube off on my thighs, I positioned myself so Alison could watch as I pulled the diaper snug and did it up. It wasn't as good as when Mommy put me in one, but it worked. And the fact I was too much of a baby to even put my own pampers on correctly was... arousing.

"Grab the vibrator, baby," Mommy ordered. "And use it on yourself through the diaper."

Hands shaking already, I obeyed. I couldn't hold back the low groan of pure arousal as I felt the toy buzz to life, transmitting blissful vibrations straight to my eager prick through layers of padding. I'm sure I looked as desperate as I sounded, wantonly grinding and thrusting against the strong stimulation.

"There's Mommy's baby boy," Alison cooed. "Humping his pampers for Mommy. Making them all sticky before he makes them all wet with his pee."

I could only nod in agreement, feeling my rectum clench around the plug inside of it. The full feeling inside only grew as my muscles tightened more and more, my body working itself up quickly to what I knew would be an explosive climax.

I could hear myself moaning and gasping behind the pacifier, louder than I ever thought I would. The shame of making such eager noises as I played with myself, alone in my apartment, only made my cock throb harder. I could tell that Alison was enjoying my humiliation too, eagerly watching as I ground the rubber head of the vibrator against my diapered crotch.

My hips rocked needily, but I barely even needed to move - the padding of the diaper diffused the vibrations, so they could be felt all up and down my erection. If I'd stayed stock still, the same stimulation would have been applied, pushing me ceaselessly towards climax. Another fantasy flickered behind my eyes - me strapped down, unable to move or do anything as Mommy mercilessly pressed the wand against me through my pampers, forcing me to orgasm despite my whimpers and protests, wanting to climax in her mouth or pussy or even her hand. Anything but blowing yet another load into my baby diapers...

"Mommy! Mommy, I'm gonna-"

"Cum for Mommy, baby," Alison panted, presumably close herself. "Empty your pathetic balls where your c-cum belongs - in your diapers!"

I bit down hard on the pacifier to muffle myself as I moaned, shoving my hips hard upwards as I pressed the head of the vibrator down equally hard. My hardness throbbed and pulsed in time with my bottom's clenching and squeezing, the sensation of the plug against my prostate enhancing my climax ten-fold. Whimpering and grunting, I jiggled my hips, feeling the heat coating the lining of the diaper as I shot wad after wad into them. My orgasm seemed to go on forever, second after second of blissful ejaculation while my asshole gripped and tensed repetitively around the plug, as if trying to milk it.

Finally, I felt my penis softening and growing too sensitive to touch. I flicked the switch on the vibrator and tossed it aside, panting, completely worn out from my experience. On the screen, Alison smiled and praised me, her own breathing heavy - I assumed she had orgasmed, but I wasn't sure if I was allowed to ask...

"Feel better now, buddy?" she asked smugly, and I nodded dreamily. "Good boy. I'm very proud of you."

I managed a weak smile, reaching up to pull the pacifier out of my mouth, not caring about the string of drool that also came away along with it.

"Thank you, Mommy," I replied, still breathing heavily. "I love you."

"I love you too, buddy," she said. "Now, pull your bed out and get ready for sleep. I have something here for you..."

I sat up curiously, despite how heavy my body still felt. Alison reached down for something off-screen, and after a moment's effort, she held up  a colorful copy of Goldilocks and the Three Bears for me to see. I knew 'swooning' wasn't something men tended to do, but I certainly did it then, a shy smile creeping over my face as I saw my Mommy's proud expression blossom into a smile of her own.

"You don't think I'd forget my baby boy's bedtime story, do you?" Mommy asked - and I shook my head, falling in love with her all over again.




Chapter 9

It was early Autumn now, and I was officially moved in with Alison. We were 'official' in every other way as well - announcing we were a couple to facebook, our families and our friends at roughly the same time.

There were other kinds of social media profiles too, of course. Alison had had a presence on 'KinkLife' long before she'd met me - but now under 'Mommy to:', my username was listed. Just seeing that made me break out into a grin whenever I logged on or opened the app.

And I'd been seeing it a lot lately. After a lot of discussion, Mommy and I had agreed it would be okay for her to look for a bull in real life. We were taking things slow, but Alison quickly got a lot of attention. It made me feel a lot of things - jealousy, arousal, vulnerable, helpless... All in a nice way, though.

Today was a day off for both of us, so Mommy had gotten me padded up and sat me on the floor, while she lounged on the couch, using her phone to talk to other men. As I was idly rolling a toy truck around on the floor, I could hear her chuckling softly at something.

"Wha's dat, Mommy?" I lisped behind my pacifier, my head perking up curiously. "Who ya talkin' to?"

"Oh, just one of Mommy's friends, baby," Alison replied dismissively. "Mommy thinks he's very good looking. What do you think?"

She turned the phone towards me, showing me a tall, clean-shaven guy with his shirt off. I felt my cheeks growing pink as I looked over his physique, his muscles firm beneath his skin. My body was certainly a lot more... doughy... than his. And his skin was tanned, so he probably spent more time outside than I did. I swallowed, immediately feeling inadequate - the confident grin on his chiseled face proudly broadcast the fact this guy knew he was a superior specimen.

"Um... he is," I agreed quietly, feeling my insides squirming.

"Do you think he'd be a good boyfriend for Mommy?"

Oof. That comment made me genuinely wince, but at the same time it sent a surge of arousal straight to my crotch, my penis twitching against the inside of my soaked pampers. Alison knew just how to shame me in the ways I loved - putting me in my place with just an off-hand remark now and then.

"Well, well, I'M da boyfriend, Mommy," I insisted, pouting. "'Member? You don't need any other one..."

Alison actually laughed out loud at that, leaning down to reach my face. I obediently stuck my chin out, letting her plant a kiss on my cheek.

"You're just a little baby boy," Mommy said firmly, a condescending smile on her face. "Mommy needs a real man to take care of her..."

Oh heck. She was really getting me excited. I wondered if she could tell that I was getting hard through my pampers, as she gently stroked behind my ears. I could feel my face burning up against her hand, forcing myself to frown, wanting to hear more from her about what a baby I was.

"Noo, Mommy, I'm a big boy... I'm a grown man," I said, pulling out my pacifier so I could speak more clearly - it dangled from my shirt collar, attached by a clip Mommy had fastened to me earlier that day. "I can be an adult for Mommy."

"Oh, is that so? I don't think adults usually have one of these attached to their shirts," Alison replied, nudging my hanging pacifier with her finger.

"And they definitely don't wear big, thick diapers," she continued. "In fact, I bet if I checked right now, I'd find you completely soaked - am I right, little guy?"

Grumbling playfully, I moved to stand up, shuffling my knees apart so I was ready for her inspection. My heart jumped, remembering that first night she'd put me in diapers. This pose still had that feeling of vulnerability, even if my junk was covered by the diaper.

Alison put her hands between my thighs, and slowly guided it upwards. She came to the outer plastic of the diaper's groin very quickly, the sodden undergarment weighed down and pulled away from my crotch. I flushed, turning my head with a defiant pout as she slowly pushed it upwards, until the squishy material pressed against my groin. With a chuckle, Mommy rolled and pressed the soaked diaper against my groin, feeling my hardness and squeezing out little trickles of pee at the same time. I huffed softly, rocking back and forth on my heels to grind against her hand.

"I knew it," Mommy said smugly. "Big boys can keep their undies dry. Even little boys manage to go a while without soaking their pull-ups. But my widdle baby boy is gonna be in diapers forever, isn't he? Because you can't help emptying your bladder right into your pampers, and liking it, too... Look at you, my desperate little diaper humper. Grinding against your squishy, crinkly padding so needily, hm?"

That was true - as Mommy spoke, I'd been rocking my hips harder and harder, knowing the stimulation would probably leave at any moment. The truth was I loved to be humiliated by her. Our relationship was built on a foundation of my shame and neediness, and I loved and longed to be Mommy's whimpering, needy baby boy, grinding pathetically against my well-used diapers until I spurted inside of them.

"...And big boys aren't best friends with plush toys," Alison added, as she stopped touching me, my breath catching in my chest disappointedly. "Isn't that right, Cammy Carnosaurus?"

I pouted, bending down to grab the soft red dinosaur Mommy had bought for me. I would accept the criticism of my drenched padding, but dinosaurs were actually really cool and grown up. I squeezed Cammy to my chest, then made him shake his head at Mommy in disagreement.

"Dinosaurs are cool," I insisted, and Alison laughed affectionately.

"I guess they are..."

I started to nod, but Mommy interrupted me:

"...If you're a baby, that is."

"Mommmyy!"

"I'm just kidding, buddy," she said, reaching up to ruffle my hair. "How about you go back to playing with your toys now, hm?"

Somewhat reluctantly, I turned around and sunk down to the floor, pressing my back against the couch for support. Inside I felt infantile, humiliated... and very loved. It was an odd feeling knowing Alison was going off and talking to strange men without me, but that knowledge also made me feel small and pathetic in the ways I really liked. I pushed my pacifier back into my mouth, reminding myself of my place as Mommy's submissive adult baby, and began carefully stacking wooden blocks.

Going into littlespace was almost therapeutic sometimes. It definitely helped me feel calmer. I didn't need to worry about being cool or impressing anybody - I was just a little baby, playing with my toys, while the grown-ups did other grown-up things...

"Excuse me, baby," Alison said abruptly after a while. "Mommy needs to go to the restroom. Be good while I'm gone, okay?"

I gently hugged her leg as she left, embarrassed by how genuinely anxious her leaving the room made me feel. A few moments later, I heard the bathroom door close, and I started to count down how long I expected Mommy to take in the restroom.

The walls were thin, so if you strained to listen, you might be able to hear someone using the toilet even from the living room. I didn't want to be rude, so I wasn't trying to listen to Mommy at first. But it was impossible not to sit up and pay attention when I heard an audible moan from the other room.

"Ohhh... Zach," Mommy cried out, not even making an attempt to keep quiet. "Oh god that's filthy... you'd fuck me right there, while he watches?"

I realized with a blush that she must have been on the phone with one of her 'friends', perhaps even that guy she'd been talking to earlier. I knew she sometimes had phone sex with other guys now, but I'd never actually been able to hear it.

