Diaper Pail Pig

“Just be casual, Kyle. Don’t make him think you are staring” My friend turned quickly, staring at
the man over my shoulder. I let out a deep sigh. “Damn it! | said to be casual about it.”

“HOLY SHIT! You weren’t kidding.”

Just a few lockers down from them stood a man. His body was hard with muscles and covered in
a forest of dark curly hair. Deep lines of hard training and dedication were carved into his torso, but it
wasn’t his physique that caught my attention, but the large plush white diaper strapped around his waist.
The stranger showed no care to hide his diaper as he strolled around the room, flexing in the mirrors,
washing his hands, and weighing himself. He acted as if he was not humiliated or ashamed of the diaper.

“Do you think he’s. . . into them?” | asked.
“Fuck if I know. Why you wanna see if he needs a change?”
“Why you gotta be nasty like that! | wouldn’t be caught dead in a diaper!”

Heads turned towards me and then towards the man in the diaper. Several people had chosen to
ignore the man who paraded around so confidently in the undergarment but now, as attention was forced
towards him, the entire room erupted into laughter. The muscular man’s cheeks burnt a bashful pink as
his eyes narrowed at me. | felt a deep shame for calling him out. | half expected the man to throw me into
the nearest locker and use his hard-earned muscles. But as the room continued to laugh, his hate-filled
eyes widened, and he began to cry. His white diaper’s front began to expand, and transition in color as
piss flooded the once clean insides. Heavy tears ran down his face as he unloaded his bladder into his
diaper. Quickly, the diaper-wearing stranger gathered his belongings and ran from the locker room. His
heavy diaper squished and sagged as he continued into the open gymnasium and out the front door.

“Well—um—that was weird,” My friend commented as the sound of the wailing man finally
ceased.

“You can say that again,” | agreed. “ANYWAYS—do you want some pre-workout?”
I lifted the canister and shook it enticingly towards my friend.

Our workout continued without further weirdness or diaper intrusions and only ended when the
front desk announced the gym was closing. Kyle peaced out while I hung back, showering and changing
out of my workout clothes. | paraded around the locker room with just my towel around my waist,
enjoying the freedom of showing off my body and posing in the large walls of mirrors.

“That’s him, daddy,” a voice squeaked behind me.



Jumping at the sound of a voice, | turned towards the locker room entrance and saw the diaper-
wearing muscle man hidden by a chubby older gentleman. The muscular man still wore his cartoonish-
sized diaper and tank top, while the older man sported a stained wifebeater and blue jeans. Both stretched
over his rotund gut and heavy frame. Large aviators obscured half of his face while a graying beard
covered the remainder, hiding what | assumed was a double chin.

“You sure, baby?” The older man asked, rubbing the muscular man’s shoulder in a loving yet
consoling manner. His voice was deep and raspy from years of smoking and drinking.

“Yes, sir!” The muscled stranger confirmed with a triumphant stomp. “He’s the one that made
me cry and . . . and . . .” The diaper-wearing stranger’s eyes turned glossy, warning of more tears that
come. The front of the diaper began to expand as the man lost control of his bladder for the second time.

“It’s okay, baby.” The older man consoled. “Why don’t you go play with some weights? You
love your weights. Get big and strong for Daddy?” The glossy film evaporated from his eyes, and he
nodded.

“Yes, sir!”

The diaper-wearing stranger kicked the locker room door open and proudly marched out, leaving
me with the fat stranger.

“Listen, dude, I don’t know what you guys are into, but I am not interested,” I said, raising my
hands in submission. “It was just a misunderstanding. I didn’t know he would-"

“Cry? Yes, my baby is a little sensitive when people laugh at him in his diapers. I think he looks
quite sexy in them—don’t you?” The fat man asked as he approached me. I clutched my towel tighter
around my waist as the man closed the distance between us.

“Man, like I said, it’s not my thing. Y’all can go do whatever you want together.”

I backed myself towards my locker, never looking away from the man—unsure of what he would
do. He didn’t look fit, but he was big.

The man lowered his sunglasses and revealed a pair of swirling back and white eyes.

“HOLY FUCK!” I screamed, throwing myself into the nearest wall. Desperate to get as far from
the man as possible.

“But what if you did love it?”” The man asked. His aged voice dropped lower into a soothing tone.
| stared at the eyes, feeling myself falling deeper into them. “What if you did love diapers? Loved the way
a heavy fresh diaper felt against your face? The feeling of a wet diaper around your cock? What if you
could only cum with a shit-filled diaper pressed into your nose? What if the smell was the only thing that
could get your cock hard? What if you worshipped diaper pails, full of the waste and piss?”

“No,” I breathed.



“But yes, you love them. So deeply. So fanatically. You lust for them. You can already feel
yourself falling deeper in lust with a desperate need to find them. You want them. | will leave here, and
you will forget ever meeting me, but you will find the lust for dirty diapers buried within you. You will
beg for them. You will search for them. You will descend into the deepest bowels of the internet,
becoming the dirtiest diaper pail pig imagined.”

His words wormed their way into my brain, spreading the infection of his commands. I closed my
eyes, wishing it would be over, and when I reopened my eyes. I couldn’t remember what | was doing. |
looked around the room and felt like | had forgotten some things but couldn’t scratch that itch in my
memory.

That night was potentially the worst night’s rest [ had ever attempted. My body felt hot to the
touch, and | could not cool down no matter how high I turned my air conditioner. The blankets wrapped
tightly around my body as | tossed and turned while my head was a swirl of colors and sound, and
whenever | slipped into sleep, I only saw these swirling eyes glaring at me through the darkness. A voice
spoke out to me, but I could comprehend anything it said. Moments through the night, I couldn’t seem to
breathe. The air was just too thin and my lungs too weak.

Though when the next morning came, the shine shined through my curtains. I had never felt
better. | threw the blankets from my bed and grunted as an acidic smell slapped me in the face. | spread
my legs and saw the once-white sheets had dyed yellow from piss.

“The fuck?!”

My underwear was soaked, and my cock bulged aggressively through the damp fabric.

I covered my nose as the noxious smell continued to filter into my brain

You like it.

As | stared at the large yellow pool of piss that stained my sheets, a voice whispered in my brain.
You lust after it.

