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At least with having an affair with your younger brother’s wife, there’s no need to hold back.  You’ve both got everything to lose: if you’re in that deep, you may as well use one another as needs see fit.  

That’s how Annie and I saw it, at least.  Annie and Dave had been married for just over a year.  I’d been living with Jane for almost five.  If we were going to screw around behind my brother’s back, why put up with the kind of vanilla sex we were already getting at home?

We sort of stumbled into the affair.  I stopped in at their flat one Sunday afternoon at random to see if Dave was around for a beer.  Turned out he was out at band practice.  Annie was sitting out on the balcony in the sun smoking a small joint.  She was wearing black cut-off denim shorts and a black vest.  She asked me to join her.  With nothing else to do – Jane was working until the evening – I took the spliff and joined her, looking out over the quiet, sun-baked city.

Dave and Annie married when they were in their early twenties.  The older brother by almost ten years, I was gruffer, scruffier, all lumberjack shirts, faded blue jeans, and heavy stubble, never having really emerged from my grunge years as a teenager.  Dave was so much more Annie’s type that I would never have assumed she’d be interested in me.  They were both pale, skinny, dyed black hair and heavily tattooed.  They were constantly in black and, I guess, often mistaken for depressive Goths, although personality-wise this couldn’t be further from the truth.  Sitting there on the balcony, the heavy bass from reggae being played several floors below bumping through the air, we smoked weed and I tried not to let my eyes wander too many times to my sister-in-law’s pale, bare legs.  She caught me a couple of times, and laughed, flirting – I thought – harmlessly.  It wasn’t totally out of personality for her: she was a bright, sparky, good-humoured girl.  

But when she began stretching her legs out and resting her feet on my lap, wiggling her black-painted toes at me, I did began to wonder.

We went inside and fucked twice that afternoon.  I licked the sweat from her tattooed flesh and she called me a kinky fucker.  I told her she didn’t know the half of it.

We did speak about what we were doing in the weeks that followed – less tormented hand-wringing, more calmly, discussing the need to maintain secrecy.  We didn’t meet up too often but texted a lot.  Messages that were often dirty.  One evening as I laid in bed, Jane asleep beside me, my phone lit up with a message from her.  She laid down the gauntlet:

‘You always say you’ll 

do anything. How kinky 

are you really?’

I asked what she had in mind.  In the few times we’d managed to meet, I’d fucked all Annie’s holes.  I’d ejaculated over her face, up her butt.  I’d tied her to the bed as I ate her out.  I was – am – always up for going further with sex, and was intrigued if she was thinking what we had done so far was too tame.

Jane rolled over and muttered sweetly in her sleep as I read Annie’s reply.

‘Let’s just say I have

daddy issues that 

Dave can’t satisfy but 

I think you can’

I was happy enough with that answer.  We’d agreed to meet in a couple of days at her and Dave’s flat when Dave was out at work.  She told me she’d reveal all then.

I jerked off that night beside my sleeping girlfriend, wondering what my young sister-in-law had in mind.

Our next meet was another afternoon encounter.  Due to our respective other halves’ schedules, that seemed to be the easiest time to meet.  I drove round, having made no particular effort to dress up.  I’d realised pretty early on that she must have quite liked a bit of rough.  Witty and interesting my brother may be, but if his bride needs an unshaven brute every once in a while, that isn’t going to be something he can provide for her.

She opened the door to me in a long baggy t-shirt and nothing.  It was black, featuring a band logo I didn’t recognise, and was so enormous on her (it would have been loose on me, so I figured it was something like a XXL) it came past her knees.  I figured she used it for a nightshirt.  She smiled, and let me in.  Annie normally went for quite a bit of makeup – dark eyeliner and lipstick that would get fantastically smudged and smeared during our nasty fucking.  Here, though, she had nothing on, her pale face looking even younger, cleaner.  Her lips looked tiny.  Her short black bob of hair slicked back.

‘Jesus,’ I muttered, when she questioned the look on my face.  ‘You look about ten years younger.’  She laughed, and told me to sit down.

I sat back on the couch.

