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Chapter 1: The Ambush at Home

Ryan stood naked in the center of the living room, cock throbbing hard and leaking, the cool evening air raising goosebumps across his soft dad bod. Kara held the thick adult diaper open like a promise, its plastic backing crinkling loudly in the quiet house. Megan and Jessica circled closer, their clothes still perfectly in place - Kara's tight jeans hugging her curvy hips, Megan's low-cut top straining over her full breasts, Jessica's yoga pants clinging to her athletic thighs.

"Please... diaper me, Mommy," he whispered again, shame burning hot in his cheeks even as his cock jerked upward.

Kara's sharp green eyes flashed with triumph. "Good boy. Legs apart. Wider."

He obeyed, feet sliding on the carpet. The scent of baby powder hit him stronger now, sweet and humiliating. Kara crouched, pressing the thick padding up between his thighs. The soft inner lining brushed his balls, then his leaking cock. She pulled it snug, centering his hard shaft against the absorbent front.

Megan taped the first side with a loud rip. "Feel that bulk, Ryan? No more missing the toilet like a sloppy man. You're our padded boy now."

The second tape yanked tight. Then the third and fourth. His legs forced wider by the massive diaper, crinkling with every tiny shift. Powder dusted his skin, cool and talc-smooth. His cock throbbed trapped against the thick padding, pre-cum already soaking a small wet spot.

Jessica ran her hand over the front, squeezing the bulge. "Look how hard you are in your first diaper. Pathetic."

Ryan groaned, hips twitching forward. The crinkle filled his ears. Warmth spread through his groin from the padding, but deeper shame twisted in his gut. He could still walk out. He should. Yet his body betrayed him, cock pulsing harder.

Kara stood, grabbing his chin. "On your knees. We're not done stripping you of that last bit of pride."

He dropped. Carpet dug into his bare knees. The diaper forced his thighs apart, crinkling loudly. Kara unzipped her jeans slowly, peeling them down with her panties. Her shaved pussy glistened, lips puffy and wet. She stepped forward, grabbing his messy hair.

"Open."

Ryan parted his lips. She ground her pussy against his mouth, slick folds sliding over his tongue. Salty-sweet taste flooded him. He licked desperately, tongue flicking her clit. Kara moaned, hips rocking.

"Fuck yes. Lick Mommy's cunt like you mean it."

Megan knelt behind him, hands spreading his ass cheeks. A slick finger circled his tight hole, then pushed inside. Ryan gasped into Kara's pussy. The intrusion burned, then turned to pressure as Megan pumped deeper, curling to hit that spot.

Jessica watched, fingers teasing her own nipples through her top. "Such a eager little diaper slut already. Suck her harder."

Ryan obeyed, sucking Kara's clit between his lips. His tongue swirled. Her juices coated his chin. Behind him, Megan added a second finger, stretching him open. The diaper crinkled with every rock of his hips. His cock leaked steadily into the padding, making the front warm and sticky.

Kara's thighs trembled. "Don't you dare stop. Make me cum on your face."

He licked faster. Sucking. Lapping. Her pussy clenched around nothing, clit swelling on his tongue. She cried out, grinding down hard. Hot cum-slick flooded his mouth as she came, thighs locking around his head. He swallowed what he could, the rest dripping down his neck.

She stepped back, breathing hard, pussy glistening. "Good boy. Now bend over the couch."

Ryan rose on shaky legs, diaper sagging slightly from his leaks. He bent, elbows on the cushions, ass presented. The bulky padding pushed his cheeks apart awkwardly. Megan pulled the back of the diaper down just enough to expose his hole.

"Time to break this ass in," she said, voice thick with lust.

She strapped on the thick black dildo, lubing it generously. The head pressed against his ring. Ryan tensed. Then she pushed. Slow. Relentless. The stretch burned as the fat cock slid inside him, inch by thick inch.

"Fuck... too big," he gasped.

"Take it," Megan growled, thrusting deeper. The diaper crinkled wildly around his hips. Her hips met his padded ass with wet smacks. Fullness overwhelmed him, prostate grinding with every stroke.

Jessica slid under him on the couch, taking his leaking cock into her mouth. Warm, wet suction. Her tongue swirled the head while Megan fucked him harder. Pleasure slammed through him from both ends. His balls tightened.

Kara watched, fingers buried in her own pussy. "Don't cum yet. Hold it. This is your new life - diapered, fucked, denied until we say."

Megan's thrusts grew brutal. The dildo slammed his prostate. Jessica sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks. Ryan's vision blurred. The crinkle of plastic mixed with wet slurps and flesh slapping padding. Sweat rolled down his back.

He whimpered, fighting the edge. "Please... I can't..."

Megan pulled out suddenly, leaving him gaping and empty. Jessica released his cock with a wet pop. Both women laughed.

Kara stepped close again, kissing him deep, tasting herself on his tongue. "Flood it for us. Right now. Wet your diaper while we watch."

Ryan's bladder ached from earlier. Shame and need warred. He pushed. Hot piss streamed into the padding. Warmth spread fast, soaking the front. The diaper swelled, sagging heavier between his legs. Crinkle turned muffled and squishy.

"Good baby," Kara cooed, rubbing the soaked front. "Feel how warm and heavy it is? That's what bad husbands get."

His cock strained inside the wet mess. They pushed him onto his back on the floor. Kara straddled his face again, grinding her wet pussy down while Megan mounted his cock, sliding the soaked diaper aside just enough.

Megan's tight cunt engulfed him in one slick drop. Hot. Gripping. She rode hard, breasts bouncing. "Fuck, your cock feels good even through all this padding shame."

Ryan licked Kara desperately, tongue fucking her hole. Megan's pussy clenched around his shaft, sliding up and down with wet squelches. Jessica fingered his ass again, adding to the overload.

Pleasure built fast. The wet diaper squished under him with every thrust. Powder and piss and sex smells filled the room. Kara came first, flooding his mouth again. Megan followed, pussy milking his cock in tight spasms.

"Don't cum inside her," Kara ordered, lifting off his face.

Megan climbed off at the last second. His cock slapped wetly against the soggy diaper. They stroked him together - three hands pumping his slick shaft.

"Cum for us," Jessica commanded. "Into your diaper like the baby you are."

Ryan cried out. Thick ropes of cum shot across his belly and into the open front of the diaper. Spurt after spurt. Messy. Humiliating. The women smeared it into the padding, taping it closed again over the sticky disaster.

He lay there panting, diaper heavy and ruined, body trembling. Kara stroked his hair.

"This is just the start, little boy. By morning you'll be begging for more."

Ryan closed his eyes, the crinkle of his flooded, cum-filled diaper the only sound in the room. Reluctance still whispered in his mind, but the deep, filthy heat in his gut drowned it out. He was theirs now.


Chapter 2: Spanked Raw by Three

Ryan lay on the living room floor, chest heaving, the heavy diaper sagging warm and ruined between his spread thighs. Piss and cum squelched inside the padding with every tiny shift, the plastic crinkling softly. Kara stood over him, jeans still unzipped and hanging low on her curvy hips, her pussy lips still glistening from his tongue.

"Look at the mess you made already," Kara said, nudging the swollen front with her bare foot. "Time to teach that ass some respect."

Megan and Jessica hauled him up by the arms. The diaper dragged heavily, tapes straining. They bent him over the arm of the couch, padded ass presented high. Kara gripped the waistband and ripped the tapes open one by one. Cold air hit his wet, cum-smeared skin as she yanked the soggy diaper down to his knees.

"Bare now," she announced. "No protection for this spanking."

Ryan's cock hung half-hard, sticky with his own load. Shame burned hotter than before - a new layer twisting deep in his chest. Not just physical exposure, but the growing knowledge that he craved their judgment, their control.

