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I tried to act confident as I stepped onto the boat. Truth was, I was a little intimidated by what I was doing. Early Spring Cougar Cruise was a trip designed to help older women find younger men. Like myself. The best thing was that it was nearly free for young guys like myself to join the cruise. Because we were the attraction. And it worked. I wanted to meet someone rich who could help me out while I was studying, and older ladies wanted fresh meat. It was perfect. I was shown into a room where people were drinking, flirting, and chatting in a relaxed manner. I was twenty-one and had a slender body from years on my school’s swimming team and it seemed to work in my favour. It didn’t take long from I entered the room until I noticed a woman trying to making eye contact with me from across the room. She seemed to be a little younger than most of the other women in the room and I guessed that she was in her late thirties. But looks could be deceiving. I met her gaze and smiled a little. It seemed to be all the encouragement she needed, and a few minutes later, she was reaching her hand out to greet me. I clasped it and brought it up to my lips to kiss it.

“What manners you have,” she let out a delighted smile before she offered her name: “I’m Sophia Palmer.”

“Rory,” I said once I’d let go of her hand.

“Sophia, it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Likewise,” she said.

“So…might I buy you a drink?” she asked and eyed the bar behind me. I gave her another smile and nodded. I started relaxing a little, not feeling as anxious as I had when I first entered the boat. It really wasn’t that bad as I had expected. Sure, I felt like a prey being hunted by prowling she-beasts, but when they looked like Sophia, who was I to complain?

“So…Rory…” she said after the bartender had given us our drinks. I noticed that she was moving closer to me with each word until I felt her hand on my chest.

"I'll be straightforward with you. There are many boys on this boat. And I've been through most of them. But none of them have managed to be quite up to my standards yet…I'm looking for a little boytoy who can follow my wishes. If you can do that for me, I can make your life…very…pleasurable. If you can’t, however…well, then I’ll have to find some other young hotshot instead.” I glanced down at her hand before I looked up and met her eyes. If I had known what she actually meant then, I would have turned around and walked away without even considering it. But as it was, I didn’t think much about it as anything other than a challenge. And today, I’m glad I did. I lifted an eyebrow, playing the cocky young sapling I thought she wanted.

“Is that a challenge, Miss Palmer?” She grinned back at me.

“Oh, you have no idea…I’m going to corrupt you so much…” she winked. She was standing so close to me now that I could smell the cosmopolitan on her breath. If I just bent down a little, our lips would meet.

"What do you say that we continue this conversation in private?" Her eyes were moving from my lips to my eyes and back again. I nodded and she grabbed my hand, leading me away from the party. I was grinning like a fool and barely registered that as we were walking through the room, many of the men glanced away or stared at their feet as we passed them. This should have been my first clue. She led me to a door, which she opened to reveal what I assumed was her cabin. It was decorated luxuriously, but simple with a big bed as the centrepiece.

“Stay,” she said and sat down in the middle of the bed. Her eyes studied me and I began to feel awkward where I was standing.

“Strip.” I looked at her uncertainly.

“Don’t make me repeat myself.” I nodded and brought my hands down to grab my shirt and pull it off.

“Slowly. I want to enjoy the show.” I slowed down my movements, and it seemed to be enough because she didn’t say anything else. I glanced at her from time to time while I removed my clothes. Piece by piece. All the while I felt her gaze on me, and something about the whole scene, made my cock stir. When my underwear was the only thing left, I hesitated a little before I hooked my thumbs in the lining and slid them down.

“Not bad. I thought you’d be a little bigger, but no matter.” I cringed inside. Her words repeated in my brain.

“Come here,” she said. When I stood in front of her she let her hand slide from my chest and down, making my muscles shift under her stroke. She reached my crotch and looked up.

“You shave. Good,” she said before she glanced down again. Her hand wrapped around my shaft and I could feel myself grow further under her administrations. When it was fully erect, she let go. I wanted to plead with her to touch it again but restrained myself, knowing full well that pleading would look pathetic in most women’s eyes. 

