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Genderfluid and Diapered by Daddy

Kacie

K peered into the mirror as they brushed their teeth, trying to decide how they felt that morning. They’d already showered, and their strawberry blonde hair was wrapped up in a towel, the rest of their body glistening lightly with wetness, droplets clinging to their dewy skin and pert breasts.

It was Saturday, which meant diapers and littlespace for K. The work week was over at last, and K and their Daddy would have all day to spend together…

K wrinkled their lightly freckled nose at the foggy image in the mirror. Hmm… Definitely a girl mode day, at least for now, she decided, as she washed her brush off and walked back into the living room where her Daddy was waiting.

“Morning, cutie,” Adam said, without looking up. “Did you brush your teeth?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Kacie replied, giving an exaggerated grin. “All done.”

“Mm…”

Adam was a little distracted by what he was doing right then, laying out Kacie’s clothing for the day. He picked out a shirt from one drawer, and then hesitated, looking over at her.

“What kind of day is this, pumpkin?”

“Kacie, I think, Daddy,” the nonbinary princess replied, and Adam smiled back, tossing the blue shirt with a unicorn on onto the bed.

It was soon followed by a bra, a pair of cute ankle socks with kitten faces on, and a gauzy-looking skirt in varying shades of pink and purple.

“Okay, princess,” Adam began. “You all dry? Okay, lay down on the bed.”

Kacie flopped back onto the bed, giggling slightly. Daddy unwrapped the towel from around her hair and it spread out on the bedspread as she looked up at him with loving vulnerability, shivering as he used a dry edge to dab at the remaining dampness on her skin.

Days like this, Kacie was reminded of how lucky she really was.

At first she’d been afraid that any Daddy or Big she had would only be interested in this side of her, only really looking for a ‘little girl’, and unable to accept that she was as much Kay and Kayden as she was Kacie. Her little boy and neutral sides needed playtime and love too, but it seemed like everywhere she looked Daddies were only interested in girls.

Then came Adam.

Bisexual, and experienced with littles of all kinds, he immediately helped Kacie to feel respected and at ease. She didn’t have to spend a long time explaining the intricate nuances of her gender that made even her own head spin. She just had to say ‘I’m a boy now’, or whatever, and Adam accepted and embraced that too.

It was only because she knew she was allowed to be anything she wanted, with no pressure, that Kacie felt so free to admit when she was feeling more girly. It wouldn’t lock her into that role with Adam forever, she knew.

“Mmmf,” Kacie murmured slightly as the towel was patted between her smooth, soft thighs, up towards her bare mound. “Dadddyy…”

“What is it, sweetie?” Adam asked, smirking a little himself, bringing the towel up gently between her legs.

He stroked it softly against her closed lips, and Kacie shivered at the rough texture on her most intimate area.

“Are you being naughty, Daddy?” Kacie asked, almost hopefully. “Touching my princess parts...”

“I’m just drying you,” Adam said, feigning shock. “What an accusation to hear from my own baby girl!”

“Dadddyyy- BWAHAHAHA!”

Kacie’s teasing protest was cut off as Adam abandoned drying her, instead sticking his fingers into her side below her ribs, tickling her firmly as she squealed, squirmed, and giggled helplessly. For a few moments she kicked her feet and spluttered with laughter, eyes creased up with glee as Adam went after her with a matching smirk of his own.

“Ahahaha! … Daddy! You are bein’ naughty!” Kacie said, breathlessly, as the tickling finally stopped.

“Oh, you got me,” Adam replied, smiling as he spread out the fresh white diaper Kacie knew would soon be secured around her bottom. “Now lift that cute tushie so Daddy can pad you up…”

Kacie pouted and grumbled a little, but obeyed. Maybe later Daddy would touch her in the naughty way she liked, but at least he was putting her in a diaper…

Her rump nestled in cottony softness, Kacie sighed contentedly as her Daddy sprinkled lavender-scented powder on her bare mound, gently patting it into her skin so she wouldn’t get a rash. Kacie loved that babyish scent, and she felt her heart flutter as she was swept deeper into cuddly, innocent littlespace, watching her Daddy’s strong hands pulling up the front of the diaper towards her. It was soon being snuggled into place across her flat stomach, pulled taut, and then she felt the tapes being done up, wrapping her in a cocoon of soft padding around her bottom and between her legs.

“There’s my cute baby,” Adam cooed, as he patted the front of the thick diaper crotch. “Let’s get you dressed…”

***

A couple of hours had passed, and Kacie was sitting on the couch with her Daddy, watching Princess Pony Power while clutching a baby bottle of apple juice in her right hand. Breakfast had been cereal with those little marshmallows in, and Kacie had already had several bottles of juice.

As a little girl, Kacie saw herself as a princess, and Daddy was only too happy to indulge her. So when she demanded they watch girly shows and cuddles, Adam sighed and rolled his eyes, but ultimately put up no resistance, clipping Kacie’s pacifier to her shirt before he wrapped his arms around her and drew her close.

“Mmnnf,” Kacie murmured, nuzzling against her Daddy’s chest. “Eep! Daddy!”

Adam’s hand had pushed Kacie’s skirt up, and he groped gently at her diaper with teasing fingers. She looked up at him, with a mix of curiosity and surprise, feeling him palpate the slight dampness of the padding against her crotch.

“Just checking to see how wet you are,” Adam said, smirking. “Looks like you don’t need a change yet…”

“Actually, Daddy,” Kacie said, her cheeks a little pink. “I think I needta go peepee again…”

“Oh?” Daddy replied, his hand pushing the dampened softness harder against Kacie’s slit. “Well go on then… Soak your pampers for your Daddy, sweetie…”

Kacie giggled shyly, but shuffled her legs apart, pushing her bottom out slightly. She pushed gently, nibbling her lip as her body tensed, and then shivered, relaxing as she began to empty her bladder.

Her Daddy squeezed and groped at the diaper as it was slowly filled, hot wet piss against Kacie’s skin as she wet herself. Her face was a little red despite the number of times she’d done this already, the fact Daddy’s hand was right there, feeling the padding swell and grow against Kacie’s crotch.

Finally she sighed, feeling warm all over, but especially between her legs and underneath her bottom. The diaper sagged slightly, supported by her Daddy’s cupped fingers, feeling heavy and full of her pee.

Adam grinned, leaning down and turning his mouth to gently kiss Kacie’s lips, as he slowly withdrew his hand, letting the sodden padding hang freely. Kacie murred softly as he kissed her, parting her lips with his and gently running his tongue along the lower one.

“Do I get a reward for going potty in my diapers like a good girl?” Kacie asked, batting her eyelashes with a grin. “I think I deserves one, Daddy.”

“Hmmm,” Adam said, stroking his finger across one of the tapes of Kacie’s diaper. “...Well… Since you’ve been such a good little princess for me…”

Kacie giggled, shuffling down slightly more on the couch, spreading her knees as Adam pulled off the tapes, one by one. Kacie opened her mouth as her Daddy pushed the pacifier into it, and a moment later, she felt the warmth of the used diaper fall away from her crotch.

“Ooo, you look wet, princess,” Daddy murmured from between Kacie’s legs as he lowered his face to her crotch, taking a deep breath, inhaling the musky scent of her feminine urine. “Should Daddy clean you up?”

“Uh huh,” Kacie mumbled from behind her pacifier. “P’ease…”

Her heart thumped and she felt giddy, even after all this time. Kacie knew how dirty and taboo this roleplay was, feeling like an innocent babygirl whining and cajoling her Daddy into licking her sweet little pussy. She felt an electric tingle run through her as Adam’s cool breath blew across her hot, damp skin, and then let out a soft cry of surprise and delight as his tongue passed over her outer lips.

“Mmf.. Good baby,” Adam muttered between her thighs, as he planted a kiss right at the top of her slit, where her clit was nestled. “Such a good girl for Daddy.”

Kacie whimpered, rocking her hips just slightly as her Daddy spread her pussylips with one hand. The air felt cool on her spread cunny, and a moment later, she gasped again as Daddy’s tongue swiped upwards between her folds lovingly, hitting her clit on the way.

Her breathing was already growing heavier, as Adam worked her little nub expertly, teasing it out of hiding with firm, decisive licks. Soon it projected firmly against his lips, and he kissed it gently once more, eliciting a happy moan from Kacie.

He continued, tongue moving rapidly up, over and over, between Kacie’s moistening folds. She groaned around her pacifier, her head back as her hips pushed themselves up and out, towards her wonderful Daddy’s intimate attentions.

Daddy chuckled, increasing the speed of his tongue’s movements, stiff and stroking up and down between Kacie’s folds. He always managed to hit her eager lovebutton, every time, working his babygirl up more an more as she panted, moaning, rolling her hips towards him. Kacie’s nails dug into the couch from the intensity of her grip, unable to stop her body pushing towards the intense stimulation.

Her Daddy could sense how close she was, feeling her pulse racing every time his tongue connected with her throbbing clit. With a sudden passion, he grabbed her thighs and spread them wide, as he dove in, moaning, slobbering, barely breathing as he devoted himself completely to eating his little princess’ pussy.

“Ohhh!”

Kacie moaned, rigid and red and quaking as her dripping slit endured the assualt between her folds, the pleasure building and building, more and more, pushing her quickly towards the edge. She bit down hard on her pacifier with another whimper, breathing hard through her nose -

And then she came.

“Nmm! Ohh! Daddy!” Kacie gasped between breaths as she came, the wave of pleasure crashing over her.

Her clit throbbed urgently against Daddy’s tongue as he continued to lick, feeling her plummet over the edge. It felt so, so amazingly good, gripping her tightly as she swore she felt her whole crotch pulsing and burning with the intense orgasm. Her muscles clenched repetitively, slick wetness painting Adam’s tongue as her let her ride out her climax against his face.

The explosive peak soon began to wear down, the ocean of pleasure dribbling away to gentle waves lapping at the sure. Kacie sighed as her body sagged, all tension gone from her body, feeling warm and full of bliss all over.

Adam slowly lifted his head, looking down at Kacie’s blissful expression as she lay bonelessly on the coach, smiling up at him with her face deep red, pacifier still in her mouth.

There was no question that he’d done a good job.

Kay

“You okay there, babygirl?”

Kay wrinkled their nose. They’d been fiddling with their bra strap for a while now, as they felt themself drifting towards the ocean of gender neutralness they so often drifted on.

Kay didn’t mind having boobs when they felt this way, but the way the bra made them stick out, lifting and separating them, emphasizing them beneath their shirt… And the pink and purple skirt didn’t help matters…

“Mmmf,” Kay grumbled, tugging at the fabric of the skirt. “...Notta girl.”