Kara's hand cracked across his left cheek first. Sharp. Loud. Heat bloomed instantly.

"Count them," she ordered.

"One," he gasped.

Megan followed on the right, harder. Her voluptuous body pressed against his side, breasts soft through her top. "Two."

Jessica's athletic palm stung lower, catching the undercurve. "Three."

They rotated fast. Slap after slap. His ass heated, turning pink then red. The sound echoed - sharp smacks mixing with his grunts. Each impact jostled his hanging cock, sending jolts through his balls.

"Ten," Ryan whimpered. Tears pricked his eyes. The burn sank deeper, spreading like fire across his skin.

Kara paused, rubbing his raw cheeks roughly. "Look how red you're getting. This is what lazy husbands earn."

She spanked harder now, focusing on the same spots. Megan joined, alternating cheeks. Jessica slipped her hand between his legs, stroking his cock back to full hardness while they beat his ass.

Pain and pleasure blurred. His hips bucked, pushing into Jessica's fist despite the fire on his backside. Pre-cum dripped onto the carpet.

"Twenty-five," he sobbed. Tears spilled now. Real tears. The psychological weight crushed him - he was breaking, and part of him wanted to break further for them.

Kara grabbed his hair, yanking his head back. "Cry for us, baby. Let it out while we ruin you."

They kept going. Thirty. Forty. His ass throbbed raw, skin tight and blazing. Every slap sent fresh agony radiating outward. Yet his cock stayed rock hard in Jessica's pumping hand.

Megan knelt behind him suddenly. Her tongue licked over the burning cheeks, soothing and stinging at once. Then she spread them wide. Her hot mouth closed over his hole, rimming him deep while the spanking continued.

Ryan moaned brokenly. "Fuck... please..."

Jessica released his cock and straddled the couch arm in front of him. She pulled her yoga pants down just enough, exposing her shaved pussy. "Eat it while they spank you raw."

He buried his face between her toned thighs. Her wet folds parted around his tongue. Musky and sweet. He licked frantically as Megan's tongue fucked his ass and Kara's hand cracked down without mercy.

"Fifty," Kara counted for him. "Your ass is glowing."

Jessica ground against his mouth, clit rubbing his nose. Her juices coated his chin. She came hard, thighs clamping, flooding his tongue with fresh slick.

Megan stood, strapping the thick dildo on again over her clothes. She pressed the head against his spit-slick hole and thrust in deep. One brutal slide. Ryan cried out into Jessica's pussy.

The dildo stretched him wide, slamming his sore prostate. Megan fucked him in short, vicious strokes while Kara and Jessica took turns spanking his already raw ass around the thrusting shaft.

Pain exploded with every impact. Pleasure coiled tighter in his gut. The dildo slid in and out, fat and unrelenting, his hole clenching desperately around it.

"Take it deeper," Megan growled, bottoming out. Her hips slapped his blistered cheeks, reigniting the burn.

Kara reached under, stroking his cock in time with the pegging. Tight fist pumping his slick length. "You're going to cum from getting your ass beaten and fucked."

Ryan's sobs turned to moans. Tears streamed down his face. The new psychological layer settled heavy - he wasn't just submitting. He was grateful for the pain, for the way it stripped him bare.

Jessica slid off the couch and knelt, taking his cock into her mouth while Megan railed him. Warm suction. Swirling tongue. Kara kept spanking, lighter now but on the most tender spots.

He broke completely. Orgasm slammed through him without warning. Thick ropes of cum shot down Jessica's throat. She swallowed every drop, milking him dry while the dildo kept pounding his prostate.

Megan pulled out with a wet pop, leaving his hole gaping and twitching. They let him collapse over the couch arm, ass throbbing visibly red, diaper still tangled at his knees.

"Not done yet," Kara said softly.

She pulled him to the floor on his back. His raw ass screamed against the carpet. Kara straddled his face again, sinking her wet pussy onto his mouth. Megan mounted his spent cock, sliding down despite the sensitivity.

"Fuck... too much," he mumbled into Kara's folds.

"Ride him," Kara commanded.

Megan bounced hard, her tight cunt gripping and sliding along his shaft. Wet sounds filled the room. Kara ground down, smothering him in pussy. Jessica sucked on his nipples, biting just hard enough to make him jerk.

Pleasure built again, painful and overwhelming. His raw ass burned with every thrust from below. Kara came first, flooding his face. Megan clenched around his cock, milking another weak spurt from him.

They rotated. Jessica took his cock next, riding reverse so her athletic ass flexed inches from his eyes. Megan sat on his face. Kara used the strap-on on his nipples and cock, teasing the sensitive head.

Hours seemed to pass in the haze of spanking restarts and fucking. They spanked him between every position - over knees, bent double, on all fours. His ass turned deep crimson, bruised and swollen.

By the end Ryan lay curled on the floor, body shaking, fresh tears drying on his cheeks. The psychological surrender sank deeper. He needed this. Needed them to break him further.

Kara knelt, pressing a soft kiss to his burning ass cheek. "Such a good boy for taking your spanking. Tomorrow we'll see how much more you can handle in that diaper."

Ryan shivered, the crinkle of the discarded padding nearby a constant reminder. His hole ached. His cock twitched weakly. And deep down, the craving only grew stronger.


Chapter 3: The First Thick Diaper

Ryan curled on the living room floor, body still shaking, his raw ass throbbing with every heartbeat against the carpet. Tears dried on his cheeks. The discarded soggy diaper lay tangled at his knees, piss and cum cooling on his skin.

Kara knelt beside him, jeans still hanging open from earlier, her curvy hips swaying as she reached for a fresh diaper from the pack. "Time to wrap that beaten ass up tight, baby."

Megan and Jessica helped lift him onto his back. The rough carpet scraped his bruised cheeks, sending fresh sparks of pain through his body. Kara unfolded the new adult diaper with a loud, deliberate crinkle. The thick plastic gleamed under the lamp.

"Legs up," she commanded.

Ryan obeyed, knees bending toward his chest. Cool air kissed his sore hole and spent cock. Kara slid the diaper underneath him, the padding soft and bulky against his raw skin. She shook baby powder liberally over his ass, the sweet scent exploding into the air, coating his balls and shaft in fine white dust.

"Smell that?" Megan teased, rubbing the powder into his skin with firm circles. "That's what little boys smell like."

The powder clung to his sweat and leftover cum, turning sticky. Kara lifted his hips higher, centering the thick front panel over his groin. She pressed it down firmly, trapping his cock in the plush padding. The bulk forced his thighs apart.

Tape ripped loudly. First side. Then the other. She pulled them tight, sealing him in. The diaper hugged his beaten ass like a second skin, crinkling with every breath he took. Heavy. Restrictive. Permanent.

Jessica ran her hands over the front, squeezing the padding around his cock. "Look how puffy it makes you. No escaping this now."

A new layer settled over Ryan's mind - smallness. Helplessness. The diaper wasn't just clothing. It marked him. Owned him. And the worst part was how his cock twitched inside it, stirring again despite everything.

Kara straddled his padded waist, grinding her bare pussy against the crinkly front. Wet heat seeped through the plastic. "Feel Mommy's cunt on your diaper? This is where bad boys keep their messes."

She rocked harder, clit rubbing the bulky padding. Ryan moaned, hips bucking up. The crinkle filled the room. Megan knelt by his head, pulling her top aside to feed him her full breast. He sucked the nipple greedily, tongue swirling.

Jessica pulled the back of the diaper down just enough to expose his hole again. She lubed her fingers and pushed two inside his sore channel, pumping slow and deep while Kara humped the diaper.

Pleasure mixed with the deep ache in his ass. Powder scent mixed with pussy and sweat. Ryan sucked harder on Megan's tit, muffled moans vibrating against her soft flesh.

