In Daddy’s Arms
After a long day of work conning people, Nick thinks Finnick deserves a bit of a break. They should get some drinks and reload. But just because they’re spending the night outside of the privacy of Nick’s apartment, doesn’t mean Finnick should wear anything different.

Finnick licked his lips, enjoying the sweet blueberry flavour. The pawpsicle had been refreshing in the warm summer sun and had been just what he needed. As comfortable as his elephant pyjamas were, they were just a bit too warm for the weather. It had been even worse a few weeks ago, when he had been wearing some regular clothes under the costume to protect his modesty. Now it was just a diaper. It helped sell the act, though that was hardly the only reason he was wearing it.

“You’ve made such a mess of things again.” Nick said, smiling all the while. He grabbed some wet wipes from a pack and cleaned Finnick’s snout and paws. “There we go. Feeling better, Little Toot-Toot?”

Finnick nodded, making a small elephant sound to express his pleasure.

The streets were dying down and increasingly fewer people were passing by. Their little con had worked perfectly though. First Finnick had helped Nick get the ice cream. Then they had melted it into smaller quantities together. And finally Nick had played the single father who just needed to sell some ice cream to take care of his poor little fox child. They had no trouble selling out and most customers had left a handsome tip.

“You were especially cute today.” Nick said, softly enough that nobody else would be able to hear. The fox was gently wiping at a little wet spot on the costume where ice cream had melted. Nick’s fingers were softly brushing against Finnick’s chest, in a way that must have seemed perfectly innocent for anyone passing by. “We doubled our normal profits today. I think we should go out and celebrate with a few drinks.”

Celebrating sounded nice. It had been weeks since Finnick had last been out in public to have fun. Most of his days now started with a diaper change on Nick’s bed and ended with Nick’s arms wrapped around him and his diaper, cuddling him to sleep. Most of their days were spent doing cons together with Finnick in a similar state of embarrassment. Finnick had only taken days off their fun games to do the pesky adult responsibilities nobody could escape from. 

Having his van looked after by a mechanic, browsing new music in the shop he liked, dinner with an uncle he was expected to show around Zooptopia by a family that still did not quite understand why Finnick remained in the city. All Finnick’s free time went into being trapped in an apartment while wearing blissfully thick diapers, or being trapped in obligations while wearing boring adult clothes and missing Nick. It would be a nice change of pace to go out with his sort-of boyfriend, even if that did mean giving up a night of calling him ‘daddy’. 

“I’ll count out the money right away.” Nick said, making two neat piles.

“It’s fine.” Finnick shrugged. Nick could give Finnick his cut later, when he had an actual pocket to store the money. “I should get changed out of this outfit soon anyway.”

“And why’s that?”

Finnick rolled his eyes. “You’re the one who suggested we go into a bar.”

“Just seems such a hassle. We go through all this effort to get you into your adult clothes, when we both know I’ll put you back into diapers the moment we’re back at my apartment.”

Finnick flushed. They did both know that. One time Finnick had said he had not been in the mood for it that evening. And Nick had needed to do nothing more than lay out a cute diaper on the coffee table, powder next to it. Finnick had picked it up within half an hour to nag Nick into putting it on him. “You’re not actually suggesting I go to the bar dressed like this, do you?”

“And why not? You know how much your daddy likes it when you wear your enchanting little costume for him. It’d be so nice to show you off without having a con running that makes you think I’m exaggerating.”

Finnick shook his head, trying to clear the thoughts forming behind his burning cheeks. “Even if you can get a baby passed the bouncer, I’m not going to a bar and let you be the only one who’s drinking.”

“Have a bit more trust in me. I’ll find a way to get you sufficiently hammered by the end of the night.”

Finnick did trust Nick, but it still sounded so strange. Finnick wore diapers for cons, and he wore diapers in the privacy of Nick’s apartment because it turned the both of them on. They had fooled around together multiple times without using diapers and it always felt like something was missing. Nick was so much harder if Finnick sucked his cock while his bottom was padded. And as much as Finnick enjoyed it when Nick used his paw to stimulate Finnick’s dick, the orgasm was far more intense if there was a crinkly diaper between Finnick’s excitement and the fox’s nimble paws.

“Would you like to give it a try?” Nick asked, some of the playfulness dropping to make way of the serious. As much as Nick wanted this to tease Finnick, he would never push Finnick to do something he did not want to do.

“Yeah.” Finnick said. Because as much as his cheeks turned red at the idea of extending their game into public, as much as he was feeling warm and uncomfortable, he did trust Nick beyond all else. It sounded scary, but exciting too. 