"Yes... I want to feel your big bull cock inside of me," Mommy begged - I could hear more clearly now, my ear pressed up against the wall as my brow furrowed with uncertainty. "I want your fertile spunk running down my leg... Ohhh fuck... rut me, Zach..."

She must have leaned away from the door because it was suddenly much harder to hear what she was saying. I could hear her exclamations and moans just fine, though - and a few minutes later I heard her cry out again:

"Oh fuck! Zach! ZACH! I'm cumming, I'm cumming all over your big, f-f-fat COCK! NNN!"

Blood rushed to my face and crotch at the same time, my eyes wide with embarrassment as my erection surged back to life. Mommy was loudly, enthusiastically orgasming while talking to another man, a man she was imagining filling and fucking her pussy like I never could. While I played with my toys, my erection squishing against the inside of my diaper, not allowed to touch myself... Alison was climaxing down the phone to a stranger.

I was aroused... but also, hearing that made things so much more real. Underneath the excitement of living out a truly kinky scenario I could feel fear, anxiety twisting in my stomach as it told me I was actually about to be replaced. I sunk back to the floor on my soggy bottom, frowning as I idly pushed the tower of blocks over, letting myself think about what I had just heard.

I didn't usually let my jealousy get in the way of my relationship with Alison, but... right now, I was really worrying about her actually leaving me. Was that talk about how inferior I was just talk - or was it more serious? I felt incredibly lucky to be with her. Maybe that luck was about to run out...

Filtered through littlespace, my fears felt even more tangible. Mommy was gonna stop loving me. Mommy was gonna leave me. I sniffled, hugging Cammy Carnosaurus tightly to my chest, tears pricking my eyes as I thought about how that was likely to be the only thing I had left of Alison soon enough...

***

"Whoo... Mommy's back, baby boy," Alison said brightly, as she came back into the room a moment later - I glanced over, trying to smile, seeing the glow in her cheeks that reminded me of what she'd been doing. "...You okay, bud?"

I squeezed my plushie tighter, looking down and away shyly as I nodded. Alison was silent for a moment - then I heard her get up off of the couch, and kneel down next to me. I didn't look at her the whole time, my lip wobbling, knowing she could probably tell I was upset and feeling guilty for being such a snivelling crybaby.

"Noah... did you hear Mommy talking to her new friend?"

I whimpered and nodded again, rocking slightly as I squeezed Cammy for comfort. Mommy put her palm on my back, gently rubbing between my shoulder blades. I huffed, resisting at first, but when she pulled me close to her to cuddle I found myself nuzzling into her chest, whimpering quietly as she pet my head.

"I thought maybe you might have done. Mommy thought you might be listening, but I assumed you'd be excited by it," she admitted, regret tinging her voice. "I didn't want to upset you, kiddo. We can go back to taking things slow again, just focus on you and me."

Frowning, I quietly thought it over as Alison stroked and petted my hair, her consistent heartbeat echoing in my head as I rested against her bust. It felt nice to hear Alison suggest going back to just the two of us, but I knew that wouldn't solve the problem of me feeling jealous.

"...S'not that, Mommy," I finally said, my voice soft. "I'm just scared."

"Scared of what?"

"...You're gonna stop lovin' me..."

"Aw! Baby, don't be silly," Alison chuckled, squeezing me gently. "I'll never ever stop loving you. You're my special little guy."

"But, but, you might wanna have a boyfriend, 'stead of a baby," I replied, ignoring the wetness I could feel on my cheeks and how my nose had started to feel stuffy. "And then you'll go away and say byebye and, and..."

"Noah, listen to me," Mommy said firmly. "I am so happy I get to explore my fetish with you. And I love that it makes you excited too. But everything I say in the bedroom is just because, well... it's sexy! I'm incredibly happy with my relationship with you. I wouldn't trade it for anything in the world. You're my partner, and my best friend. I love that I can share anything I want with you."

"Even tho' I wear diapers and, and, I'm a baby a lot?" I sniffled, face red from emotion and embarrassment. "That's okay?"

"That just makes you even more special to me, buddy," Alison affirmed. "I never want to cross a line or damage our relationship. I love being your girlfriend... and your Mommy, too."

I looked at her hopefully, and Alison gently guided my face towards hers in a tender, reassuring kiss. I felt butterflies in my stomach as she slid her tongue between my lips, taking control and moaning into my mouth. I closed my eyes, submitting to her kiss and her hands groping my padded backside, before she slowly pulled back.

"...Okay, Mommy. Love you," I mumbled, shyly half-smiling.

"I love you too, little guy," Alison replied. "And I always will, I promise."




Chapter 10

It was nice to have Alison's undivided attention for a while. She held me close and I closed my eyes, feeling completely content to be her baby boy. Once again I was reminded of what a lucky guy I really was.

"Feeling better now, honey?"

"Um... yeah," I replied, embarrassed about how emotional I'd been earlier. "Thank you, Mommy. You're the best."

"I'm glad to hear it. I never want to see my little guy upset," Alison said cheerfully, as she kissed my cheek. "Can you sit up so I can go to the kitchen? I have an idea of something nice I can do for you..."

Curious, I sat up. My diaper was starting to get cold from how long I'd been sitting in it, so I thought Mommy might be getting me a fresh one. But after a moment I heard the unmistakable hum of the microwave being turned on, something being warmed up inside of it.

I didn't have long to wonder what Alison was doing - a moment later, she walked back into the room, holding a bottle of milk I assumed she'd warmed up just for me. That was a surprise - but it wasn't that that made my eyes as wide as dinner plates as Alison stood in the doorway. It was the fact she was completely nude from the waist up! I felt my heart begin to race as my pupils fixated right on her chocolate-brown nipples, my mouth starting to water from the sight.

"I thought my little man might like some warm milk. Do you want to get on the couch and cuddle with me?"

I nodded so rapidly I thought my head might fall off, pushing myself to my feet eagerly. It took a little human tetris to get us both in the right position, but eventually I was laying in Alison's lap, my head and neck supported by her arm and a few throw pillows. My cheek brushed against Alison's bare chest, her right nipple tantalizingly close to my mouth. But that wasn't the nipple she was offering me right now...

"Open, baby boy," Alison ordered, and I did just that, feeling the silicone end of the bottle slip into my mouth. "Such a thirsty widdle guy, aren't you?"

The milk was warm and slightly sweet, but it was really the feelings of being held close while I nursed that made the experience special. I was keenly aware of my soaked diaper between my legs, and Mommy's hand was buried in the back of my hair, gently stroking and holding me close. I swore I could even feel my heartrate slowing down, I was so relaxed.

"That's right. You're just Mommy's little baby, aren't you? So tiny... Mommy loves you, kiddo..."

As I suckled milk from the bottle's nipple, Alison kept cooing soothing sweet nothings at me. I couldn't help slipping even deeper into littlespace. It was just me and Mommy together, in a little bubble. I liked my adult life, my job, and my friends - but for just a while, it was amazing to be able to completely relax in her arms. With a deep sigh, I felt my body relax, muscles I didn't even know I had been clenching losing their tension as I melted into bliss.

I'd been drinking for a while when I felt Mommy pulling the bottle's nipple out of my mouth. Instinctively, I suckled harder, trying to prevent it from leaving, and eliciting an amused giggle from Alison:

"Don't worry, baby, there's still plenty left... I just wanted to try something..."

Silent, I looked at her questioningly as she positioned the silicone nipple of the bottle over her own stiff, flesh and blood one. With one finger, she pressed the bottle's nipple down, and a stream of creamy white milk sprayed onto her exposed breast, standing out against her tanned skin.

"Oops! I only meant to dribble a lit-nnnn! Ohhh, good baby boy!"

As if on instinct, I moved forwards without even being invited, sliding my tongue out and running it over the top of her breast, licking the milk away. Alison gave an earnest moan of surprise when I ran my tongue over her breast again, this time sliding it over her nipple, letting it wrap around and caress that sensitive bundle of nerves.

"Dirty boy... Mommy was trying to help you feel like you were breast-feeding, and you start slathering at me like a puppy dog!" Mommy scolded me playfully. "I guess I'll have to show you how to latch on..."

I felt her fingers buried in my hair, pulling it tight, down near my scalp. Whimpering submissively, I kept my mouth open, my tongue sticking out just a little bit, as Alison again dribbled milk onto her breast. This time, however, she made sure to hit her nipple, drenching it in the thin white liquid. I stuck my tongue out a little further, but Alison's firm grip held me in place, beginning to guide me towards her creamy teat.

From the awkward angle, it was hard to see her expression and gauge her approval. Luckily, as I felt the erect nub in the center of her breast against my tongue, Mommy let out a soft, encouraging moan, and I felt her loosen the grip on my hair. I hungrily wrapped my lips around her nipple, and suckled down the milk that was there, greedily. Once it was gone, I continued suckling, working my lips to tease and excite Alison, who was giving soft moans and gyrating her hips below me.

"That's my good baby... s-s-sucking on Mommy's titties... nn... You can play with this one, too..."

She grabbed my hand, and pressed it against her other breast. My fingers eagerly spread out, trying to grab as much of her flesh as possible, my palm rolling from side to side, feeling her nipple pressed like a hard little stone against it. I felt my heart pounding, the taboo, kinky nature of what were doing somehow mixing perfectly with the scenario of me being Mommy's little baby boy.

I kept working her right nipple with my lips, suckling as much as I could of her areola into my mouth while my tongue harried and flicked against the nipple itself. I both heard and felt her breathing catching, getting heavier as she grew more aroused.

Relaxing my jaw, I pulled back slightly, tongue running lazily over her nipple. Despite her shaking hands, Alison lifted the bottle again, and dripped more milk onto her breast. This time she had gotten a technique down, using the slight downward slope of her flesh to ensure rivulets of milk ran straight downwards to her nipple. I hungrily opened my mouth, smacking my lips as I suckled down drop after drop of milk. When my eyes were closed, I felt like I was really breastfeeding, a thought that made my cock jump to life inside of my diaper.

