Mistaken Identity
By Elfy
James sucked on his pacifier as he rocked back and forth against the teddy bear between his legs. His diaper, soaked and stinking, clung to his waist. He was sweating as he looked into the webcam set up in front of him recording every moment of his debasement. He had been rocking back and forth in the diaper for the best part of an hour.
“Such a desperate little baby.” Mistress Candy’s voice came through the computer speakers.
“Please… Mistress…” James panted between thrusts, “I need… I need to make milkies!”
“Not yet.” Mistress Candy replied.
James moaned as he chewed on the pacifier. He looked up at the screen of his laptop that sat on a chair at the end of his bed. A window was open showing Mistress Candy. Tall and imposing she was as beautiful as she was scary. Her pale face made her vivid make-up stand out even more whilst her long brown hair was pulled into a tight ponytail. She was dressed in leather and holding a whip in the air threateningly.
“What are you?” Mistress Candy asked.
“I’m… I’m a pathetic little baby.” James replied.
The diapered twenty-one year-old man could answer that question automatically. James had been seeing Mistress Candy regularly for two years after he stumbled across her website on one horny night of web browsing. Ever since his first experience he had booked timeslots with the dominatrix at least once a week, mostly online but on special occasions he had even had in-person visits.
“I don’t want to be a baby.” James groaned as he strained to hold back an orgasm that threatened to explode all over his diaper.
“It doesn’t matter what you want.” Mistress Candy replied easily, “You are nothing more than a little worm. A slave who is whatever I say you are.”
James loved this. He had known he was an adult baby before meeting Mistress Candy and had tried wearing diapers plenty of times. There was always something missing though, a missing spark that James couldn’t work out. After his first session with Mistress Candy he had found the missing piece.
Part of James’s enjoyment came from pretending he didn’t want to be a baby at all. It came from his Mistress “forcing” him into that position. A large part of the fun of these sessions came from vehemently telling Mistress he didn’t want anything that was happening. He had a safe word to use for if things truly became out of control but he had never had to use it thus far. The more he was humiliated and degraded by Mistress the more he craved it.
Right then though James felt as much frustration for Mistress Candy as anything else. For nearly two hours she had been humiliating and edging him. He had wet himself for her, he had pooped himself for her, he had done some ridiculous little dances as she recorded and laughed. He had been forced on to his knees to beg as she threatened to release the videos and photos on social media (He knew she never would be the fantasy drove him wild). Now he had been humping his favourite stuffie for at least forty minutes. If he hadn’t been so desperate to cum he would’ve collapsed with exhaustion.
“Do you think you’re ready to make milkies?” Mistress Candy asked as she tapped the whip against the palm of her hand.
That was a difficult question for James. Of course the real answer was yes but that didn’t necessarily make it the correct answer. He tried to guess what combination of words would get the Mistress to give him permission. He couldn’t help but worry that the wrong answer would mean she would deny him release. Sure, he could just finish himself off after the session was over but that felt like cheating, it wouldn’t be as satisfying.
“I’m ready when you say I am.” James panted.
As Mistress Candy laughed at his pathetic answer James prayed he had said the right thing. His legs were cramping, his diaper was getting increasingly gross and he worried it might lose containment. If he was teased anymore he felt like his balls might just explode and shoot his cum straight through the thick padding.
“Fine…” Mistress Candy sighed. She spoke as if it really didn’t matter to her one way or the other, “You may make your pathetic little dribbles.”
That was all James needed to hear. He had already been right on the precipice for a long time and almost before the words had finished leaving the Mistress’s mouth he pushed harder into the teddy bear. He let out a couple of little moans as he got close and he heard Candy snort with derision. He wanted to be as quick as possible before she changed her mind. That had happened before and it had driven James to tears.
“Ah!” James grunted loudly as he pressed down on to the stuffie as hard as he possibly could.
James felt an orgasm run through him that was so powerful he almost blacked out. He closed his eyes and saw stars as his balls contracted repeatedly and pushed his load along the length of his dick and out into the heavily used diaper. He came so hard and fast it was almost like he was wetting himself again for a few moments. He practically blacked out as he collapsed forwards and grunted desperately.
As soon as James’s orgasm subsided he collapsed forwards so that his face was buried in the sheets. He was exhausted after the workout he had been put through and his red face was covered in sweat. He panted as he slowly regained his strength.
“Are you alright?” Mistress Candy asked. She continued only semi-jokingly, “I don’t need to call an ambulance, do I?”
“I’m… I’m fine…” James said as he lifted his head up. He blushed from embarrassment.
“Good.” Mistress Candy replied, “You know I don’t want anything bad to happen to my favourite little diaper slut.”
If James hadn’t just emptied himself he was sure his dick would be stiffening again. Instead he contented himself with a bashful smile as he slowly swung his legs around and off the bed to sit up. His diaper was no more used than it had been just before his orgasm but now he wanted it off as soon as possible. As soon as the call was hung up he would be heading to the shower.
“Are we still on for Saturday?” Mistress Candy asked, “I’ve got you pencilled in for a few hours in the afternoon. In person at your place, right?”