“Oh?” Adam said, uncertainly. “So then you’re…”

“Just neutral… enby.”

“Right. Nonbinary, right?” Adam replied, as he slipped his arm from around Kay’s shoulders. “Should I go and get you some different clothes, kiddo?”

“Please,” Kay replied, with a little smile. “Thank you, Dada.”

“No problem, pumpkin,” Adam said, pecking them on the head as he stood up. “That pull-up still okay?”

“Yuh huh!” Kay called, as Adam was walking away.

After they’d been eaten out by their Daddy, Kay had been put into a thinner pullup with punky feminine designs on. They didn’t mind that - the pattern was pretty neutral, and besides, it would be covered up soon by whatever Adam brought down.

When Adam returned, he wasted no time in unhooking Kay’s bra through their t-shirt, and the little helped squirm out of it, Adam pulling it down and out of the shirt’s armholes.

“Okay pumpkin, stand up for me,” Adam said. “Let’s get you into these shorts…”

***

Sat cozy side by side, Adam and Kay played video games, both gripping their controllers tightly. Kay’s shorts were gone, and now they were dressed in just a t-shirt and the pull-up snuggled between their thighs, stretchy sides holding it up.

Kay shifted slightly as they let another thin trickle of urine out into the already-damp padding of the pull-up, wriggling and squishing down as it pushed up against their bare slit. The warm sensation against their privates was starting to distract them in a slightly pleasant way, their face flushed slightly every time they rocked against it.

While Adam seemed as interested as ever in Guns of Fire 3, Kay was starting to get bored. When Daddy beat them for the 4th time in a row, Kay pouted, crossing their arms and putting the controller to one side.

“I don’t wanna play anymore,” they grumbled. “I wanna do something else…”

“What do you wanna do, kiddo?” their Daddy replied with an affectionate chuckle, putting his own controller aside. “You wanna play a diiifferent kinda game?”

Kay giggled, feeling Daddy tickle their side gently, the arm around them guiding them down towards his lap. Kay knew what kinda games Daddy meant, and they clumsily trailed a finger down his zipper, looking up at him with a big grin.

“Maaaaaaaayyybe,” they said, pinching the zipper between their fingers. “Does Daddy wanna have his baby play with his special joystick?”

“Daddy does,” Adam replied, guiding Kay’s hand down so the zip came undone. “What do you think, kiddo, can you get Daddy stiff?”

Kay’s eyes glinted as they reached into Adam’s jeans, pulling his mostly-limp cock out. They squeezed and massaged the thick length in their hands, feeling it slowly growing hard between their fingers, kissing the tip as it rose up to meet them.

When they were Kay, they loved games, playing, being naughty, and the challenge of making Daddy feel good in the best of ways.

Adam’s cock had swollen to full-size now in Kay’s mouth, and they pulled away, letting the cockhead pop out, leaving a trail of saliva and pre-cum that dangled between their lips and Adam’s length. With a grin, Kay gripped the stiff piece of meat in one hand, pushing it back and forth like a big, fleshy joystick.

“Nn… What are you doing, baby?” Daddy asked, a rumbling chuckle in his throat. “I don’t -ng- I don’t think that’s how you’re actually supposed to play with that…”

“No, Daddy?” Kay said, with faux-innocence. “...More like this, then?”

“Ahh.. yes, just like that,” their Daddy panted as Kay’s hand squeezed tightly, running up and down from base to tip, as if they were milking him. “Mmmm, that feels so good…”

Kay kept up their slow teasing for another minute, until Adam was throbbingly, achingly hard. In a flash, they let his shaft go, where it stayed pointing up to the sky, pulsing slightly in time with his racing heartbeat. Kay scrambled up onto his lap, pressing their thighs on either side, wet pull-up against his hardness, gently grinding the fade-when-wet designs against it.

“Ohh, li’l Kay wants to play big kid games?” Adam teased, pushing his hips up to meet her eager motions, feeling the slight squish and warmth of the pullup with his erection. “Does Kay wanna ride Daddy like a horsie?”

“Nmm… uh huh, Daddy,” Kay said, biting their lip as they bounced lightly on Adam’s upper thighs. “I wanna…”

Adam’s heart thumped in unison with Kay’s as he pushed aside the sodden pull-up at the same time as he pushed his hips upwards, his cockhead brushing against their slickened pussy. Kay whimpered, softly, reaching down eagerly as they lined their Daddy’s hot, turgid length with their needy wet entrance… and lowered their hips slowly.

“Ohhh! Daddy!”

They moaned as they felt themself being filled, trembling as their crotch slowly came to meet Daddy’s, his hands on their hips. The two of them rocked together, submerged in a bubble of love as they engaged in the naughty roleplay, Daddy’s cock thrusting up, in and out of his baby’s slick, eager hole.

Adam watched the cute expression change from one of gleeful mischievousness to pure, overwhelmed bliss, their tongue poking out from between their pouting lips. Their skinny form was androgynous in the dim light, as they bounced like an overgrown child on a pogo stick, up and down and up and down…

“Daddy! Nmm! Fuck my baby pussy!” Kay demanded, their whole body swaying as they lifted themself up and then slammed back down. “D-daddy, please, give it to me!”

Their Daddy moaned, throwing his head back as he tried to keep pace with their frantic movements. Their cunny was like a warm, wet vice around him, squeezing with a furious intensity as they bucked and writhed atop him.

The pleasure was completely overwhelming, for both of them. Adam’s swollen cock head squeezed past Kay’s prominent g-spot every time, each stroke sending him deep, deep inside them, clit nudged firmly by his pubic bone, grinding their bodies together like madly impassioned animals. The pull-up rustled and squished between them during every thrust, only adding to the kinkiness of the experience.

“Nmmf! Fu-fuck, sweetie, if you keep going like that, Daddy’s gonna cum…”

“Cu-cum! Please Daddy, cum inside me!” Kay begged, as the squirming little whimpered and clutched Adam’s shoulders, pushing needily, desperately, their peak approaching fact too…

Adam panted along with them, looking down between their legs, watching his cock disappear again and again inside of his little one. It was filthy and taboo, the contrast between hard, adult fucking, and the cute unicorn shirt, the shy moaning, the wet baby pullup slid to one side to let him fuck them, fuck his baby, his little one, his-

“Ngghh!”

Kay squealed as they felt their Daddy’s cock flex inside them, suddenly trembling as they shoved their crotch down hard. They came together, moaning, gasping, grunting, as Kay’s warm passage clenched furiously again and again, milking Adam’s rockhard cock.

His balls emptied again and again inside of Kay, flooding inside of them, dripping down between their thighs. They shivered and gave a soft, delighted moan as they rode out their orgasm, waves of pleasure washing upwards from between their thighs, enveloping them all over, deep tendrils of delight seeping into their every pore, the way Daddy’s cum seemed to be sinking into their womb.

“Ohhhhh… y-yes,” Adam said, breathlessly, as he finished his climax. “Thank you, kiddo…”

“You’se ...su...super welcome, Daddy,” Kay panted too, as they rolled off of the softening cock.

Adam looked over and smirked with interest as Kay slid the pull-up back into place, the load he’d left inside them trickling down, and into the used padding. Something about having his little one ‘marked’ like that made him want to put off changing for quite a while longer…

Kayden

‘

“Okay buddy, arms up.”

Kayden had begun complaining just as Adam said he was going to start making dinner. It was rare for his gender to slide so much in one day, but as he explained to Daddy, it was probably because he’d had to present as a girl at work so much recently.

Now he was shirtless on the bed, legs kicking and the waistband of his diaper poking out of his shorts. The snug shorts outlined the bulge of his thick diaper, and he occasionally gave it a pat and grinned at the soft ‘thump’ noise it made, but for now his arms were held up high, letting his Daddy pull the binder down to compress his breasts.

The binder was made of stretchy compression fabric, designed to hide a ‘female’ chest. Kayden grunted softly as it was pulled down into place, squishing his boobs against his chest until they were flat. Adam tugged the binder down, and then it snapped back, holding it all together.

When Kayden’s cute shirt was pulled back down, the binder was almost completely hidden underneath it, his chest flat and boyish. Just the way he liked it.

“Thanks, Daddy,” Kayden said, slipping off the bed with a loud crinkling sound. “I feel better now.”

“No problem, little guy,” Adam said, ruffling Kayden’s hair. “Let’s head back downstairs and start making dinner…”

With a swift nod, Kayden took his Daddy’s hand and followed him, waddling with every step he took.

***

Kayden swallowed as he waited on the bed for Daddy, just like he’d been told to. He was on all fours, shorts around his backside as he fought to keep the naughty grin off of his face, part of him as excited as he was dreading the spanking he was about to receive.

As a little boy, Kayden had a mischievous streak a mile long. When Daddy had asked him to stir the spaghetti sauce while he used the bathroom, Kayden hadn’t been able to resist having a taste or two, despite Adam’s stern warnings not to.

A taste had turned into several more, and Adam had returned to find his baby boy with his shirt and lips stained with red sauce, holding the spoon aloft guiltily. He’d fixed the diapered adult toddler with a stern but amused gaze, hands on hips.

“You know Daddy’s going to have to punish you after dinner, don’t you?”

Kayden had nodded and gulped, and now Adam was about to make good on that promise.

His heart was in his throat, shaking with anticipation both good and bad. There was nothing like a punishment from Daddy to make him feel like a naughty little boy, and he felt his pupils grow even bigger as he heard footsteps on the stairs growing closer and closer.

“Now, buddy, you know what you did, don’t you?” Adam rumbled as he approached the bed.

Daddy kept his body behind Kayden so he couldn’t see without turning his neck all the way around - and when he did, he squealed as he felt a hand slapping his upper thigh, instinctively whipping his head back around. Kayden’s heart raced desperately.

“I said, you know what you did,” Adam rumbled, leaning down, his hand on Kayden’s shoulder. “Don’t ya, kiddo?”

“Yes, Daddy!” Kayden squeaked. “I’m sorry. I ated the um, I ated the sauce…”

“Mmmhmm,” Adam agreed, and Kayden bit his lip, feeling the diaper being slid down by a firm hand, knowing soon it would be landing on his bare backside. “You were being a naughty baby, after Daddy told you not to…”

“Ye-yes, Daddy,” Kayden mumbled, gasping as he felt Adam groping his backside. “...I deserve to be punished…”

His Daddy didn’t respond, but that big, broad hand slid down between Kayden’s thighs, shoving the diaper down further as a thick finger rocked back and forth against Kayden’s slit. He moaned low in his throat, wetness slickening Daddy’s digits.

“Filthy baby boy,” Adam grunted, yanking his hand back. “Are you really that excited for Daddy to spank your cute little behind?”