My cock throbbed as if by command.

You want it.

Like a puppet moved by its master’s command, my hand came from my nose and squeezed my
wet underwear. Piss leaked into my hand,

and my cock ached for more.

“Fuck, why do I like this?”” I moved further down on the bed and lay in the middle of the still wet
puddle. My back squished along the wet bed as | leaned into the damp surface. | slid the underwear from



my cock and stared at it as it glistened, covered in piss. “God, this is so nasty,” I grunted as I slid my hand
up and down my wet shaft.

But you love it. You want more of it.

My cock lurched upward and launched a stream of piss into my face. Seconds seemed to stretch
into hours as I twisted my head to the side to miss the stream but couldn’t stop the want in me to let it
douse me. | tilted my head to the side and felt my mouth open up. The stream filled my mouth and
overflowed the sides. | swallowed what | could but enjoyed the sharp taste while my eyes stayed closed to
avoid the reality.

| spat out the mouth of piss onto my chest and humped my cock into my closed fist. The piss
seemed never to end, and from the harsh jabs of my cock the stream covered my entire body and body.

“God, so disgustiiiinnggg!” I cried out as my stream of piss transitioned to cum. My load shot
onto my chest. Several hot thick shots dribbled around my torso as | took deep huffs of the stench of piss
in my room.

Good boy.

The moment the lust finally ebbed, and reality came back to me. | stared at my bed, my body, and
retched in disgust. I ran to the bathroom and threw myself into the shower. I didn’t care about the cold
water as it struck me or how hot the water became as it washed away the piss and cum from my body.

| leaned into the wall and tried to rectify what had happened.
Why did that happen?

I stood underneath the water for thirty minutes, hoping the scalding water would wash off the
nauseous feeling in his stomach or that my cock started to grow hard every time | thought about what |
did.

BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP

“God,” I groaned. I stepped out of the shower, dried, and stared at my destroyed bed. “What the
hell even was that?”

Pushing those thoughts aside, | dressed, grabbed my wallet, and headed out. I stood in front of the
elevator, waiting and thinking.

“How did that . . . 000000000.”

My knees buckled together as | felt my bladder release into my jeans. I fell forward with arms
outstretched, catching myself on either side of the elevator’s frame.

“Oooh fuck! No!” I cried out loudly as I felt a warmth flood into the front of my jeans. | saw the
dark stain grow from the crotch down my leg.



So sexy. So nasty. Pissing yourself in public like a good boy.

My body shook as the humiliation washed over me like a tsunami. | could feel my balls tighten
beneath my shaft as | flooded my underwear and drenched my pants in piss. The door opened, and |
stared at the two women. Their eyes lowered to my piss-covered jeans, and the words came from my
mouth before I could stop myself.

“I’m pissing myself like a good boy!”

Cum leaked from my cock as | fell forward. The women screamed and ran from me in disgust as |
seized on the floor from pleasure. My cock rotated between urine and sperm until | felt the entire elevator
had flooded with my fluids. I pulled myself up and watched as the door opened to a large man.

“Well, it looks like someone needs a change.” The man sniffed the air, grinning like a maniac.
| stared at the heavyset stranger and somehow knew him.

“How . . . why do you look familiar?” I stuttered. | was still rubbing the front of my wet jeans,
massaging the erection that grew from my humiliation and the wet underwear that clung to my cock.

“That’s a question for another time, baby boy; now, let’s get up. We need to get you changed.” He
reached out a hand, and I took it without question. “Now, show daddy where you live.”

G‘Yes7’
“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, somehow knowing what he wanted me to say as | led the stranger back to my
house. | waddled into it, feeling the wetness of my jeans hang awkwardly around my lower body,
stiffening from the piss-soaked denim.

“Oh, very nice,” the stranger said. He tossed his duffle bag on my counter and continued to
explore the open area of my apartment. “Very, very nice. You make a lot of money?”

“Yes,” I mumbled between my tight lips, trying to wrap my head around everything happening to
me. The pissing, the erection, the constant voice in my head that begged for more humiliation and more
release.

“What do you do?” He asked, wandering further into my apartment.

“I’m an influencer. I do videos on YouTube, social events, and brand deals. Why am I telling you
this? What are you doing in my house?”

“Oh, you one of those Tik-Tok boys? You dance online and make millions?” The man asked,
raising his thin eyebrows. The excitement in the stranger’s eyes forced a chill along my spine and another
cup of piss to force its way out into my already soaked clothes.



“Oh, I’'m peeing myself!” I cried, unable to stop myself from announcing my shameful act to
him. He chuckled loudly, jiggling his heavy gut with his back and forth motion.

“I can see that baby boy.” He walked closer to me while I backed away. “Oh, is my baby boy
scared?”

“Get-get out of my house.”

Instead of turning towards the door as instructed, the man turned his attention towards me and
approached. He backed into a wall, pushing his firm gut into my torso, holding me firmly into the wall.
His fat stomach was pinning me to the wall while his meaty arms stabbed into the open spaces on either
side of me, cutting off any way of escape-not that | thought escape was an option.

“Why?” He asked, feigning shock at my request. His left hand flew to my crotch and rubbed the
wet front, massaging my erection. | turned my head away, but he turned me back to face him. His eyes
stared deep into mine. His deep gaze prickled something in the back of my mind—a memory that was
buried and could not be unearthed. “I think we could have so much fun together. So much fun.” He said,
rubbing the front of my crotch. “Here, let me show you.”

The stranger removed his hand. The sound of his zipper coming undid made my heart race as
thoughts of what he would do entered my mind.

“Here, help daddy out.” His hand gripped like irons around my wrist. He brought me down to his
cock as it hung soft underneath his stomach. His meaty cock filled my hand, growing harder by the
second. “Make sure you aim well.”

“What?”
A second later, | felt his load travel along his shift and force its way out onto my clothes.

“God!” Disgust filled my voice, but I could not pull my hand away. Instead, my hand moved,
twisting his cock towards me and my clothes and allowing the acidic piss to cover my body and soak into
my clothes. | felt my knees grow weak as my cock began to seize within my now drenched jeans. | fell to
the ground as his cock continued to release, aiming now on my chest.