“Lucky for you, I don’t care much about the size of your penis. But rather whether you can obey me or not. Because if you’re not what I’m looking for, believe me, I’ll keep looking. Tell me. What do you want the most in this world?” I thought about her question for a while before I replied:

“To be debt-free” This answer made her smile.

“Well, lucky for you, money is something I have. All you have to do…is pass my test.” She leaned back, effectively pressing her breasts forwards making the buttons on her shirt strain with the effort of keeping them inside. I licked my lips.

“Tell me…when was the last time you went to the bathroom?”

“Excuse me?” her question confused me.

“What did I say about repeating myself?” I realised that the easiest thing would be to just answer. I thought about the question for some time.

“Ah. I don’t remember,” I said.

“So it’s probably some time ago then…well…in that case, I would like you to let go right now.”

“What? Here?” She sighed and rolled her eyes.

“Are you really as dumb as you look? I know you’ve got a pretty face but does that really have to mean you don’t have any brains? Yes, I mean right here. Otherwise, the door is right there.” I found her request a strange one. Just peeing on the floor in a cruise cabin seemed wrong. Like something a parent would scold you for. Something naughty. I spread my legs a little wider and put on my most cocky grin.

“No, no. Of course. I don’t mind.” I grabbed my cock with one hand to aim for a spot.

"No, not like that. I don't want you to hold it." I glanced at her, then removed my hand from my cock again. I closed my eyes and tried to conjure up the need to piss. Luckily, I've never been shy to pee. But when someone is staring at you intently, waiting for you to let go…now that was something I hadn't experienced before. It felt like it took forever before I finally felt the piss start to stream out of me. My piss hit the wooden floor and the sound of it splashing off of it conjured up images of naughtiness from my school days. Not being able to aim the stream with my hand, I felt some of it hit my legs, running down in tiny trickles. I opened my eyes and saw her watching me. Her eyes roaming my body, from the gathering pool on the floor to its source, and upwards to study my face. While she watched me, the initial flow slowed down and the rushing torrent became a stream. And eventually, the stream turned to a few last drops until it stopped completely.

“Look at the mess you’ve made…”

“But you said…”

“Shh, no arguing. Stay right there,” she said, smacked me lightly on the bottom and got up. She disappeared through a door behind me. My mind was full of confusion. ‘What had I been getting myself into?’ I was asking myself. And was I sure this was worth it? Before I could continue my train of thought, she came out again with some towels. She placed them by my feet, and I started mopping up the piss. The white towels quickly absorbed the piss and got a faint yellow tint in their colour. I tried my best to ignore it. When the floor was dry, she used the last towel to dry my feet and legs.

“You’re a naughty boy, pissing on the floor like that…you know what, I can’t have you wandering around here without protection if that’s how you’re going to act…” I was confused. What did she mean by that? I always used protection. I was about to tell her that when she turned around and went into the bathroom again.

"I have an idea," she said over her shoulder as she walked. When she came out from the bathroom, she was carrying another towel, a bottle, a box of cleaning wipes, and something white and folded. Of course, I recognised it. But was she seriously going to put a diaper on me? Sure, she was attractive, and she had money…but so did the other women upstairs…She placed the towel on the bed and patted her hand on it.

“Come on, get your tush over here.” Somehow, I found myself curious about this woman and before I knew it, I’d followed her orders and laid down. Her perfume tickled my nose as she bent down closer to me. She smiled encouragingly at me. I felt awkward lying down. I didn’t know what to do with my arms. I ended up simply resting them at my sides. She lifted up the box of cleaning wipes and pulled one from the box. I watched her movement. She tsk-ed and started cleaning my wet legs. It was cold and silky against my skin and a sweet smell drifted up to my nose. She pulled another wipe from the box, glanced up and me with a smirk on her mouth. I gasped as the new wipe made contact with the sensitive skin around my crotch.

“Oh, I know. That feels good, doesn’t it, baby?” She said and continued to wipe my cock. I felt my dick respond to her touches, driven by instinct.

“Oh…I know…I know,” she continued, as she wrapped the baby wipe around my cock, pushing my foreskin down to reveal the head.