Kara came first, soaking the diaper front with her juices. The wet spot spread, darkening the padding. "Good boy. Now you're going to fuck me in it."

She shifted, pulling the front of the diaper down just enough to free his hardening cock. Then she sank down, her tight pussy swallowing him in one slick slide. Hot. Gripping. Wet.

"Fuck," Ryan groaned around Megan's nipple.

Kara rode him slow at first, the diaper crinkling wildly around their joined bodies. Each bounce made the tapes pull on his raw ass. Pain flared with every thrust, but her pussy clenched perfectly around his shaft, milking him.

Megan switched, straddling his face. Her wet cunt lowered onto his mouth. He licked deep, tongue fucking her hole while she ground down. Jessica kept fingering his ass, adding a third finger, stretching him wider.

The sensations layered - pussy on his cock, pussy on his face, fingers in his hole, powder tickling his nose with every breath. Crinkle. Slap. Moan. All of it blended into overwhelming filth.

Kara sped up, riding harder. Her curvy ass slapped the diaper with wet smacks. "Cum inside Mommy. Fill me while you're taped in your first thick diaper."

Ryan thrust up desperately. The padding squished. His raw cheeks burned. Megan came on his tongue, flooding his mouth with sweet slick. He swallowed, gasping.

His own orgasm hit like a freight train. Thick ropes of cum pumped deep into Kara's clenching pussy. She milked every drop, grinding down until he twitched empty.

She lifted off, cum dripping from her used hole onto the diaper front. Jessica immediately took her place, sliding down onto his sensitive cock. Her athletic pussy gripped tighter, riding with purpose.

"Again," Jessica demanded. "I want a load too."

Ryan whimpered. Overstimulated. Sore. But he hardened inside her anyway. Megan and Kara took turns sitting on his face, making him clean their pussies while Jessica fucked him senseless.

Powder and cum and pussy juices mixed in the diaper. The tapes held firm, no escape. Crinkle after crinkle. Thrust after thrust.

Hours blurred. They changed positions constantly. Kara on all fours, Ryan fucking her from behind while the diaper hung open then retaped. Megan riding reverse cowgirl, her ass flexing as she took his cock. Jessica bent over the couch, him pounding her while they spanked his diapered ass lightly, reigniting the burn.

Each time they retaped the diaper tighter after, adding more powder, sealing his messes inside. The psychological weight grew heavier. He was regressing, slipping into the role they forced on him. Little. Owned. Diapered.

Finally they let him rest on his back again, fresh tape securing everything. The diaper sagged heavily now, soaked with cum, pussy juice, powder, and a fresh leak he couldn't hold back.

Kara patted the front possessively. "This is your new normal. Thick. Crinkly. Full of shame."

Ryan stared at the ceiling, chest tight with surrender. The diaper hugged him like a cage of plastic and padding. Warm. Heavy. Humiliating. And he knew he would beg for the next change before morning.


Chapter 4: Flooding the Padding

Ryan lay on his back on the living room floor, the fresh thick diaper taped snug around his waist, already sagging heavily with cum, pussy juice, powder, and his fresh uncontrolled leak. The plastic crinkled softly with each shallow breath. Kara's hand rested possessively on the warm, swollen front, her jeans still hanging open from the long night.

"Feel how full it is already?" she murmured, pressing down until the mess squished audibly. "But we're just getting started, baby boy."

Megan and Jessica flanked him, their clothes rumpled but still on, breasts and curves on display. They helped him sit up against the couch, the bulky padding forcing his legs wide. The weight tugged between his thighs, warm and humiliating.

"Drink this," Jessica ordered, holding a large bottle of water to his lips. "All of it. No spilling."

Ryan gulped it down, the cool liquid filling his stomach. His bladder already twinged from the previous leaks. Kara stroked the diaper front in slow circles, teasing his trapped cock through the padding.

"Such a good little diaper boy," she cooed, voice dripping with mock sweetness. "Mommy wants you to hold it as long as you can. Make it desperate."

The new layer sank in deep - pure helplessness. Not just wearing the diaper, but performing in it. Being watched. Controlled down to his most basic functions. His face burned with fresh shame even as his cock stiffened inside the mess.

Minutes stretched. They made him crawl across the carpet in the heavy diaper, crinkle loud with every movement. His raw ass ached inside the padding. The women followed, hands slapping his diapered cheeks lightly, keeping the burn alive.

"Look at that waddle," Megan laughed, her voluptuous tits bouncing as she walked. "Pathetic."

Ryan's bladder swelled. Pressure built relentlessly. He whimpered, rocking on all fours. "Please... I need to go."

"Not yet," Kara said firmly. She pulled him onto his back again and straddled his face, sinking her wet pussy onto his mouth. "Lick Mommy while you hold it."

He obeyed, tongue diving into her slick folds. Salty sweet taste flooded him. Kara rode his face slowly, grinding her clit against his nose. Megan freed his cock from the front of the diaper just enough to suck him deep, throat tight and wet.

Jessica fingered his ass through the leg bands, stretching the sore hole again. Pleasure built alongside the aching desperation in his bladder. His tongue worked faster. Kara came hard, flooding his mouth with fresh cum.

"Good boy," she panted, climbing off. "Now flood it. Right now. While we watch."

Ryan pushed. Hot piss streamed into the padding. Warmth spread fast across his cock and balls, soaking the absorbent core. The diaper swelled thicker, sagging heavier between his spread legs. Squish. Crinkle. The sound filled the room.

They praised him endlessly. "Such a good baby flooding your diaper." "Look at it swell." "No control at all."

The relief mixed with deeper humiliation. His cock throbbed hard in the warm flood. Kara taped the front closed again, sealing the fresh piss inside.

But they gave him more water. Then another bottle. The cycle repeated.

Hours passed in the dim living room light. They edged him mercilessly between floods. Megan rode his face while Jessica jerked his cock through the padding. Kara fucked herself on his fingers, moaning loudly.

Each time the pressure built, they made him beg. "Please let me flood my diaper, Mommies." Then they watched closely as he released, piss hissing into the already soaked padding, turning it into a heavy, warm balloon.

After the third flood, Kara pulled the tapes open again. The stench of piss and cum and powder hit strong. She wiped him roughly with cool wipes, powdering him fresh before retaping an even thicker diaper on top of the old one. Double layered now. Immobile bulk.

"Double diapers for double the mess," she said, patting the front hard.

Ryan's cock ached inside the double padding. They positioned him on all fours again. Jessica strapped on the thick dildo and mounted him from behind, thrusting deep into his ass while the double diaper crinkled wildly.

"Fuck... it's too thick," he gasped, but pushed back anyway.

The dildo slammed his prostate with every stroke. His bladder filled once more. Jessica reached around, rubbing the massive padded front. "Hold it while I fuck you. Don't you dare leak until I say."

Pleasure-pain tore through him. The double diaper restricted everything, forcing his legs wider, the bulk rubbing his cock raw with friction. Megan and Kara took turns in front, feeding him their pussies, making him lick them to orgasm while Jessica railed his hole.

Desperation peaked. His piss threatened to burst. "Please... I can't hold it."

Jessica thrust harder. "Flood it now. While my cock is in your ass."

He let go. Hot piss gushed into the already soaked double padding. Warmth exploded around his cock and balls. The diaper swelled enormously, tapes straining. Jessica fucked him through the flood, the squishing sounds filthy and loud.

She pulled out and they rolled him onto his back in the massive, piss-heavy diaper. Kara mounted his cock, pulling the front open just enough. Her tight pussy slid down his piss-slick shaft in one smooth glide.

"Ride that pissy cock," Megan encouraged, sitting on his face again.