Kayden didn’t say anything, but the longing look in his big eyes as he peered back said it all, the slightly-guilty smile that said ‘you got me’. His Daddy chuckled throatily as he placed a hand on the small of Kayden’s bare back, feeling no guilt as he lined up his hand for the first swat… Kayden quivered nervously, waiting, anticipating, until…

SLAP!

“AH!”

Still feeling the handprint glowing on his backside from the first smack, Kayden yelped again as his Daddy hit him again in exactly the same spot, then followed it up with another, and another. He hissed through his teeth, clenching his bottom muscles tightly as Adam readied another harsh slap.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” Kayden cried out over and over, feeling the skin where Adam’s hand came down hard on his rear growing hot and pink. “Agh! Daddy!”

“What, naughty little baby doesn’t like his spankies?” Adam teased, aiming his next spank right below Kayden’s buttocks, hitting his upper thighs and jostling his excited, eager wetness. “My bad little brat.”

“Nnn, I’m s-sorry, Daddy!” Kayden panted, tears stinging his eyes as his backside grew hotter and hotter, and sorer and sorer. “I’ll, I’ll be a good boy!”

Adam’s cock was stiff inside his pants as he grit his own teeth, hearing Kayden’s voice growing squeakier and more breathless. He slapped, slapped, slapped, over and over, until finally he gave one last hard SMACK to Kayden’s bare rump, squeezing it gently afterwards.

“Nnnn… Daddy…. Please…” Kayden moaned, unsure what he was begging for, but Adam was going to give him what he thought he needed apparently.

Kayden’s face was pushed down into the bed, and he squeaked, as he felt the mattress sinking slightly behind him, his Daddy’s weight behind him. His hips were gripped, and Adam inched his crotch closer...

Kayden groaned and bit his lip, shoving his backside up wantonly. The spanking had left his thighs quivering, his slit slick with eager wetness, begging for his Daddy’s touch. He whimpered, pushing back against his Daddy’s crotch, rubbing frantically against the bulge in his pants. His cute little bubble butt made

“If you’re going to act like a slutty little boy,” Adam growled. “You’re going to get what slutty boys need…”

“Ohhh, please, Daddy,” Kayden said grunting and trying to shuffle backwards, diaper around his knees.

Adam continued to thwart his baby boy’s best efforts by stepping backwards, until Kayden found himself pushing his needy rump back against nothing, whimpering. Adam chuckled from behind him - and a moment later, Kayden squealed as his Daddy firmly shoved his big hand against the little’s curvy backside.

“Oh!” he gasped as he wobbled, and then fell onto his face and elbows into the softness of the bed. “Hmf! Daddy!”

He looked back with a pout for a moment, his bottom now sticking right up. The diaper kept Kayden’s legs from parting too far, his knees tucked in together underneath him. His pussy would be mostly inaccessible in this position…

...But little boys didn’t take Daddy’s cock in the pussy, now, did they?

Kayden’s pout faded away as he saw Adam reaching for his belt buckle. He trembled with desire as his black trousers slid to the floor, revealing his erection, clear as day through his briefs. Adam knew Kayden was watching, and he took his time, slowly pulling his underwear down.

First his shiny cockhead crested over the waistband, pulsing and swollen with excitement. Then Adam very gradually tugged that waistband down, until his erection flopped forwards with aplomb, still rigid and stiff and pointing right at Kayden’s bottom.

“Turn back around,” Adam barked, knowing how Kayden preferred him to play rougher when he was in boy mode. “And maybe Daddy will give you what he knows you want…”

Kayden quickly whipped his head back around, putting all his weight on his elbows, turning his face so he could press a cheek against the bedspread. His heart thumped and his clit throbbed between his thighs as he heard the familiar sound of the cap on the lubricant being unpopped.

With a small jolt and a gasp, Kayden felt the cold slime being poured onto his tight pucker, but Daddy held his bottom in place with a firm hand. His cheeks were parted, and he felt dizzy with anticipation, feeling one finger swirling around his entrance.

The position and the binder pressing down Kayden’s chest made it harder to breath, but he loved every moment of this. Somehow the discomfort made him feel even more… owned. He was Daddy’s fucktoy now…

“Gnnnhh,” Kayden grunted and winced as he felt that thick finger probing into his hole. “Ohhhhh, Daddy… It’s so big…”

“And you’re gonna take something much bigger in a moment,” Adam replied, as he slowly worked his lubed finger back and forth inside his baby boy’s ass. “So relax for Daddy…”

Speaking in such a harsh way didn’t come naturally to Adam, but the effect on Kayden was obvious and immediate. He moaned, a genuine moan of passion and lust, rocking his hips against nothing even while Adam’s finger was embedded in his ass up to the last knuckle.

When Kayden was in girl-mode - was Kacie- she preferred to be a princess, being doted on and spoiled by her Daddy. And when Kayden was Kay - neutral, or ‘nonbinary’ as Adam had learned people called it - they wanted to be playful and silly, even during sex.

But something about taking on a male persona made Kayden crave rougher treatment, wanting spankings, anal, and for Daddy to be in complete control of his curvy body. Adam had initially felt uncomfortable with it, but Kayden’s obvious enjoyment soon put him at ease. Without even noticing it at first, Adam had found himself getting better and better at the role of ‘gruff, dominant Daddy’ over time.

“Good boy,” Adam muttered, as he withdrew his slick finger from Kayden’s slightly stretched bottom. “Here comes Daddy…”

Kayden gripped the covers even tighter, swooning. Adam hadn’t asked for permission or even implied he was waiting for it… It made Kayden feel so small and helpless, a slutty little boy who got padded and plugged by his Daddy, fucked hard into the mattress by him every day…

“Ah!”

He felt his Daddy’s cockhead pressing against his lubed backpassage, licking his lips slowly as he waited for Adam to push forwards. Daddy’s shaft felt unbearably hot against Kayden’s hole, and he moaned softly as he felt him beginning to push into his backside.

Kayden grit his teeth, whimpering as the first few inches of Adam’s dick began to sink into his squeezing hole. He loved the feeling of being so full of his Daddy, especially in his ass, where it felt so dirty and taboo… But his body never seemed to get the memo, clenching and resisting as if was the first time he’d ever had anal sex, every time.

“Relax for me, kiddo,” Adam murmured, stroking Kayden’s trembling back gently. “Don’t you want all of Daddy inside you?”

“Y-yes sir,” Kayden replied, earnestly, although he was already feeling very stretched and a little sore. “I want it so-  AH! - bad.”

It was true. Right then, his heart pounding underneath the binder that squeezed his ribs, Kayden was treasuring even the discomfort of being penetrated. Pushed face down into Daddy’s bed, crinkly diaper pinning his legs together, the searing hotness of Daddy’s cock burying itself deep in his bare backside… Kayden felt exposed, dirty, vulnerable, and he knew before long he’d be eagerly moaning as he was humped like a puppydog by his strong, assertive Daddy.

“Ohh, ohh, ohhh!”

Both Daddy and babyboy gasped and grunted as Adam’s thick shaft disappeared deep inside of Kayden. After several long thrusts as Kayden felt his Daddy go deeper and deeper, finally they both felt the base of Adam’s crotch resting against Adam’s spread asscheeks.

“Mmmm, damn, baby boy,” Adam groaned, feeling his hardness pulse as it was embedded in Kayden’s hot backside. “I wish you could see Daddy fucking you… It looks sooo hot seeing my meat plunging in and out of you.”

Kayden could only moan softly, feeling Adam’s member slide back and forth inside of him, rocking him slowly on the bed. Now he was working his shaft in and out of the adult little boy, opening him up more and more with every grunt and push.

“S….so big, Daddy, feels sooo good,” Kayden panted sluttily, feeling Adam’s short fingernails dig grooves into his hips. “Pleease… harder…”

Adam’s thrusts continued at the same incessantly steady pace, ignoring Kayden’s pleas. As the helpless baby boy whimpered and tried to shove back against the fat cock inside him, Adam held firm, holding Kayden exactly in place as he rocked his hips back and forth, using his curvy body and squeezing rump at his leisure.

Kayden whined, trying to push his bottom back harder. Adam snarled and smacked that soft rear, hard, leaving a glowing red handprint. Kayden yelped, but Adam’s next thrust elicited nothing more than a soft whimper.

“Daddy’s in charge,” Adam growled at the boy panting beneath him. “Daddy decides how fast he fucks you.”

“Y-y-yessir!” Kayden cried out distractedly, eyes opening wide as Adam began to pound him harder.

It wasn’t long before the sensation of plunging into such a tight, hot hole, over and over, massaging his entire cock, had Adam close to orgasm. His balls were swollen with cum once more, and he longed to empty it all inside his adorable little prince.

Kayden felt so hot, so hot all over. Most of the lube had worn away, giving him that delicious scraped feeling of friction as his Daddy’s swollen length pounded his tight backside. His binder was tight and hot too, his chest sweaty, and the air was full of the scent of dirty, naughty sex.

Even Kayden’s breathing was hot, unbearably so, warm, aggressive panting, full of need and desire. His slit longed for Daddy’s touch, a finger stroking his clit, teasing between his folds, but the rough anal sex only fueled the fire as he was pounded into the mattress, moaning, whimpering, gasping as he felt Adam’s thrusts lose all finesse, crotch slamming against his rear again and again and again and…

“Nnnn! Baby!”

Adam grunted as he unloaded deep into Kayden’s backside, feeling like he’d emptied his balls in one enormous spurt. He throbbed angrily inside him, hot cum pumping up into the baby boy’s clenching rear.

Kayden himself moaned in a mix of bliss and disappointment, feeling teased by the lack of stimulation to his clit but loving it all the same. He found himself squeezing rhythmically around Adam’s erection, as if coaxing out every last drop of his Daddy’s cum.

At last, he felt Adam moan and sag over him, withdrawing his softening cock and giving Kayden’s rear a smack. Kayden’s legs trembled, his body still seeking a climax he knew wasn’t coming, sweet torture as his asshole gaped for just a moment, then slowly closed around nothing, looking swollen and pink.

The plug that probed it a moment later was a shock, and Kayden gasped loudly, but his Daddy paid no attention. A gentle push later, and Kayden grunted as he felt the plug sliding into place, leaving him feeling full again, the hard plastic reminding him of his recent use.

“That’s to keep Daddy’s cum inside you,” Adam muttered, as he hiked Kayden’s diaper back up, over his backside. “What do we say?”

“T-thank you for -oof- using me, sir,” Kayden replied breathlessly, as he was rolled onto his back, feeling the plug poking into his inner walls. “I love being your slutty baby boy…”

“And I love it too, little guy,” Adam replied, scritching Kayden’s exposed tummy below his binder. “And I love you when you’re my little girl, or my little pumpkin, too.”