“Oh!” I moaned, then immediately placed a hand over my mouth. My eyes wide. Her eyes moved from my cock and found my eyes. Her expression shifted to sternness. She let go of my member and placed the baby wipe aside before leaning towards me, gently but strictly removing my hand.

“Nah-uh, I want to hear all sounds that come out of that cute little mouth of yours,” she said. I could feel a blush creep up on my cheeks. All mock confidence leaking out of me.

"Silly men, always thinking they're stronger and better, when in fact, they're just little boys who need a little strict guidance…wouldn't you agree?" I didn't know what to respond.

“Um…” was all I managed to say. She smiled knowingly and reached out for the diaper. My mouth went dry. She picked it up and held it up in front of me. She started to unfold it.

“Now this…will make sure that you don’t make a mess all over my floor again,” she said as she finished unwrapping it. She placed the diaper between my legs and started to push it towards me. I lifted my hips to accommodate her. My cock poked out, begging for her to touch it again. I tried my best to ignore it. There was something about this woman that just made me want to comply with her wishes, to allow her to take charge and to let my macho pretence slip.

“Good boy,” she said when the diaper was in place under me. I lowered my hips and felt the material brush against my buttocks. I looked down between my legs just as she pulled up the front of the diaper, pressing it down on my cock. I gasped. The warmth in my cheeks grew hotter and I glanced away. I bit my bottom lip.

“Hm…what should we do about this, Rory?” She asked, rubbing the diaper against my cock. Instinctively, my hips jerked up to meet her.

“Uhn,” I said.

“We can’t very well let you walk out to the rest of the cruise guests like this, now can we?” Somewhere at the back of my mind, I registered her words. But the pressure on my cock felt so good that the only thing I cared about at that moment was whether or not she would keep playing with it. For a brief moment, cold air folded over my cock. I glanced down to see her pop open the bottle with one hand while she held the front of the diaper with her other. I gasped as something cold and slippery poured down my cock. I watched it drip down, slipping off my member and down to seep into the diaper material. A soft chuckle escaped her.

“Oh, you liked that, didn’t you?” She put away the bottle and placed the front of the diaper back over my crotch. Against my cock, the diaper material was now slick and soft, and I realised with a slight panic that I would not last long if she was going to keep stroking my cock like that. I met her eyes. She knew. With expert manoeuvring, she applied pressure in just the right places at just the right time. My moans became longer and shorter in between. I stopped caring about what I must look like to anyone who might see me and lost myself to the sensation.

“Cum for me, Baby,” she said. I opened my eyes. Somehow, she’d managed to open her dress and it had slipped down revealing her breasts. It was all I needed. Long strings of cum spurted out of me and into the diaper. She chuckled.

“That’s my good little boy. All you needed to see were my breasts, and you were humping that diaper like nobody’s business, weren’t you?” The words slipped through my post-orgasm haze and I felt another blush creep up across my cheeks. Shame washed over me and I looked away.

“Hey, hey, what’s wrong?” Her hand was warm against my cheek. A gentle pull with her hand, and I found myself facing her again. I met her eyes for a split second before casting them down. I couldn’t bare meeting hers.

“Hey, Rory, baby. Look at me,” she said. Her tone insistent. My heart was beating in my chest as I looked up and met her eyes. It felt like my heart would break my ribs if it didn’t calm down soon.

“I love it when men like you become my obedient little boy. So please don’t feel ashamed.” Was she reading my mind?

“Now lie down so we can fit this diaper on you properly,” she grinned. I blushed again, none of the cockiness from before left. I swallowed audibly. My eyes darted from the diaper to Sophia and back again. I wasn't sure if I wanted to follow her instructions, having just had an orgasm, I was spent. She patted the diaper with one hand, nails in a colour matching her name. I could feel the blush on my cheeks deepen as I lowered my butt onto the diaper and leaned back on the soft mattress.

"That's it..." she smiled down at me, lifted the front of the diaper and covered my crotch. I watched with fascination as she hid away my manhood behind the soft material. She fastened the tapes on either side of me and patted the front to make sure it was in place.

"Good boy," she said and removed her hand.