We stayed like that for a while, both getting more and more excited by the situation. When the bottle ran out of milk, neither of us cared much - I tried to pull away to ask a question, but felt Mommy's hand firmly on the back of my neck. She wasn't usually so physical when it came to dominating me, but I felt an erotic charge go straight down to my crotch as my Mommy forced me to keep working her nipple with my tongue until she'd had her fill.

Only able to take so much foreplay, Alison abruptly pulled me away, pushing me down so my knees hit the carpeted floor. She grabbed me, with a hand around my neck, a thrill running through me - Mommy was like a wild animal in heat right then! She kissed me, teeth biting at my lower lip, tongue invading my mouth, then pulled away, panting.

"Mommy?" I squeaked, my eyes wide and vulnerable, unsure of what she wanted to happen next.

"Oh god, sweetie, that felt so good," she said, breathlessly. "Mommy really, really needs you to be a special little boy for me and help me to cum... Can you do that?"

I nodded, glancing down at where Alison was kneeling, her skirt covering her groin. She smiled gratefully and hiked it up - I gasped softly as I saw her glistening cunt coming into view, no underwear in the way of Mommy being serviced. With her legs spread and her skirt up, my face at groin level, it was clear exactly what she wanted. But just in case I didn't get the hint, she tangled her fingers in my hair once again, dragging me between her legs.

"I need you to give Mommy special kisses," she demanded, sliding down and spreading her legs further for better access - I drooled as heaven parted in front of me, looking exceptionally juicy and pink today. "Show me juuuust how much you love being my padded baby boy..."

I stuck my tongue out again, and slid it between her slippery folds, eliciting a moan of pleasure. Encouraged, I licked again, running my tongue sloppily against her inner labia, then again, firmer this time. Feeling her body tensing, I continued in that rhythm, teasing her with steady, repetitive movements to get started.

The hot, musky taste of her juices filled my nose and mouth, and I gratefully lapped them down, ending each long stroke of my tongue by firmly tracing the tip around Mommy's clit. Submissively, I sat on the floor the whole time, hands in my lap, not attempting to touch anything I wasn't ordered to. But Mommy kept her hand pressed on the back of my head, holding my face inches away from the heat of her groin. Occasionally I would pull away an inch, panting for breath - Alison would allow maybe a second of that, before she shoved my face back down.

"K-keep going, little guy," Alison huffed, her stilted hip movements making it harder and harder to lick the right spots. "Mommy can't wait to cum a-all over your... nn... slutty face..."

Trying a different tactic, I stuck my tongue out, forcing it to stiffen as much as possible. Now instead of long slurps between her folds, I pushed my tongue-tip right into them, guiding it upwards to where her clit stuck out like an excited prong. Instead of sliding over it gently, I pressed firmly, flicking at her tender nub and the area around it with frantic strokes. I heard her squeal, the roots of my hair aching as she heedlessly yanked on them. I didn't care, though - all I cared about was making Mommy feel good.

I kept going, breathing heavily through my nose, tongue hitting her most sensitive spot again and again. When I got tired, I'd latch onto it and suckle like I had done on her nipple - Alison let out a breathy screech, banging her free hand on the ground in a fist, her back arching to make her crotch meet my face.

"OhFUCK baby please keep going oh GOD yes lick Mommy's pussy lick it oh FUCK yes yes yes," she stammered, clearly overwhelmed by what she was feeling. "Oh, fuck, oh, shit, oh, you're such a good boy, oh, please be good, I, I-"

Hearing Mommy getting so wild made my chest puff up proudly, pleased at my own prowess. But instead of letting me keep working at that pace, Alison tensed her fingers - and pushed me right into her groin. I squeaked, instinctively fighting against her, but she ignored my protests, grinding her pussy against my face, covering it in sticky juices as she tried to find my mouth.

"T-tongue out!" she barked, and I obediently complied, trying to move it around in ways that complimented her movements. "FUCK yes! Eat my pussy, baby boy! Let Mommy hump your face like my good little fuck toy!"

There wasn't much I could do or say to stop that from happening - Alison had clamped both hands firmly down on top of my head, and was bucking again and again into my lips and tongue, her throbbing clit rubbing against anywhere she could reach as she used me to reach her own bliss. I tried to breathe through my nose whenever it wasn't smothered by her mound, hungrily licking and slurping at anything I could, wanting to please her so badly, even as she took her pleasure into her own hands.

"Soo... so close... baby.... Mommy's gonna c-cu...cum...!"

I felt nails digging into my scalp, and Alison shoved her crotch hard into my face at I felt completely powerless, totally owned by her, and it made me hard as a rock as I squeezed my eyes shut and tried to devote everything I had to my Mommy. As she froze, just on the edge of orgasm, my nose blocked and airflow cut off, I desperately rapped at her clitoris with my tongue, hitting it over and over and over, feeling her getting more and more tense, until suddenly:

"Ohh! FUCK! NNNN! Good SLUT! Goood baby boy! Ugghh!" Alison grunted as she climaxed, her hips bucking frantically against my face, hands holding me in place firmly as she writhed and humped away through her climax.

I kept licking, able to breath once more now she'd moved, my tongue pummeling her sensitive nub and everywhere around it as she rode through her orgasm. She moaned, clinging to my head, rolling her hips ever-more lazily as her peak began to ebb away. Still, I kept tasting her, enjoying the flavor of her juices at the moment of orgasm - until she let go of my head, sagging backwards onto the couch in a heap.

"Baby.... that was... amazing..." she managed, between deep, desperate breaths of post-climax afterglow.

"Y-yeah, Mommy?" I replied, my own breathing shallow. "Baby did a good job?"

"You did an amazing job, Noah," Mommy said shakily. "Phew... I can't remember the last time... I came like that."

She sat up, looking down at my flushed, sticky face with concern. I tried to give her a smile, showing how I felt, too exhausted to properly emote just then.

"Are you okay? I didn't... go too hard on you?"

"I'm fine, Mommy," I admitted, blushing. "It made me... really pokey..."

"Is that so?" Mommy chuckled, seeming relieved. "Well, let Mommy rest a little - and then we can clean off your face, and get you out of your soggy pampers."

"...And?"

"And maybe before we put you in a new one, Mommy will let you make some stickies today."

I grinned - I couldn't wait to feel Mommy's hands on my body again.




Chapter 11

"And you're sure you're okay with this, Noah?" Alison asked, with none of her usual dominance. "I want to make sure you're actually comfortable with this..."

"Babe, I'm fine," I replied. "I'm nervous, yeah - but I'm more excited, you know?"

Two months had passed since Alison had started messaging Zach. They'd both met in person, but nothing sexual had happened... yet. Today he was coming over, and I'd get to meet him too. And if everything went well...

"You remember how to use safe words, right? Say 'red' if anything goes too far..."

"Mommy, I will! I promise."

"Don't take an attitude with me, buster," Mommy shot back, smirking, happy to get back into our usual roles. "Just because we have company coming, it doesn't mean I won't spank you in front of him."

Butterflies flapped inside my chest and blood rushed to my crotch as I shook my head, blushing. I was already nervous enough about letting another man see me dressed like this. Alison had bought me an adult-sized babygrow with snaps at the crotch, and she'd dressed me in that especially for today. At least there were dinosaurs on it... But the dinosaurs were mostly wearing diapers, so that didn't make it much more 'grown-up'.

"You're definitely gonna be okay?" Alison asked, sounding nervous herself. That was something of a relief - it felt nice knowing I wasn't alone with my feelings. We were a team, exploring something new and exciting together.

I knew I would be fine - we'd talked about this a lot, and I felt secure in my relationship with Alison. The only thing I was worried about was interacting with Zach, and how far he'd want to push things with me. But apparently Mommy had already spoken to him, and I trusted her to keep things within my limits.

"Mommy, I promise," I repeated, reaching up to put my arms around and hug her. "I feel safe with you. I know you're going to push me... but I trust you not to cross my boundaries."

Alison sighed happily, snuggling me tightly and stroking my hair. I nuzzled against her chest. It was a sweet moment, holding each other like that, and part of me wanted it to last forever.

But more of me was excited to see what was going to happen tonight:

The electric doorbell buzzed, a harsh sound that made us both jump. I clung to Alison a moment longer, but then she brushed my hands away, and hurried off to answer it. My heart started to race as I imagined how my first meeting with Mommy's bull would go. I heard him laughing, heard Alison laughing back... heard them kiss... my flaccid cock started to stir to life, feeding on my feelings of humiliation as I knew another man was kissing my girlfriend and there was nothing I could do about it.

They came in together, Alison holding a bouquet of dark red flowers. I cringed, feeling inadequate already - I couldn't remember the last time I'd bought her flowers.

"Look what Zach got me, baby," Mommy cooed. "Zach, feel free to take a seat while I find a vase for these..."

"Alright, babe," Zach rumbled - I flushed, his deep voice going right through me. "I'll sit down with the tyke for a bit."

Zach took a seat on the couch, his thighs spread slightly, putting a hand on each knee. He offered me a grin, and I instantly broke eye contact, feeling incredibly shy all of a sudden. I wished I had my pacifier in my mouth - that would make it feel more natural that I hadn't said a word yet. Instead I just sat there on the floor, my fingers awkwardly tugging at the fibers of the carpet, the feeling of being so visible and dressed like I was making me feel dizzy with embarrassment and lust.

"Y'alright, bud?" Zach asked, and I nodded meekly, offering him a shy smile. The more muscular man smiled back, something like uncertainty playing on his own features.

"Alright, here we go," Mommy said as she walked back in, pushing aside some clutter to place her vase on top of a short bookshelf. "So, how are you two getting along?"

"Aw, I think the kiddo's feeling shy," Zach chuckled.

Proving his point, as Mommy got closer to me I slid my arms around her leg, hiding my face in her calf. She and Zach laughed, and I blushed harder, pressing my hot forehead right against the back of her leg.

"Oh, he is," Alison said, as she reached down to stroke my hair. "But I'm sure he's happy for Mommy, too. Isn't that right, baby?"

I nodded, still hiding my face.

"I wasn't sure I believed you at first," Zach said. "But wow... He really is just like a baby, huh? I can see his diapers from here."