“Such a hungry boy just wants to smell like a real man, like his daddy,” The man chuckled. His
hand wrapped around mine, eclipsing my own, before he aimed it higher. My mouth fell open, unable to
do anything to stop it. “Good boy,” the stranger said as his piss collected in my mouth and drained down
the sides of my face. “Drink it down. Drink down Daddy’s golden juice.” My throat opened and accepted
his gift, swallowing as much as my stomach could allow. My eyes narrowed on the stream as it splashed
against the back of my mouth.

The stream slowed and turned into a drip that he allowed to fall onto my extended tongue as |
reached out for more. He laughed at my deranged way of acting and lifted me from the ground. He
dragged his sandpaper tongue against my cheek, licking away an excess that collected along my jawline
before returning to a bag he had brought in with him.



“Guess it’s time to change out my little sog monster before all that piss comes back out. We can’t
have you pissing your pants all day long, can we?” He asked the open air.

“What do you mean?” I asked though I felt the answer hidden beneath the rock obscured my
memory. The stranger dug within his bag and turned back to him.

“T hope you don’t mind. It’s an extra thick one.” He squeezed the overly plush diaper, showing
off the nearly cartoonish size of the diaper. Slowly he undid the diaper, forcing it to inflate further before
lying on the counter.

“I’'m not gonna . . .”’I swallowed the remainder of the sentence as the man hovered over me,
seeming taller and larger than before.

“Fight me? Yeah, that’s a good boy.” His meaty hand quickly undid my jeans. They fell to the
ground with a heavy SPLAT. “And you aren’t going to be needing these big boy undies anymore, are
you?” His fingers hooked into the waistband, and they fell heavily onto my soiled jeans. He stroked my
piss-covered cock, sliding his hand thrice along the shaft. Forcing me to fall into my broad torso from
pleasure. “Much too big for my little boy. But we will fix that in the future. But now, let’s go ahead and
get you changed into something more appropriate for my little sog monster!”

His grin sent a jolt through my cock, and much to my surprise, he lifted me as if | weighed
nothing, laying atop the counter and the diaper. He lifted my legs, wrapped the diaper around my thighs,
and then latched them together. The man groped the front, feeling the erection beneath the thick plush of
the diaper, and what scared me most—I liked it.

* * *
6 Months Later
“Kyle? Is that you?”” A voice called out to me. A voice | recognized.

I turned from my locker and saw my friend staring at me from the locker room entry—well, not
me—but at my diaper. | felt my cheeks grow pink with embarrassment, but I did not try to hide it from
my friend. In fact, | loved how I felt being humiliated by my diaper. How it made my blood boil just
enough to flush my skin and make my palms grow sweaty.

“Hi, jack,” I whispered.
“What . . . what the fuck are you wearing?”
Don’t do it. Don’t do it. Don’t do it.

| tightened my internal muscles, trying to stay in control. But my Daddy’s voice whispered his
commands in my mind. Obey. Listen. Enjoy. He urged me to be a good boy, and | was helpless to stop
myself from releasing.



“Yes, Daddy,” I said to the voice inside my head. I let out an audible sigh, relaxed, and let the
warmth spread throughout my diaper, soaking into the already sopping wet insides.

Jack’s eyebrows grew closer together as he watched the front of my diaper turn yellow, erasing
the cartoon dinosaurs from the front. My lips curled into a goofy look.

“Dude! Are you just pissing yourself?!”

“Yes,” I squeaked, enjoying the admission as it crossed my lips. My hands went to the front of
my diaper and gripped the front. It squished loudly and hung heavily between my muscled thighs. The
wet sensation sent rivets of pleasure through me, darkening my commonsense in a blanket of fog where
only Daddy’s voice could be heard. My cock thickened within its wet home, eager for playtime.

I griped around my cock and thrust it into the wet cushions of the diaper, forcing piss to ooze out
into my cock. A maddening grin came over my face as | humped my hands, not wanting to stop.

“Fucking freak. What happened to you?!

“What, you don’t like my boy?”

I moaned at the sight of him as he entered behind Jack.
“Daddy!”

“Who?” Jack asked, turning into the oversized man behind him. Jack stepped away,
acknowledging the size difference between them while | waddled closer. | sniffed the air, enjoying the
sweaty aroma that cradled him. The old wifebeater stretched across his beefy upper body didn’t hide his
hairy torso or contain his sweaty pits. His knee-length basketball shorts did little to conceal his lemon-
sized balls or 8-inch soft cock.

“You did this?” Jack’s confusion was clear in his tone, and his unease was apparent on his face.
“Yes, Daddy made me a proper pissy baby boy.”

“But. . . but how?” Jack stuttered. His eyes danced between Daddy and me, unable to focus on
one for more than a few seconds before he returned to the other, looking for some answer.

“The same way [ am going to turn you into a proper baby boy.” Daddy grabbed Jack’s face,
turning it back to meet his eyes. Jack struggled against Daddy’s firm grasp, but Daddy’s eyes took on that
strange look that I knew so well. That hypnotic gaze that forced me to become this incontinent faggot.
Though the intensity was different from how he looked at me, it was less caring and more—aggressive.

“Go ahead, baby. Release. Let go. Push out all those nasty adult thoughts. Fill your last pair of
big boy undies with all those ridiculous worries and thoughts. Push. Push for Daddy. Push out everything
that haunts your mind and leave yourself with a clear empty brain. Now push for Daddy.”

“But . . .” Jack said, his voice barely above a whisper.



“No backtalk. Push baby. PUSH!”

“Ughh,” Jack groaned loudly as his face pinched together. He let out several deep grunts and
barks of air, but the back of his gym shorts swelled quickly with his worries, aspirations, and all the shit
he held within his body—a mound formed as he squirmed in my Daddy’s hold.
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“UGH!” Jack cried, pushing out several more loud, wet farts. The back of his gym shorts swelled
so large that he could not hide what he had done, and | giggled at the sight.

“Daddy, he pooped.” I pointed at him and continued to laugh. Daddy released one of his hands
and grabbed the back of Jack’s gym shorts, squeezing the shit around into his crack.

“Damn, there was a lot in there too!”” He released a deep barrel laugh from his gut as he let go of
my friend. “That’s right, baby. | already have a pissy baby, so why not have a shitty one.” Jack turned to
me. And his eyes were cloudy, and he stared into the far unknown. His mouth hung open, and drool
dripped from his large lips, adding to the idiotic way he stared.