Kara bounced hard, pussy clenching around him. Wet squelches mixed with crinkle. The heavy diaper slapped against her thighs. Ryan licked Megan's cunt desperately, tongue deep inside her.

Pressure built fast despite everything. Kara's walls gripped him perfectly, sliding up and down his length. She came with a cry, pussy spasming, milking him.

"Cum in Mommy's cunt," she demanded.

He exploded, pumping thick ropes deep inside her. Cum mixed with her juices, leaking out onto the diaper.

They didn't stop. Jessica took Kara's place, her athletic pussy even tighter. She rode him reverse, ass flexing as she slammed down. Megan and Kara played with his nipples and the swollen diaper, pressing the mess against his skin.

Another flood came unbidden during Jessica's ride. Piss surged around his cock inside her, mixing with their combined fluids. She ground down through it, moaning at the warmth.

The night blurred into endless cycles of holding, flooding, fucking, and retaping. They made him drink more. Made him crawl and beg. Made him thank them after every release.

By the final flood, Ryan lay exhausted in a triple-layered monstrosity of padding, completely soaked through, body trembling with overstimulation and surrender. The psychological weight crushed him beautifully - he wasn't a man anymore. He was their diapered toy, existing only to fill and be used.

Kara leaned down, kissing his forehead while pressing on the massive, squishing bulk. "Such a perfect baby. Flooding over and over for your three wives."

Ryan closed his eyes, the constant warm wetness and crinkle lulling him into helpless acceptance. There was no going back now. Only deeper into their control.


Chapter 5: Diapered Foreplay

Ryan lay exhausted on the living room floor in the triple-layered massive soaked diaper, the heavy warm mess squishing around his spent cock with every tiny movement. Dawn light filtered through the windows. Kara knelt beside him, jeans still open and rumpled from the endless night, her fingers tracing the swollen tapes.

"Such a big soggy baby," she whispered, pressing down until piss and cum oozed audibly inside. "Time for some special diapered foreplay before we really use you."

Megan and Jessica helped prop him up against the couch, the enormous bulk forcing his legs obscenely wide. The new psychological layer crept in slow and insidious - eager anticipation mixed with dread. He craved their touch on the padding. Needed it. The diaper had become the center of his world, every crinkle a reminder of how far he'd fallen.

Kara straddled one of his padded thighs, grinding her bare pussy against the crinkly front. Wet heat seeped through the layers. "Feel Mommy's cunt teasing your diaper? Get hard for us again."

Ryan's cock stirred inside the mess, thickening despite exhaustion. Megan knelt behind him, reaching through the leg bands to tease his sore hole with slick fingers. One pushed inside, then two, stretching him open while the diaper crinkled loudly.

Jessica freed his cock from the top of the padding just enough to stroke him slowly. Her hand slid slick with old cum and piss. "Look at this messy little cock. Leaking already for more."

They worked him in unison. Kara humping the bulky front, clit rubbing the plastic. Megan fingering his ass deeper, curling against his prostate. Jessica pumping his shaft with tight, twisting strokes.

Moans spilled from Ryan's lips. The triple diaper restricted everything, turning every movement into loud crinkles and squishes. Powder and filth scents filled his nose. Pleasure built slow and torturous.

Kara came first, soaking the front further. She stood, smiling down. "Now the harness. Get it ready for your ass."

Jessica strapped the thick black dildo to her hips over her yoga pants, the fat cock jutting obscenely. She rubbed it against the diaper front, teasing. Megan pulled the back tapes open just enough to expose his hole while keeping the front sealed.

"Time to play," Megan said.

She poured lube over the dildo and pushed the head against Ryan's ring. Slow pressure. The stretch burned sweetly as it slid inside, inch by thick inch. The diaper crinkled wildly around the intrusion.

"Fuck... so full," Ryan gasped.

Jessica took over the strap-on, thrusting shallow at first, then deeper. The dildo dragged over his prostate with every slide. Kara sat on his face again, feeding him her pussy while Megan sucked his exposed cock head.

Triple stimulation overwhelmed him. Pussy on his tongue. Mouth on his cock. Cock in his ass. All while sealed in the massive pissy diaper. His hips bucked, crinkling louder.

They edged him mercilessly. Bringing him to the brink then stopping. Changing positions fluidly. Kara took the strap-on next, fucking him harder while Megan rode his face reverse, ass smothering him. Jessica jerked his cock through the padding.

Hours of filthy foreplay blurred together. They made him suck the dildo clean between turns, tasting his own ass. They poured more water down his throat, forcing another flood into the already ruined triple layers while the dildo stayed buried deep.

Piss gushed hot around the invading cock. Warmth exploded. Jessica laughed, thrusting through the flood. "Feel that? Fucking you while you wet your diaper like a baby."

Ryan's mind floated deeper into submission. Babytalk spilled from their lips constantly. "Good little pissy boy." "Mommy's diaper slut." Each word sank hooks into his soul.

They retaped him carefully after each mess, adding even more padding until the diaper ballooned enormously. Four layers now. Immobile. The bulk rubbed his cock constantly, keeping him edged and leaking.

Kara straddled him again in the final stretch, pulling the front open. She sank down onto his cock, pussy swallowing him whole while the strap-on from Megan teased his mouth.

"Ride him hard," Megan encouraged.

Kara bounced, her curvy body slamming down. Wet pussy gripped and slid along his shaft. The massive diaper squished and crinkled beneath them. Megan pushed the dildo between his lips, fucking his throat shallowly.

Pleasure coiled tight. Ryan thrust up desperately into Kara's heat. She clenched around him, milking hard. "Cum in Mommy's pussy while your diaper leaks."

He exploded. Thick ropes pumped deep inside her. Kara ground down, taking every spurt. Megan pulled the dildo from his mouth and replaced it with her own dripping cunt.

They kept him there, cock softening inside Kara, tongue working Megan, ass occasionally teased by Jessica's fingers through the padding. The foreplay stretched on, slow and deliberate, building unbearable need for what came next.

By the time they finally let him rest, still sealed in the gigantic, leaking, cum-filled diaper, Ryan's mind had slipped further. He no longer fought the crinkle or the warmth. He ached for the strap-on to return. For their pussies. For more.

Kara patted the monstrous front lovingly. "Soon, baby. Soon we'll fuck you properly in this diaper. But first, you wait and stew in your mess."

Ryan whimpered softly, the heavy padding his only world now. Crinkling. Wet. Owned. And he needed more.


Chapter 6: Pegged in His Diaper

Ryan rested on the living room floor in the gigantic four-layer leaking cum-filled diaper, the massive padding squishing warmly around his overstimulated cock. Kara's hand still rested on the swollen front, patting it possessively. Morning light grew brighter through the windows, but the session showed no signs of ending.

"Time to fuck our diaper boy properly," Kara announced, her jeans still open and low on her hips. "Keep that padding on tight. We want to hear every crinkle while we wreck you."

Megan and Jessica hauled him onto all fours. The enormous diaper forced his knees wide, tapes straining under the weight of multiple floods. Jessica adjusted the back tapes slightly, exposing just his hole while sealing everything else. The fat strap-on already harnessed over her yoga pants.

"Deep breath, baby," she said.

The thick head pressed against his ring. Lube dripped cold. Then she pushed. Slow. Inevitable. The dildo stretched him open, sliding deep into his sore channel until her hips met the bulging diaper back. Crinkle exploded around the thrust.

Ryan moaned loud, the fullness overwhelming. "So big... fuck..."

Jessica started thrusting. Steady. Deep. The dildo dragged perfectly over his prostate with every slide. The massive diaper crinkled and squished rhythmically, amplifying every movement. Kara knelt in front, pulling his face into her pussy.

"Lick while she pegs you," Kara ordered.

