

Preview:

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

Cuckolded, Sissified, and put into Diapers!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Elliot gulped as Brooke gently squeezed his hard clitty. 4

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

***
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“To… to bed?”

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

“But, but-”

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

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

“Yes, Mommy…” he mumbled.

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Elliot whimpered.

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

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

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

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

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

“...I’m Mommy’s littl-”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who’s this?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

“Baby girl?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His body hadn’t gotten the message.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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