“So what are you, boy?” Daddy asked Jack, tilting his face up towards him. My once overly
cocky friend shrank away from Daddy, transforming into another submissive underneath Daddy’s control.

“A shitty baby.” Jack cried. Tears rolled down his cheeks as he freed another lout wet fart, and
more shit piled into the back of his shorts.

“That’s right. But don’t worry. Daddy will take care of you. Daddy loves his boys as long as they
listen and do exactly as he says. Right, baby?”

“Right, daddy!” I chirped.
Daddy smiled. “That’s why you’re my favorite boy.”

Daddy left Jack standing on the locker room’s threshold—a husk of his former person—while he
came and kissed me. His hairy face scratched against my recently lasered face—one of the many recent
changes he had instilled in the last few months. His rough hand went to the front of my diaper and
squeezed it, wringing out the piss onto my cock and lap. “Someone was really thirsty this morning. | was
hoping you would wet yourself at the gym.” His eyes mischievously danced while he massaged my cock
through the wet diaper. | melted into his large arms, turning into the submissive boy he made me. “Maybe
we will even get you to start filling your pampers just like your friend.”

As if by the recognition alone, Jack let out another heavy fart into the back of his gym shorts.
Daddy sniffed the air and groaned.



“Fuck, it’s been a while since | had one so easy to break. Let alone one who would shit himself
with such little pushing.”

“Will T get to play with him too?” I asked. Over the last few months, Daddy had set up several
different play dates with his other boys. Some still were kept in his care, while others were given to men
around the city—those with the most peculiar of tastes that couldn’t be satisfied by the average dating

app.

“Of course, sunshine!” Daddy said, messing my hair with his oversized hand. “But first, let’s go
workout. Don’t want to let those muscles waste away, do we?”

I pulled away and struck a pose. Without a thought, | thrust my diapered bottom out proudly. |
tensed my biceps and flexed my pectorals. Both actions received a growl of appreciation from Daddy.

“Damn! How did I get so lucky!”
I gave an overly toothy grin before I shrugged my muscular shoulders. “Beats me!”

“Ohhhkay!” He reached out and slapped my bottom. “For that, you got another twenty minutes
on the treadmill. Now get those shorts on! You two got me riled up and ready to go home and have some
fun!”

I snatched my short shorts from the locker and pulled them over my wet diaper. | could feel the
front of the cotton shorts already grow wet from my recently flooded diaper.

“What about him, daddy?” I pointed towards Jack, who had not moved an inch since he filled his
underwear.

“Bring him with you. I may have made him push too much, so he may be a little too dumb to
work out by himself. But fuck . . . that smell is worth it!” He sniffed the air, sucking in the horrible stench
of piss and stench. “But I think an adorable diaper boy like you needs a stinky older brother.”

“Agreed!” I reached out for Jack’s hand and pulled. He moved easily, stumbling towards the gym
floor. The massive load in the back of his pants jiggled as he moved.

“Come on, big brother! Let’s go workout!”



The After Workout Swelling

Jack stumbled behind me the entire workout, farting and pissing himself whenever he moved too
quickly or stumbled over his feet. I couldn’t stop myself from giggling as he let out a dumb laugh every
time he sniffed the air. The space became fouled with the stenches that bubbled between his cheeks and
filled the back of my diaper. | positioned myself in front of him on several different occasions, enjoying
how he mindless humped my waste-filled diaper. When I squatted, | had him lay on the ground and
ground my diaper into his face. He snorted every time my diaper sat on his face and moaned every time it
was pulled away. The disgusting squish and splat drew concern and l0oks of revolution. I couldn’t help
but love how strangers would gag at the smell | relished. Many went to complain to the manager about
our actions, but with the help of Daddy, he didn’t seem to notice or care about our outwardly piggish
activities.

By the time the gym closed, Jack and | had already cleared the weight area with our actions.
Across the rubber floors, Jack left a trail of piss and shift—a twisted version of a trail of breadcrumbs.
Long lines of piss and piles and logs of shit were splattered around the area. A small part of me was sad
that I wouldn’t be able to enjoy the filth, and another half worried Daddy would be angry about how
wasteful we were with my new baby brother’s treats. When he came from the back room with his arm
around the manager, | knew something else was afoot.

“What did I tell you, piggy.” Daddy said, slapping the manager on the back. He snorted and
reeted like an animal. He rushed forward. Jack and | clung to each other in fear as the powerlifter dove
and slid into the nearest pile of shit. Devouring it without a care. The man chewed, licked, and swallowed
into the first pile was gone. He looked at us three and snorted happily before he crawled away, licking a
line of piss that led to his next pile. Daddy laughed and smiled at Jack and me. “My boys ready?”

“Yes, sir!” I cheered. Jack let out a gurgled response, drooling more than actually speaking.

Daddy piled us into the car, giving both of us a well-deserved kiss. His prickly face tickled my
hairless cheeks.

“Let’s go show Jack Jack his new home.” Daddy turned on my favorite Disney radio station, and
I bounced happily in my filled diaper, sniffing the air that soon filled with our family’s wet shits.

Our home was a two-story building situated in the middle of a clean suburban neighborhood. We
hadn’t met any of them yet, but they had watched me waddle the driveway with a fully exposed diaper or
play in the backyard. Daddy opened our doors and corralled us into the house. The door opened, and |
inhaled deeply.

“Home!” I grunted. I dropped my shorts and ripped off my shirt, needing to be in my diaper
solely.



“Get over here, stinker!” Daddy shouted, grabbing my arm before I disappeared into the house
and my favorite space. “We gotta show little Jack Jack his new room. I thought he could sleep in your old
space.”

“000,” I groaned, remembering back to the room I first stayed in—the room he locked me in.
“He will love it, Daddy! Come on, brother.” I grabbed Jack’s hand and dragged him up the stairs and
down the hall. It was very different being on the opposite side of the act this time. | pushed open the door
and nearly came in my soiled diaper. The smell was one thing, but the sight was a completely different
story.