His tongue dove in, lapping her wet folds as Jessica fucked him harder. Megan watched, stroking the front of his diaper, pressing the mess against his leaking cock.

New intensity layered in - total group ownership. Not just one woman using him, but all three rotating, claiming him as shared property. The thought made his hole clench tighter around the invading cock.

Jessica pounded faster. Wet slaps mixed with loud crinkles. His raw ass burned inside the padding. Prostate throbbed under constant assault. Kara ground against his tongue, clit swelling.

She came first, flooding his mouth. Jessica didn't slow, slamming deep. "Take Mommy's cock, diaper slut."

They rotated seamlessly. Megan took the strap-on next, her voluptuous body driving the dildo even deeper. Her full breasts bounced as she railed him. Kara fed him her tits while Jessica jerked his cock through the front of the diaper.

Pleasure built mercilessly. The dildo stretched him wide, sliding in and out with filthy wet sounds. The quadruple padding rubbed his shaft constantly, keeping him edged and dripping.

"Switch," Kara commanded.

Now Kara wore the harness. She mounted him reverse, ass flexing as she took control. The dildo speared upward into his prostate. Megan sat on his face again. Jessica sucked his exposed cock head, throat tight.

Ryan lost himself in sensation. Pussy on his tongue. Cock in his ass. Mouth on his cock. Crinkle. Squish. Moan. Thrust. The diaper grew heavier as another uncontrollable flood hit during Kara's brutal ride.

Hot piss gushed around the dildo, soaking deeper. Kara laughed, fucking through the flood. "Piss yourself while I peg you. Good baby."

The warmth spread everywhere. His cock throbbed harder in Jessica's mouth. They kept him there for what felt like hours, rotating the strap-on between them. Each woman fucked him differently - Kara deep and grinding, Megan fast and punishing, Jessica precise and prostate-focused.

They made him cum twice without pulling the dildo out. First load shot down Jessica's throat while Megan pegged him. Second pumped into Kara's pussy after she switched to riding his cock with the diaper pulled aside, the strap-on from Megan still buried in his ass.

Double stuffed. Overwhelmed. The dildo in his hole and Kara's cunt sliding up and down his shaft created impossible friction. Cum and pussy juice leaked everywhere, adding to the diaper mess.

"Again," they demanded after each release. Edging him back to hardness inside the filth.

Babytalk flowed constantly now. "Mommy's pegging her little pissy boy." "Take that cock in your diaper butt." Each word deepened the surrender.

By the afternoon they had him on his back, legs pinned to his chest. All three took final turns pegging him in that position, the massive diaper ballooned between them. Kara came last, riding the strap-on harness herself while grinding on his face.

Ryan's hole gaped when they finally pulled out, twitching and sore. They retaped the monstrous diaper even tighter, sealing everything inside. Layers upon layers of warm, heavy, filthy padding.

He lay there panting, mind blank except for the constant crinkle and the deep ache of being owned. The three women cuddled around him, hands roaming the swollen diaper.

"This is only the first real pegging," Kara whispered, kissing his forehead. "Tonight we'll do it again. Harder. Longer. Until you can't remember anything but our cocks in your diapered ass."

Ryan whimpered, cock twitching weakly inside the mess. The psychological hook sank permanently. He belonged to them completely. Diapered. Pegged. Flooded. And he would beg for the next session before the sun set.


Chapter 7: Taken by the Trio

Ryan lay cuddled on the living room floor in the monstrous multi-layered diaper, the heavy warm mess squishing constantly around his spent cock. The three women surrounded him, hands still roaming the swollen padding. Afternoon light had shifted to early evening, casting long shadows across their rumpled clothes.

"Ready to be taken by all three of us at once?" Kara asked, her jeans still hanging open low on her hips. "No more turns. All of us together."

They lifted him onto the couch on his back, legs pinned high and wide. The enormous diaper ballooned between them, tapes straining. Megan pulled the back open just enough while keeping the front sealed tight. Jessica strapped on the thick dildo first.

"Here we go, baby," Jessica said.

She thrust into his ass in one smooth slide, dildo stretching him wide. At the same time Kara straddled his face, sinking her wet pussy onto his mouth. Megan freed his cock from the diaper front and swallowed him to the root.

Triple penetration. Overload hit instantly. Dildo pounding his prostate. Pussy grinding on his tongue. Hot throat milking his shaft. The diaper crinkled wildly with every movement, amplifying the filth.

Ryan moaned into Kara's cunt. Pleasure slammed from every direction. Jessica fucked him deep and steady, hips slapping the bulky padding. Kara rode his face hard, juices flooding his mouth. Megan's throat clenched around his cock in rhythmic swallows.

They rotated positions without pulling out completely. Megan took the strap-on next, her voluptuous body driving harder. Kara switched to riding his cock, tight pussy sliding down his length while the dildo railed his ass. Jessica sat on his chest, feeding him her tits and fingering herself.

Sensory overload became the new layer - complete loss of self. No thoughts. Only the constant wet sounds, crinkles, moans, and the feeling of being used as their shared toy. His mind floated in subspace, body surrendering utterly.

"Fuck his ass harder," Kara gasped, bouncing on his cock. Her walls clenched tight around him, sliding slick and hot.

Megan obeyed, slamming the dildo deep. The double stuffing stretched him to the limit. Pressure on his prostate became unbearable. Cum and piss leaked from his cock inside Kara with every thrust.

They made him flood again. Hot piss gushed into the already ruined padding while all three used him. The warmth spread everywhere, squishing louder. They praised him through it.

"Good little piss diaper slut." "Flood for your wives." "Take our cocks and cunts."

Another rotation. Kara wore the strap-on, pegging him mercilessly while Megan rode his face and Jessica took his cock in her athletic pussy. The couch creaked under the intensity. Crinkle. Squish. Slap. Moan.

Hours of nonstop group use blurred together. They came on him repeatedly. Kara squirted across his chest. Megan flooded his mouth. Jessica clenched around his cock in orgasm after orgasm.

Ryan lost count of his own releases. They milked load after load from him - into pussies, down throats, across tits, all smeared back into the diaper. The padding grew heavier, saggier, filthier with every round.

At one point they double pegged him. Jessica in his ass with the dildo. Kara fucking his mouth with a second strap-on. Megan riding his cock. Complete airtight use. His body shook uncontrollably from the overload.

"Declare it," Kara demanded during a brief pause, dildo still buried deep. "Tell us who owns you."

"You do," Ryan sobbed, voice hoarse. "All three of you. I'm your diapered toy. Your holes. Your piss boy. Forever."

The words sealed something inside him. Deeper submission. Irreversible.

They rewarded him with another round of brutal group fucking. All three women taking turns in every hole while the others stimulated him. Fingers. Tongues. The strap-on. Constant motion. Constant crinkle of the massive diaper.

By late evening Ryan lay in a puddle of fluids on the couch, the quadruple diaper now quintuple layered after multiple retapings. Cum leaked from his used hole. His cock twitched weakly in the mess. Every inch of him ached and throbbed with pleasure-pain.

The three wives cuddled around their ruined, diapered husband, hands pressing the heavy padding, kissing his tear-streaked face.

"You're ours now," Kara whispered. "Completely taken by the trio. And this is only the beginning of your new life."

Ryan closed his eyes, the constant warm squish and crinkle lulling him into blissful, broken acceptance. He belonged to them. Body, mind, and every filthy flood.


Chapter 8: Locked in Chastity

Ryan lay sprawled on the couch in the quintuple-layered ruined diaper, body limp and trembling from the relentless group use. Cum leaked from his sore hole. The heavy padding squished with every breath. Kara, Megan, and Jessica cuddled close, their hands pressing the warm mess against his skin in the late evening light.