"Now, let's put that cute butt of yours back inside the trousers and head back upstairs to mingle with the other guests...I promised Martha I would meet her for dinner...if you're good while we eat, there's a reward for you at the end of the evening," she stepped away from me to allow me to stand up from the bed and handed me my trousers. I took them from her and for a few minutes, I only managed to stare at them without knowing what to do with them. When she cleared her throat, I was brought out of my head and back to the present. I was slightly surprised to find myself doing exactly what she wanted me to do, and slid the trousers over the diaper.

"Aren't you a sight for sore eyes..." she said, her eyes travelling down to my crotch and up to my eyes. One side of her lips curled upwards in a smirk that made the red in my cheeks turn a darker shade. I looked around the room nervously for a mirror. When I found it, I couldn't take my eyes away from the bulge in my trousers that the diaper had made. I opened my mouth, but before I could get any words out, she interrupted me.

"Now, I think I should probably get dressed too..." despite her words about getting dressed, she pulled down what she was wearing, slipping the dress further down until it landed around her feet like a small pool. She stepped towards me. For every step she took, I took one step back until my back hit something. I was trapped like a mouse this cougar was playing with. She stopped right in front of me and stretched out an arm next to me.

"You're standing in front of my wardrobe, baby," she said. Her mouth was so close to mine. It took me a while to realise what she was saying. I watched the lips move, hypnotised. When it finally dawned on me what she'd said, I jumped sideways to let her open the closet. She pulled out a sleek black dress and held it up in front of her. She smiled, turned to the mirror and studied herself. Seemingly satisfied, she bent over, putting one leg inside after the other. The dress hugged her in all the right places, accentuating her hips. She beckoned me over to her with a finger.

"Zip me up, Baby," she said. I fumbled with her zipper before I finally managed to slide it up to cover her back. I took a step back just as she brushed her hair back across her shoulders, sending a whiff of scent from the shampoo she used. She turned around, and I struggled to keep my eyes away from her cleavage. She tsked.

"Naughty boy..." she grinned and smacked my butt lightly. I jumped at the silenced thumping sound the diapers helped to produce.

"All right, let's go," she grabbed my hand and pulled it slightly to make me follow her out of the room. My palms started to get wet from the nervousness I was feeling. I followed her up the stairs. Immediately, it felt as if everyone's eyes turned to me. I did my best to look anywhere but at anyone else. Then, she led me up another set of stairs.

"This is a very special party, Rory. Only for invited," Sophia said. I was happy to be tugged away from the crowds and their lingering gazes. In my mind, everyone was staring at my bulge knowing what was underneath it. She led me up a second set of stairs into a smaller room than the one below. A few people were seated around a table. There were a handful other men who looked about as uncomfortable as I felt. Next to the men, were two beautiful older women.

"Sophia!" one of the women exclaimed and stood up. She took several long steps towards us and greeted Sophia by kissing the air next to one of her cheeks.

"Oh it's so nice of you to join us," she said to Sophia before she turned to me.

"And I see you've found yourself a new protege...I'm Martha… but you may call me Mistress Martha," she said and stretched out her arm, the back of her hand extended towards me. I glanced at Sophia nervously. She nodded, I took Martha's hand and placed a kiss on top of it.

"A pleasure to meet you," I said. And after a split second's hesitation, I added; "Mistress Martha". She smiled and retrieved her hand. We sat down and a little while later, Martha raised her glass.

"Well, now that we're all here, let's begin, shall we?" she said. The other people raised their glasses to meet Martha's gesture and I hurried to stretch out my hand to mimic the others. But before I could raise the glass to my lips, Sophia took my glass away from me.

"Ah no, no...you can't drink from that, you'll make a mess," she said in a slightly loud tone. Embarrassment flooded me at her words and I opened my mouth to respond.

"What do you mean make a mess?" I asked.

"Do you really want to start this here?" she asked me and raised an eyebrow. I glanced around at the other people around the table and noticed that they were all looking at us. The men with as much embarrassment as the women showed amusement.

"I didn't think so," she turned to a waiter and waved him over.

"Would you mind getting water in a baby bottle for me?" she said and smiled. The waiter didn't even bat an eyelash.