And Finnick knew nothing bad would happen as long as Nick was there.

Or at the very least, if Nick created trouble like he usually did, he would do everything in his power to make sure he himself would take the brunt of it. And if Finnick’s daddy was willing to chance it, who was Finnick to say no?

~*~

“And where do you think you’re going?”

“Please, don’t start with me. You won’t believe the day I’ve had.” Nick said tiredly. He was slumping and made himself look like he had been sat upon by a large hippo and had only just managed to wedge himself off its bottom.

Finnick was holding Nick’s paw, trying not to look away from the ground. They were far from the blocks of Zootopia where they performed their scams and far nearer to the streets where Finnick spent his time dressed as an adult. Just one person looking his way and recognising him would mean he had a lot of explaining to do.

“I can’t let you inside this bar with a minor.”

“I need somewhere I can get a drink.” Nick said. “My wife left us and I a place to process. The two of us are all alone. I don’t have anywhere else to go.”

The bear sighed. “I’m sorry, but there are rules.”

“Can’t you make an exception just this once? My little Toot-toot is going to behave himself.”

The bouncer took a few seconds. Then he kneeled down and looked at Finnick. “Can you promise you’ll be a good boy and not bother any of the other customers?”

Finnick had to do his best not to show off the blush that was forming on his cheeks. But he was a professional. He could do this. He looked up with his most adorable puppy-dog eyes, and nodded as sincerely as he could.

“I’ll give you a chance, fox. But first sign of trouble and you’re out.”

“There won’t be!” Nick promised as sincerely as a conman could, before walking into the bar. The moment they were out of the bouncer’s sight, Nick’s gait changed. He was back to his confident self, the fake pain of a break-up leaving him. No matter how many times Finnick saw Nick change masks, it always remained impressive.

They got some strange looks as they walked in and Finnick hid himself inside of his elephant costume. He sucked on his pacifier and hoped nobody would link the little fox with the adult Finnick that they might have seen around. At least it was only a little busy. The bar was large enough to entertain close to a hundred guests and there were only a few dozen at the moment. It was still early and the bar would fill out over the next few hours. And with each person coming in the chance was larger that someone would recognise him.

They made it to the bar and Nick lifted Finnick to one of the empty seats. Finnick had to stand to see above the bar. He realised too late that the way he was leaning forward meant the curve of his bottom would let anyone watching notice the diaper he was wearing. And it was too late to change position now without giving away Finnick was old enough to be self-conscious about it. 

“And who’s this little cutie?” The bartender asked. He was a white bunny with a kind face. He wore a black short-sleeved dress shirt with a denim apron over it. And there was a light-blue bowtie finishing the look.

“My son.” Nick said. “Daddy’s perfect little boy.”

Finnick felt little butterflies fluttering inside of him. It might have been a lie somewhere in the past, but Nick was sincere now. And Finnick never tired of hearing his daddy say it out loud.

“He’s adorable. Not often we see children in here. I’m Peter.” 

“Nick.”

“So is there anything I can get him? Maybe a virgin rum and coke?”

“I was more thinking along the lines of a virgin white Russian.” Nick said. 

Peter looked confused. “So… milk?”

“Exactly. I actually brought his bottle with me. Do you have a microwave I could use?”

“Oh yeah, right over here.” Peter led Nick to one of the cabinets behind the bar, showing him how it worked.

“I think I’ve got it.” Nick said. He flashed Finnick a smile. “No worries, big guy. I’ll have you your drink in no time.”

Finnick could not help but glare at him. Because the glass baby bottle that was being warmed up had come from the diaper bag. A bag which was now half open on the bar’s floor and showing off the extra changes Nick always carried with him. Nick always liked to carry extra and complain to anyone that would listen how quickly Finnick went through them. Even though Finnick hardly ever needed a change during a con.

But as humiliating as it was to have the stack of diapers in full view for the bartender, it did not compare to the annoyance. Because that diaper bag only had baby bottles with normal milk in them. Finnick knew this because Nick often liked to fill their breaks during scams with a moment to feed one of them to him. And normal milk was not what Finnick had been promised.

“Awww, don’t be grumpy little guy.” Peter said. “Your daddy’s coming right back.”

Finnick whined softly, surprising himself with how little it made him sound. 

It had the bartender giggling. “You’d better hurry, Mr. Nick. Your little cub’s growing impatient.”

The microwave dinged and Nick pulled out the baby bottle. “I’m not worried. Little Toot-Toot promised he’d be good for daddy and my special little boy wouldn’t break that promise.”

