

Cuckolded, Sissified and Put back in Diapers! 


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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


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

*** 

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

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

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

"Mmf!" 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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


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


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

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


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

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

*** 

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

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

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

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

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


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

He hoped his erection wasn't too obvious. 

*** 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

"But B- mommy-" 

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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


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

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

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


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

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


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


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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The End. 
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●       Hypnotised into Diapers by his Wife - rich husband’s wife takes control by turning her miserly spouse into a drooling, dependent infant 

OEBPS/image_8.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