"Of course, Miss," he said and disappeared. A few moments later, he reappeared from the kitchen with a baby bottle in his hands. She took the bottle from him, thanked him, and put the bottle in front of me.

"There, that's better. I'm sorry about that, Martha,"

"No, no, nothing to apologise about, my dear," Martha said. She grinned and lifted her glass again. When I didn't reach out for my bottle, Sophia turned to me.

"Do I have to feed you with the bottle as well, or will you manage to drink from it yourself?" she said. I bit my lip and lifted the bottle. My cheeks were red with embarrassment as I brought the nipple to my lips. Sophia leaned closer to me.

"Good boy," she murmured. I jumped slightly as her hand slid up my thigh until it reached the front of my diaper and squeezed. It felt like everyone's eyes were on me. I forced myself to relax and put the bottle down. I was getting hard inside the diaper. I glanced sideways, hoping that no one would notice. Sophia smirked at me, gave the diaper one more squeeze before she started eating. I forced myself to breathe. To act as if nothing was wrong. As if I wasn't wearing a diaper. But she knew I was, and I had a feeling everyone else around the table knew as well.

The water had made its way through my system. It was pressing against my bladder. I shifted uncomfortably in my chair.

"Is there something wrong, baby?" Sophia turned to me and asked. I looked at her, then at the other people at the table. Their conversation had gone silent and I was acutely aware of the attention they were giving us.

"I...would just like to be excused from the table for a moment," I said. Sophia's smile grew wider, at the same time as an expression of mock concern played on her forehead.

"Why is that, baby? Is there something you need?" she asked. I bit my lip and glanced down at my lap. I didn't want to say it out loud. Where was my earlier bravado? Where was my usual courage? I wasn't sure. I was embarrassed by my diapers, and a part of me was still hoping that no one else at the table would know about them. Eventually, I opened my mouth to speak.

"I..." I cleared my throat. "I need to use the restroom."

"No, no, dear. We're eating now, you can't just leave the table when Martha's been so kind as to invite us up here to enjoy this meal. You'll have to wait," she said. I twisted in my seat again.

"Besides...you're such a good big boy, aren't you?" she smiled at me. I crossed my legs.

"Of course..." I said, with a lot less convincing than I intended. Sophia lifted a jug of water and filled up her glass. Was she filling it up that slowly on purpose? The sound of it dripping down into the glass was like torture to my ears. Dread filled me when she turned to me.

"Your bottle is almost empty, baby. Here, let me," she said. And before I could protest, she had twisted the top off and was pouring the water into the bottle.

"Oh, God," I closed my eyes. I wasn't sure how much longer I could hold myself.

"What was that, dear?" Sophia asked. I looked at her. I put my hands in front of my crotch, pressing them closer to my cock as if to try to hold back the flood that was threatening to erupt. Sophia gasped.

"Young man, we do not put our hands down there!" she said and grabbed my arms. I blushed.  The attention of the other guests was decidedly on us now. I was certain that I was not imagining it this time.

"I..." was all I managed to say.

"Well, what do you have to say to your defence?" Sophia asked.

"I'm sorry...I just...I really need to use the restroom," I glanced around the table at all the people staring at me.

"But baby," Sophia started saying as if explaining something to a child.

"If you can't hold yourself until we're done eating, you can use your diaper…there’s no shame in that. After all, if you’re not a big boy who can hold yourself until we’re done…well, that’s what the diapers are for,” she said. I was so embarrassed. Any hopes I'd had of trying to keep them a secret had just been broken. And the reminder sent a jolt straight to my cock.

"Is that it? Do you really need to pee, hm? Do you need to go pee-pee in the diaper?" Sophia lifted a hand to my cheek, turning my face towards her. I glanced down, unable to meet her eyes for long. I was torn between my options. On the one hand, I could show her my submission. Or I could stand up and leave. My bladder pulsed painfully. I realised that even if I was to stand up and leave to use the bathroom, I might not make it that far. I would do anything to be able to pee at that moment. I looked up and met her eyes before I nodded.