“Yeah, I’m looking forward to it already.” James replied, “Same safe word as usual.”
“See you then.” Mistress Candy said. She gave James a wink, “Be a good boy.”
As the call ended James took a deep breath and stood up on shaky legs. His diaper sagged and when he looked down he could see the padding inside the disposable was falling apart, he would need to get to the shower quickly before it lost all containment.
--- 
On Saturday morning James was to be found rushing around the house cleaning. Mistress Candy would be arriving that very afternoon and he was buzzing with excitement. In person visits were a lot more expensive than the online stuff he usually paid for but it was worth it. There was no substitute for getting dominated in person.
James had all of his usual things laid out on the table in the living room. A diaper, suppositories, an enema kit, a spanking paddle, his pacifier and a pair of mitts. Mistress Candy was definitely going to be bringing her own stuff but James wanted to be ready as well.
Looking around James was satisfied with how his efforts had gone. The house wasn’t perfect but it was more than good enough for the visit. He felt a little tingle of excitement as he imagined being forced into a maid costume by Mistress to do a better job. His big diaper sagging underneath the bottom of the dress. He didn’t usually engage in “sissy” play but if Mistress demanded it he wasn’t likely to safe word.
The last thing James did before sitting down was walk over to the mantelpiece that held the family photos. It was silly, perhaps, but he didn’t like those photos to be visible when he was playing. He rather guiltily turned them around one by one. The photo of him with his parents, the picture of him and his sister at a restaurant, the one with him and his two siblings as kinds; one by one he turned each of them around. The final photo was the one with his identical twin brother, Shawn.
James was technically older than Shawn by about eight minutes but it was the younger of the two that had always been more independently minded. Despite being twins they really didn’t share all that much in common. They had different interests and different lives. Shawn had moved about three hours away for a job and the two rarely saw each other outside of holidays. They weren’t on bad terms by any means but they weren’t the inseparable identical twins people often imagined them to be. James was fine with the arrangement, he liked being his own person rather than one of a pair which is how twins were often seen.
James checked the clock and saw that Mistress Candy was due to arrive in fifteen minutes. He felt butterflies in his tummy and he walked over to the diaper he had laid out for himself. He was just unbuckling his pants when the phone rang.
“Hello?” James said. As he listened to the voice on the other end he felt his stomach sink, “There isn’t anyone else who can come in? Fine. Yeah, I’ll be right there.”
James leaned back on his couch and sighed. Just like that his plans had been scuppered, though hopefully it wasn’t irrecoverable. He started hurrying to get his things together as he texted a message for Mistress Candy.
“Mistress, work called. I’m not cancelling but I’m going to be out for an hour or two. Can you hang around until then? I’m really sorry. There’s a key under the mat to let yourself in and make yourself at home. I’ll pay extra for any extra time you stay. Sorry.” James pressed send as he hurried out to his car.
“Naughty boy.” Mistress Candy responded just before he turned on the engine, “You’ll have to be punished.”
Despite the sudden change of plans James couldn’t help but smile and feel an excited lurch in his tummy. Whatever work wanted he was going to get it done as quickly as possible so he could get home and punished.
--- 
Shawn was leaned back in his seat as he drove through the town he had grown up. He hadn’t been back here for a few years but he had business nearby and thought it would be good to drop in on some people he hadn’t seen for ages. Number one on his “to visit” list was his twin brother. He hadn’t called ahead, the whole trip was kind of last minute but if he was out he could always try again later.
“Huh… he must’ve bought a new car.” Shawn muttered to himself as he pulled up outside the house.
Shawn pulled up on the curb and got out of the car. As he locked the vehicle he looked up at the driveway where he saw the unfamiliar SUV. It was odd, Shawn could remember James being adamant about not getting a big car for environmental reasons.
“I hope he hasn’t moved without telling me.” Shawn said to himself as he opened the gate and walked up to the front door. He reached for the doorbell but before he got there the door opened.
Shawn was rather taken aback but as he looked at the doorway he found himself shocked into stillness. Instead of his mirror image twin there was a tall woman at the door but her height was only one aspect of the woman that took Shawn back. She had a lot of makeup on her face, a foundation that made her look very pale with eye shadow and lipstick that made her features stand out even more. She was in a latex outfit that was just barely containing her breasts and tall knee-length boots with huge heels that only emphasised her height.
“You’re here sooner than I expected.” The woman said.
“I, erm…” Shawn started but before he could say another word the woman at the door pulled him inside.
“You’ve been a bad boy to make me wait.” The woman continued as Shawn was pulled into the living room.
“Listen, ma’am, I don’t-…” Shawn started.
“Ma’am?” The woman shook her head, “You’ll call me Mistress, you little worm.”
Shawn was so shocked his brain was desperately trying to piece together who this person was and where his brother was. He looked to the side and frowned as he saw a lot of very strange items on the table. Some were clearly sex toys but the others… were those diapers?
“You’ll get a little credit for getting things ready for me.” Mistress said as she walked right up to Shawn, “But first you’ll need some punishment for making Mistress Candy wait.”
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