"Time to lock that naughty cock away," Kara murmured, her jeans still open low on her hips. "No more cumming without permission. Ever."

Jessica produced a small pink chastity cage from the table. Cold metal and plastic gleamed. They untaped the front of the massive diaper just enough to free his spent, sticky cock. Ryan watched helplessly as Megan wiped him clean with cool wipes.

"Look how small it shrinks already," Megan teased, stroking him lightly until he hardened despite exhaustion.

Kara fitted the ring behind his balls, snapping it closed. The cage slid over his shaft, trapping him. Click. The lock turned. Strict denial began.

The new psychological layer hit hard - permanent frustration. His cock strained immediately against the tight confines, denied even the simple pleasure of full erection. The cage pressed the denial into his flesh, a constant reminder.

"Test it," Kara ordered.

They retaped the diaper even tighter over the caged bulge. The padding rubbed the plastic prison mercilessly. Ryan whimpered, hips twitching uselessly.

"Good boy," Jessica praised. "Now we fuck you while you stay locked."

Kara straddled his face first, sinking her wet pussy onto his mouth. Megan mounted the strap-on and thrust into his ass through the opened back of the diaper. Jessica ground her clit against the caged bulge, humping the bulky front.

Triple stimulation again. But no release for him. Only building ache in the cage. Kara's juices flooded his tongue as she rode hard. Megan's dildo slammed his prostate, forcing pre-cum to leak uselessly into the cage. Jessica's wet folds slid over the plastic prison, teasing without mercy.

"Feel how denied you are?" Kara moaned, grinding down. "That cock stays locked while we cum all over you."

They rotated endlessly. Megan on his face, her voluptuous pussy smothering him. Jessica pegging his ass deep and slow. Kara humping the caged front until she squirted across the diaper.

Hours of denial torture followed. They brought him to the edge repeatedly - prostate milking through the dildo, cage rubbing, tongues on his trapped balls. But never enough to cum. The cage held firm, trapping every drop.

" Beg for denial," Jessica commanded during one intense round.

"Please keep me locked," Ryan sobbed into Megan's cunt. "Please deny me. Use me."

They rewarded his submission with more. Kara took his caged cock into her mouth, sucking the plastic prison while Megan double-penetrated him with fingers and dildo. Jessica sat on his chest, making him suck her toes and clit alternately.

The frustration built into agony. His balls ached heavy. The cage bit into his swelling flesh. Yet the pleasure of their bodies kept him desperate, leaking, straining.

Late into the night they finally allowed a ruined orgasm. Megan pegged his prostate mercilessly while Kara jerked the cage. Thin, unsatisfying dribbles of cum forced out around the bars, smeared immediately back into the diaper.

"No real cums anymore," Kara declared, locking the front tapes tight again. "Only milkings when we decide."

They added a small leash to the cage ring, clipping it to the diaper waistband. A constant tug with every movement. Another symbol of control.

More fucking followed the denial rules. Kara rode his face to orgasm after orgasm. Jessica fucked his ass while tugging the leash. Megan ground on the caged bulge until she came, soaking the padding further.

Ryan's mind fractured under the constant tease and deny. The chastity became everything - cold plastic prison rubbing inside the warm filth, denying him while they took everything.

By early morning they had changed him into a fresh but equally massive diaper, cage still locked securely inside. The leash dangled visibly from the front.

"House rules start now," Kara said, tugging the leash gently. "Diapered twenty-four seven. Caged. Denied. Only milked when we want a show."

Ryan nodded weakly, the weight of the new rules sinking deep. His caged cock throbbed painfully against the fresh padding. Frustration and submission mixed into perfect bliss.

The three wives kissed him softly, hands pressing the bulky front.

"Sleep in your denial, baby," Megan whispered. "Tomorrow we test how long you can last locked and leaking."

Ryan closed his eyes, the constant crinkle and cage pressure his new lullaby. Owned. Denied. Perfectly trapped.


Chapter 9: Milked and Flooded

Ryan lay on the couch in the fresh massive diaper, the pink chastity cage locked tight around his cock and the leash clipped to the waistband inside the padding. Early morning light filled the living room. Kara, Megan, and Jessica kissed his face softly, their hands pressing the bulky front.

"Wake up time for milking, baby," Kara whispered, tugging the leash gently through the diaper. "Time to drain those denied balls without a real orgasm."

They rolled him onto his stomach, the enormous padding squishing under his weight. Megan pulled the back tapes open while keeping the front sealed over the cage. Jessica lubed the thick strap-on and pressed it against his hole.

"Deep breaths," she said.

The dildo slid inside in one long thrust, stretching him wide. Immediate pressure on his prostate. Kara and Megan positioned themselves on either side, hands rubbing the caged bulge and tugging the leash.

Jessica started pegging slowly. Deep, grinding strokes that milked his prostate relentlessly. Pre-cum leaked steadily into the cage, dripping down into the padding. The sensation built - fullness, pressure, aching need without the peak of normal orgasm.

"Feel it building?" Kara cooed. "Mommy's going to milk you dry while you flood your diaper."

Ryan moaned, hips pushing back onto the dildo. The cage bit harder as his cock tried to swell. Megan poured more water down his throat, forcing him to drink while Jessica pegged faster.

The first flood came sudden. Hot piss gushed into the front of the diaper around the cage. Warmth spread fast. Jessica didn't stop, slamming the dildo against his prostate through the release.

"Good boy flooding for us," Megan praised, rubbing the swelling padding.

They kept him there for what felt like hours. Rotating the strap-on between them. Each woman took long turns milking his prostate while the others teased the cage and forced more fluids into him.

Kara's turn brought the first ruined milking. Her precise thrusts pressed perfectly. Pressure built unbearably in his balls. Thin, watery cum dribbled out around the cage bars, ruined and unsatisfying. She kept pegging through it, forcing every drop into the diaper.

"No real cums," she reminded him. "Only pathetic milkings from now on."

The psychological weight deepened with every ruined release. Pleasure without satisfaction. Humiliation without end. His body betrayed him completely, leaking and flooding on command while locked and denied.

They made him crawl in the heavy diaper between sessions, leash tugging his caged cock with every movement. Crinkle loud. Mess squishing. Then back onto the couch for more prostate torture.

Megan pegged him next while Kara sat on his face. Jessica tugged the leash rhythmically. Another flood. Another ruined milking. Cum dribbled weakly. The diaper grew heavier, saggier, filthier.

"Again," they chanted. "Flood and leak for your wives."

By midday they had him double stuffed. Dildo in his ass milking the prostate. Kara riding his face. Megan grinding on the caged bulge. Jessica forcing water and fingering his full balls through the padding.

Overstimulation pushed him over repeatedly. Ruined spurts. Piss floods. The diaper became a balloon of warm filth, tapes barely holding. They changed him into fresh layers mid-session, only to soak them again immediately.

Each milking felt more intense. The prostate swelling. The cage trapping. The endless denial turning his mind to mush. He begged incoherently between orgasms that weren't orgasms.

"Please... more... milk me... flood me..."

They obliged. Hours more of relentless prostate pounding. Group hands on the diaper. Pussies on his face and cock cage. Leash tugs. Constant crinkle and squish.

Late afternoon brought the final intense session. All three women focused on milking him dry. Jessica pegging deep and fast. Kara and Megan sucking his caged balls and tugging the leash. The pressure exploded into the longest ruined release yet. Weak spurts of cum forced out around the bars, soaking the fresh diaper.

They sealed him up tight afterward, the massive padding now heavy with multiple loads, floods, and milkings.

"Perfect drained baby," Kara said, patting the front hard. "Caged. Milked. Flooded. This is your pleasure from now on."

Ryan lay spent, body twitching, mind floating in denied subspace. The chastity cage and loaded diaper his only reality. Crinkling. Leaking. Owned completely.