Nick picked up the bag and the bottle and made his way back to the other side of the bar. He put the bottle of baby milk in front of Finnick.

Finnick shook his head. He had been promised something stronger. And if he was going to make it through this night without dying of embarrassment, he was going to need some alcohol in his blood.

“He doesn’t seem thirsty.” Peter said, smirking.

“He just doesn’t like drinking anywhere else than his daddy’s lap. Come here, big guy.”

Nick lifted Finnick up and drew him into his lap. Finnick was still annoyed at the lying fox, but it was hard to hold a grudge in such a comfortable seat. Nick’s chest to his back, Nick’s strong paw around his belly to keep him in place. And he could always feel his thick diapers so much better when he was sitting, the soft padding pressing against his bottom.

Nick pulled the pacifier away and replaced it with the bottle. “Be a good boy for daddy.”

Finnick still did not want to drink milk. But he did want to be daddy’s good boy. And so he wrapped his lips around the bottle’s teat and gave a careful suck.

Oh.

That was not milk at all. It was not even warm. Nick must have switched the bottles around at some point. It tasted creamy. Some kind of milk liqueur.

When Peter got distracted by another customer, Nick took the opportunity to whisper into Finnick’s ear. “You were the perfect distraction, little Toot-Toot. I grabbed the bottle of Somrus while Peter’s back was turned. You like it?”

Finnick nodded, drinking on. If he had visited as an adult, he would have ordered beer or scotch or whiskey. Something he could drink while looking big. It was bad enough being the size he was and constantly being looked at like he didn’t belong, without adding the embarrassment of a sweet childish looking cocktail that he would have liked to order. The Somrus was good. It tasted sweet and complex.

“One beer.” Nick said. “Whatever’s on tap.”

Finnick let himself melt into Nick’s embrace. The bottle was emptying slowly, yet it felt like the liqueur was already having an effect. Finnick felt warm and light-headed. That usually took a lot longer to achieve. The chatter in the bar was nice back-ground noise. Finnick was so used to having to keep up his guard. He was so used to having to listen for the whispers of people expressing their doubts about Finnick. About having to be able to explain himself again and again that he was old enough to be in here. How strange not to need to, the one time he was pretending he was not old enough for it.

Nick’s paw was resting on Finnick’s padding and it felt so nice. And then Nick squeezed.

Finnick gasped, wiggling. He looked around him and saw the other patrons. None of them had seen.

“It’s okay, big guy.” Nick said, calming him. He got down close to whisper again. “Relax. Nobody will notice.” And then he slipped his paw back into the elephant costume, reached for Finnick’s diaper and started rubbing slowly.

Finnick sucked hard on the bottle. It was the only way he had to stop himself from moaning. His face was so red that he could feel the warmth radiating off his cheeks. He started to feel dizzy and he had no idea if it was the alcohol or Nick’s confident paw. Finnick felt the pamper tighten while Nick knew exactly where to rub to find the tent. His erection felt so good against the soft padding and Nick knew exactly where to apply the pressure.

It was feeling so hot inside the bar. Normally when Nick did this Finnick was only wearing his diaper. Normally he had the outlet of moaning around a pacifier and telling his daddy how much he liked it. As Finnick looked to see Nick’s smirk, it was clear the fox did not need words to realise how much Finnick was enjoying himself.

Finnick’s breathing became deeper. Just the smallest touches on his dick could have this effect. No, that wasn’t true. Nick’s teasing wouldn’t be half as effective without the diaper wrapped around his waist. Nick was good, but one of the reasons they both liked keeping Finnick in diapers was because of how easy that made it to seduce Finnick. Even now Finnick could feel it. The bulge underneath him that Nick was trying to conceal. Nick loved rubbing Finnick’s diapers almost as much as Finnick did.

“Cute kid you have there!” Someone said.

The paw stopped and Finnick could curse the newcomer intruder.

“Thanks.” Nick said.

“Just like his father.” The fox leaned against the counter, settling in the position. “I’m Todd.”

Nick smirked. “Are you just going to stand there or are you going to buy me a drink?”

Todd signalled the bartender and Nick’s beer was topped off, before taking a seat next to the fox. Finnick didn’t understand what Nick was thinking.

“He doesn’t seem to like me very much.” Todd said, rubbing the back of his head.

“He’s quite a handful.” Nick said. His paw reached around the full outline of Finnick’s member. Finnick had to close his eyes to control his breathing enough and keep himself from giving the game away. “But I wouldn’t want it any other way. I love him very much.”