And once again, Kayden felt like the luckiest adult baby in the world.

End.

Doubly Diapered:

A story of two ABDL Transgender Switches

Helen Strand carefully slid the par-boiled potatoes and carrots, smothered in butter and rosemary, into the oven. The meatloaf had already been cooking for some time, so Helen was just making sure the vegetables would be done on time. She wanted to cook a perfect meal for her girlfriend, Violet.

Speak of the devil…

“Helen, I’m home!”

Helen felt her heart beat faster even after all this time. The girls had been living together for 2 years now and it still seemed just as magical and exciting. Helen felt incredibly lucky to have met Violet, and she knew Violet felt the exact same way.

As attractive but nerdy trans girls going through transition, dating had never been easy for either of them. Add in a serious fetish on both sides for playing both a diaper-wearing babygirl and a kinky Mommy, and finding a compatible partner was even harder.

The few people who were interested were always creeps. Helen had grown sick and tired for being fetishized for her penis, a part of herself that she wasn’t always that fond of. And most people seemed to only want it one way - for Helen to be their strict Mommy, most of the time, but some people only wanted her to be a dependent baby for them. Very few people seemed to switch like she did, and none of them were Helen’s type.

For a long time, it had felt like she could either accept being alone, or agree to being turned into a sex object 24/7 for aspects of her body she was less than comfortable about. Hel seriously considered the latter for a while, bouncing from Master to Daddy as she tried to find someone she felt okay with… But she’d left eventually given up in a fit of self-loathing.

And she’d never been more glad that she had. As cliche as it was, Helen had met the perfect person as soon as she’d stopped looking.

Violet saw the cute chubby t-girl on her Kinklife feed one day, checked her location… and sent off a message. Helen was beyond excited to read it, seeing how perfectly all of their kinks lined up, and how much they had in common. Their first date went well, their second, even better, and now for the past couple of years they’d been living together in kinky, diapered bliss, switching off Mommy and baby roles - and sometimes sharing, both wearing diapers and snuggling up as twin babygirl sisters…

Helen giggled at herself. She was getting distracted, lost in her memories, instead of answering Violet…

“I’m in the kitchen, hon,” she called back in a syrupy voice. “I’m making meatloaf.”

“Smells delicious,” Violet said as she entered the kitchen, sniffing the air. “I bet it’s going to taste great. Mmmf. Thank you, beautiful.”

As Viole spoke, she wrapped her arms around Helen’s waist, and snuggled her tightly to her.  Helen’s chest fluttered happily as her taller, dark-haired girlfriend rested her chin on top of Helen’s head, stroking her hands up and down her sides.

Violet always made Helen feel small, and cute, and attractive in the most feminine way. Helen turned her head slightly towards Violet, and they shared a long, lingering kiss, before Violet gently pulled away.

“Hm,” the taller girl said, tugging a little at Helen’s apron strap.”Aren’t you a little overdressed, babygirl?”

Babygirl. So that was the game. Helen squealed internally. Yes, being Mommy’s baby felt absolutely perfect right now…

“Um, well, I do have to wear the apron, Mommy…” Helen mumbled, and then squealed as Violet’s hand trailed up the front of her blouse.

Her soft, round breasts were tender and sensitive from the hormones, still slowly growing even now. Violet knew just where to touch and how much to tease her babygirl, knew just how to keep her teetering between the edge of pleasure and pain. Helen whimpered, arching her back as Mommy found her slightly stiffened nipple, rolling it between her fingers through the fabric.

“I meant everything but the apron, actually,” Violet teased, turning Helen to face her. “Come on, darling. Let Mommy see that cute nakie body of yours…”

Helen flushed, but obediently allowed herself to be led into the hall, where Violet quickly undid her apron, hanging it on the armchair for safekeeping. It still felt naughty and cute to be undressed by her Mommy, and Helen obediently lifted her arms and stretched her legs out as Violet stripped her down to nothing but her panties and bra.

“Eep!”

Violet had pinched her bottom playfully, and now chuckled.

“No diaper, little one? Very naughty,” she tutted, as she unhooked Helen’s bra, letting her ample breasts fall free. “Babies need their didees… So lay down on the floor for Mommy.”

“Otay, Mommy,” Helen replied shyly, sliding onto the floor.

Her panties showed her small bulge between her legs, hidden and tucked away, but still there. As Violet pulled down her panties, it all hung free, her soft little girlcock and balls exposed.

“Such cute little girlybits,” Violet teased, as she gently rubbed her thumb around Violet’s soft cocktip.

Helen whimpered, nodding and biting her lip. HRT meant she no longer got real erections, but her body was a thousand times more sensitive now. Violet’s fingertips brushing across her little clit, coaxing sticky girljuice from the tip, made Helen whimper and squirm with delight, her hips pushing needily towards her Mommy’s special attention…

“Ah ah ah,” Violet chuckled, pulling her sticky fingers away. “Not for naughty babygirls… here, suck! … Now, where’s your plug…”

Flushing, Helen parted her lips and obediently suckled on her Mommy’s fingers, tasting her own thin but sticky fluids there. There was no way she could have known that Violet wanted her diapered before she came home, but that was okay. The kinds of punishments Mommy Violet had in mind were the kind that made Helen excited in the naughtiest ways.

“Here,” her Mommy said, holding a sizable purple buttplug in one hand. “For my slutty babygirl who needs her bottom punishing…”

“Oh, no, Mommy,” Helen giggled, as her legs were pushed up towards her chest, her chubby bottom spreading and exposing her tight pucker. “I’mma good little girl… Nggh!”

The tapered tip of the plug probed at Helen’s entrance, and she quivered, moaning softly as it began to enter her. As it went deeper, getting wider as it went along, it began to press against her prostrate, at first gently, but then more and more firmly. Helen squealed in slight surprise as the plug suddenly slid all the way in, her bottom squeezing around the thinness before the flat base.

“Good little girls don’t get excited when their Mommy plugs their tushy,” Violet pointed out. “Now let’s get your diaper on before dinner’s ready.”

Helen whimpered and squirmed happily as her Mommy manipulated her body easily, the large thick diaper pulled up between her legs in a matter of moments. Inside her bottom, the plug stretched her sensitive walls around it, her swollen prostate pressed firmly up against it, little clit dribbling clear fluid into the padding that was being pulled tight against it.

“Ooo…”

Her toes curled as the diaper was done up, keeping the plug embedded deep in her backside. The snug thickness felt so good against her excited girlcock, pushing her thighs apart as she was helped back up. With a smirk, Violet slipped the apron back over Helen’s head, and then did the ties up around her waist.

From the front, Helen’s chubby body was covered. From the back, only the strings tight against her skin covered her, the round curve of her padded rump sticking out as she walked, white plastic a contrast to her pale skin.

“That’s more like it,” Violet said, hand thumping against the diaper she’d put Helen into. “Go finish up dinner, baby… And maybe afterwards Mommy can give you some special cuddles…”

***

“That was delicious,” Violet said, licking her lips. “You made the vegetables really well, babygirl.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” Helen replied, as she gathered up the dirty plates. “I bought some cheesecake for dessert if you’d like some…”

The apron was gone now, and Helen felt Violet’s eyes on her body as she worked -  especially her soft, plump breasts. The crinkly diaper between her legs was now wet and slightly swollen, and the yellow wetness indicator had turned green and blue in some places.

“Cheesecake sounds amazing,” Violet agreed. “One plate, okay?”

Scurrying off obediently to the kitchen, Helen returned a moment later with two portions of cheesecake on a single plate. The diaper rustled as she walked back over towards Violet, her limp clit stirring slightly inside it.

Legs crossed, Helen sat down opposite from Violet, with a soft grunt. The plug inside her was pushed in deep, sending tremors of pleasure up and down her spine.

“Nmmm,” Violet murmured around a mouthful of cheesecake. “Here, open wide, little one…”

Shyly, Helen parted her soft lips. Mommy gently spooned some of the topping into her mouth, and she ate it, hungrily, the soft sweetness delicious against her tongue. Another spoonful, and Helen wriggled happily, her bottom squeezing around the plug, hedonistically wallowing in both kinds of pleasure.

“Taste good?” Violet asked, smirking as she took another mouthful for herself. “That’s Mommy’s good girl... here comes the choo-choo train…”

“Choo-choo!” Helen giggled, taking the offered bite eagerly, sticky whiteness smearing on her lips. “Yummmm!”

“What a greedy baby,” Violet teased, as Helen sucked on the spoon, her tongue running along the inside of the bowl.

“Nuh huh, Mommy,” Helen replied. “I jus’ like Momma feedin’ me.”

Violet’s heart fluttered, but another part of her stirred as well. HRT had softened and feminized her features, granting her a feminine appearance and pert little tits with excitably stiff nipples. But unlike Helen, it hadn’t stopped her cock from getting hard, something that was especially noticeable right now as she looked at her babygirl, half-naked and giggling in a wet diaper…

“Eep! Mommy!”

Violet flushed, blinking. She’d jerked the spoon away too quickly, and a morsel of cheesecake had fallen from Helen’s lips onto her bare chest. A few crumbs and a blob of white rested there, on Helen’s right breast, inches away from her nipple.

The electricity was palpable as Violet slowly reached over with her thumb, scraping away the sweet dessert. Helen gasped in pleasant surprise as it brushed over her nipple, making it poke out excitedly.

Sensuously, Violet sucked her thumb clean, giving Helen a seductive smirk. The cheesecake was put aside with trembling hands, and Violet undid her tight, curve-hugging jeans. They slid down her thighs as she stood up - revealing the stiff girlcock stretching out her silky panties.

Helen licked her lips even more eagerly than she had done when Mommy was feeding her, as Violet stroked her dripping shaft, raising an eyebrow as she looked down at the shorter girl. Violet was a vision of beauty, dark hair framing her feminine features, every part of her as sexy and lovely as the rest - and especially her stiff, slender erection, pointing up, excited just for her diaper-wearing babygirl.

“Go get your buzzything,” Violet ordered, and Helen hopped up immediately, rushing upstairs to grab the wand vibrator that Violet had used to bring her to countless squealing, grunting orgasms.

“On your knees,” Violet commanded again, and Helen instantly got down on the floor, cheeks bright red and her heart pounding as she watched Violet’s every move.

Helen’s Mommy pushed two cushions between her babygirl’s legs, so they nearly pressed up against her soggy diaper. Next she wedged the blocky head of the vibrator in between it all, pinned against just where she knew Helen’s cute little girlybits would be.

“Mmf, th-thank you, Mommy,” Helen mumbled, as she pushed herself downwards eagerly, the wetness of the diaper’s crotch shoved up against her by the foam top of the vibrator.