The three wives kissed him deeply, hands never leaving the swollen padding.

"Rest up," Megan whispered. "Tomorrow we take this denial public in small ways. But the milking never stops."

Ryan shivered in the warm mess, already aching for the next ruined flood.


Chapter 10: Diapered Domestic Slave

Ryan lay spent on the couch in the massive loaded diaper, the chastity cage and leash trapped inside the heavy padding. Late afternoon light warmed the living room. The three women kissed him softly, hands never leaving the swollen front.

"Time to start your new daily routine, diaper slave," Kara said, tugging the leash through the tapes. "Up. Chores first. Then more use."

They helped him stand. The enormous diaper forced a wide, waddling gait. Crinkle loud with every step. Mess squished around his caged cock. They led him to the kitchen by the leash, the tug constant on his trapped balls.

"Clean the counters," Megan ordered. "While we watch that padded ass."

Ryan wiped the surfaces, bending over. The diaper sagged heavily, rubbing his cage. Kara knelt behind him, pulling the back open to finger his hole while he worked. Two fingers became three, stretching him as he scrubbed.

"Good slave," she praised. "Work while Mommy fingers your ass."

Jessica made him load the dishwasher on all fours. The position pushed the diaper mess against him. Megan straddled his back, grinding her pussy on the bulky padding while he loaded plates. Wet heat soaked through.

They rotated chores with constant stimulation. Vacuuming the living room while Kara rode his face on the couch. Folding laundry with Jessica pegging him slowly from behind. Each task interrupted by floods and ruined milkings.

"Drink," Kara commanded during laundry, forcing more water. Ryan flooded the diaper mid-fold, piss hissing hot into the padding. They praised him, patting the front until it swelled larger.

The new psychological layer settled - total domestic enslavement. Not just sex toy, but household servant. Humiliated in everyday tasks. Diapered. Caged. Useful only for their pleasure and his own degradation.

Lunch became a messy affair. They fed him baby food on the floor while taking turns riding his face. Pureed fruit mixed with their pussy juices. He ate eagerly, tongue deep inside each wife between bites.

After eating they changed him in the living room. Tapes ripped open. The stench of hours of use hit strong. Wipes cleaned his caged cock and sore hole. Fresh powder dusted everywhere. They added two more layers before taping him into an even bulkier diaper.

"Double thick for the afternoon chores," Jessica said.

More routines followed. Ryan scrubbed the bathroom floor on hands and knees, ass high. Megan fucked him with the strap-on the entire time, dildo slamming deep while he cleaned the tile. His cage leaked pre-cum constantly.

Kara cooked dinner, making him stand beside her stirring pots while Jessica tugged his leash and edged the cage through the padding. The smells of food mixed with powder and sex.

Dinner at the table. They ate normally. He knelt beside them, eating from a bowl on the floor. Between bites they made him service them under the table. Tongue in pussies. Sucking toes. Leash tugs keeping him desperate.

Evening brought the filthiest routine yet. They had him do laundry again, but this time completely. Sorting their soiled panties while they pegged him in rotation. Each pair held to his face as the dildo thrust.

"Flood for us while sniffing our dirty panties," Kara ordered.

He did. Hot piss flooded the double thick diaper. They didn't change him. Let it stew.

Nighttime routine sealed his slave status. Bath for them while he washed their bodies, diapered and caged the whole time. They made him lick them clean after. Then bedtime preparation - changing into night diapers even thicker, with extra inserts.

But first one final group session in the living room. All three wives used him simultaneously on the floor. Kara riding his face. Megan on his caged cock grinding. Jessica pegging his ass deep.

They came repeatedly. He leaked ruined dribbles into the cage. Flooded again. The diaper became a disaster of fluids.

Finally they taped him into the night diaper, leash still attached. They cuddled him in bed between them, hands on the massive padding.

"This is your life now," Kara whispered. "Diapered domestic slave. Chores. Humiliation. Denial. Every single day."

Ryan drifted off to the constant crinkle and warm squish, the cage a permanent throb. Acceptance washed over him completely. He was home. Their slave. Their baby. Their everything.


Chapter 11: Risk of Exposure

Ryan lay cuddled in bed between the three wives in his thick night diaper, the chastity cage and leash trapped inside the heavy padding. Early morning light crept through the curtains. Kara's hand rested possessively on the swollen front, pressing the mess against his caged cock.

"Today we take you out a little," Kara whispered, tugging the leash. "Risky errands. But first, morning change and use."

They untaped him on the bed, the stench of overnight floods hitting strong. Wipes cleaned his skin. Fresh powder dusted his caged cock and sore hole. They taped him into an ultra-thick daytime diaper with extra boosters, leash visible if anyone looked close.

"Normal clothes over it," Megan said, helping him into loose sweatpants and a long shirt. The bulk showed slightly. Crinkle muffled but audible with movement.

The first risk came with the grocery delivery. Ryan waited by the door in his padded state while Kara signed for the bags. The delivery man lingered. Ryan's heart pounded, paranoia spiking. Could he hear the faint crinkle? Smell the powder?

Kara made him carry the bags inside. Each step crinkled softly. Sweat beaded on his forehead. Back inside, they rewarded the risk with immediate use.

Kara bent him over the kitchen counter, pulling his sweatpants down just enough. Megan pegged his ass hard with the strap-on while Jessica tugged the leash through the diaper front. The risk of the open window heightened everything.

"Quiet, baby," Jessica warned. "Neighbor might hear you getting fucked in your diaper."

Ryan bit his lip, moaning muffled as the dildo slammed his prostate. Piss leaked uncontrollably into the padding during the pegging. Warm flood spread. They didn't stop, fucking him through it while groceries sat unpacked.

Next outing was the backyard. They made him mow the lawn in his padded state under loose clothes. The mower noise covered some crinkle but not all. Neighbors on both sides. Ryan's face burned with fear every time someone waved.

Kara watched from the porch, texting him orders. Come inside for a quick milking. He obeyed, heart racing. Inside the garage she pegged him against the wall, dildo deep while cars drove by outside. Ruined cum dribbled into the cage as a neighbor called hello over the fence.

The paranoia layered deep - constant fear of exposure mixing with unbearable arousal. Every crinkle felt deafening. Every leak a potential disaster. Yet it made him leak more into the cage.

Back inside for lunch they fed him on the floor again. Then a walk around the block. Loose sweatpants barely hid the waddle. Leash tugged discreetly under his shirt by Megan. At the park bench they sat him between them, fingers teasing the diaper front under the table while people walked dogs nearby.

"Smile and wave," Kara whispered as an acquaintance approached. Ryan's face flushed crimson, ass clenching around the plug they had inserted before leaving. The conversation stretched agonizingly while Jessica fingered his cage through the padding.

Home again brought full group use. They stripped his outer clothes but left the diaper on. All three wives took him in the living room with the curtains half open. Risk of anyone glancing in.

Kara rode his face on the couch. Megan pegged his ass. Jessica ground on the caged bulge. The fear of exposure made every thrust electric. He flooded twice during the session, piss hissing hot while they used him.

They changed him in front of the window, risking silhouettes. Fresh ultra-thick diaper taped on. More errands followed - post office drive-through where he waited padded in the car while Kara mailed letters. She fingered him through the leg band the whole time.

Evening brought the riskiest yet. Pizza delivery. Ryan answered the door in just his long shirt and diaper, heart hammering. The delivery guy stared oddly at the waddle and bulge. Kara tipped him from behind Ryan, hand squeezing the diaper front openly.

Inside they celebrated the close call with intense group fucking. Double penetration while the pizza cooled. Dildo in ass. Kara riding his cock cage grinding. Megan on his face. Windows open. Neighbors possibly hearing the crinkles and moans.