“If you ever need a break from the kid, I’m sure I could make it a break you’d enjoy.” The fox raised his eyebrow suggestively.

“I’m going to stick to letting you buy me some drinks. Not to worry, big guy.” Nick said, cuddling Finnick close. “You know you’re my number one priority.”

Finnick could not help but feel a little smug about that.

“I’m quite good with children too. I have two nephews I regularly babysit for. If he’s such a handful, I could come over and share the burden.”

“That’s so kind of you. What do you say, little Toot-toot? How would you like to have this nice gentleman come visit us someday?”

Finnick pouted. But Nick gave a gentle squeeze and it was hard to think with those paws working their magic.

“It seems like he’d like that.”

Finnick was going to kill him. If Nick was actually planning on flirting with this stranger and taking it further, taking advantage of Finnick’s inability to object if they ended up in the same bed together… Finnick was not sure what he would do. Nick was not supposed to look at anyone but Finnick with that kind of interest.

Nick finished his second beer and the bottle was only half done. It took so long to drink from those things, yet Finnick found himself slowing down. Because the moment the bottle was gone, there’d be no more excuse for him to sit on Nick’s lap, cuddle against Nick’s warm chest. He wanted it to last.

“So what do you do for fun around here?” Todd asked.

Nick gave a non-committal answer and then kept chatting with the fox. Finnick had to resist the urge to laugh when he realised what tone Nick was using. The answers were too vague and the deflections back to Todd’s interest too frequent. Nick was treating the fox as a mark. A source of free drinks without planning to give anything in return.

Finnick wriggled a bit in Nick’s embrace. His bladder was getting fuller. He needed to get up and make his way to the bathroom. But Nick wouldn’t let him. His hazy mind realised with a delay exactly where he was, how he wasn’t going to be allowed to talk, what was going to be expected of him.

Finnick swallowed the cream liqueur in his mouth and then stopped sucking. He needed to concentrate. The ache in his bladder would not go away unless he made it go away. Nick moved his paw to gently pet at his tummy. The big meanie knew exactly what was happening. 

Finnick remembered how scared he had been the first time he had wet himself in public in the middle of a scam. He had told Nick that the diapers were just for selling the act. He had told Nick that it was just for authenticity. That Nick would never have to worry about one actually being used. And then it had happened anyway. And Finnick’s enjoyment of it had been undercut by the many apologies he would have to give Nick. With the anxiety that Nick might hate him for it.

And Nick had only told Finnick what a good job he had done. How he had really sold the act by wetting himself. How he should do that more often.

At the time Finnick hadn’t realised that Nick was just as excited about Finnick’s wet diapers as Finnick himself.

Finnick looked around one more time. There were so many people around. The bar had started filling up slowly. Finnick had wet himself in front of individual strangers for a con. He had wet himself in front of Nick in their bedroom. But he had never wet himself with so many people around.

Part of him wondered if he could. The rest of him was scared to realise how easy it was. How easily he could let go of his control. He could feel the warmth spread over his crotch, could feel the diaper thickening. He felt so little. Because losing control wasn’t hard for his body to do at all. This felt more natural than control ever had.

“Oh no.” Nick smirked. “It seems little Toot-toot had an accident.” He pulled the bottle away.

With nothing to hide his face, Finnick resorted to covering his face with his paws. He could feel the blush on his cheeks.

“Hey Peter, where’s the bathroom?”

“To the right there. But we don’t have a changing table.” Peter looked around the bar. “There’s a booth in the back that should work.”

Finnick’s eyes widened. No.

“Yeah, I think that’ll do nicely.” Nick grinned.

Finnick looked to the booth in question. There was an empty table with seats on either side. It was in the corner of the room and there was a partition that provided enough privacy to change a baby. But Finnick wasn’t an actual baby and being mostly blocked from view wasn’t enough.

Nick stood up, holding Finnick close. Finnick wiggled.

“Don’t fuss, big guy. I’ll get you changed into something fresh in no time. Why don’t you wave to the nice bunny and fox? Be a good boy now.”

Finnick could not help the tears that were coming to his eyes. It was so overwhelming.

“Hey, relax.” Nick said, taking a moment to sooth Finnick. “You know I won’t let anything bad happen. Trust me.”

Finnick nodded slowly. Trust Nick. That was the one thing he could easily do. He awkwardly raised a paw and waved to the two strangers.

“We’ll be right back.”