“It’s okay, sweetie… Mommy wants to see her little babygirl cum,” Violet muttered as she gently brushed Helen’s hair back. “Especially when your cute little mouth is full of Mommy’s cock.”

With that, she pressed the switch on the vibrator in, and Helen squeaked, shuddering as her body was struck by a sudden burst of pleasure. Her clit stirred slightly, plumping up but never rising like Violet’s did, just pushing harder up against her padding as she moaned, grinding herself softly against the head of the vibrator.

Helen’s passionate panting was interrupted as Violet took her hand and placed it on her slender Mommydick, stiff and throbbing in her babygirl’s hand. With a soft moan, Helen squeezed tightly beginning to stroke firmly up and down, up and down as she lowered her face towards it.

Violet’s eyes rolled back in pleasure as her diapered girlfriend slipped her sensitive, dribbling cockhead into her mouth. It felt like all her nerves lit up with focused bliss, as she watched Helen’s head bob back and forth, every pushin forwards taking the tip of Mommy’s cock deeper into her mouth.

Helen’s diapered backside wriggled rhythmically back and forth as she worked her mouth up and down her Mommy’s stiff shaft. Her soft moans sent soft vibrations along Violet’s turgid length, and now Violet could feel she was sliding down the back of her babygirl’s throat. Hand on the back of Helen’s head, Mommy Violet guided her back and forth, grunting and biting her lip as she pushed her slender cock back and forth, leaking onto Helen’s tongue.

Meanwhile, Helen was grinding more and more frantically against the vibrator, her clit’s juices leaving the inside of the diaper slick and sticky. It felt so good, and so naughty, diving fully into this filthy fantasy. On her knees, being pleasured by a vibrator crammed up against her swollen baby diaper, sucking Mommy’s cock desperately as the pulsations teased her needy princess parts.

The air was filled with the sound of faster and faster diaper-rustling, gulping, moaning, and hot breaths blown out through feminine nostrils. Violet could feel her orgasm approaching, her member swelling, cum in her balls desperate to escape. The horny trans girl began to thrust almost unthinkingly down Helen’s throat, taking forceful control, babygirl underneath squeaking and thrashing slightly as she was used as a toy, nothing more than a soft, warm wet hole for her Mommy to cum into-

“NMM!”

Helen’s eyes crossed as she came, hard, the way Violet’s hand dug into her hair really pushing her over the edge. Her legs trembled and she moaned around the swollen girlcock filling her mouth, squealing again as she felt it throb down her throat. The plug inside her rear felt amazing as she clenched around it again and again, her orgasm more extreme than she’d ever felt before.

Cum burst from Violet’s tip, painting the back of Helen’s throat. She trembled too, a low, feminine moan escaping from her own lips as the sight of her diapered princess cumming and grinding against her own wet diapers fuelled the torrent of girlspunk that drenched Helen’s throat.

Helen was the first to finish coming, groaning gently as her eyes rolled back into her skull, shivering all over. She felt Violet’s cock pulse once more, a final load being deposited right on the back of her tongue. Mommy Violet sighed softly in relief, slowly letting her softening shaft slither out of Helen’s mouth, leaving a last drop of cum on her lips that lazily dribbled from Violet’s tip.

“Oh, babygirl,”  Violet said, breathlessly, as she fell back onto the couch, panting. “You’re so cute when you’re sucking my cock…”

“Thanks, Mommy,” Helen replied, pulling herself up onto her trembling legs. “I love you.”

“Love you too, babygirl,” Violet replied, as Helf threw herself down beside her with a squeak, snuggling close, heart still pounding…

Glowing all over from her recent orgasm.

***

Hours later, and both girls stood side-by-side, in front of the bathroom mirror. Each of them held a pink and purple toothbrush in her hand, flashing along to let them know how much longer to brush.


"Gnnh," Violet mumbled, baring her teeth at her reflection. "Ish done?"


After the naughty playtime, and resulting cuddles, Helen had kept her diaper on for a while longer - before it began to leak out of the legcuffs. As it was late by then, Violet had begun to slip out of her Mummyspace, and so Helen removed the diaper and buttplug by herself. 


Now they were both sisters. Both of them giggling, blushing little girls – with cute little cocks between their legs.


Helen wrinkled her nose, peering at the flashing yellow light on her toothbrush, still brushing her own teeth.


"I think so," she said, as violet grabbed the bubble gum flavour mouthwash in response. "What diaper should we wear to bed?"


"Mem," Violet responded, as she swished the mouthwash run the mouth, then spat it into the sink. "How about the ones that smell like lavender?"


"You just like them because they’re purple," Helen giggled.


Both girls wore cute matching nightdresses. Helen’s was blue, with a smiling cream-coloured raccoon on the front, while Violet’s was a light purple, with a big flower. Now in the bedroom, Violet threw herself onto the bed, crying out a giggly 'whee!' as she landed on it, springs wobbling below her.


"Be careful," Helen warned, but there was no great strength behind it. "Okay, pull up your nightdress sissy. I’ll do you first."


With a single girlish giggle, her cheeks slightly flushed pink, Violet lifted her nightdress. Her legs were shaved completely all the way up to her thighs, and her crotch was bare as well. It always made her feel a little embarrassed, a little humiliated in the nicest, most gooey feeling way to be naked and exposed this way, in front of her sister – or her Mommy – before being diapered.


"Okay, Sissy," Helen said grinning as she pushed the unfolded diaper underneath Violet’s bottom. "You always look so cute in these."


"I look cute in everything," Violet replied, with a grin on her face.


Helen just giggled, as she carefully tucked the back of the diaper into position. Violet watched with interest. After all this time, and thousands of diaper changes, she could feel still feel her cock stirring between her legs. There was just something so inherently erotic about a beautiful girl putting her into a diaper, especially with the added taboo of being ‘sisters’.


"Naughty sissy!" Helen chided teasingly, seeing Violet’s cock throb and twitch lazily, rising slowly as it began to fill with blood. "It's bedtime, not naughty time."


Violet blushed, looking away, and let out a soft moan as Helen unexpectedly squeezed her half hard shaft. She whimpered, bucking her hips, hoping for more stimulation – but with a hurried rustling Helen had pulled the front of the diaper tight, spreading it across Violet’s tummy and securing the tapes snugly in place. 

Violet pouted up at her girlfriend/sister. Helen was grinning herself, hopping onto the bed,  wriggling along on to the mattress she pulled up her nightdress. She stuck her tongue out at Violet, who rolled her eyes, before getting up to retrieve Helen’s own diaper.

Soon Helen’s own privates were encased in the softness of a diaper and she sighed happily, wriggling her bottom from side to side, the buttery smooth plastic slipping on the sheets. Violet breathed in deeply. The lavender scent of the diapers was uniquely babyish, and therefore arousing to her.


"Could you grab my paci, sis?" Helen asked, and a moment later, Violet had grabbed both pacifiers, bringing them over towards her diapered adult baby sister. "Thank you."


"You're welcome," Violet mumbled around her own binky. 

They both climbed into bed together sliding under the sheets. Helen snuggled back against Violet as the taller woman wrapped an arm around her. Apparently, her sis was in a cuddling mood.


… Or maybe not. Helen gasped in alarm, and then giggled, as she felt Violet grinding the front of her diaper against her own padded bottom, humping her like a naughty puppy dog.


"Sis!" Helen protested, laughing. "It's sleeping time!… We can play those games tomorrow."


"Our… Okay, sissy," Violet said stopping her hip motions. "I love you."


"I love you too," Helen replied sleepily, with a yawn. "Good night."


And together, both diapered baby girls slowly began to drift into sleep. Two girly cocks were nestled in the pretty purple diapers, one soft and small, the other throbbing, and occasionally twitching, even as Violet slept 

***

Violet woke up after Helen, as usual. Her pacifier had fallen from her lips in the night, and she groggily reached for it as she rolled onto her back, spreading her legs.

Her binky back in her mouth, Violet suckled sleepily, reaching a hand down to squeeze and rub her diaper. She’d wet her in the night, but wasn’t quite soaked, and Violet could tell it was her swollen bladder that had woken her up. Maybe if she emptied it, she’d be able to go back to sleep…

“Nmmm,” Violet wriggled her head back into the pillows, as she relaxed, sinking into the bed. “Ahh…”

Hot wetness flowed into the already soggy padding, slowly filling it. Violet sighed happily as she soaked the diaper completely, feeling warm wetness spreading across her crotch, running down to her slender backside. The padding that was merely wet before was now thick and swollen and hot like a furnace, and Violet slowly sucked the pacifier, enjoying the relief as she finally felt the last trickle spilling into the diaper.

Mmm… so warm, so comfortable… Violet would be worried about leaking, but she was still in the grip of sleep, and she wanted to close her eyes before her body had a chance to realize it was daylight. Rolling over onto her side, Violet felt the diaper squishing between her thighs, pushing them apart as she let her eyes slide shut, breathing slowly and softly…

Just a few more minutes…

“Babygirl, get up.”

Violet groaned, opening one sleepy eye to peer at the woman she loved - who dared to disturb her slumber.

“I see you,” Helen said, with a smile in her voice. “I know you hear me. It’s time to get out of bed.”

“Nnoooo,” Violet mumbled into her pillow. “I don’t wanna get up, Mommy.”

“Really? Not even for breakfast?”

Violet lifted her head just slightly, peering out from her nest of blankets and sheets

“Maybe… if I can have pancakes…”

“Of course!”

“...and special Mommy milk first…”

“Ah... okay, sweetie,” Helen replied, with a blush on her cheeks.

A side effect of the progesterone she took was lactation. It rarely affected trans women so strongly, but she was just ‘lucky’, she supposed. While Helen was extremely embarrassed by her leaky, milky breasts, Violet loved them. Any chance she could, Violet would demand to be breastfed by her ‘Mommy’, her erection soon swelling to attention at the naughty, erotically charged act.

“...And big girl touches,” Violet added, sitting up so the covers fell off of her top half. “Alright?”

“And big girl touches,” Helen agreed, rolling her eyes. “...Scoot over then, so Mommy can feed you…”

“Yay!” Violet wriggled her soaked diaper bottom against the bed, pushing the covers away and shuffling to the side. “Nmm, Mommy milk!”

Helen pulled her flowing skirt up as she settled onto the bed, legs crossed and back against the wall. They’d done this thousands of times, but it still made her heart palpate with naughty embarrassment, feeling a little ‘dirty’ about something designed to feed a child being used to help her perverted girlfriend get off.