I cringed, squeezing my thighs together, but knowing it was useless to try and hide. The white plastic stuck out of my onesie's legcuffs, and even the slightest movement made a noisy rustling sound that was impossible to ignore. Instead of helping me to hide, Mommy began detaching me from my leg, pulling me to my feet. Warmth bloomed through my face and neck as she held my hands up out of the way, letting Zach get a good look at my infantile attire. My legs started shaking, but I couldn't keep the smile off of my face - this was scary, and humiliating... but in the best way.

"Why don't you have a look," Mommy suggested. "You can check for me - see if he needs a change."

"Ah, uh... is that okay with-"

"It's not up to him," Mommy interrupted sternly, and the butterflies in my chest were back, as I nodded in agreement. I didn't want to be in charge, I wanted to be humiliated, on display, with nowhere to hide my shame.

"Oh, of course," Zach replied - lifting one of his big hands up. "Come here, baby."

I whimpered as Zach slid his hand between my thighs, palm upwards, pressing the soft inner-lining of the diaper against my semi-hard cock. He gave a snort of amusement as he rocked his hand gently, hearing the loud crinkling with every small motion.

Without waiting to be invited, he hooked a finger into the leg opening of my onesie, and then used that same digit to pull the elastic gathers of the diaper away from my bare skin. I whimpered, biting my lip and closing my eyes as he traced his finger lazily along the inside cuff, taking his time. My hands twitched, subconsciously wanting to reach down and push him away, but Mommy held my wrists up high and out of the way.

"Damp..." Zach said, as he pulled his finger out, wiping it on the bottom of my onesie. "...And it seems like he's enjoying 'Daddy's' attention already..."

I whimpered, looking down at the exaggerated bulge of my diaper, my erection now straining against its containment needily. Alison let my arms go and cuddled me from behind, kissing my cheek. There was still tension in the air, but now it was more of the erotic kind.

"Sit, baby," Mommy commanded, as she took her own seat on the couch, pulling me onto her lap. "Let's talk for a bit before Zach takes us to the bedroom..."

***

Once Zach had thoroughly checked me, confirming how thickly padded I was, some of my anxiety ebbed away. I think I was afraid of rejection - but the cruel grin on Zach's face as he patted and caressed the plastic of my diaper told me he wasn't repulsed by this in the slightest. Like Mommy, he seemed all-too-eager to debase me and put me in my place - a sexless, pamper-humping baby boy.

After a few minutes of small-talk, Mommy had slid me onto the floor to watch, attaching my pacifier to my shirt. I gave her a pleading, needy look, getting into my role as her cuckolded baby boyfriend.

"Shh, baby," Alison ordered, pushing the pacifier into my mouth. "Just suckle and watch, that's a good boy."

I really was powerless to do anything else. As if I wasn't even there, Zach's hands moved onto Mommy's body, one rubbing in a tentative circle around her breast. Mommy moaned, wantonly, and Zach grabbed her own hand, guiding it to his crotch. She started rubbing the bulge in his jeans, as he guided her face to his. I blushed, not used to seeing Mommy in a submissive position - it was definitely Zach who took the lead as they kissed.

"Mmmm," Mommy moaned into his mouth, his hand now up her shirt, feeling her breast under her bra. "Oh God..."

I sat impotently, my hands balled into fists as waves of different emotions hit me. Anger at seeing another man pawing at my woman. Fear at what he might do to me if I complained. Humiliation that Alison gave herself over to her Bull so easily.

And of course, the pay-off for that cocktail of shame and jealousy, an erection that throbbed aggressively inside of my diaper. My hand wandered down to my crotch, hoping I could stroke myself a few times through the outer padding. Just as my fingers brushed the front of my diaper, I caught Mommy giving me a sharp look, her eyebrows raised - even as Zach was working her stiffened nipple with his lips.

"No touching," she hissed, and my hands recoiled, a genuine whine of frustration escaping from behind my pacifier. "Good boy. Just watch Mommy."

After a few more minutes of heavy petting and making out, Zach stood up from the couch, pushing me out of the way. I squeaked, crawling off to the side so I could watch as he undid his jeans, pulling them down along with the boxers. My eyes widened at the sight of his dark, heavy shaft and balls, his thick black pubic hair like a landing strip running from his stomach down to his throbbing penis.

He was already enormous, so much bigger than me - and he wasn't even hard yet. I gulped, unable to look away as he guided Mommy's hand to his length, guiding her hand up and down to stroke him to full arousal. The expression on Mommy's face was a curious one, her nose wrinkled and her mouth hanging open, peering down at what she was stroking as if she'd never seen anything like it before. I gulped, realizing how much attention she was paying to Zach's body language and verbal commands - she was waiting for his orders, not taking control of the situation like she did with me.

"Fuck... that's amazing, babe," Zach grunted, his erection pulsing in her hand. "Open your mouth for me."

Mommy gave a half-smirk, before obediently opening her mouth, still holding the base of Zach's erection. I watched as if it was in slow motion, as Mommy ran her tongue around his bulbous, uncut head, moaning as she slid her lips around the end of his cock. He stroked her hair almost-lovingly, and then began guiding her face back and forth, slowly working his massive length back and forth across her tongue. It was almost too much, hearing those slurping, sucking noises, the 'mmm' sounds of satisfaction as my girlfriend pleased this strange man with her mouth... But I found myself shuffling closer, licking my lips, wishing to be involved somehow.

"Hey, piss-pants is getting into it," Zach sneered, as he glanced down at me. "You wanna play with Daddy too, pampers?"

I nodded, enraptured by what I was watching, my body trembling with lust. Zach grunted, rolling his eyes back in his head as he thought through what to do with me and endured the pleasure of Mommy's expert blowjob, her free hand between his legs and gently massaging his testicles now. I wondered if he'd want me to take over that job, or pleasuring Mommy - yes please! - but a moment later, Zach reached back and placed a hand on his bare buttock, his thick fingers pulling apart the cheeks to expose his taint and ass.

"Get licking, baby," he ordered. "Spit that pacifier out and slurp your Daddy's sweaty asshole."

Gulping, I did as he said, pushing the binky out so it dangled from my collar. I got up onto my knees, moving so my face was level with Zach's rump, my lips curled down in an anxious frown. I placed both hands on his upper thighs to steady myself, goosebumps already from the intimate contact with another man. I felt a wave of disgust, feeling absolutely no attraction to the beefy male ass inches away from my face... but paradoxically, my lack of interest made me more aroused. I wasn't just eating an ass because I wanted to - I was eating ass because Mommy and Daddy demanded it, because my participation in my girlfriend's sex life was limited to degrading myself like this.

"Get to it, slut," Zach growled, flexing his anal muscles, his opening winking at me.

I'd licked Mommy's ass a few times before, but it was a completely different experience doing it for Zach. As my face got closer, I swore I could see the heat and musk radiating off of it, my tongue extending gingerly the nearer it got. For a moment, I considered blanching and calling a safeword, not sure I could really go through with this. What if he wasn't... clean?

Pushing aside my trepidation, I moved forwards, sliding my tongue between his spread cheeks, right across his tight rosebud. Zach grunted in satisfaction, and I sighed in relief. His anus tasted of nothing but soap and sweat - I flushed slightly as I thought about that. Had he specifically cleaned himself back there for this reason?

"More," Zach barked, and it wasn't clear which one of us he was talking to.

Obediently I pushed my face deeper between Zach's cheeks, building drool up in my mouth to slather it around his pink pucker. I had to hold on to the front of his thighs as I worked, Mommy's attention to his erection making his hips roll and buck away from me.

Worshipfully, I twirled my tongue around his entrance, dragging it low, sliding up along his taint and brushing his balls. Zach grunted his approval, as Mommy and I devoted ourselves to his pleasure. My hips thrust uselessly up against nothing, my diapered bottom rustling while my mouth focused on a task far more important than getting me off. I pressed my tongue harder against Zach's anus, feeling his muscles tense, the ribbed texture of his closed opening standing out clearly against the other flesh surrounding it.

I felt his entrance starting to open, and I hesitantly pressed inwards, feeling his muscles open up for me. Repulsed but fascinated by what I was doing, I let the tip of my tongue breach his rectum for a few seconds, sliding it slowly back and forth, fucking it with my slobbery appendage. Zach grunted and tensed every time I did this, but he started pushing his ass back towards me, inviting more. I felt a strange kind of pride in that fact, knowing he must be enjoying what I was doing.

"Okay, s-stop," Zach huffed, and Alison and I both froze, our mouths still open. "I want to cum inside your pussy, babe. Let's go to the bedroom."

Mommy gave a loud slurping noise as she extracted Zach's throbbing hardness from her mouth, swallowing a mouthful of his precum and her own drool. I pulled away from Zach's rear, feeling myself being pulled to my feet. Nobody had addressed me, but I found myself being dragged off to the bedroom, the taste and scent of a more virile man's asshole on my lips.

My opinion on the proceedings didn't matter... and that was the most exciting thing of all.




Chapter 12

Inside the bedroom, Zach tore off Mommy's shorts, her voice taking on an excited, girlish quality I'd never heard from her before as she spread her legs happily for him. He dove in, eating her pussy hungrily, smacking his lips and forcing his tongue deep between her folds without asking for permission.

Mommy moaned and writhed on the bed, her toes curling with bliss as she panted, hands grasping at his shoulders. It was so obviously not done to control him - instead, she held on for dear life out of pleasure, her tongue nearly hanging out of her mouth as her eyes cast about, unfocused, for me.

"Oh, baby, he's eating Mommy's pussy so good," she gasped, her voice shaking with lust. "Nnn... do you like... watching Daddy make Mommy feel good?"

I nodded, dumbly, drool building up in my own mouth. Alison beckoned me closer, and I climbed onto the bed, taking her offered hand. She squeezed mine tightly, bringing me in, making me part of this moment whether I wanted to be or not. I just watched, Zach's mouth melded to Mommy's cunt as he stimulated every part of her he could reach with it. Her legs were straight, back arching up towards him, as he brought her closer and closer to an early climax.

I whimpered, curling my fingers around Alison's, worrying my lip with my teeth. My hips were rocking again, against nothing, my body desperate for release. Inside of my diaper, my own pathetic cock dribbled precum into the already-damp padding. It seemed there was no more powerful aphrodisiac than watching my girlfriend ignore me while another man pushed her to the brink of orgasm using his tongue.