"It's all right. I understand. Relax baby, let go...make your pee-pee in your diaper for me," she said. She leaned closer, pulling my head towards her. She placed a soft kiss on my cheeks and murmured.

"Go on...it's ok. Little boys aren't expected to hold it..." She continued to place kisses along my cheek. The intimacy made me completely forget about the other people around the table. I relaxed. For a moment it seemed like nothing would happen. But then, it was as if someone had turned on a tap. Pee gushed out of my cock like a torrent. I could hear the splashing as it hit the diaper walls. Warm liquid spread from the tip of my cock and into the diaper. The absorbent material sucked up the piss and spread quickly from the front to the back. It swelled and expanded against the tightness of my trousers, pressing against my cock. Relief washed over me as I emptied my bladder into the diaper. The pain subsided. I opened my eyes and looked into Sophia's studying eyes.

"Good boy," she murmured. Pride rushed through my chest at her praise. Then she said, a little louder: "Someone went potty in his pants, didn't he?" A few giggles erupted around the table and it dawned on me that we were still sitting around with Sophia's friends.

"Didn't he?" Sophia said again. I nodded. My ears were burning.

"I didn't hear you," she said.

"Yes," I said.

"Yes, what? What did you do?"

"I...peed," I said. She looked at me expectantly.

"in my..."

"Yes, in your what?"

"I peed in my diapers," I finished and looked down at my hands.

"Yes, you did. Not such a big boy now, are you…?" She turned to the other women before she continued: "I think I need to go and take care of this one. Someone's been a little baby and wet themselves, so I better take him back to my room to give him a diaper change." Sophia stood up from the table and took my hand. The blush on my cheeks persisted as she talked about what I'd done right in front of these beautiful women.

"Thank you for this marvellous meal, Martha. I hope you’ll forgive us.”

"Oh, I quite understand..." Martha said and winked. The diaper was bulging through my trousers, expanded from my piss. I wanted to cover the bulge with my hands. But even if I did, I wouldn’t be able to hide it. Instead, I refrained from doing so by pure willpower.  Sophia started walking and I followed her. The bulge between my legs was so large, it was difficult to close my legs properly and resulted in a little waddle. It felt like everyone’s eyes were following us as we made our way through the ship to her cabin. I kept pulling at my shirt as if it would help to hide the visible part of the diaper over my trousers, when the obvious outline of it was bulging between my legs. There was no way anyone would be able to mistake that for my cock. My blush persisted all the way to her cabin. 

She closed the door behind her and turned to me. A part of me wanted to flee, to go and hide, but I forced myself to stand still as she approached me. She pressed a hand to my crotch, squeezing the piss soaked diaper against my cock. I sucked in a breath.

"You're not a big boy, are you...? You can't be, wetting yourself like that...in front of all my friends like a little boy..." she was grinning as she spoke. I shook my head, not knowing what to say. My cock was, to my embarrassment, growing inside the diaper as memories of the dinner flowed through my mind.

"How does it feel...to know that everyone knew you were wearing diapers? To see their realisation when they understood that you'd wet yourself? Tell me...did it make your little pee-pee go stiff?" she asked.

"Hm? Did it go make a stiffie like it is now?” she squeezed my diaper again with one hand and reached around to squeeze my butt with her other. I groaned and nodded.

"Yes? Good," she said with her hands travelling up my body. She lifted my shirt with them, pulling it over my head. It landed on the floor with a thud. I gasped as her fingers found my nipple and gave it a pinch. She chuckled.

"So sensitive..." the fingers left my nipple and trailed down my stomach until they reached my belt. With nimble movements, she had it undone. Before I could do anything, she'd opened my trousers and pulled them down leaving me in nothing but my diaper.

"Aww, such a cute little thing you are..." she murmured and trailed the outline of my cock through the diaper. I gasped and pushed my hips forwards to meet her hand.

“And so eager…” her hand pulled at the waistband of my diaper. Cold air rushed down to my cock. I shuddered. She sat down on the bed, lifting the hem of her dress. I licked my lips as the dress slid up her leg. She paused and looked at me.