Piles and piles of dirty diapers. Mountains of diapers that were weeks, some even months old.
Diapers were so used that the liner was destroyed, and the contents emptied onto the floor. The dirty
diapers formed nests in some areas, while others were shaped into an almost bed shape.

“This is your room, Jack Jack.” I couldn’t hide the excitement in my voice as I pulled him into
the bedroom. Daddy stood in the doorway, watching as I threw him onto the largest pile of diapers. He
squirmed in the pile. | hopped on top of his lap and ground my dirty diaper into his front.

“Sme . . .lly,” Jack Jack said. His words were struggled and hard as he tried to shape them
through a mouth that wouldn’t obey.

“So smelly!” T grunted and grabbed a handful of two diapers. | pushed them, one into his face and
another into mine. “SO0O000, SMELLY!” I rocked myself back and forth on Jack Jack’s lap, feeling shit
start to slide out the leg holes. “We are gonna be the smelliest brothers. The most disgusting, diaper-
obsessed brothers!” | grabbed diapers from the sides, piling them onto Jack Jack and myself, burying us
in my filth and the filth of my other brothers.

“Well, you two look like you will be busy. Why don’t I check in on you in a couple of hours? See
how dirty you get each other.”

I looked over my shoulder. “We are going to be the dirtiest boys for daddy!”

“I know you are. Make sure you show your brother how dirty I like my sons.”

A wet fart escaped Jack Jack’s hole, and a hefty splat followed. Daddy and | shared a smile.
“I think he already knows!”

Daddy adjusted his cock as he left, unzipping it from his jeans. I heard the door click, looking
back to my new favorite buddy.

“Let’s get filthy, bro!”



Filthy Brothers

Jack and I rolled around in the filthy diapers, burying ourselves beneath them like Scrouge
McDuck within his room full of gold coins. At first, Jack was hesitant, not showing as much enthusiasm
as | did, but his control lessened as the hours dragged on. The scent warped his mind as it did me. At first,
we kissed and rubbed our full diapers together. Our faces mashed together, just inches away from piss and
shit-filled garments. Our kiss would break every minute, and | would smash the nearest diaper into his
face. I would press my face into the opposite side of the diaper, holding it up with our faces. He grew less
interested in the kissing, only grunting or groaning when | pushed the diaper into his face. His passion for
me transferred to the dirty diapers surrounding us, sniffing and kissing the dirty diaper. It only took a
night for him to lose interest in me and wanting only the worst diapers in my collection.

How rotten the diapers smelled—some even weeks old. Those were his favorite to find at the
bottom of the pile.

Hours of passionate diaper-fueled sex forced us to sleep atop the pile. We cratered out the center,
creating a nest of diapers for us to sleep. | woke several times to Jack humping a diaper or kissing another
one. | laughed at him and then fell back asleep, enjoying the heavy scent of piss, shit, and powder.

The second day was much like the first, but Jack showed even more passion, choosing to hump
and grind into the pile than touch me. | rubbed my cock through my diaper, enjoying the sight of him
mindlessly humping the piles. Drool continuously hung from his plump lips as he grunted again and
again. Cum and piss wet the front of his diaper, growing worse as his attraction to the diapers worsened
and his need to worship them grew uncontrollable. Through the lust, peaks of realization washed over
him.

The lust evaporated from his face, quickly transforming into disgust and humiliation. He would
look at me, recognizing who | was, where we were, what we had been doing—the words he wanted to say
bubbled from the back of his throat, begging to be spoken. But when the room’s smell battled his
thoughts and suppressed them, pushing them further down. The more he came, the shorter those moments
of realization became.

By the end of the first week, Jack no longer wanted to touch me, only finding pleasure from the
dirty diapers that had become his life. So much that he shoved the smallest of the dirty diapers into the
front of his pampers.

“Daddy!” I waved towards the camera that sat in the corner, knowing that Daddy watched the
entire last week. “I’m done!” The red light blinking in the corner showed no acknowledgment or change,
but I knew Daddy would come. He always came.

The door unlocked moments later, pushing aside the diapers and the weeks’ worth of empty
plates collected at the base of the door.



“Daddy!” I squealed. I lunged for him. He caught me with ease, wrapping his manly arms around
me and lifting me.

“Hey, stinker.” His beard tickled me as he kissed my bare face. He kissed along my face, burying
his beard into my neck. I busted out into a burst of manic laughter as his hands gripped the bottom of my
diaper, feeling the heavyweight inside. “Seems like someone’s got a dirty diaper.”

Jack’s face lifted from the pile of old diapers, showing the first sign of interest in Daddy.
“Dirty . . .diaper?” He croaked.
Daddy chuckled.

“Seems like we went a little too hard on your friend here.” I dropped from Daddy’s hands,
landing softly on the ground. My diaper crinkled as | walked over to Jack. Daddy followed, settling into a
squat next to Jack. “You excited for a fresh one?” Jack nodded. His eyes lacked any real intelligence as he
stared at Daddy. “Come here, boy.” I waddled over to Daddy as he undid my diaper while I stood beside
him. “Damn, this is a heavy one! I guess that’s what I get for feeding you so much.” He undid the straps,
and the diaper fell into his hand. He quickly wrapped it into itself, creating a perfect ball—something
slightly larger than a watermelon. “This is a heavy one.” He bit his bottom lip, squeezing it with both
hands like a football.

He turned towards Jack. “Take a whiff, pig.” He shoved the diaper into Jack’s face, smashing the
dirty insides against his mouth and nose. Jack inhaled the stench, and his body violently shook. His knees
buckled together, and his hips lifted towards the ceiling. He came. “Bet that smells good. Fresh ones are
always the best.” Daddy pulled it away and took a sniff. “Fuck! It’s getting my all horned up.” Daddy
undid his jeans and withdrew his thick, hairy, uncut cock. He pulled back the foreskin, and the scent of
his manhood quickly overpowered the stench within the room. The smell of a man. “Hey, stinker, come
take care of daddy while he plays with your brother.”

I jumped into the pile and buried my face in Daddy’s cock. “Yes, sir!”” His cock disappeared into
my throat, sliding me without any resistance. | tightened my mouth and bounced my head along the shaft.
Daddy’s attention returned to Jack, repeatedly smashing the diaper into his face.