Unexpectedly, Zach pulled his face from between Alison's legs, her free hand grabbing weakly at him in her own haze of lust. He looked over at me, smirking as his eyes flicked down to see my hips moving back and forth lazily. I felt another wave of shame at being seen like this - pathetically humping the air while my girlfriend had her pussy eaten by a man I'd just met that day.

"Aw, little guy wants to make stickies, huh?" Zach asked with a sneer - his breath was heavy, his lips glazed in my girlfriend's pussy juices, and he was completely unrepentant about it. "Here's a girlfriend for you, diaper boy. Make sure you keep your little prick in your pampers or we'll have to spank you."

Zach threw me a pillow, and I caught it unthinkingly. While what he'd said was embarrassing, I was deliriously horny, so I stuffed the pillow between my legs, mounting it and squeezing it between my thighs as I watched my girlfriend spread her own legs for a stranger. Her hand slid away from mine, embracing Zach as he positioned himself between her legs.

From this angle, I could see perfectly as his swollen dickhead pushed against her. He rolled his hips back and forth, dragging his dripping length between Alison's folds, coaxing a whimper of desperation from her.

"Ohh, fuck, please, Zach, fuck me," Alison begged, seeming to only have eyes for him right now. "Please... show me what it feels like to have a real man's cock inside of me..."

Her words stung, but it still thrilled me to watch in close-up as Zach's penis began to sink into her, knowing I wasn't even a contender in his eyes. As that fat bomb of a penis wedged its way into my girlfriend's feverish wet nook, Mommy's eyes grew incredibly wide, as if astonished that it was all going inside of her. Her knuckles were white, nails digging into Zach's flesh, body tense and shaking as she was stretched out by Zach's hardness.

"Nn! Fuck! Tight!" Was all the bull could manage, spitting through his teeth as he steadily plunged more and more of his manhood into her. "Take it, you slut!"

I was shocked to hear him talking to Mommy like that, but she just moaned dizzily, holding him closer. As more of his shaft disappeared inside of her, I stopped being able to see what was going on. Zach was now firmly on top of Alison, pinning her down into the mattress - the mattress I shared with her night after night.

He started fucking her slowly, drawing his hips back several inches, then plunging back in. I swallowed, watching the muscles of his buttocks rippling, feeling my own hips starting to move. Embarrassed but too turned on to stop myself, I gave in to my body's demands, balling up what I could of the pillow between my legs to create a firm surface to press against. Inside the slightly dampened diaper, my cock rubbed against the padding, precum reducing some of the friction but leaving me whining and desperate as I tried to create enough stimulation to really get off.

The bed was beginning to move, and I cringed while blood rushed to my cock at the juicy, wet sounds of another man's penis thrusting in and out of my girlfriend's pussy inches away from me. Both Alison and Zach looked completely absorbed in what they were doing, Zach glaring down at Mommy's beautiful face, Mommy herself looking up dreamily at him. I continued to rock against my diaper, leaking more and more pre into the padding, overwhelmed by how sexy this was.

"Oh, fuck, yes, so good," Alison sputtered, an earnest edge to her voice that made me unsure if everything she was saying was for the sake of kink or not. "You're so fucking big, Zach! Fuck me! Rut me like an animal... haahh... I'm sick of letting a shrimp-dicked infant hump away at me every night..."

"Yeah... you want a real man inside you," Zach agreed, their bodies moving in unison - he would push his hips forwards, and Mommy rolled hers up to meet him. "I bet that baby dick doesn't even hit your g-spot huh?"

"Nnnn... nooo... you make me feel like a real woman... Oh damn..." Mommy groaned, squeezing her eyes shut as Zach sped up, his groin smacking against hers, her hips shaking with pleasure and the force of the fucking she was getting. "Oh, baby boy, watch Mommy getting fucked... Do you see how you could never measure up to a big man like Zach?"

"He's... ff... he's humping his pillow... so desperate... p-pathetic," Zach snorted, "Don't worry buddy... ah... your new Daddy's gonna make sure Mommy gets fucked like this every. Time. I'm. Here."

Every one of those last few words was punctuated with a sharp thrust inwards, pushing Mommy's body forward and down into the mattress. She gasped and jerked at every motion, moaning, wrapping her legs and arms around Zach, fervently clinging to him as their sweaty bodies moved together towards a blissful lovers peak. One that the diaperboy grunting and making love to his pampers was not invited to join...

"Z-zach! I'm going to... I... oh fuuck, yes, there, keep hitting right THERE!" Alison ordered, some of her usual dominant attitude shining through.

Smirking confidently, Zach did as she said. His hips hunched back and forth almost mechanically, sending shockwaves through Mommy's body as she grit her teeth, muscles tensing more and more as she focused on the repetitive stimulation. I made urgent keening noises of my own, pleading with them to slow down, rubbing my cock so frantically against the inside of the diaper it was starting to chafe. But Alison was already at the very edge of climax, and when she finally jumped over the cliff it was obvious who she was thinking about:

"Oh! ZACH! Yes! I'm cumming! C-cumming around your fat Daddy cock!" she panted lewdly, her eyes rolling back into her head as her hips gyrated clumsily. "OhGODit'ssoogood!"

That breathless declaration set Zach off again, this time on a mission to reach his own climax. Alison squealed and shuddered, growing limper by the second, as he noisily and vigorously fucked her through her orgasm. I gulped as I felt the bed shaking beneath me, watching Zach's hips jackhammer back and forth, his lip curling in a snarl of pleasure. Using my girlfriend, I reminded myself, to get himself off...

He didn't say anything when he climaxed, just shoved his hips forwards hard, an intense look of concentration and bliss on his face, eyes closed. The primary indicator that something new was happening was Mommy's vocalizations. Instead of weak moans and gasps as she was ravaged, she made long, drawn out 'ohhhhh' noises, twitching occasionally as Zach presumably shot another load inside of her.

With his orgasm ending, Zach breathed out hard through his nose and began to push himself up, putting his hands on his hips and arching his back away, stretching his muscles. I couldn't resist taking a look between Mommy's legs - Zach's crotch was still melded with hers, his softening erection stuck like a cork inside of her. Without warning, he withdrew smoothly, a small flood of semen following as his cockhead left Alison's well-used hole. I blushed, watching it soak into the sheets beneath her as she lay, boneless and satiated.

"That was fuckin' amazing," Zach growled. "...I need to piss now, though. Is that door the bathroom?"

"It is..." Mommy replied, slowly turning to look at me. "...But why go all the way over there, when there's a perfectly good urinal right here?"

To emphasize what she was saying, Alison swatted my diaper. A deep blush crept up from my neck, as I shyly looked over at Zach, wondering if he would actually go through with it.

He seemed to be unsure, looking from me to Mommy quickly a few times before he spoke:

"I mean... I don't know," he said, giving me a long, questioning look. "I don't want to push things too far the first time... If not everybody is okay with it..."

Mommy nudged me, and I gulped, shaking like a leaf under Zach's dominant but caring gaze. He didn't want to do anything I didn't actually want to happen, and I had said I wasn't sure how far I wanted things to go this time. The idea that everything was out of my control and I had no say in things was sexy - but admitting I wanted something so embarrassing? That was really hard. And sexy too, because I was a weird little pervert.

"Uh, um... actually," I started. "I'd be... okay with that. I think I'd... I mean. That sounds pretty... hot."

"Wow. You're sure?"

As Zach spoke, I glanced between his legs at his hanging phallus, my girlfriend's fluids still leaving a slippery sheen all over it. I let myself imagine his golden piss soaking into my diaper, his scent lingering around my crotch for hours after he was done.

"...Please, sir," I mumbled, unable to meet Zach's eyes as he stared me down. "Help me wet my pampers. I would be privileged to feel a real man's piss against my pathetic baby cock. It would be an honor to be worthy of being a urinal for you."

Zach and Alison chuckled, but it seemed like I'd convinced him. I couldn't believe I was actually doing this, and I couldn't believe I'd actually asked for it.

Zach moved to stand behind me as I knelt at the edge of the bed. He grabbed my shoulder, as if trying to hold me in place - my heart fluttered again, and I felt totally owned and dominated, just the way I should be. Alison was wearing another naughty smirk as she watched my expression, our eyes meeting. In a perverse way it was almost romantic - I reached out gingerly, and she took my hand once again.

"Oh!" I gasped, as I felt the thick warmth of Zach's penis sliding down the back of my diaper. "...It's still slippery..."

The other man snorted, pausing like that, the heat of his flesh against my upper buttocks feeling somehow more humiliating than if he had been hard. He wasn't humping or grinding against me, his cock against my ass because he wanted to fuck me. My one and only job was as a receptacle for him to empty his bladder into and onto.

Muscles twitched against me, eliciting another gasp. I heard Zach's sigh a moment before I felt the first trickle of wetness against my skin, the first rivulet quickly joined by another, and another, as they rolled downwards, before being trapped in the seat of my diaper. I whimpered, eyes wide, hypersensitive to the feeling of the warm flow of liquid spilling down over my skin. The diaper absorbed Zach's piss, swelling against me, the warm wetness even making its way up to my groin from the volume of it.

Zach merely stood still, slowly draining his bladder as if he had all the time in the world. I closed my eyes, biting my lip, focusing on how it felt to be used like this. Just an object for Daddy to piss into and onto.

"Good boy," Alison cooed, still holding my hand. "Somebody knows his place. Does it feel good letting Daddy soak your padding for you?"

I nodded, red-faced and ashamed. Zach's river was finally slowing to a trickle. The diaper between my legs was now obscenely swollen with urine, much of it still sloshing around inside, not absorbed by the padding yet. I shivered at how different, and strong, Zach's scent was, marked by him like a dog as he finally finished peeing down the back of my pampers.

"Nice work, piss pants," he huffed, as he withdrew his cock.

"Th-thank you, Daddy-eek!"

Zach smacked my soaked backside through my diaper, driving my hips forwards. This whole time I'd stayed hard, but now my erection rolled forwards, pressed into the warm squishiness around it. Knowing I was humping a wet diaper was embarrassing and arousing enough - humping one another man had soaked for me was humiliatingly, toe-curlingly sexy.