Nick carried Finnick over and placed him on one of the seats. The table was quickly emptied from candles and anything that might get in the way. From the diaper bag came a small blanket that Nick draped over the table. “There, that should be more comfortable.”

Finnick looked past Nick. Some of the patrons were actually watching what was happening, though most looked away as soon as they realised someone’s diaper was about to be changes. Most, but not all.

Nick went slowly as he lowered the elephant costume’s hood and then undid the zipper. Finnick’s fur was met with the cool bar air, but he had little time to pay attention to it. Nick was lifting him up out of the costume and putting him on the table wearing nothing but a soggy diaper. Finnick teeth were rattling from the nerves.

“Relax, big guy. Daddy’s right here.” Nick said. He pushed a pacifier in Finnick’s mouth and calmly rubbed Finnick’s chest.

The fox was blocking the view from the rest of the bar. He stood so closely to the table that none of them would be able to see anything without coming closer. Finnick could not see them either, but that did little to make him forget they were there.

The tapes were undone quickly and efficiently. While Finnick had thought the feeling of cool air on his fur strange after the costume had been opened, the feeling of cool air on his crotch was just bizarre. Nick lifted Finnick’s legs off the table and pulled away the diaper, leaving Finnick completely naked and exposed.

Finnick closed his eyes and focussed on sucking on his pacifier. Anything to not think about the many dozen people surrounding them while Finnick was completely naked. While Finnick was waiting for his daddy to put him into a clean diaper. Finnick had never been naked in a room with this many people before. And all of them dressed. Because they were adults and it was only appropriate for little babies to be naked without feeling any embarrassment.

Finnick could feel the wet wipes as Nick started cleaning him. This was just like being changed for a scam, Finnick tried to tell himself. It was going to be quick and efficient. They had always been able to find a public restroom with changing table for their cons, but for the rest it was the same. He could just lay back and relax. Let Nick take care of it.

And Nick was taking care of it. But he was having a little bit too much fun doing it. Going a bit too slowly, rubbing a bit too hard.

Finnick opened his eyes to give an annoyed look, only to be met with a smirking Nick. That was right. Nick had his back turned to the bar and they couldn’t see what he was doing either.

“Don’t be fussy now.” Nick said softly. “Daddy knows what he’s doing.”

Finnick had to bite down on the pacifier. He could already feel himself get hard again. There might not have been a diaper in the way, but lying on his back for a diaper change made up for it. The new one was already unfolded and caressing his bottom. The diaper that would be taped on him within a few minutes.

This was a game they played and Finnick had some measure of control. But not there. That diaper would be going on him no matter what happened. There were too many people around for Finnick to stop. And knowing that there was no way out of the game, that there was no choice, made Finnick squirm in enjoyment.

The wipe was cleaning and going over the most sensitive areas of Finnick’s dick. Finnick was as hard as he was going to be. His dick was throbbing at the attention, his breath deepening. It was so wrong what they were doing. Anyone could catch them and they would be in serious trouble. Why was that making Finnick feel so horny? God. Was Nick intending for there to be a sticky result? Because at this rate…

“Do you need any help?” Todd asked.

“I’m fine.” Nick had the wipe over Finnick’s crotch. Finnick did his best not to think horny thoughts. Cause if his dick would throb like it had been under Nick’s attention, there would be no hiding it.

“It wouldn’t be any problem.”

“I hardly know you. I’m not going to have you staring at my son’s crotch. Go away.”

Todd raised his paws and stepped back. “No need to get offended.”

Nick looked behind him and made sure they had some privacy. “Must have had more drinks than I thought, big guy. I’m normally quicker than this.”

Nick removed the wipe and sprinkled Finnick’s crotch with powder. And then he closed the diaper and taped it up. Finnick was still painfully hard. But at least nobody would be able to tell while he was wearing his costume.

Except Nick was putting some childish sneakers on Finnick’s feet and putting the costume away in the bag. He picked Finnick up, a Finnick that had no more cover from everyone in that bar seeing his crinkly diaper butt, and put away the rest of the supplies.

“Nick…”

“Shhh.” Nick whispered to him. “We need more privacy. I’m going to get it.”

Nick carried Finnick back to the bar.

“Uhm, I don’t think that’s appropriate attire. He can’t walk around in just a diaper.” Peter said. “What happened to the costume?”

“Poor guy leaked. I’ll have to wash it out. Your bathroom doesn’t have a changing table, but I assume it has a sink?”

“Yeah, of course.”

“I was going there anyway.” Nick said. “Those beers went right through me.”

Finnick buried his face against Nick’s shirt.