...But maybe Helen was a pervert too, because it certainly made her excited to be called ‘Mommy’ and let Violet suckle on her in a full diaper. With a sigh, she carefully unbuttoned her blouse, her round, full breasts still contained in her bra. Violet licked her lips as she reached out with one hand, groping and weighing Helen’s breasts as if examining fruit at the market.

“Wow, Mommy,” Violet said, in an imitation of innocence. “Mommy has a lotta milk here for baby!”

“Yes, she does,” Helen replied, her own cheeks still red. “I hope you’re a thirsty girl…”

“Mmmhmm,” Violet’s fingers pulled down one of the cups of Helen’s breasts, sliding the fabric down and revealing her Mommy’s milky skin.

Helen put one arm behind Violet’s neck, supporting her head as she wriggled down into position, curled around her Mommy with her soggy diapered crotch pointing right at her. Violet snorted slightly as her face drew closer to Helen’s breast, her nipple still flat, hidden.

“Ohh!”

Helen moaned weakly as Violet ran her tongue across her soft pink bud, feeling it stir and tingle in the air. Another lick, and Violet nuzzled forwards, taking the now stiffened nipple into her mouth, latching on carefully.

Groaning softly, Helen stroked Violet’s hair as she watched her drink. Warm, sweet milk dribbled into her babygirl’s mouth and she drank it down hungrily, throat gulping and swallowing. Violet’s cheeks were lightly flushed from arousal, the suckling motions and the wet padding against her crotch causing a physical response between her legs.

“That’s right,” Helen urged, feeling jolts and tingles of pleasure racing up and down her spine as Violet’s suckling stimulated her, too. “Drain Mommy’s tits full of milk. It’s all for you, little one.”

With a murmured grunt, Violet reached up, grabbing at Helen’s breast with her right hand. As the curvy woman gasped, Violet gently palpated her breast, milking her like a cow as she drank. Her cock was now fully erect, pushing hard up against the swollen padding of her diaper. The arousal from last night had returned again, in full force, and Violet whimpered needily as she greedily drank Mommy’s milk.

“Oh, what do we have here?” Helen muttered, breathless. “Seems like a certain little princess is getting excited…”

Violet whined in agreement, and then bucked her hips sharply as Helen’s hand closed around the upper part of her bulge. The soft squishy warmth of the wet diaper wrapped around Violet’s dribbling cocktip, and she pushed her hips up as Mommy squeezed her through it, teasing her sensitive girlybits.

“Such a dirty little babygirl,” Mommy cooed. “Getting so pokey and excited just from sucking Mommy’s booby…”

“Nmmf… Yesh Mommy,” Violet mumbled, pulling away for a moment, licking her lips of stray milk droplets. “I’sh naughty…”

“Very naughty,” Helen agreed, pushing Violet’s head firmly back towards her bosom. “Ah! Don’t stop drinking now, little one…”

“Nmmmmm…”

Violet’s eyes rolled back in her head as she swam in sheer sensory delight. The light but sweet taste of milk on her tongue, the soft skin of her girlfriend and the way her nipple was stiff against her questing tongue was arousing enough, but the diaper was now being pressed hard against her erection, rustling back and forth as Helen stroked her through it.

“Such a slut for Mommy,” she said. “Look at you, laying there in a soaking wet diaper, grinding yourself helplessly against Mommy’s hand.”

With a grunt, Violet felt her hips rocking more and more insistently, squeezing her eyes shut as she let Helen’s playful taunts wash over her. Oh yes, she was a slutty little girl, letting Mommy touch her like this while being breastfed.

“Does that feel good, sweetie? Mommy playing with your sissycock? Even though it’s so, so naughty?” Helen asked, a giggle in her tone, her own breath a little heated now. “I can tell.. You’re humping against Mommy like a doggy…”

Violet’s eyes popped open, and she gave Helen an apologetic glance, but her body kept rocking, grinding against Mommy’s hand, her cock throbbing and swollen, more and more by the second. Helen could feel Violet breathing heavily through her nose against her skin, and her suckling grew more and more frantic.

Obviously she was still pent up from last night, and Helen moaned gently as she felt teeth closing softly around her nipple for a moment, before Violet recalculated, and went back to suckling normally, milk still flowing.


“Ooohh… Babygirl… It feels like you’re nearly ready to make milkies of your own,” Helen teased, red-faced and panting, and Violet nodded as firmly as she could while latched onto Helen’s nipple. “Let Mommy help you cum, baby…” 

Violet squeaked, unusually taken off-guard as Helen’s motions grew rougher and more frantic. She stroked up and down through the diaper, wet padding pressing, squeezing, rubbed again and again continuously against the throbbing length inside it. Violet trembled, stopping her sucking for a moment as her nostrils flared, body tensing, toes curling, and-

“Ah! Nmmm! Mommmyyyy…”

Squirming and grunting, hips jerking occasionally, Violet came hard. She felt her throbbing cock grinding against the soaked padding, twitching and splattering the inside with girlcum. With a series of soft moans, she rode out those powerful feelings against Helen, eyelids fluttering , hips rolling, the orgasm dragging her down as she panted and gasped in her Mommy’s arms.


With a grin, Helen kept up her gentle, teasing stroking until Violet finally sagged in her arms, totally exhausted and glowing. The soaking wet diaper’s padding seemed to be totally destroyed, but Violet practically purred as she lay her head on Helen’s lap, eyes closed dreamily. 

“I did that so you’d get up!” Helen protested, but she sounded more amused than angry.

“Well,” Violet responded. “How about we stay here for five minutes… and then I show you what else I can do in bed… Mommy.”

Violet’s eyes met Helen’s, and Violet winked, making the curvier girl turn pink again.

It didn’t look like they’d be leaving bed any time soon after all…

End.

Bisexual Babyboy

Sandwiched between my ABDL Mommy and Daddy

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

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

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

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

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

Right there in her profile, George read her requirements.

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

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

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

Maybe he wouldn’t even get a reply.

***

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

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

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

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

“Y-yeah,” George stammered. “Um…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, yes please, ma’am.”

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

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

“Y-yes sir... I mean, yes, Daddy!”

“Attaboy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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


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


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


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


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

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

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

“Um, um...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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


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

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


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


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


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


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

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


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


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

End.

Diapered Foursome with his Daddy Dom

"Lube?"

"Got it."

"What about, uh, condoms?"

Alan gave an affirmative grunt, as he stuffed a package of wipes into the open backpack. The backpack itself was blue and green, with a picture of a tiger emblazoned on the back. It wouldn't have looked out of place on a middle school, or even elementary student, but it belonged to Ned, Alan’s adult baby boy.

"Um," the 20 something-year-old man sat on the bed in a Mickey Mouse T-shirt and jeans began."Have you got… You know?"

Alan looked up with a smirk on his face, and his eyebrow raised, amused by how flustered Ned was.

"What do you mean, baby?" Alan said. "I don't know what you're talking about, if you don't use your words like a big boy."

Ned pouted, somewhat playfully, somewhat embarrassed. He jerked his head in the direction of the closet, where both Ned and Alan knew the diapers and baby supplies were stored. When Alan refused to take the bait and just kept smirking that Daddy-ish smirk, Ned rolled his eyes and sighed.

"The diapers, daddy," Ned finally said, his cheeks bright pink. "Did you pack any diapers?”

"Why didn't you say so?" Allen said, a big grin on his face. "… And yes, of course I did. I don't want to pay to have their couch drycleaned if I didn't!"

Today was something of a milestone in Ned and Alan's relationship. They'd been exploring ABDL privately together some time now, and had even attended several community events. Unlike some couples, Ned and Alan rarely switched. Alan was always the daddy, and Ned was always a little.

When they first got together, they both had an interest in open relationships. But they had mostly spent the past year exploring their own kinks, and had little time to investigate relationships outside their own. A chance meeting at an ageplay party with another gay couple had led to several flirtatious remarks, and later messages through the Internet where everybody made it clear they were interested.

Now Alan and Ned had arranged to have a 'playdate' with another Daddy and baby, and they were both anxiously making sure they had everything ready for it.

The first thing the couple made sure to clear up was that both of them preferred sticking to their current roles. Alan wasn't interested in being treated like a baby boy, and Ned wasn’t interested in being roped into being a caretaker.

Fortunately, their hosts Geoff and Leroy had completely understood. They explained that while they sometimes switch, usually Geoff – a chubby ginger haired man – was the daddy, while Leroy – a black man with short, tightly coiled black hair - was normally the little. And apparently, on the day of the play date they’d agreed to play those roles for the day as well.

Both couples agreed they were interested in a highly sexual experience together, and while negotiations started tentatively, it was soon agreed that there would be nothing strictly off-limits.

Ned was at once excited by the prospect, and nervous. The idea of seeing his daddy with another boy was extremely exciting. But Ned worried when the reality came, he would feel too jealous to enjoy it.

"You okay, little buddy? Alan asked, rubbing the shorter man's back through his shirt. "You look a little pale."

Ned nodded forcefully. He may have been feeling anxious about the whole thing, but he very much wanted to do this. The naughty conversations they’d all shared online had fuelled many late night fantasies and naughty Daddy-little playtime between him and Geoff, and he couldn’t imagine how much sweeter it would be to explore things in person.

"I'm okay, daddy," Ned said. "Just a little nervous…"

"It's okay to be nervous," Alan said with a smile. "I think we’re both going to have a really good time. But remember, if you feel uncomfortable, you can just let me know and we can take a break – or leave – whatever you need."

Feeling slightly reassured, Ned allowed himself to be bundled into the car along with his backpack. He felt his heart rate quicken, as they drove out of their usual neighbourhood, East towards Geoff and Leroy’s house.

***

Ned had no idea what to expect when they pulled up at the couple’s house, but it definitely wasn’t Leroy bouncing around in shortalls and hugging a stuffed elephant to his chest, pacifier clenched between his teeth.

“Daddy, Daddy, they’re here!” Leroy called out delightedly, the tell-tale crinkle with every bounce making it clear he was already diapered. “P’ease come in! Daddy!”

Both feeling a little shy and awkward initially, Ned and Alan shuffled into the nicely furnished home. Ned eyed Leroy’s shortalls as he turned to hug his Daddy, who’d entered from a room that he assumed was the kitchen. They had pokemon patches sewed on the back pockets.

“Hello, hello,” Jeff said, with a chuckle, as he pulled his little boy close and kissed his cheek. “I see junior already greeted you… Are you both ready for this evening?”

Alan nodded, a small smile spreading across his face. Ned nodded as well , but said nothing, reaching for Alan’s hand shyly. Leroy’s eyes glinted as he watched them both with a grin, and Ned only blushed harder in response.

“Oh, somebody’s shy,” Jeff said, sounding almost hesitant. “I hope you’re not having second thoughts!”