Annie stood in front of me, watching my face.  She shifted her feet, and chewed on a fingernail.  I couldn’t tell whether she was genuinely nervous or putting on a little show for me: either way, my cock began to stir simply looking at her.

‘I hope this is okay,’ she said finally, and from the tone of her voice I could tell she wasn’t putting on an act.  She took a deep breath, and at that point I realised I had been holding my own for a few moments.

Her arms fell to her sides, and she slipped her oversized shirt up over her head, and tossed it away.

Her body, as ever, was milky white, punctuated with colourful tattoos and piercings.  Her chest was flat, breasts tiny but delightful, rings through both nipples.  She had few curves.  Had anyone asked me, before I started seeing Annie, if her boyish body-type was my type, I’d have said no.  But something about this girl drove me crazy.

She wasn’t entirely naked, although it took a few moments for me to process what I was seeing.

She seemed to be wearing panties.  Huge, bulky, and white.  Almost ludicrously padded.  Only that enormous shirt she had just removed could have possibly hidden them.  I initially wanted to laugh – I didn’t, but for that split second, thought some bizarre joke was being played.  Then my mind slowly caught up with me.

She was wearing an adult diaper.

I slowly sat forward on the couch.

Silence, as she watched me looking at her.  Her breath was shallow, nervous.  Excited.

She looked incredible.

‘Turn around,’ I told her, wanting to see all of her, my voice sounding a touch uneven.

She lowered her head and gave me a slow spin.

The diaper itself looked like a white belt strapped around her waist, attached to a thick, wide piece of material curving down around her pussy and up over her bottom.  The bulkiness of the garment contrasted sharply with the slightness of Annie’s body.  I reached out, and held her nappy-clad bottom in my hands.  

Excitement caused me to grunt out loud.  I was fixated on Annie’s ass to begin with: this strange soft padding now hiding it, the rest of her young woman’s body naked to the world, was fascinating.  It rustled quietly in my hands.

‘Jesus,’ I murmured.

She turned around, gently pushing my chest, pushing me back into the couch.  I went with it, sitting back again.  She slipped a small arm around my neck and carefully sat down in my aching, rigid crotch.  More rustling from her giant panties.

A diaper, I told myself.  I felt my mouth go dry.  

Annie was wearing a diaper.

It felt strange in my crotch.  Soft yet bulky.

She leaned into me, her lips brushing mine.  She breathed in the smell of my sweat, my aftershave.

‘Daddy?’ she cooed, and I could have shot my load right there.

I was breathing heavily, and trying to control myself.  Ever since starting the affair with her, I’d suspected Annie to be the craziest girl I’d ever been with: here, she was going even further than I’d ever dared hope.

I licked my dry lips, and went along with her fantasy.

One hand in the small of her back, holding her steady, I stroked her face, and pressed my stubble against her innocent young face.

‘I’m here, babygirl,’ I muttered, and she practically wiggled in my lap.

‘Daddy,’ she sighed again, her breath wild against my ear.  I was stroking her body.  Her flesh was smooth.

She took my hand and placed it against her belly.

‘My tummy is all full,’ she complained.

My head was spinning at where this was going.  I was dimly aware that her flat stomach did indeed feel a little bloated inside.  I pressed against the pressure, and she giggled.

‘Daddy,’ she sighed.  ‘You’re going to make me poop.’

I was struggling for words, my mind struggling to keep up with my almost overpowering arousal.  I looked at her, this little tattooed punk sitting like an infant on my lap.  I tried to remind myself I’d seen her get married – to my own brother! – just over a year ago.  How was this now happening..?

I made myself swallow.  I spoke, scared my voice would show my nerves.

‘That’s okay, babygirl,’ I managed.  I stroked her diaper, and gently squeezed the soft padding between my fingers.  ‘You can go if you need to.  That’s what this is for.’

Her dyed black hair hung over her eyes as she pressed her face against mine.  Her tongue snaked out for an instance, tracing a line across my lips.

‘Oh daddy,’ she groaned.  ‘Keep your hand there.  I feel so full, daddy.  So, so full…’

The palm of my hand still pressed against her belly, I felt Annie’s body tense, her midriff in particular, as she placed pressure onto her full bowels.

The world grew silent.

A faint, muffled hissing sound, as Annie emptied her bladder on my lap.