I shivered, thinking about the fact that the heavy weight between my thighs was sodden with another man's urine, rolling my hips clumsily before stopping myself. Hopefully there would be time to cum later - but for now I relaxed. Embarrassed, shy... but loving my role as Mommy's diapered baby cuck.




Chapter 13

The three of us spent the next half hour in bed together. I was cuddled against Mommy's backside, while she and Zach talked happily, like old friends. I nuzzled lovingly against Alison's neck, occasionally pushing my soaked crotch against her bottom, but mostly just laying and listening.

Once things died down, Zach had requested we spend some time 'out of scene', so he and Mommy were talking about... pretty mundane stuff. I tuned out most of what was being said, but my ears perked when I heard Zach talking about the college degree he was pursuing right now:

"You went to Gunner Tech?" I asked. "I got in there, but I chose Wim Fed instead. It felt like they had a better computer science program."

"For a while, yeah," Zach replied, smiling. "I transferred to Murell last year, though. I want to be an architect and the professor there's worked on some amazing projects. You know the new library they're building near Blue Bell? Well, that's one of hers. The plans are inspired..."

We chatted back and forth for a while about Zach's hobbies, my job, his job, while Mommy was the one laying quietly, a smile on her face. It was really strange but once we got talking, it felt natural to open up to Zach and listen to him in return. He felt like a friend - albeit a friend who was laying buck naked in my bed after fucking my girlfriend. The whole thing felt remarkably normal. On some level it was a relief to know Zach was just a regular guy like me, outside of our bedroom roles.

"Well, I guess we ought to change the sheets," Zach muttered during a lull in conversation. "I don't want either of ya to have to lay in a puddle at bedtime..."

Somehow he managed to corral both Alison and I off of the bed, taking charge as he fetched fresh linen and peeled off the old stuff. There was another example of how it seemed like he'd be a positive influence on my relationship... Who had to sleep in the wet spot was often a topic of debate for Mommy and I - sometimes just because I wanted Alison to force my face into it and then tell me to sleep in my own mess. Zach was clearly more organized than either of us.

"So... I didn't go too far, did I?" Zach asked, as we each pulled one corner of the fitted sheet down and outwards. "With the nicknames and everything?"

"What? Oh... no, no way," I laughed, blushing. "...You can... go further next time, if you want."

"Damn right he can," Alison agreed, and Zach chuckled in response. "Baby boy had a great time, didn't you, sweetie?"

"So did I," Zach added, as I nodded enthusiastically. "I think you two are really special - I hope I can join you like this again soon."

With the sheets changed, we all returned to the bed. Mommy asked if Zach was planning to sleep in here tonight, and should she make me sleep on the couch. Zach's response was a definitive 'no' to that:

"You've taken a big step today. I think baby needs to sleep with you tonight, so you can both talk and reaffirm your relationship," he said. "I don't mind taking the couch this time - unless you want to send me home early?"

Mommy didn't want that, and soon we were back to snuggling. My heart thumped happily as I curled against Mommy's back. The consideration from Zach made me feel secure... The fact the whole discussion had happened over my head, like both 'adults' were talking and making decisions about a child... made me feel hopelessly submissive.

***

It wasn't long until we found ourselves back 'in character' once more. Zach had asked Mommy if she thought I'd climaxed, and instead of asking me, Alison rolled over and started groping my sodden diaper. I couldn't help moaning and rolling my hips, my erection quickly surging back to life.

"Aw, did baby not get to make stickies?" Mommy cooed, grinning. "Did humping your pampies not get you off, sweetie?"

"Nnn... N-no, Mommy..."

"I'm surprised he didn't get off just watching us fuck," Zach added, grinning naughtily as my face grew hotter. "...I guess maybe he's too little to actually shoot, huh?"

"Oh, he cums alright," Alison said, sitting up to get off of the bed. "Lay on the bed for a diaper change, Noah. I'm going to show Daddy a neat trick to making those naughty pokies go away."

Watching as Zach fucked my Mommy was one thing. Letting him piss into my underwear was another. But him changing my diaper felt intimate in an entirely different way - there were goosebumps all up and down my arms as I hesitantly slid down the bed into position. Both Mommy and Zach were standing now, looming over me. Mommy's hand reached out and grabbed my pacifier, pushing it into my mouth with a 'shush'ing motion.

Obediently I suckled, my breath catching as I felt Mommy start undoing my tapes.

There was an audible thump as the soaked front of my diaper hit the bed. Too embarrassed to watch, I put my hands over my face, peeking through my fingers as Zach and Alison got a good look at my throbbing manhood, soaked in Zach's piss and still leaking precum of its own.

"How do you even know if he's hard?" Zach asked loudly, making me squirm. "With such a tiny baby cock?"

"Well, the easiest way for me to tell is if he's not wetting himself," Mommy replied. "I usually just ignore his widdle stiffies, unless he hasn't been using his diaper for a while. Then Mommy has to help him make stickies, don't I, baby?"

I whimpered, arching my back up to meet the gentle jerking motion Alison made with her hand wrapped lightly around my cock. The stimulation ended much too soon, and I peeked from behind my fingers to watch her pulling on a pair of vinyl gloves. The sight of those and the bottle of lubricant made me swallow, hard, my suspicions about what Mommy was going to show Zach confirmed.

"Would you like gloves?" Alison asked, offering Zach the box. "I haven't cleaned him out today, but I know he made poopies this afternoon..."

"No thanks, if that's okay," Zach replied. "I prefer to feel everything with my bare skin. It's more intense for me that way."

Oh holy hell, Zach was going to be actually fingering me himself? I slid my hands down further, my wide, panicked eyes looking to Mommy for reassurance. She gave me a comforting smile, reaching down behind the bed to grab something that had fallen behind it. A moment later and I was squeezing Cammy against my chest, curling my fingers around his plush red tail as I looked down anxiously between my thighs. The sound of lubricant being squeezed onto Mommy's gloved fingers made me shudder, humiliation, fear, and pure lust warring together inside of me, my cock throbbing the whole time.

"He's used to Mommy playing with his ass," Alison explained, as one slender digit probed at my entrance. "I've been working him up to taking bigger things."

"Good idea. He'd be useless to fuck anybody with that little toothpick. Might as well get him ready to satisfy actual guys."

I could only moan behind my pacifier as Mommy's finger slid back and forth inside of me, squirming slightly as heat and tingling began to build inside of me. I could feel my heartbeat in two places - my pulsing cock, and the end of my bowels. lightly stretched around Alison's finger.

"Look at that slutty ass," Zach marvelled, as my rectum easily accepted another of Alison's lubed fingers. "So good for his Momma..."

Mommy just smirked, curling her fingers, stretching and pressing them inwards to push against my prostate. I couldn't help whining, rolling my hips upwards. Mommy's hand moved in time with my lower body, her two fingers pressing and rubbing gently at that erogenous zone, forcing thin dribbles of clear liquid out of the end of my cock.

"He acts shy, but he loves having me finger-fuck his tushy," Mommy chuckled, doing just that as I was reduced to needy gasps behind my pacifier. "...You think you're ready to give it a go?"

Zach didn't say anything, but he must have nodded or something, because a moment later I felt Mommy's fingers sliding back out of my rear end. I leaned up and forwards, flushed and sweating a little, to get a good look at Zach's focused expression. He was squeezing a healthy amount of lubricant onto his fingers, using his other hand to smear it all over. My eyebrows rose as I compared the size of Mommy's fingers to Zach's... his were much thicker, almost as thick as my small plug.

"Go slow at first," Mommy said, from somewhere outside of my vision. "He is only a little baby, after all..."

"I wouldn't worry too much, babe," Zach huffed, as his slippery finger began to circle my pucker. "I can tell - he's desperate to have his ass crammed full of some hot, hard flesh. He'll stretch for Daddy."

Dry-mouthed and heart-racing, I tried to hold still, adjusting to the feeling of Zach's calloused fingertip pressing at my sensitive opening. His thick, masculine digit was so different to Mommy's slender fingers. Instead of a gentle taper, Zach's finger was rounded and blunt, starting to stretch my hole open before he'd even really entered me.

I grunted, teeth clenching around the pacifier, as Zach breached my tight hole. His finger was thick! So much thicker than Mommy's... my anus spasmed around him, lightly clenching and automatically trying to force this foreign invader out. Zach didn't so much as flinch, pushing into my rectum easily, as if there was no resistance at all. I felt my muscles relax, opening back up again, used to objects entering that hole by now.

"Ah, see what I mean? His body knows what it's made for," Zach said, triumphantly, taking a moment to rub back and forth against the wall just inside my opening. "Feels good to have Daddy's finger up your ass, huh, little guy?"

I whimpered, nodding shyly behind Cammy, sure my face was as red as his fur. Smirking at my response, Zach began to push inwards once more, and I couldn't help but let out an awed squeak as he did so.

His finger got thicker further down - that I had been expecting. What I hadn't really thought about was how much LONGER his fingers were.

Where Alison had to work to push her fingers in deep enough to find my prostate and stimulate it, Zach was already touching it. I felt him pause inside me (it was hard not to notice when he stopped moving - that thick digit felt huge in my ass!), then press inwards slightly, making a slow semi-circle like Alison had.

Embarrassingly, I squealed, my rectal muscles clenching down hard around his finger, as my cock spat precum. With a low chuckle, Zach pushed deeper, so his finger was resting right on top of that sensitive spot, grinding back and forth against it as he lazily thrust his digit in and out.

"Nmm! Ngghh!" I huffed and grunted - when Zach's finger wasn't moving, it put consistent pressure on that walnut-sized bundle of nerves. When it WAS moving, it sent shuddering shocks of pleasure up and down my spine, my body squirming and kicking in response to the overwhelming sensations.

"Looks like you found baby's special button," Alison snickered, closer again, above and to the side of me now. "Here... this should help get him to finish quicker. Then we can put him back in a new diaper."

She reached over me, pressing something hard and plastic against my frenulum. I had no time to question or even think about what it might be - Mommy turned it on, and my erection was suddenly stimulated by a burst of buzzing vibrations. I panted desperately, feeling Zach's finger starting to move, my genitals and anus being teased, pleasured without any need for my consent or agreement.