"Sit down," she spread her legs and nodded towards the empty space between them. I took a step forwards and knelt before her. I winced slightly when the diapers made a squelching sound as I sat down. She spread her legs a little wider and lifted the dress to reveal her warm wet pussy. She reached out an arm, placing her hand on the back of my head. Long fingers grabbed my hair and pulled me closer to her. My head stopped half an inch away from her dripping pussy.

“You’ve been such a good boy today, Baby,” she said and started rubbing herself with her other hand. She smelled of citrus and salt. I followed her movement with my eyes. My mouth was watering as I stared at her movement. A low soft moan escaped her lips.

“Come here, Baby,” she said and pushed me closer until my mouth brushed her pussy. I stuck my tongue out and stroked her with it in a long, slow motion, starting at her slit and working my way up to her tiny hooded bead. A flavour of salt, lemon and alcohol spread across my tongue as I lapped at her. Her back arched and she let out another moan.

“That’s it, Baby,” she groaned as I circled her clit with my tongue.

“That’s it. Oh, yes. Good boy,” she said. I let my entire mouth cover that tiny bundle of nerves and placed a hand outside her slit. I let it stroke against the skin outside her entrance in time with the rhythm of my tongue. Inside my diaper, my cock was standing at full attention. The wetness inside it felt incredibly good against my hardened cock. Her fingers found mine and guided them inside her. She was watching me with eyes that were clouded from lust. She smirked and moments later, I felt her leg press against my diapered cock. My mind went completely blank for a second.

“Don’t stop, Baby,” a slap brought me right back and I continued eagerly. I found a rhythm circling her bead with my tongue lightly, and long stroking motions with my fingers. I teased the skin right under the hood and groaned as she pressed her leg against my cock again. I repeated the motion and was rewarded with the same pressure against my cock, and one of her deep throaty moans.

“Good boy, good Baby,” she said. Her hand pressed against my head, the pressure increasing by the minute. Her breath was getting more and more rapid as she was getting closer to her orgasm. I licked and stroked until she let out a long moan and tensed in front of me.

“That’s it. Keep go— ah!” her words turned into a long groan and her muscles tightened. My mouth covered her bud flicking my tongue up and down. Her nails dug into my scalp. She jerked, pressing my mouth to keep still. She let out one more breath before she relaxed back on the bed.

“Mh…good boy, come here,” she curled a finger lazily, beckoning me towards her. I stood up, following her wish and command. She patted herself on her thigh.

“Do you want to cum, Baby?” she asked as I sat down on her thigh, a little hesitant. I bit my bottom lip and nodded.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. She grinned.

“You can cum if you manage to hump yourself to an orgasm for me…” she said. Her eyes were watching me half-closed. I felt my cheeks get warm again as I started to roll my body back and forth on top of her leg, making my cock rub against the wet insides of the diaper.

“Mh, good Baby, hump your diaper for Mistress,” she said. I moaned. I wasn’t going to last long. I felt her eyes on me the entire time as my movement increased in speed and pressure. The pressure was building up in the pit of my stomach. She grabbed my head and locked eyes with me. As she met my eyes, all the energy that had accumulated throughout the evening soon erupted from my cock and I shot my sperm into the diaper. I groaned my release. I could feel the sperm mixing with my urine but somehow I couldn’t bring myself to care. I let out a breath and slid down beside her.

“Good boy,” she said and patted my butt.

“Dirty, good little boys like you are hard to come by…I think I might just keep you around…” her words rung in my ears as I drifted to sleep.
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“Honey? Is that you?” The moment I stepped inside the house, I was greeted by Julia’s voice calling out to me from the living room.

"Do you know a lot of other people who have keys to our place?" I grinned and pecked her cheek. Instead of the expected smile back, she patted the empty seat on the couch next to her.

“Honey, sit down. I need a few words with you.” My grin faded from her serious tone and I sat down on the couch. After a few minutes of silence, I asked her if something was wrong. She smiled at me and patted my hands.

“No, darling, nothing’s wrong. Listen…I…” She stopped mid-sentence and looked thoughtful for a moment before she nodded to herself before she started talking again.