"Flood it," they chanted as he came ruined again. Piss and cum mixed in the padding while the delivery car drove away.

Night routines included more changes, more milkings, more risks like taking out trash in the dark padded under clothes. Each moment stretched the paranoia into exquisite humiliation.

By bedtime Ryan lay in a fresh night diaper, body exhausted, mind reeling from the day's exposures. The fear had become addiction. The risk made every crinkle sweeter.

Kara clipped the leash to the bedpost. "Tomorrow more risks. Maybe a store. But always our diapered slave."

Ryan shivered in the warm, heavy padding, already dreading and craving the next exposure. The cage throbbed. His hole ached. And deep down he knew he would never escape their control.


Chapter 12: Wine Night Humiliation

Ryan lay in bed in his thick night diaper, the chastity cage and leash secured inside the heavy padding. The three wives cuddled around him, hands pressing the swollen front. Night had deepened into the next evening.

"Tonight is our first official wine night with you as the entertainment," Kara announced, tugging the leash. "Up. We have guests to prepare for. Just us three, but you'll perform like the whole neighborhood is watching."

They untaped him on the bed, cleaning the overnight mess. Fresh powder. Ultra-thick diaper with boosters. They dressed him in nothing but the diaper and a short babyish onesie that left the leg bands visible. Leash attached visibly.

The living room transformed for wine night. Candles. Bottles open. Soft music. Ryan served on his knees, waddling with a tray. The three wives sat elegantly, sipping wine, their jeans and tops from the long days still on but now relaxed.

"Diaper check," Megan called during the first glass.

Ryan stood before them. They pulled the onesie aside, inspecting the front and back. Fingers poked the padding. Leash tugged. "Already damp," Jessica noted. "Flood for us while we toast."

He pushed. Hot piss flooded the thick padding while they clinked glasses and watched. Warmth spread. They applauded, patting the swelling bulk.

"Entertainment time," Kara said.

They positioned him in the center on a blanket. Wine glasses in hand, they circled him. Megan strapped on the dildo first. She pegged him on all fours while Kara and Jessica sipped and chatted casually about their day.

The dildo slammed deep. Crinkle loud with every thrust. Ryan moaned, face flushed as they discussed him like furniture. "His cage is leaking again," Jessica noted, tugging the leash.

They rotated. Each wife pegged him while the others drank and commented. Fingers teased the cage. Tongues licked his nipples. The humiliation burned deep - a new layer of being their living toy during social time. Exposed. Performed. Laughed at.

Kara rode his face next, pussy grinding while Megan pegged from behind. Jessica tugged the leash and jerked the cage. Wine spilled on his back as they laughed.

"Flood again," they ordered during a lull.

Piss hissed hot into the diaper mid-thrust. They kept using him through it, casual conversation flowing. "Pass the bottle, darling. Our baby is performing so well."

Hours of wine-fueled humiliation followed. They changed his diaper on the coffee table like a show. Wipes. Powder. Retaping while they sipped and stroked themselves. Fresh thicker diaper sealed the mess inside.

Then full group use on the table. Kara on his cock cage grinding. Megan pegging his ass. Jessica on his face. They came repeatedly, wine glasses clinking during orgasms. Ryan leaked ruined milkings into the cage, thin cum forced out by prostate pounding.

"Another flood," Kara demanded, riding harder. Piss gushed around his caged cock while she clenched. The table grew wet beneath them.

They made him crawl between them fetching more wine, ass high, diaper sagging. Spanks landed during refills. Leash tugs. Constant checks and teases.

Midnight brought the peak. All three focused on one massive milking session. Double dildos - one in ass, one in mouth. Kara grinding the cage. They edged him for ages, denying full release until he begged through the gag they added.

Finally they allowed it. Ruined spurts pumped into the cage as all three came around him. Piss flooded simultaneously. The diaper swelled enormously.

They retaped him one final time for the night, ultra bulky and soaked. Leash clipped to the couch leg. The wives settled back with final glasses, feet on his padded body like a footstool.

"Best wine night ever," Megan sighed, pressing her heel into the squishy front. "Weekly tradition now. Our diapered entertainment."

Ryan lay there, body used, mind broken under the public-style humiliation in their private circle. The crinkle and warmth surrounded him completely. Their laughter and clinking glasses his lullaby.

He was their permanent centerpiece. Exposed. Milked. Humiliated. And he craved the next wine night already.


Chapter 13: Owned by Three Wives

Ryan lay on the couch as their footstool in the fresh bulky diaper, the chastity cage and leash secured inside the heavy padding. Late night quiet filled the living room after wine night. The three wives relaxed with final sips, feet pressing the swollen front.

"This is your forever now," Kara declared, grinding her heel deeper. "Owned by three wives. Every hole. Every flood. Every crinkle."

They lifted him to the center of the room. Tapes ripped open. The massive diaper came off completely for the final claiming. His caged cock twitched in the cool air. Sore hole winked.

"First, permanent marks," Megan said.

They fitted a thicker steel ring behind his balls, permanent. The leash became a chain collar around his neck. A small plug slid into his ass, locked in place. Then fresh ultra-thick diaper taped on, with special locking tapes only they controlled.

"24/7 from now on," Jessica stated. "No exceptions."

The claiming began slow and thorough. All three wives focused on every hole at once. Kara straddled his face, sinking her pussy deep onto his tongue. Megan mounted his caged cock, grinding the plastic prison while tugging the chain. Jessica pegged his plugged ass, dildo pressing the plug deeper.

Full ownership. Every opening used. Ryan licked desperately, tasting Kara's arousal. The cage rubbed painfully against Megan's wet folds. The plug and dildo stretched him beyond limit.

They rotated endlessly through the night. Pussy after pussy on his face. Grinding on the cage. Pegging his ass. Fingers. Tongues. Toys. Constant.

"Flood for your wives," they commanded during one intense round.

Piss gushed hot into the fresh diaper while Jessica railed him. Warmth spread. They kept fucking through it, praising his submission.

Ruined milkings followed. Prostate pounded until thin cum leaked around the cage bars. No pleasure. Only release for their amusement. The diaper absorbed everything.

Hours blurred into a marathon of ownership. They fucked him in every position. On the couch. On the floor. Bent over the table. Each wife claiming his mouth, ass, and caged cock in turn and together.

Kara rode his face to multiple orgasms, declaring, "This mouth belongs to us." Megan ground on the cage until she squirted across the padding. Jessica pegged him senseless, sealing his ass as theirs.

By dawn they had changed him twice more, each time adding thicker layers. The final diaper became a monument of their fluids, his floods, and endless milkings.

They stood over him, wine glasses refilled for a final toast. Ryan knelt in the center, diapered, caged, plugged, chained.

"Repeat after us," Kara said.

"I belong to Kara, Megan, and Jessica. My holes are yours. My diaper is yours. My denial is yours. Forever."

He repeated, voice breaking with blissful surrender. The final psychological layer clicked into place - complete peace in total ownership. No more resistance. Only joy in service.

They rewarded him with one last group claiming. All three on him simultaneously. Kara on his face. Megan pegging. Jessica grinding the cage. Orgasms crashed through them while he leaked and flooded one final time.

Sealed in the ultimate night diaper, locked tapes engaged, they carried him to bed. Cuddled between their bodies, the massive padding his throne.

"Welcome to your eternal life, our diapered husband," Megan whispered.

Ryan drifted off surrounded by their warmth, the constant crinkle and cage pressure a perfect lullaby. Owned completely. Loved in their way. Flooded. Milked. Used. And happier than he had ever been.

The three wives held their permanent slave close, hands on his padded crotch. Their revenge complete. Their future endless.


Still craving more? 

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon  —  Buy it here
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