“Is the little guy okay?” Peter asked.

“Yeah, just a little spooked because somebody…” Nick glared at the fox sitting at the bar, “…showed up unexpectedly.”

“I already said I’m sorry.” Todd said.

“He’ll be alright in a minute.” Nick said. “I know just what he needs.”

The bathroom was empty and Finnick let out a sigh of relief. He could still feel his diaper tenting from the exposure of before, his heart was still racing with how they had almost gotten caught. He just so badly wanted a nice place to calm down.

Nick opened one of the stalls and dropped the diaper bag to the floor. He sat down on the toilet and repositioned Finnick to be on his lap. That would be a nice place to cuddle. He could just…

Nick was poking the back of Finnick’s diaper hard enough to rip the plastic, so easily slipping through that Finnick suddenly felt Nick’s nimble finger between his sensitive cheeks. “Nick?”

“You’re not the only one who’s pent up, big guy.” Nick smirked, pulling down his pants and freeing his erection. Finnick could feel it on his back, warm and hard, the tip leaving a small trail of pre where it touched Finnick’s fur. “And you know you’re supposed to call me daddy.”

Finnick’s blush returned with full force. “Y-yes, daddy.”

“That’s my good little Toot-toot.” Nick smiled, petting Finnick’s back. “Are you going to be a good boy for daddy and relax?”

Finnick nodded. He had never needed Nick inside of him more.

The wait for Nick to take the bottle of lube out of the diaper bag and apply it was tortuous. He was hearing the small moans of pleasure escaping from the fox’s lips. Nick was coating himself and Finnick wanted to look. No, that was wrong. He wanted to do what Nick’s paw was doing, wanted to be wrapped around Nick’s dick tightly and be the one providing the pleasure. Not that he had to wait long.

Nick lifted him up and Finnick could feel the tip of daddy’s dick sliding down his back until it was positioned between Finnick’s cheeks where it belonged. Finnick raised his tail as high as he could, but there was little he had to do to help. Daddy had it covered.

Finnick could feel the pressure as he was lowered. There used to be a time where this was difficult, where Finnick had trouble accepting anything inside of him, let alone something as big as daddy’s cock. That had long since changed. Nick started sliding in and Finnick’s tailhole offered no resistance. Like this was what it had been made for.

Finnick had to bite his lip to keep from moaning at the unbearable pleasure of being filled. Nick’s dick was warm and firm and throbbing with the excitement of getting to participate in their favourite game. The diaper crinkled as Finnick finally reached the knot and had a moment of rest. 

“God, I needed that.” Nick said. “After looking at your cute crinkly bottom all day, it was inevitable.”

Finnick whimpered. This was far too intense. He could not take another second of it. And he needed so much more.

“Don’t make too much noise now.” Nick said. He fumbled around the diaper bag and then put the pacifier back into Finnick’s muzzle. “Wouldn’t want anyone to hear us.”

Finnick sucked as hard as he could to distract himself from the cock inside of him. His paws automatically went towards his diaperfront, rubbing himself.

It only lasted a moment before Nick lifted him up by his armpits. Finnick’s arms were moved away from the diaper and the pleasure he so desperately wanted to give himself. He was forced to concentrate on a different kind of pleasure as Nick started thrusting into him.

Finnick felt the world turning and it couldn’t just be the alcohol. If they were anywhere else he would be making enough noise to wake the whole neighbourhood. Here he had no choice but to just keep sucking on his pacifier, turning his moans and groans into infantile sucking noises. His body was heating up and it was getting difficult to keep any control over his muscles. The legs he had been balancing on Nick’s knee lost their grip and fumbled. He was completely at Nick’s mercy and the treatment Nick had settled on was perfection.

With each thrust the diaper moved over Finnick’s rock-hard erection, with each thrust Nick was hitting his prostate and milking pre into the diaper. At this rate it would be soaked without ever having seen a wetting. “Daddy…”

“I know, little Toot-toot.” Nick grunted. “You’ll get your reward soon.”

Nick thrust in deeply, the pressure of the knot pushing against Finnick’s entrance. Finnick wanted so badly to get that inside of him, to be filled more than he could handle. To feel mounted and helpless as he snuggled against Nick’s chest for the next hour. Finnick knew they did not have the time, but that did not keep him from wanting it.