"Gllll! Mommmyy!" I gurgled through my binky, bucking and thrusting at the air, Alison laughing as she struggled to hold the vibrator in place. "Nnnnn!"

"Shh, shh, don't try to talk, you know you're too much of a baby to," Mommy said, pressing that source of overwhelming stimulation hard against the underside of my cock. "Come on, Daddy. Fuck my little boy's asshole with your fingers - he wants to make stickies from having his tushy played with."

The motions of Zach's fingers instantly took on a different, more forceful quality. Instead of lazily rubbing back and forth over my prostate, he drew back, so he was only a couple of inches inside. I let out a panicked squeak, and then another, as Zach began to piston his wide digit in and out with alarming speed. Every thrust inwards banged against my hyper-sensitive prostate. I huffed and whimpered in the back of my throat, curling my hands into fists, helplessly wriggling around on my soaked diaper as my ass was roughly invaded by another man's fingers.

"Feels good, doesn't it, baby?" Zach sneered. "Imagine it's my cock fucking you. Wouldn't that feel nice? Having a real man up yer ass, ramming you, fucking the shit out of you... While you're hiding behind a stuffed animal."

I groaned, toes curling, my balls tingling. It felt like Zach's finger was getting bigger inside me - but that was probably just my muscles tightening up. I wanted to nod, agree, admit I was nothing but Mommy's obedient little slut, Daddy's too, if he wanted to use me. But I couldn't speak, could barely think, with the vibrator buzz-buzz-buzzing against me, and Zach's finger thrust-thrust-thrusting in and out of me. Visions of the present and the future crossed, and I was dizzy with lust as I pictured being breastfed, being fingered, being fucked, sucking cock, being spanked, used, abused, and kept in my place as a submissive adult baby for the rest of my life until-

"Nn.... GUHHHH!"

I groaned, arching my back, as I shot cum up into the air. Alison squealed and dodged - the next squirt landed on my stomach, splattering uselessly against my skin as my hips pumped against the air. Whimpering and shivering, I bared my teeth around the silicone nipple of the pacifier as I emptied my balls onto myself, my tight rectum squeezing and 'milking' Noah's invading finger with rhythmic clenches.

"Aw, there's a good baby," Noah chuckled, dragging his finger slowly back and forth as my anus spasmed less and less. "Made some nice stickies for Daddy, didn't ya? You know what to say now..."

I groaned, body sagging, trying to turn my head to look wearily up at Zach. Mommy helpfully removed the vibrator, reaching up to pull my pacifier out so I could speak.

"Mmm... th-thank you, Daddy," I panted, my whole body bathed in blissful afterglow.

My life now was very different from the one I'd imagined when Alison first confessed that she was 'kinky'... but I knew it was just going to get better and better from here on out.




EPILOGUE

Several months later...

My laptop beeped in satisfaction as I finished filing the last ticket of the day. It was just past 5pm now, and I was eager to get back home.

I stood up, closing the computer's lid and starting to pack things into my backpack. As I moved, I heard the subtle crinkling of a diaper underneath my slacks, a tiny thrill passing through me from the reminder of my place. I was diapered every day now. That was mostly Zach's idea - he wanted me to remember I was 'Daddy's little baby boy' at all times. I protested initially... but if I'm being honest, that was mostly because I liked the idea of being 'forced' to wear diapers.

I started walking to my car, internally marveling that nobody seemed to notice I was wearing diapers under my clothes. With every step, there was a muffled crinkle. And other feelings, too.

I was plugged today, which probably meant Daddy wanted to do some anal play tonight. God... I can't believe I've started calling another man 'Daddy'. Being dominated by a sexy woman I'd probably want to sleep with anyway was always my go-to fantasy. Being dominated by another man was on another level of humiliation and emasculation.

I cringed and felt my cock throb in equal amounts whenever he asked me to service him, or when Mommy made me eat out her sloppy pussy once they were done having sex. I loved feeling so low - just their dependent, diaper-humping baby boy, sucking Daddy's cock and licking Mommy's cunt because I was their 'good boy', not because of any desires of my own...

Grunting as I sat down, I closed my car door, buckled my seatbelt, and started the ignition. I'd graduated to a larger plug now, so sometimes if I wasn't careful when I sat the tapered end would press uncomfortably into my inner sphincter.

The car started up, and I drove carefully, enjoying the mild stimulation as the vibrations of the engine travelled up through the seat into the plug. Huffing slightly under my breath, I rocked my hips back and forth, clenching and unclenching around the slender stem of the toy. I let my mind drift slightly to thoughts of Daddy's fingers penetrating me, or Mommy finally lubing up her strap-on to actually fuck me. My cock was starting to throb uncomfortably in its tight prison of a diaper and slacks, a physical expression of how my sexuality was controlled by forces outside of myself.

Traffic wasn't as bad as usual, so I made it home in plenty of time.

"Honey, I'm home," I called, jokingly, as I unlocked the door. We'd moved to a bigger place now, a townhouse where I had my own parking spot - as long as Daddy didn't ask me to move my car again.

"I'm in the den, baby boy," Mommy responded, the pet name making my tummy flutter almost as much as it did the first time she called me that. "Come and tell me how daycare was."

I waddled into the room, Alison rising from the couch to meet me. She kissed my neck gently as she began to unbutton my shirt. Inside of the house, I was permanently her baby boy now - no adult clothes once I walked in the door. I gave her a brief overview of my work day as I relished her soft hands on my body, stripping me down to just my soggy diaper.

Every so often, Mommy gave a little 'uh huh' or 'wow!', but I didn't think she was even really listening to me. She nodded along, humoring me like I was actually her child coming home from preschool, telling a rambling story about what I got up to with my friends before dinner time.

"That all sounds so exciting," Mommy murmured, now I was undressed. "...How's your plug? Did it stay in?"

"Y-yes, Mommy," I replied, wincing as she reached behind me to press against the base through my diaper, checking that it hadn't slipped out. "...Can I get a change? I'm kinda wet..."

"You can get a change later - arms up - after playtime with Daddy," she told me, pulling a pastel blue t-shirt down over my head and arms. "He'll be home soon. Then we'll get you freshly pampered and you can play with your legos until I finish cooking dinner."

I flushed, nodding meekly in agreement. Once I was inside the house, I was on Mommy and Daddy's schedule, not my own - unless I called 'red', of course. I hadn't had to do that yet, but it was nice to have the security...

I peeped down at the shirt as Mommy smoothed it over my tummy with her hands. When I got a closer look at it, I gasped softly. It just barely covered the top of my diaper, leaving most of it completely on display - but that wasn't why I was embarrassed.

On the front of the shirt was a teddybear, seen from behind, bent over and peering with black, stitched-on eyes back at the viewer. Instead of leaving him with no anus, or a tasteful little cross, whoever had made this shirt had embroidered a big red circle there instead. It was clearly supposed to represent the base of a plug, just like my own. If the bear had genitals too, I wouldn't have been surprised, but they would have been covered up by the diaper pinned between its thighs.

"Mommy's Baby Fuck Toy" the shirt announced in big, gold letters, stitched around the outside of the emblem in the middle. I swallowed, blood rushing to my groin as I gave Mommy a questioning look. She just winked, kissing my cheek gently and patting my soggy diapered behind.

"I'll get Cammy for you, and we can watch some cartoons until Daddy comes home," she said. "And when he gets here - you remember the new rule, right?"

"...Yeah, Momma," I mumbled, looking down shyly at my feet. "Good boys keep their holes ready for Daddy at all times..."

"...at all times," Alison finished in unison with me. "Clever baby... Now come on, let's cuddle for a while..."

I gulped - excited and afraid of what the rest of the evening would hold.

***

"Okay, buddy, you know what it's time for now," Daddy told me, once all the pleasantries and small talk about our day had been exchanged. "Family fun time in Mommy's bedroom! I hope you kept your plug in all day."

"Oh, he did," Alison replied for me, my input unnecessary as they led me up to the bedroom. "I even checked to make sure it was in nice and deep. I guess it's easy to be a good boy about that kind of thing when you're such a subby little ass-slut, huh?"

"I guess so," Zach agreed, making me flush bright red as we entered the bedroom. "He's definitely learning. There's no substitute for natural talent, though. Have you seen him suckling on the end of a cock?"

"Mmmhmm. On the bed, baby," Mommy ordered, abruptly. "On your hands and knees."

I submissively climbed onto the bed, feeling the soggy padding between my thighs sagging, dragging down the diaper with it. I waited to speak while Daddy pawed at Alison, eagerly making out out with her as one hand squeezed her left breast.

"...What are Mommy and Daddy gonna do to me?" I asked, the uncertainty nearly pushing my excitement into actual fear.

"Well, since your anal training is going so well, Mommy was thinking it's probably time for us to try putting Mister Purple inside your bottom," Alison explained cheerily. "And we'll see if you can take all of him, okay?"

I blushed, looking down at the bedcovers as I felt my penis twitching inside my diaper at the thought of that. Mister Purple was a ribbed silicone dildo with a vibrator inside, and another end that would fit snugly into Mommy's vagina - giving her pleasure while she fucked me with a strap-on. She'd used a smaller, slimmer one a few times on me - but that was just sitting on the bed beside me, guiding it in and out of my ass with her hand until I climaxed.

"And Daddy wants you to suck on his special pacifier again," Zach said, as I turned to look at him. "But this time you have to swallow all of Daddy's milk."

"But Daddy's milk is yucky," I groaned, repulsed at the idea of swallowing another man's cum.

"No, no, it's very tasty, very good for little boys," he insisted. "I want to see you drink it all down, no complaining. Or I'll have to spank you..."

I shivered, nodding submissively at the thought. It was exciting - but one glance at his big, broad hands, and I knew it would be hard to sit down for a while after a Daddy spanking. Maybe another day, when I was feeling adventurous...

Behind me, Mommy was apparently hard at work. When I glanced back to see what she was doing, she was sliding the smaller bulb of the dildo into her pussy, wriggling it until it was in place inside her. Catching me staring, Alison blushed and smiled surprisingly earnestly, reaching out to start pulling away my sodden underwear.