“No!” Ned blurted in response. “Um. I mean, no, of course not. I’m just a little nervous… I feel underdressed.”

He looked over at Leroy’s adorable little outfit, with blue train patterned fabric on the cuffs of his shortalls, a red pacifier clipped to their bib. Ned had been too shy to wear anything like that on the drive over, worried Jeff and Leroy would think if he dressed up like, well… a baby. Maybe they wouldn’t find that sexy at all?

Obviously he was wrong… Ned glanced up at Alan, who was looking at Leroy too, his eyes appreciative. Ned felt a tiny pang inside him, but found he was more excited by his boyfriend’s interest in another man than he expected.

“Oh, don’t worry,” Jeff said, with a firm chuckle as he began to lead the other couple upstairs. “I’m sure you’ll soon be feeling underdressed. Little babies who don’t have proper attire run around in just a diaper and t-shirt in this house.”

Ned blushed again, watching Leroy’s backside as the other little boy scampered up the stairs, crinkling audibly. He could tell Alan was watching too, admiring the taller man’s physique, adult and lithe, mixed with his innocent, childlike motions and behaviors.

Turning his attention back to Jeff, Ned let himself wander into his own dirty thoughts. It had been a long time since he’d seen or touched the cock of a man other than Alan in a long time. He wondered curiously how big Jeff was down there, how it would feel to touch him… his own penis jerked slightly, excited by the thought of kissing and nuzzling the hardening shaft of a man who wasn’t his ‘Daddy’.

Jeff had led them to the master bedroom now, and after waiting for the pair of them to catch up to him, he pushed the door to the bedroom open ceremoniously. Ned gasped.

Two towels lay side by side on the large bed. On an end table, Ned could see a tube of lubricant and gloves… and next to each towel, a metal pole on wheels, like you might see in a hospital.
 

Hung from each pole was a bulging red bag, with a length of tubing curled up next to it. Ned couldn’t see what was inside the bags because they were opaque, but they looked round, full, and fat, sloshing with some liquid that Ned was sure would soon be making his way inside of him one way or another, noting the nozzle on the end of the coiled tube.


"Have you ever had an enema?" Leroy asked curiously. "I know you said that messing around other people something you fantasized about…"


Ned’s cheeks flushed brightly as he shook his head. In truth, he had only messed a few times around even Alan. It was always a kinky, but embarrassing experience – but usually one he had to have a certain amount of mental fortitude for. But maybe an enema would help make it easier, Ned thought as he looked up at the swollen bags of liquid hanging from the poles.


"No, he hasn't, have you baby boy?" And said placing a big hand on Ned’s shoulder and squeezing reassuringly. "But he's no stranger to making poopy Pampers!"
  

Both Leroy and Geoff laughed at that, while Ned felt his face turn hotter than the sun. Even more embarrassingly, he could feel his cock growing harder, lolling semi erect in his padding. Ned clenched his fist shut, silently willing his length to go back down - but before he could get control of himself, he felt his Daddy's hand on his thickly diapered backside pushing him towards the bed.


"Let's get you ready Leroy," Geoff said, reaching towards the fastenings on Leroy shortalls.


"Otay, Daddy!" Leroy lisped round the pacifier, which was quickly unclipped from the shortalls which were being pulled down his legs. 


Ned watched with some interest, as the darker skinned boy was lovingly bent over the towel on the bed, his outfit now around his ankles, the white plastic of the diaper crinkly and bulging out from his bottom.


As Geoff reached for the diaper, and began to slowly pull it down, revealing Leroy’s bare backside, Ned began to look away – then stopped himself, remembering that this was what they were there for. He was allowed to watch. 

The hot blush remained on Ned’s face as he glanced nervously from his daddy to the scene in front of him. Alan seemed to be watching as intently as he was, and Ned wondered if he felt the strange combination of excitement, anxiety, and naughtiness that was exciting him so much as they both watched. He was jealous of how much attention Leroy was getting from Alan already - but it turned Ned on to see his Daddy so excited, to share this with him.


Finally Leroy''s backside was bare, his genitals pressed against the soft towel. Ned shyly leaned over to peer underneath the taller boy, seeing his cock turgid and swollen against the material beneath his belly. 
  

As Ned tried to sneak a glance at Leroy’s manhood, he suddenly felt a strong hand pushing him downwards towards the bed. He was so shocked, he barely had time to put a hand out to catch himself, and soon Ned was bent over the bed too, looking back with a blush on his cheeks.

Two men hungrily eyed his backside - and only one of them was his boyfriend… Ned’s eyes widened. He looked nervously over at Leroy - who winked, wriggling his crotch lavisciously against the bed.

Gulp. Ned’s cock throbbed urgently in his pants, and a moment later, he could feel the familiar sensation of Alan reaching beneath him to undo them.

As if they didn’t have an audience, as if it was just the two of them, Daddy and baby boy, alone in the bedroom, Ned lifted his bottom obediently and let the now-loosened trousers slip down, taking his underwear with them.

"No diaper?" Jeff asked, as Alan shuffled Ned’s pants and underwear down.


"We weren't sure… Well, you know," Allen said, uncertainly. "I brought some with me though."


"Don't worry about it,” Geoff said, chuckling. "We have plenty, anyway. I was just surprised"


"Yeah, daddy," Leroy chimed in. "Little babies belong in diapers, don't they?"


“That’s right, bud,” Geoff replied - Ned couldn’t turn to see, but it sounded like he was grinning. “Now… Would you like me to help give him his enema, Al?” 

Ned blinked in surprise, biting his lip. Again he felt his insides quivering with the thought of another man - not his Daddy - touching him so intimately, felt his erect cock twitch between the folds of the towel. It made him feel little and vulnerable in a naughty way, offered up to a strange man, the fate of his rounded ass debated by the adults as he could only grip the covers and wait…

“Please,” Alan replied, some nervousness in his own voice - but Ned heard the eagerness too, and his cock twitched again, knowing his Daddy wanted to see Geoff touching him too...

Silence, and then Ned gasped. Geoff had slid his hand down between his legs, fingers brushing against his balls. They pulled up slightly, and the other man followed them, cupping them gently, almost-lovingly, pushing the ends of his fingers further up so they stroked Ned’s stiff baby boy cock. Ned whimpered, embarrassed and aroused all at once - and then Geoff withdrew his hand, with a chuckle.

“Somebody’s excited, aren’t you, little one?”

Ned hid his face in the bed, but couldn’t keep the smile off of his face.

“Okay, first of all… We put these on,” Geoff began, over the sounds of rubber gloves being snapped into place. “Then we get the little tykes all lubed up…”

There was a squirting sound, and Ned turned towards Leroy, who was peering behind himself anxiously. Ned watched Geoff approach Leroy first, lube shining on his gloves, two fingers together and covered in the clear, thick fluid.

“Ohhh! Daddyyy…” Leroy groaned, as the older man’s fingers probed his backside. “Nmmmf!”

They soon slipped easily inside Leroy’s accommodating rear, and Ned flushed, unable to stop watching as Geoff’s fingers pumped in and out of Leroy’s tight hole. Leroy himself moaned loudly, his hips pumping in time to the motions of his Daddy’s hand. He stopped, reluctantly, as Geoff withdrew his fingers, and moved down the bed…

“Ah! Oh!” Ned’s expression was a mixture of shock and discomfort as he felt Geoff’s other fingers pushing to enter his own backpassage.

“Let me in, boy,” Geoff ordered, as Ned instinctively clenched to keep the invading digits from slipping in.

“S-sorry, sir,” he mumbled weakly, forcing himself to relax. “Ohhh!”

Ned groaned softly, feeling his tight rear being spread by two thick fingers, sliding gently back and forth. He could feel the coolness of the lube on his outer skin, and he wrinkled his nose at the noise of it (shlurp, shlurp) as Geoff gently finger-fucked his ass.

Geoff’s fingers didn’t go very deep into Ned’s backside, and they didn’t hit his prostate at all. The lubrication of Ned’s anus was like a swift medical procedure, done for his ‘own good’. Somehow that added to the fantasy - Mr. Geoff wasn’t interested in making this a scene for the little diaper-wetter, but in quickly and efficiently emptying Ned’s bowels.

“All done,” Geoff said, cheerfully.

Ned felt Geoff’s fingers retreating, the outer ring of muscle clenching slightly around them as they departed. He bit his lip, knowing what was coming next, not sure what to expect.

“Now the nozzle,” Geoff said. “It has to go very deep…”

Ned heard the coil being unwound… and then he felt Geoff’s hand on his asscheek, pulling them apart.

“Relax for me, kid.”

There was barely time for Ned to obey that command before the thin plastic nozzle of the enema pushed against his hole. It was much thinner than Geoff’s fingers, so it slipped easily into place, although Ned grunted slightly at just how deep it went. It felt fine, so far…

Until Geoff pulled open the valve, and cool liquid began to flow into Ned’s bowels. He gasped, gripping the sheets with a shocked expression as he felt such a volume of water rushing into his body. The saline solution felt ice cold compared to the heat inside him, rushing into every nook and cranny of his backside.

“Oh! Oh… that’s… Weird!” he moaned, squirming in discomfort while the nozzle remained lodged in his backside. “I can f-feel it… soo deep…”

“Let’s hold hands,” Leroy offered, palm reaching out for Ned’s. “It’s pretty uncomfortable…”

Ned quickly snatched Leroy’s hand, grimacing as he felt more liquid spilling into his guts. His stomach felt like it was slowly inflating, bowels already cramping, body trying to expel the cool liquid swelling his tummy.

“Nnnhh!” Leroy groaned, squeezing Ned’s hand tightly. His own valve had been opened, and Ned blushed as the darker skinned boy moaned and rocked his hips against the bed as the liquid drained inside of him.

“C-crap,” Ned spluttered.”I need to go… nnghh… I’m cramping up…”

“Just a bit longer, cutiepie,” Geoff said, petting Ned’s hair softly. “It’s nearly all gone.”

Ned squeezed his eyes shut and pushed his head against Geoff’s stroking hand. It wasn’t Alan, but the contact felt good anyway, a distraction from the discomfort churning in his bowels.

At last he felt equilibrium inside him, the water no longer filling him up. He heard a gurgling noise from below him, his muscles spasming as his body adjusted to the feeling of being full of cool, clear liquid.

“All done, babyboy,” Alan said, and Ned glanced up, realizing his Daddy was on the other side of the bed in front of him now. “Can you squeeze down and hold it inside for Daddy, when we pull the hose out?”

“Nmf… Y-yes, Daddy,” Ned said, cheeks a hot red contrast to the coolness slowly warming up inside his tummy.