Nick pulled Finnick closer and at last he could feel his daddy’s chest. Nick wrapped one arm around Finnick to lift him, the freed paw moving down to massage Nick’s knot. And daddy’s thrusts turned ballistic, ramming  the cock repeatedly and unforgivingly into Finnick’s entrance. Nick repressed a moan by wrapping his muzzle around Finnick’s shoulder, muffled sounds of pleasure vibrating against Finnick’s body and harmonizing with the ecstasy Finnick was already experiencing.

Finnick was so close to coming.

But Nick was closer.

With a final few strong thrusts, Finnick could feel daddy’s hot seed coating his insides. The thick semen would be all Finnick would be able to feel for hours, but the feeling was always strongest at climax. When Finnick could feel, with such unmistakable proof inside of him, that he had truly been a good boy.

Nick stopped his thrusts, panting against Finnick’s back. The friction gone, Finnick’s own rising orgasm started to fade. He did not have the freedom to pleasure himself. And he did not have the energy to demand it either.

Nick left a slow kiss on the top of Finnick’s head. “You’re the best, big guy.”

Finnick could not help but blush as he was lifted off Nick’s cock and onto the bathroom floor. He was going to need a new diaper and there was nowhere to change.

“Bend over.”

Finnick would have protested more if he was not still in the headspace of raising his tail the moment it was asked of him. He leaned against the bathroom stall, half expecting Nick’s cock to enter him again, as illogical as it was if Finnick had been able to give it even a moment’s thought.

There was the sound of ripping tapes, as Nick tore two patches of duct tape from a role and applied it to Finnick’s bottom. 

“That should last you the rest of the evening.”

Finnick looked at the hack job. It wasn’t even symmetrical. But when Nick patted his crinkly butt, all Finnick could feel was the aftereffects of the mounting. The blush returned immediately as Finnick had to be reminded of the cock that had just been inside of him. Of how much daddy had enjoyed mounting his little Toot-toot.

He could not help but have his paw move back down, rubbing his erection and trying to relief some of the pressure.

“Afraid we don’t have time for that, big guy.”

Finnick’s eyes went wide, looking to Nick pleadingly.

“Back into the costume now. And if you’re a good boy, you’ll get to have your fun back home.”

Finnick stepped back into his elephant suit, letting Nick zip him up and cloak him in another layer of protection. Finnick felt even more naked than before. He had been an adult fox going into a bar with a diaper under his costume when the evening had started. Now he was a tipsy fox who was leaking cum into his diaper seat. That made it so much worse.

They returned to the bar.

“I must be more drunk than I thought.” Nick said to Peter. “All that effort to find a good way to wash the elephant suit and it wasn’t even wet. Just a trick of the light.”

“Well it’s good to have you back. Another beer?”

“Please.”

Finnick was on Nick’s lap and buried himself into Nick’s shirt. Every time Nick moved Finnick’s bottom would remind Finnick of the fun they had had. Every teasing conversation around him was getting worse and worse. It took him half an hour to calm down enough to return to his baby bottle of cream liqueur. Every time he was settling, Nick found some sneaky way to rub his diaper front or pat his bottom. It was driving Finnick crazy.

“I should probably head back home.” Nick said, eventually. “Put my little Toot-toot to bed.”

“It was nice meeting you.” Peter said. “Will you be visiting again?”

“It’ll be hard. I can’t get it over my hear to find a sitter for him.”

“Well your son was much better behaved than I thought he’d be. I’ll have a talk with the bouncer and see if you can’t bring him again next time. He’s adorable.”

“Thanks.” Nick slung the diaper bag over his shoulder and lifted Finnick up against him, his paw supporting the little fox mostly under his bottom. “Can you say good night to the nice people, little Toot-toot?”

Finnick sucked on his pacifier and tried to make an appropriate sound. But he was far too worried it would come out as a moan. Just barely he was able to wave to them.

“He’s really tuckered out.” Todd said. “Better put him straight to bed.”

“Yeah. That’s precisely where he’s going.”

~*~

Finnick was helping himself out of the elephant costume as soon as they got home. While Nick was locking the front door, Finnick was already rushing towards the bedroom and using a stepping stool next to the bed to climb on top. They were finally back in the privacy of their own home. Nothing was stopping Finnick from just putting a paw into his diaper and touching the erection that had been on edge all evening. Just taking a firm grip of his diaperfront made Finnick gasp into his pacifier.

“Naughty little guy.” Nick said. “Doing that without daddy’s permission.”

Finnick’s face burned. He withdrew his paw, even as he looked pleadingly to Nick. “Daddy. Please…”

“Not like that. That’s how big boys have their fun. And you’re not a big boy, are you? You’re just daddy’s little toot-toot.” Nick reached under the bed and took out one of the elephant plushies. “You just get to ‘cuddle’ your plush.”