“Nasty fucking pig. You love that? You love your brother’s messy pampers? Come on, piggy,
oink for me. Oink like a good pail pig.” Jack oinked and reeted like a piggy. His hands went for more
diapers, smashing them into the front of his overflowing pamper. He aggressively humped the two in his
hand. Daddy matched his movements, pushing his cock into the depths of my throat and back towards my
lips. | kissed and licked every inch, swallowing the musk that coated his shaft. Precum painted my lips
and dripped along my face. The three of us continued until Daddy grabbed the back of my head with his
free hand. Jack with my massive diaper. Daddy with his cock in my mouth. And me, using the pile of
diapers like a masturbation toy, repeatedly thrusting into a tightly packed again.

“Oh, fuck boy! Suck that load down!” My lips stretched around the base of his cock as his balls
pulled up into his groin. My cheeks exploded with his load. I choked but swallowed as much as | could,
not wanting a droplet of Daddy’s cum to go to waste.



“Cum! Ugh! Cum!” Jack cried out, mimicking Daddy once again. His body shook again,
depositing another load of cum into his diaper. I nursed Daddy’s cock until it went soft in my mouth and
Daddy pulled away. He tossed my diaper into the top of the pile. Jack dove for it and began to kiss it
passionately. Daddy stood and took my hand, walking us towards the door. My still hard cock bounced
with every step. I was horny but didn’t worry—Daddy would take care of me.

“Come on, stinker, let’s give Jack some alone time. I have some other fun things planned for us.”



Back to School Shopping

I pulled at the back of his overalls, feeling the denim ride up between my diaper and scratch
about my thick thighs. I silently wished that | would be allowed to wander around the store in just my
diaper and a t-shirt while Daddy shopped for a new tv, but | knew I wasn’t allowed—at least until
Daddy made his purchase. | wandered around while Daddy talked to the nice salespeople, ending up in
the video game aisle, looking at all the colorful characters and people in front of them. Something in my
mind twitched at the sight of some games.

Did I play this?

Something about the game reminded me of something, or at least—someone. The man on the
cover was heavyset, large with muscle and a round firm gut. A machine gun sat propped against his heavy
belly, aiming at an unknown fore off the box. A tight tank top stretched across his pectorals, exposing his
upper chest and two large patches of underarm hair. Prickly facial hair accentuated his strong jaw and
extra pouty lips. To me, he looked like a much younger daddy. | pulled the game off the shelf and brought
it closer to my face, staring until my eyes went cross-eyed. | rotated the game case and gasped at the back.
While the front looked like Daddy, the back held an almost identical cartoon version of him. Right down
to the heavy bulge in the front of his boxers and the handsome sneer on his face.

Ugh, Daddy.
“Have you played that before?”

I turned around and found a sales associate, a tall, Asian man dressed in a blue polo and black
dress pants. He smiled a friendly grin, taking note of the game in my hand.

“Hmm, [ don’t know,” I said, looking at the game a second time. “What is it called?” I said,
holding it out to the employee with two hands. The man’s brows came together, squinting his eyes as he
looked at me and then the video game.

“What? Can’t you read it?

“T canread. . .” I hesitated, taking a second look at the game’s title. The letters looked familiar. |
could even make out the word The, but the words were too hard for me to sound out beyond that. “Just
not good.”

The salesman chuckled at me. His chuckle continued and grew until he laughed so hard that he
cried.

“You’ve got to be kidding me! What kind of guy can’t read? What are you, some kind of idiot?”



My face went red with anger and embarrassment as the salesperson laughed at me.

“No! I'm smart!” I squeezed my fists as I tried to form the words. They came to the tip of my
tongue, but something halted me from speaking more—something just wouldn’t compute. When my brain
and tongue finally agreed to allow me to speak, something far worse than a slew of words came out of
me.
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“UGH!” Several long, wet farts slipped through my hole, filling my once clean diaper. | squeezed
my face as my body turned against me and forced me to push out into the diaper until | could feel the
backside of my diaper had been filled, potentially overflowed. At the sound, the salesperson stopped
laughing and stepped away from me. He was at a loss for words.

He couldn’t have just shit himself, did he? He asked with his eyes.
When the smell hit the employee’s nostrils, he stepped further away.
“For the love of God, did you just—"

“Everything okay over here, boys?”

Daddy appeared as if summoned by the smell and the humiliation his boy felt. The salesperson
quickly turned around, greeting Daddy with the same smile he used on me.

“Nothing Sir, everything is fine.” He looked to me, whose attention had moved to my filled
backside, grabbing and squeezing at the heavy load in the back of my pants. Enjoying the soft feeling and
the piggy smells that bloomed around me. “Just an accident. Why don’t you give me a few minutes with
this gentleman right here, and I will be right with you.” The salesperson’s nostrils flared slightly. The
stench grew as | groped and patted his backside, forgetting about the humiliating frustration from
moments before.

“I don’t see a gentleman here.” Daddy looked around the electronic section, searching for
someone that would be labeled a gentleman. “I don’t see any men around here, actually. Just a diaper pig
and a salesperson who needs to learn how to treat their customers.” | watched as Daddy’s eyes shifted
into the stormy gray that froze the man in his place before he began to sift around in his brain. “Now, is
that any way you should speak to a customer?”’

“No Sir . ..” The man spoke as if he were far away.
“Do you know what kind of customer service I appreciate?”
“What, Sir?

“A kiss ass. Someone will drop to their knees and do anything a customer asks. Someone who
believes that the customer is always right, and they should be served.” I looked towards Daddy, knowing
exactly what he was doing to this stranger. | had seen it at least a dozen times, pulling them into his web



and twisting the parts of their mind. “Now, given the opportunity to be the star employee, do you think
you will be the kiss-ass that your customers require?”’

“Yes, Sir.”

“Well then, I think you have a customer desperate for some attention and ass-kissing.” Daddy
took hold of the man’s shoulders, twisted him around, and pushed him towards me. “Now, don’t forget,
the customer is ALWAYS right. And do whatever they need to have a pleasant experience. Do you
understand?”” The man nodded. “Some of these are just too easy,” Daddy chuckled, pinching off the
control before he stepped back and watched his work unfold.

“I am sorry about how I treated you earlier. Is there anything I could do to make your experience
more enjoyable today?”’