She shifted, and made a pleasant little noise of satisfaction.

I looked down at myself, dumbfounded, half-expecting the crotch of my jeans to be soaked through with her piss.  As aroused as I was, I wouldn’t have minded an iota, although getting home could have proved tricky.  As it was, it held firm.

‘Oh Jesus,’ I realised I was saying, over and over.  ‘Oh Jesus, oh Jesus…’

‘It’s okay daddy,’ she whispered to me, her hair still hanging in front of her eyes.  She looked wild and predatory, yet young and naïve, managing all at once.

She pressed a finger against my lip.

I felt her tummy again clench, signifying more to come.

‘It’s okay…’

Again, that echoing, extraordinary silence.  I wasn’t breathing.  I couldn’t.  I sat there, in awe, one hand on Annie’s back, the other on her tummy, as she quietly defecated while sitting on my lap.

The smell rose up to greet me, soft and earthy.  Knowing where it was coming from, seeing the beauty of the girl producing it, I was in heaven.

She lowered her head.  I could feel her tensing, trying to push more out into the nappy.  She gave the tiniest whimper as, I presumed, a particularly thick stool was passed.

‘Good girl,’ I said, cradling her in my arms.  ‘There’s a good girl.  Daddy’s here.’

She sat like there for a little while, curled up in my lap, the two of us breathing in her strangely comforting stench.  She looked like she couldn’t have been more at peace.  For my part, I had never been more erect, but felt like I was drifting in a pleasant daze.

At some point, wordlessly, she slipped off my lap.  My hand in hers, she led me slowly through to the bathroom.

She lay down on her back, pursing her lips a fraction at the coolness of the tiles beneath her.  She looked up at me, her eyes meeting mine for the first time in a little while.  They were hazy with quiet arousal.

I got to my knees between her legs, again taking in with awe the sight of her tiny body with this bulging diaper around her waist.

My trembling fingers reached for the straps holding the diaper together, and wrenched.

It opened up in front of me, like petals of a dirty flower.  

I gently lowered the material to the floor.

Her shaven pierced pussy, familiar enough to me by now, now seemed new and mysterious, red and swollen from the wetting and the arousal.  Beneath her bare lips, the real treasure.

Annie’s tiny arsehole and inner buttcheeks were caked in damp brown smear.  On the absorbent material in front of her, a few pieces of dark, firm shit.

I stumbled to my feet.  I saw a flash of worry shoot across Annie’s face, before she realised what I was doing.  I yanked my shirt off, and frantically unfastened my belt.  I stepped out of my jeans and underwear and lowered myself back between her legs.

‘Daddy,’ she giggled, at the sight of me clutching my raging, desperate erection.

I lifted her hips up towards me, pressing into her, her shit smearing across my balls and inner thighs and torso.  I pressed my cockhead against the filthy entrance to her most beautiful hole.

Using her own fresh excrement as lube, I sodomised my punky sister-in-law there on the bathroom floor.

I shot my load up her bowels as we both cried out, her small hands on my own buttocks, pulling me into her even further.

We lay together, a gasping smelly mess.  Even having just come, I couldn’t stop exploring her, reaching a finger up her swollen anus, bringing it out coated in a mixture of spunk and shit.

She watched my face.  I probably looked in awe.

After trying to resist, I ended up trying to work my tongue into her hole.  Instinctive gagging kicked in despite my best efforts, however, and I ended up having to rinse my mouth with antiseptic mouthwash for a good few minutes afterwards.

I wiped her up after that.  That act in itself aroused me again, and she jerked me off across her chest.  It left beautiful brown smears across her nipples.

We showered.  We used lots of soap, lots of lather.

Eventually, I had to leave.  Both Jane and Dave would be home from work before too long.  Annie, wrapped in a dressing gown, stood in the doorway before she let me out.

‘Remember,’ she said, her fingers straightening my collar.  ‘Tonight, when you kiss your wife goodnight… Remember that, earlier on, you had that tongue up my dirty arse.’

I nodded.  ‘When you see your husband…  Remember that his husband has tasted your shit.’

She smiled.  ‘I don’t think I’ll be able to forget any time soon.’
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