Finnick hesitantly got on his knees on the bed and took a hold of the plushie. Mini-Toot, Finnick had named it. It was soft to touch, yet firm. He wondered if he was really so desperate to cum.

Nick reached behind Finnick to pat his pamper with more force than he had been able to get away with at the bar. The diaper crinkled loudly.

Finnick gasped. All the teasing pats had reminded him, but this especially so. His tailhole still felt the effects of having to stretch. His bottom was slick and sticky from Nick’s enjoyment of it.

 “Still such a big reaction? I fucked you hours ago, big guy. What a little baby do you have to be to still feel it now?”

Finnick swallowed. His dick made the decision for him. He put the plush between his legs and started humping it. Each time he moved his hips, he could hear the crinkling of the diaper Nick forced him to wear. Each time he moved his hips, he could feel the soft pamper caressing his member. Each time he moved his hips, he was reminded of the sticky cum that was still leaking out of him and coating his backside.

“Such an eager little baby.” Finnick said. “Barely given permission and already going at it without control. Just how daddy likes it. Show me how much you love your diapers.”

Finnick whimpered. He could not help it. It felt so good. He was thinking about being on Nick’s lap and drinking his baby bottle in front of everyone, Nick rubbing his diapered erection in front of everyone. He was thinking about being changed and Nick almost making him come in a bar full of people. He thought about being caught and Todd just smiling as he sat down to admire daddy’s handywork. Thought about a bar where Nick didn’t even need to sneak off to a bathroom and could mount his little Toot-toot on a random table in the corner.

“Are you thinking about daddy riding you, big guy?”

Finnick swallowed, keeping his eyes firmly closed. 

“I know that expression. I know when you’re thinking about daddy’s special attention. Are you sure you can still remember what it felt like?” Nick patted Finnick’s diaper again and the soreness reasserted itself.

Finnick nodded vigorously. That feeling of being filled. Getting the proof how much his daddy liked him, because daddy’s eagerness was stretching Finnick’s tailhole as wide as it could go. Feeling daddy’s love expressed in thick seed that Finnick got to enjoy for hours.

Finnick breathed deeper and deeper. He was getting close.

Suddenly he could feel the pacifier being tugged out of his mouth. Finnick could not stop rubbing himself with the help of the plush, but in his confusion he did open his eyes.

And he saw Nick, completely naked, kneeling in front of him.

“You might not have forgotten what it feels like to have me inside of you, but I’m still going to remind you. Open wide.”

Finnick opened his muzzle eagerly, letting daddy’s cock rest on his tongue.

“It’s still sensitive so don’t suck too hard. But I wouldn’t deprive my big guy of his favourite bottle.”

Finnick had to resist not clamping down on daddy’s dick and sucking as hard as he could. That same warmth that had ruthlessly penetrated him hours ago was now warming his mouth. He could feel that hardness and throbbing excitement. Even after coming, even as drunk as Nick was, Finnick made his daddy so hard just from enjoying his diapers.

“Come on, big guy. Show daddy how much you love him.”

Finnick could barely breath as with a few more thrusts brought him over the edge. He moaned loudly around daddy’s bottle, his whole body heating up as a night of teasing reached its climax. His dick throbbed with each pulse, soon making the front of his diaper as sticky as the back was.

Finnick slowly withdrew his muzzle from daddy’s dick. He was breathing hard and had to catch his breath. He was not horny anymore. He was going to need a few days maybe before he was horny again. But at the same time he knew that if Nick wanted him to, Finnick would present his tail for a second round. If Nick ordered him, Finnick would suck on daddy’s bottle until he had milked it dry. Just because he had had his reward, did not mean he stopped being daddy’s good boy.

“You’re sweet.” Nick said, gently cupping Finnick’s face, like he had been able to read Finnick’s mind. “But we should really head to bed.”

Finnick nodded, somewhere between relieved and disappointed that he would not get to play more naughty games. They easily settled under the covers. Finnick buried his back against Nick’s chest. He sucked on his pacifier, he cuddled Little-Toot. He could feel Nick was still hard. Daddy’s dick was resting against his diaper seat. Daddy’s arms were tight around Finnick, refusing to let him go for anything.

Not that Finnick ever would go.

The evening had been scary. 

But just like he had thought, he had been all right. Because Nick had been there. And Nick had kept him safe, like Nick always did.

The world was a scary place sometimes. But if felt a lot safer in daddy’s arms.