I pursed his lips and squinted at the man, feeling my inner torturous big brother come to the
surface.

“Yeah!” I spun around and presented his full backside. “Yeah, I need you to check if [ need a
change.” | wagged his diapered rump back and forth, feeling the diaper beneath my overalls sway heavily
from side to side. “I need you to take a big sniffy.”

“I would be happy to.” The employee fell onto his hands and knees and pressed his face into my
backside. The diaper crinkled against his face and squashed the insides against my bottom. He inhaled
twice. Two deep, intoxicating huffs flooded his body with the horrible stench of my full diaper. “Yes, sir,
it smells like you need a change. Do you require assistance changing? |1 would be more than happy to
assist.” The employee spoke with his face pushed into my butt, unable to move unless asked or instructed.

“You sure?” I balled his hands and pushed into the employee’s face, pushing out a wet fart with a
satisfying splat. “Take another few more sniffs.” The employee obeyed again, sniffing several times. At
the last inhalation, the employee gagged at the smell.

“What don’t you like it?” My voice was heavy with sadness. I could feel the tears welling up in
my eyes. | wanted him to enjoy it. | needed him to enjoy it.

“No, sir, I do not enjoy the smell. Would you like me to enjoy it? I would be more than happy to
enjoy the scent if that would make you happy. As you know, the customer is always right.”

“Of course!” I squealed. “I want you to love it! I want you to love it more than anything else in
your world!” The salesperson inhaled deeply and sighed a lustful breath. “I want you to find it hotter than
any man or woman. | want you to fall in love with my dirty diaper.” The employee grunted, mashing his
face into the seat of my diaper, gnawing on the denim of my pants.

“Oh god,” he gasped in between his Kisses. “It’s so hot!” He smacked his lips against the
backside of my diaper, groaning. “It’s so hot. | love it. It smells so good. It’s the best thing | have ever
smelled!”



“That’s better!” I cried happily. I shook my diapered buttocks back and forth against the man’s
face. He followed the scent back and forth. His mouth hung open, desperate for another whiff of my dirty
behind. My stomach bubbled loudly, and | grabbed his face. | pushed it into my back and pushed.
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My loose hole exploded. Wet shit flooded my diaper and dripped out of the cottony insides. The
man lunged for my presented ass, huffing and inhaling it like an animal in heat. His lap tented as his cock
grew too erect to remain hidden. The employee humped the air, imagining my heavy diaper on his lap,
creating a fantasy where he could hump my dirty ass until he came.

“Isn’t it much easier when you just give in to your client’s needs?” Daddy chuckled from his
corner. He gripped his cock, adjusting the large bulge in the front of his extra tight jeans. The tip of his
cock had leaked enough to darken the area around his head. | wanted to nurse his cock, but | also wanted
to continue playing with my newest friend. “Anything else you think you can do for my son?”” The
salesperson watched my butt as it wagged back and forth, unable to string together a simple sentence.
Daddy laughed harder at the man’s overall attraction to me. “If you like it so much, why don’t you fill
your pants.”

My grin widened, stretching with another idea. “Do it! Go do it in front of that customer.” I
pointed toward another man in the gaming aisle. “Do it in front of him and make sure he knows it’s
happening! Make sure he knows how much you love having a full pair of briefs. And when you fill, you
completely fill your underwear. And the more humiliating it is, the better it feels. The more disgusted the
man looks at you, the harder you will become!” | added layers to Daddy’s hypnotic suggestion, digging
him deeper into his new fetish—his lustful attraction to humiliation.

“T would be happy to do it,” the man said, pulling himself from the ground. He looked sadly at
my heavy backside, staring at it like a love he had just lost. An erection tented the front of his khakis. He
was well-above average, which made me even happier that Daddy had claimed him. His hardon pointed
towards the customer and bounced up and down as he walked towards the oblivious man. As he walked, a
short fart slipped from his hole, growing louder with every step. I stood next to Daddy, ready to see my
suggestions unfold. His hand fondled my full diaper, smashing and smearing the shit into my plump
cheeks. | knew later he would force my new brother to lick them clean while he watched.

It took a moment for the customer to realize the associate stood beside him. The man turned,
hearing the employees whimpering. “Oh, perfect I was wondering—"

“I gotta shit!” The salesman shouted. A loud gurgling sounded, followed by a loud wet fart. “I
gotta take the largest, wettest shirt. I’m gonna fill my pants. It’s gonna be so nasty—so smelly!” He
screamed. The customer stepped back. Confusion crossed his face.

“Ummmm, you okay, dude?” His voice was hesitant. The smell hit him quickly. “Oh god, dude.
Did you shit yourself? What the fuck is wrong with you?!”

“Ughhhhh!” The salesman balled his hands, tightening them further as he pushed. Several more
wet farts spewed from his hole. The farts transformed into a heavy splat—a mound formed and grew large



in the back of his pants. “Oh god, it’s so much!” The employee continued to push. The pile of shit turned
into a mountain. Daddy grabbed my diaper in excitement, squeezing my diaper and the shit inside, eager
to see the employee’s destroyed underwear. “God, it’s so much!” His hole sputtered more shit into his
briefs. The mound had grown large enough that it couldn’t be missed by someone who looked at the
salesperson.

“Shit, dude! You are disgusting!” The employee groaned. “What is this? Some kind of kink or
something? You a fucking shit freak or something?!” The customer backed away from the salesman. He
quickly turned around, showing him the fresh load.

“How can you not like it? Fuck, it’s so hot! It smells so good! It’s so humiliating!”” The employee
grabbed the back of his pants, squeezing the fresh load. “God. I can’t . . . oh fuck . . .” His body shook
and convulsed. From our view, his tented paints grew wet from his orgasm. The load drained along the
front of his pants, staining the front and the leg of his pants. “So disgusting! So nasty,” He muttered to
himself as he rubbed himself.

“WHAT THE FUCK!” The customer ran from the salesperson, dripping disgust and confusion.
The employee waddled back towards Daddy and me, grinning like a fool. His hands continued to rub the
backside of his pants, fingering and smashing his mess into his ass cheeks. Shit and sex stuck to him and
distilled into the store’s electronics section. | rubbed my front, desperately wanting him to sit his shitty
ass on my face.