Instead of pulling it down all the way, Mommy loosened the diaper, letting it slide down in the same position as the bear on my shirt. I tensed as I felt her grabbing the plug, gently twisting as she slid it out of me.

"Aw, good job, sport," Zach rumbled as he stroked my hair. "You'll be taking Daddy's cock up there in no time."

I made a quiet noise of protest, not out of any real desire to stop him from doing that - but wanting to be put in my place again. Behind me, Mommy picked up on what I was doing - I yelped softly as she slapped my backside, using her free hand to hold the strapless strap-on in place at the same time.

"What was that? Speak up so Daddy can hear you."

"N-nothing! I um... I was just saying..." I mumbled, stumbling over the words before I could say what I knew they wanted to hear. "...Um... that I'm really looking forward to feeling... Daddy's big fat peepee going um... in my little baby tushy..."

"That's what I thought," Mommy said, smugly, squirting lube into her hand behind me now that she'd secured the dildo with a harness over the top. "Now, reach out your hand and take out Daddy's cock."

I groaned reluctantly, but obediently did as she said. Zach had already undone his fly, so I reached into his pants and grabbed his hot shaft, sliding it out of the top of his briefs. His much bigger hand came to wrap around mine, making me squeeze and gently stroke up and down his throbbing hardness. He groaned appreciatively, while I curled my lip in genuine disgust, repulsed and aroused by what I was doing, another man's cock in my hand.

While I jerked Daddy off, I felt the sudden cold of fresh lubricant against my re-closed anus. I started to turn to look, but Zach stopped me, his big hand keeping me facing forwards.

"Focus on Daddy right now," Mommy ordered. "I'll take care of this end myself..."

Trembling, I went back to what I'd been doing, stroking and squeezing Zach's penis as it dripped clear fluid from its tip. He moved his hand away from my wrist, up to my head, gently encouraging me downwards. Behind me, I felt the pressure increase as Mommy began pushing more firmly with her hips, holding onto my own, her silicone cock spearing open my pre-stretched pucker. I gasped as I felt the head of the toy slide into me, my voice muffled as Zach rubbed his cock against my lips.

"Give Daddy some kisses," Zach murmured. "Show him how much you love his big, fat dick."

I offered that big, musky shaft a timid kiss on its underside, and Zach rewarded me with a low groan. The scent and feeling of it under my hands and lips was repulsive to me, filling my nostrils with musk, the tangy taste clinging to my tastebuds as I licked gingerly along the shaft. Still, I kept stroking and slurping at Daddy's cock, my erection throbbing from the humiliation of being made into his submissive dicksucker.

"Mmmf..."

I had to freeze for a moment, biting my lip as Mommy pushed forwards, sliding in to the hilt. I could feel her crotch snuggled up against my ass - she gave a gentle shove, laughing as I moaned again, feeling the entirety of the toy filling my ass, no space left for anything else. I took a long, hard breath inward through my nose, and Mommy slid gently out, pushing herself swiftly back inside, driving that same breath right out.

My eyes closed for a few moments, catching my breath again as I got used to the almost-overwhelming feeling of being ass-fucked. I felt myself tense up again when Mommy turned on the vibrator, but I soon got used to it, the constant stimulation of the buzzing almost a distraction compared to a slender rubber cock being thrust in and out of my slippery backpassage.

Zach tapped on the back of my head, and I got back to my task, wrapping both hands around the base of his impressively sized member. I jerked gently from the bottom, feeling a strange sense of pride at the moan of pleasure I got in response, as I parted my lips. Now or never... Fighting back feelings of disgust, I opened my mouth and took the leaking end of Daddy's cock into my mouth, feeling the pressure on the back of my head briefly subsiding.

Slowly I worked my lips around his uncut cock, suckling softly, clumsily. I knew my technique was all wrong - I also knew Daddy would teach me all about how to please a man over the next few months. I blushed at the thought, pressing my tongue against his frenulum as I applied gentle suction. The salty, metallic flavor of precum on my tongue almost made me gag and pull away, but Zach was already holding my head in place, huffing as I pleasured him like the good boy I was.

Behind me, there was a steady 'plap, plap, plap' as Mommy's well-lubricated shaft slid in and out of me. That silicone cock kept hitting my prostate, over and over. Not deliberately, like Daddy's fingers did sometimes, but by accident - I moaned around the throbbing heat filling my mouth as I thought about that. It was almost more humiliating to be leaking so much pre from this - Mommy's unfeeling piece of silicone wasn't even trying to force me to feel pleasure, it was just happening anyway. Probably because I was such a natural bottom, like Daddy said.

"Is he... gnnn... squeezing you out?" Daddy asked Mommy. "He's really working my head with his tongue... Nnn.."

"Oh, fuck, no," Mommy replied quickly. "His tushy's practically sucking me right in... Gn! It's like he was made for being fucked, isn't that right, baby?"

I couldn't respond of course, but I gripped the comforter below me tightly, the force of Alison's thrusts starting to rock me back and forth. Of course, when she pushed me forwards, it forced more of Zach's cock into my mouth. I grunted in something like protest, but now his swollen shaft was pushing at the back of my throat, stretching my lips all around him. I felt Daddy's fingers tangling in my hair, remembering that night so long ago when Mommy had done the same.

Knowing what was coming next, I tried to force my jaw to relax, pulling my lips over my teeth so they didn't get away. My whole body wanted to tense up from the overwhelming stimulation buffeting me, but I tried to stay loose, just submitting to what my two Dominants wanted to do to their baby fuck toy. I heard Alison moan, and felt her nails digging into my skin, her thrusts getting more and more frantic as she fucked my ass.

Just as I'd known he would, Daddy began to guide my head up and down, using my mouth like a fuck toy. While Alison was beyond words - except for a few curses and moans and cries of 'oh, baby boy!' - Zach began degrading me as I sucked his cock, a sneer in his voice as he felt my tongue sliding around his head, or my desperate gulping as I fought not to gag.

"I know at your office you like pretending you're a real big man, but when you're at home, we both know your place. On your knees, servicing real men, taking cocks up your ass and in your mouth."

I groaned, both Alison and Zach's pace increasing, Zach's increasingly drippy cock thrusting at the back of my throat as I tried to swallow down both my drool and his pre-cum before it could fill my whole mouth. I was trapped, stuck between my 'Mommy and Daddy', totally submissive to their whims and being fucked from both sides, unable to do anything to stop them... and not wanting to, loving being owned and fucked and forced to make them cum, used like I was their submissive fuck toy.

"I bet everybody knows what a pathetic little baby you really are," Zach panted, his erection hardening in my mouth. "I'm sure they can all hear your diapers when you walk past. Th-they know... nn... how desperate you are for Daddy's cock down your throat."

I was breathing frantically through my nose at this point, my ass being stuffed over and over as Daddy made it impossible to breath through my mouth. Drool was running down his cock, and he just kept shoving my head back and forth. I could tell he was close, and my stomach churned at the thought of it, knowing I'd have no choice but to swallow down every drop of Daddy's 'love' today.

Unexpectedly, Alison moaned and shuddered against me, freezing with her cock at the deepest point in my ass. I tensed, arching my back, trying to move away - one of the dildo's ridges was pressed right against my prostate, pleasure building up uncomfortably quickly as it vibrated and pushed hard against my sensitive area. With all the anal training Mommy and Daddy had given me, I no longer needed anything touching my cock to orgasm - I could do it anally.

I always tried to fight it though, genuinely humiliated by submitting to the feeling of cumming just using my asshole. This time was no different - but as Alison clumsily bucked and shoved her way through her own climax, there was nothing I could do to get away from the intensifying pleasure. Trying to move forwards just meant my nose was up against Zach's crotch, his erection pushing right into my oesephagus.

Trembling, eyes wide with the knowledge that there was nothing I could do to get away from the vibrations hammering away at my pleasure button, I froze. My cock swelled, bobbed, and finally I grunted around Daddy's cock, feeling the tingle in my balls give way to a sudden explosion from the tip of my baby peepee, right into my diapers.

My ass clamped down over and over at Mommy's silicone penis, making me moan girlishly around Zach's cock. He let out a grunt of his own in response, rapidly shoving me back and forth as his shaft swelled more and more... I gagged, feeling his first strand of cum splatter against my throat, hurriedly swallowing it down just to clear my airway.

"Ohhh, yeah... Good boy, good little slut," Daddy panted, as he held my head in place. "Don't cry, Daddy's giving you yer milk now..."

There were tears in my eyes, just from the exertion and feeling of choking. I gulped down the next squirts of chemical-tasting, thick fluid, feeling it roll down my throat into my stomach as Daddy drained his balls into my mouth... I obediently swallowed every drop, feeling those thick squirts becoming little dribbles over time, until he pulled his softening cock all the way out of my mouth. He squeezed the last few drops onto my lips, and I smiled gratefully, feeling Mommy's hardness leaving my backside suddenly.

She leaned down over me, pulling me up to meet her face, and kissed me hard. Her tongue slid over mine, the sticky whiteness mingling with her saliva, passing it back and forth as we passionately made out. I moaned when we broke apart, feeling completely spent and exhausted, watching Alison swallow her half of Zach's load before moving to kiss him herself.

"...Now what do you say?" she asked, still breathless, as she looked down at me from the end of her bed.

"Thank you, Daddy," I panted, giving the bigger man a shaky smile, my world rocked with the depravity and kinkiness of what I had just done. "For letting your baby boy drink down all your yummy milk."

I looked over at Alison, blushing even harder:

"And thank, you, Mommy... for letting me live out my fantasies... and explore some I didn't even know I had..."

"Awww, baby!" Alison said, her voice edged with tears, reaching down to tousle my hair. "You're such a special little guy. I love you."

"I love you too," I replied. "...And you, Daddy..."

"Love you, champ," Zach rumbled, sounding oddly embarrassed. "Now... lets get you out of that soggy diaper, and back downstairs to play."

I grinned, the taste of his sticky milk still on my tongue and lips. There was nothing I wanted more right now than to get padded, snuggle with my plushie, and spend the rest of the evening being the adult toddler everybody in this house knew I was meant to be.

The END.
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