The cramping was still there, but Ned could feel his body was no longer trying desperately to expel the liquid inside him. With a soft squeak, he felt the nozzle being pulled out of his backside, and clenched his sphincter shut, trembling, feeling his muscles twitching in response as they tried to empty his bowels again, fighting against him.

“Uuupsy daisy…”

With a co-ordinated effort that surprised him, Ned was rolled onto the spot where Leroy had been a moment ago, onto a crinkly white diaper. He gasped and winced, trembling as he squeezed down hard on the surge of fluids that suddenly rushed towards his anal opening.

Leroy, who was now re-diapered and grimacing himself, grabbed one side of the diaper, while Alan grabbed the other. Ned didn’t even think to cover his swollen erection before it was covered for him, cotton-y softness pressed against his eager length, stomach rumbling loudly. Now the diaper was being taped up tightly, and through the haze of discomfort and desperation Ned felt totally helpless and infantile, a little toddler fighting the sudden urge to mess his diaper.

“Ohhh… God it’s so… nghh… I need to poop,” Ned grunted, balling his hands up into fists. “Pl, please sir, may I go?”

His question was directed at Geoff, who was directly in his line of sight, and the older man smirked as he pulled him up, so he was sitting on the bed, quivering, sweating, trying to hold back from filling his diaper right then and there. Ned bit his lip, fighting to keep everything inside, as Geoff took a seat where he’d been a moment ago, and Alan joined him, both of them sitting together.

Alan flushed a little, as he reached for his zip.

“We, we thought it might be fun to have a little contest,” he explained, smiling shyly. “...See if you guys can make us cum before you mess yourselves…”

“On your knees, Neddy boy,” Geoff urged, placing his hand on Ned’s shoulder. “Be a good little boy for Mr. Geoff.”

Ned moaned. The desperation of the situation made him ride a razor thin edge between arousal and anxiety, his body tense and pale as he was pushed down to his knees. His bowels wanted nothing more than to explode into his diapers, the urge growing by the second, but Ned had other drives, and despite his panic, he was seriously kicked into a deep sexual littlespace by Geoff’s forceful commands.

Alan moaned, and Ned whipped his head around to see Leroy’s hand around his Daddy’s cock. Jealousy seethed inside him, but alongside it was a competitive rush that inspired Ned to reach out himself, taking Geoff’s fat pink length in his own hand.

“Nmm, good boy!” Geoff remarked, twitching between Ned’s fingers. “Squeeze me nice and tight, that’s it.”

Obediently, Ned wrapped his digits tightly around Geoff’s erection, stroking up and down as he lowered his mouth towards the dripping cockhead. The musky scent of sex and arousal wafted off of it, and Ned moaned unconsciously as he ran his tongue across the swollen tip, trembling from lust himself, as well as the urgency building in his bowels.

Ned glanced jealously at Leroy, who was between his own Daddy’s thighs, his own Daddy’s cock in his hand and sliding into his mouth. The dark skinned little moaned salaciously as he bobbed his head back and forth, his diapered backside wriggling around behind him. The only sign that Leroy was having a hard time emptying the load inside his bowels was the sheen of sweat on his brow as he pushed his lips down along Alan’s cock, cheeks swelling and deflating as he moved up and down.

Nostrils flaring, Ned turned back towards his own task, pulling Geoff’s cock into his mouth with his tongue. The older man grunted and moaned as Ned hurried pushed his length to the back of his throat, his own cock dribbling inside of the diaper, hips rocking against the padding. His mouth was full of another man’s erection, tongue running up and down along the underside of it, again and again.

“Gnnh!”

Ned froze as he tensed up, fighting his body, the urge to release stronger and stronger. He quivered and shook, one hand clumsily grasping the bedsheets as he waited for the spasms to subside. Blinking sweat out of his eyes, Ned pushed himself onwards, grunting as he forced himself to take more of Geoff’s cock, sliding awkwardly down his throat as both hands squeezed and stroked up and down, hoping he could make the older man cum before he soiled himself…

“Ohh! Ohhh fuck! Good boy!” Alan squealed, and Ned could tell he was cumming.

Turning his head with his lips still wrapped around Geoff’s swollen cock, Ned looked into Leroy’s eyes. His lips were stretched around Alan’s member, pressed against the base of his erection, the bulge in Leroy’s throat visibly throbbing as he swallowed Alan’s load. He moaned in bliss, rolling his eyes back as he swallowed hard…

Distracted as the next wave of spasms wracked his body, Ned couldn’t hold back any longer. Gasping, he pulled his mouth up off of the swollen cock filling it, trembling, shaking, grunting as his bowels noisily evacuated into the diaper.

Eyes closed and cheeks burning with humiliation, Ned felt all eyes on him as he messed himself. Groaning, pushing his rear out like a toddler, he felt warm mess filling his padding, the back of it bulging out. Ned moaned, softly, quivering, his bowels pushing hard, emptying all of what was filling them into the already-full diaper, his cock quivering along in time with it.

“Aw, couldn’t hold it, huh, buddy?” Geoff remarked, his breathing heavy. “That’s okay… come here…”

Shakily, Ned felt himself being lifted to his feet, the weight of the load in the seat of his diaper making them sag. He worried for a moment the immense mess within them would drag the diapers all the way down, but that worry stopped as Geoff sat him down on his exposed cock, the squishy back of his diaper against it. Ned gasped as he felt Geoff’s hand squeezing his cock through the front of his diaper - but a noise from Leroy suddenly stole his attention.

“Gnnhh! Dadddy!” Leroy grunted, squatting beside the bed, lips still glazed with Alan’s cum as the other man lay back, panting himself. “Oooo! I’m messin’ my didees!”

Leroy grunted and groaned as he messed himself in front of them all, Ned’s eyes open wide as he stared at the scene unfolding just a foot away. Another adult baby boy filled his padded pants with his own hot, sticky mess, trembling, as Ned’s own messy, stinky bottom was pressed against another man’s erection.

“Ohhh, someone’s a stinky boy,” Alan said, breathlessly, as he propped himself up on one elbow. “And you won the challenge, right?”

Leroy’s grin was a little forced, but he nodded and began to stand, gasping as he felt a last trickle of mess leaving his backside.

“Would you like to make stickies in my little boy’s mouth?” Alan asked, looking over at Ned for confirmation that it was okay.

Ned’s eyes felt like they were going to pop out of his skull, but he found he was nodding almost as hard as Leroy. He would feel utterly used and dominated, helplessly humped from behind, his own mushy diapers ground against him by Geoff’s turgid member, as another little boy’s cock pushed into his throat.

“Come up here,” Geoff ordered, patting the bed beside him. “Ned, turn your head… that’s right, good baby…”

Wrinkling his nose, Ned watched as Leroy’s diaper was tugged down, so his erection slid up and out of the front waistband. The waistband now rested snugly against the base of Leroy’s shaft, keeping the mess trapped inside, although the air was thick with the smell of it. Somehow that filthiness only made Ned more aroused, and he eagerly parted his lips as Leroy’s cockhead pressed against them.

“His, his mouth feels so soft,” Leroy whimpered, rocking his hips gently as he grasped Ned’s head, pushing his shaft towards Ned’s throat. “Oh Daddy…”

“That’s my good boy,” Geoff murmured, grunting and gasping as he ground his erection against Ned’s loaded diaper, his hand stroking Ned’s erection through the diaper as his diapered baby boy fucked his mouth.

This situation was humiliating but in the sexy way that made Ned’s cock throb with pleasure. He was being bounced on an older man’s lap, messy, mushy diaper smushing against Geoff’s cock, while his head was pushed back and forth ever-more rapidly, sucking and slurping on Leroy’s cock, breathing hard through his nostrils. His diaper crinkled loudly over his muffled moans of pleasure, feeling Geoff fondling him through the thick diaper, hips bucking up harder and harder to meet him.

Even through the thick padding, Ned could feel Geoff’s cock swelling, growing stiffer, and his movements began to grow faster and more erratic, grinding desperately against Ned’s messy backside. Ned closed his eyes, sucking and gulping around Leroy’s length, as he gyrated his hips, working his messy diapered bottom shamelessly against Geoff’s length.

All three men were groaning, grunting, huffing, feeling their collective pleasure building. Geoff’s fingers were like a vice around his cock through the diaper, his hips scrunching his crotch desperately against Ned’s rear end. Leroy had given up being gentle now, and shoved his cock hard down Ned’s throat over and over, saliva dripping down the poor babyboy’s face. In any other scenario he might have protested, but, surrounded by sexy men who wanted to use his body, Ned merely moaned in pleasure, grunting, tensing, feeling his climax approaching…

“Nmmf! Daddyy! I’m m-makin’ ‘tickies!” Leroy whimpered, and Ned’s eyes flew open wide as his face was forced down into Leroy’s crotch. “MM!”

Ned felt Leroy’s cock jerk hard down his throat, hot salty cum spurting down it - and came himself, hard, into his diapers. He gave a muffled squeak of his own as he trembled with climax, hips bucking against Geoff’s hand as he made the front of his diaper sticky and messy in a very different way.

He couldn’t help but swallow Leroy’s loud, and every squirt down his throat seemed to make his own cock throb along in time with it. Geoff’s frantic humping abruptly came to a stop, and Ned gasped around the swollen, spitting length in his mouth, feeling hot spooge splurting up his back.

At last, Leroy stopped cumming, and whimpered as he gently withdrew his cock from Ned’s mouth, looking down at him apologetically as Ned’s own erection finally squirted the last few drops into his diaper. Geoff gave a guttural noise of delight as he rode out his own orgasm, panting into Ned’s ear as he painted the dirty-brown of the back of his diaper a sticky off-white color.

“S-sorry, Neddy,” Leroy apologized shyly, looking down at his feet. “You felt sooo nice on my peepee…”

“Don’t be,” Ned replied, breathing hard through his now-free mouth. “It was… amazing.”

“Oooo…. I needed that,” Geoff groaned as his orgasm dwindled, grinding out the last few drops by pushing Ned’s stinky, stinky backside hard against his softening length. “How’re you doin’, Alan?”

Ned blushed in shame that he’d almost forgotten his own Daddy was there - but the shame dissipated as he looked over at where Alan was, stroking his own cock lazily to the sight of the three men fucking and sucking each other. The bearded man smiled shyly as he lifted his hand off of his member, giving the others a thumbs up.

“That was very sexy,” he said. “Made me wish Leroy’s mouth hadn’t been so good.”

Leroy giggled like a little boy.

“Thank you, Mr. Alan,” he replied. “...I bet after we all get cleaned up, we can find something to do you really like…”

And Ned again felt himself, sticky and stinky and in a messy diaper, being laid down on the towel to be changed…

End.
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