“Is there anything else I can do for either of you?”
“Well, I was thinking—"
“T wanna see the diapers!” I interrupted. Daddy raised a brow, smirking at my bravery.

“Someone’s feeling confident.” He released my diaper and pushed me forward. “Go ahead, do
whatever my boy wants. Understand?”” The employee nodded.

“How can I assist you today?” The employee asked.

“Take me to the diaper section!” I squealed, thinking of how many diapers I could get with the
man’s employee discount.

The employee nodded. “Right this way, Sir.” The employee turned away and waddled away from
Daddy and me. My eyes stared at the heavy load in the seat of his pants. The shit continued to bleed
through his underwear and khakis as we walked. A dark brown stain grew, drawing me as the pied piper
did to the rats. All I wanted was for him to pin me down and smash his waste filled pants into my face.
My cock twitched at the thoughts that invaded my mind—of the fun that | could have with my new
brother. The smell intensified further as he farted every few steps, leaking more shit into his pants and
down his leg. Shoppers smelled the air, tasting the shit in the man’s pants. Only a few found the origin
and quickly ran from the space in the store. “Here we are.” The employee said, motioning towards an
aisle full of diapers.



“Daddy!” I screamed, staring at the floor-to-ceiling collection. “Can I get some!”

Daddy laughed. “Have you been a good boy?” Daddy walked up and squeezed my diaper, feeling
the heaviness within.

“Yes, daddy!”
“Well then, why would I ever want to deny something to such a good boy?”

I jumped in excitement. The full diaper jiggled, flopping up and down with the mounds of shit
inside. | ran towards the first shelf but froze at the sound of disapproval from Daddy.

“You aren’t gonna show your new brother how to diaper up first?”

I giggled. “I totally forgot! Such a dumb baby some time.” I turned towards the salesman, who
hadn’t moved since we came to the aisle. “You want to diaper up, little bro?”

“Do you want me to wear a diaper?” The man asked in his flat, hypnotized voice.
“Yeah! I want you to love them as much as I do!”

A fog rushed over the man’s eyes as my suggestion settled in his mind.

“What is your name?” I asked, realizing the man had never introduced himself.
“Ed. . .ward.” He took a two-syllable word and made it sound like eight.

I pushed my lips to the side as I thought. “Hmmm. I don’t like it. Eddie. I’'m going to call you
Eddie.” I giggled again. “Eddie Spaghetti.” I laughed even more. Daddy even chuckled slightly.

“I think that is adorable. Dirty Eddie.” Daddy smirked. “Now, Eddie, go ahead and pick out your
favorite diaper. We need to get you in a diaper quickly. I don’t know how much more those undies can
handle.”

Eddie’s bowels released another sputtering fart, emptying another log into his pants.
“Feels so good,” Eddie grunted.

“Now, Eddie, why don’t you go ahead and undress. Baby, find a cute, humiliating diaper for your
new brother. What do you think would be better? Princesses or superheroes?”

“Princesses!” I ran towards the end of the aisle, seeing the bright pink diaper box. | turned away
for a minute, and Eddie was naked with his dirty undies on the ground when I looked back. My mouth
watered at the sight of the shit.

“Ughh,” Eddie shook, dropping a surprising amount of shit into his underwear.



A man appeared at the end of the diaper aisle, giving an eyeful of Eddie as he dropped a load onto
the floor. He ran away, searching for a manager or someone who could stop the employee from shitting in
the open.

“Looks like he needs a diaper, sooner rather than later. We wouldn’t want him to be taken away
without a fresh one to fill.” Daddy leaned against a pillar.

“Agreed!” I chimed as I ripped open the box and pulled out the first of many diapers. “Come on
over, Eddie.” He tumbled towards me with his pants around his ankles, obedient as ever. I forced his legs
apart and wrapped the first diaper around his waist. The smell of baby powder and shit mixed in the air.
My cock pulsed at the scents, activating those needs in my head. | added a second diaper, then a third,
stretching them to capacity. When the fourth wouldn’t fit, I ran back to the princess diapers and found a
larger size. The fourth slipped on easily, and I added a fifth and a sixth. His legs didn’t come close to
touching.

| stared at the mound of diapers, unable to look away even as people gathered at the ends of the
aisle. The more | stared, the harder it became to resist. The sheer size was obscene and powerful. My
hands itched with a need to worship them. | wanted them. | needed them.

“Go ahead. Do it.” Daddy urged. “I know you wanna smoosh your face into it.”

| fell into the diaper, eager for a sniff. Though a dirty diaper was my favorite, a clean diaper could
get me off just as well. | forced him out of his pants, balled up the soiled clothes, positioned them in front
of my crotch, and began to hump. I spun Eddie around and pulled his bottom into my face.

“Oomph!” I groaned into the seat of the diaper, huffing and biting to my hearts—and cocks—
content.

To my surprise, Eddie spoke. “You like sniffing your little bro’s diaper?”
‘6Yes.,’
“You like humping my shitty undies? You like grinding your diapered dick into my shit?”

“Yes!” My words were muffled beneath his plush diaper. | imagined what it would be like if they
were to be as overflowing with shit as his underwear. My cock throbbed within my diaper, already feeling
the need to cum. I humped quicker, needing the humiliation to push me over the edge.

“Oh my god, do you smell that!” A voice called from the opposing aisle.

“Jesus, what are they doing?! Where is a manager!?” Another voice screamed as they turned
down their space.

“Oh, Daddy!” I screamed into the diaper, grabbing onto the waist of my recently converted
brother. | pushed his diaper as hard into my face as | could and as if by fate a wet fart filled the back of
his diaper and | felt a warmth overwhelm my face. He filled his first diaper. My cock let out a pathetic



dribble of cum into my diaper. Though it was probably less than a thimble full of cum, it felt like a tidal
wave of pleasure as it oozed from my tip. I released Eddie’s waist and fell back onto the floor, letting the
post-orgasm bliss wash over me. But my enjoyment was cut short when a deep baritone voice shouted.

“They are doing WHAT?! Where are they?”

“Let’s go, boys. Daddy doesn’t want to have to hypnotize an entire store of people.” He motioned
for Eddie and me to follow. | ran after him as he rushed towards the nearest emergency exit while Eddie
waddled quickly behind me.