“You left your computer on and I found your porn.” I wasn’t sure what to say. Partly because of the confusion. I always turned my computer off. I was way too paranoid to keep it on. Then the realisation of the implications that this might have on our relationship. It wouldn’t have been a big problem if it was a normal porn with a bit of wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am…but that wasn’t the case.

“Listen, I didn’t snoop around on it. It was still open on the porn site and when I was turning it off I really couldn’t help noticing the page.” She was going to leave me. I knew it.

"Honey, I just want to talk about it. Obviously, there's something missing" I looked down at my thumbs. How was I supposed to explain to my girlfriend that I wanted to wear diapers as a mock punishment? That I enjoy the humiliation to be forced to wear them and then wet them?

We sat in silence for a full minute before she decided to break the silence again.

“Is it that you want me to be in diapers? It’s...not really my thing, but I love you and I really want to talk about this.” I looked at her surprised.

“No, no, no, that’s not it at all! It’s...I dunno. I just kinda...want to wear them myself. It’s confusing and I’ve no idea why, but…” I hid my face in my hands as I hunched over.

“Oh, sweetie, it’s OK. Listen, it’s not like we haven’t experimented with some other BDSM-stuff, this isn’t really much different, you know?” She hugged me and then she pinched my cheek.

“So, Mr. nappy-boy, you hungry?”

It was a Friday and it had been a couple of months since the talk with Julia. I had been so sure that she was going to leave me after telling her, but she didn’t. I’m still baffled by it. I thought she had forgotten about it because we didn’t talk about it again. I was too afraid of approaching the subject and she never brought it up and so our lives continued as usual. She left early for work, I got up late to study. I was sitting with my head deeply buried in a book when she returned from work and didn’t even notice she was back before she announced that the dinner was ready. I was famished from not having eaten all day. My nostrils flared at the familiar smell of freshly baked focaccia.

“Thank you, darling, it looks wonderful!” I gave her a peck on the cheek before sitting down. Julia filled our glasses with water which made me notice a key dangling from her wrist which seemed peculiar behaviour even for her.

“Why do you have a key around your wrist?” Her face lit up in a smile.

“I’m glad you asked, but I’m afraid you’ll have to find that out for yourself. The only thing you need to know is that this key is mine and I am solely responsible for everything that it unlocks. Eat your food before it gets cold” and with that, she stabbed her fork into her food, lifted it to her mouth and started eating. Not having eaten all day, I ate half the food quickly before my stomach told my brain it was full. As I usually do, I started to move some of the food from my plate over to Julia’s plate which was already empty. She raised an eyebrow before returning the piece of bread.

“Adults finish all their food”. I looked at her stubbornly and started to poke around on my plate, slowly and with much less enthusiasm eating the food.

“Not all adults finish their food.” I retorted back when I realised that I wouldn’t be able to finish my plate.

“Yes, they do. If you’re not an adult, you just have to say so, and I’ll take away the plate for you.” I stared at her. I was a grown man and she was starting to treat me like a child.

“Well? Are you a little boy, or an adult?” I looked down at the food and shuffled the food around on my plate.

“Adults don’t play with their food either”. Her eyes were shining with amusement when I looked at her with my cheeks burning before I finally muttered

“Well, I’m not going to be able to finish eating this.”

“Then you’re not an adult.” I clenched my jaw, closed my eyes and breathed through my nose to calm my irritation.

“Fine.” I finally let out through my gritted teeth.

"See, that wasn't so hard now, was it?" Julia patted my head as she took my plate and my glass and put it in the kitchen. After a few seconds, I could hear the kettle being put on and the clink of two cups being put down on the counter and a minute later, she brought two fresh cups of tea to the table as well as a deck of cards.

“Be careful, my love, it’s a bit hot.” The condescending tone in her voice made my eyes narrow.

“I am aware that boiling water is hot...darling.” I felt particularly proud of the added sarcastic tone at the end. She just smiled back at me and gave the tea bag a few pulls before putting it on a separate plate.

"Would you like to play a round of cards? It's not quite bedtime yet." I eyed the teacup, then the key around her wrist suspiciously before nodding my agreement.

After some time playing cards, my bladder started to fill up and I stood up to go to the bathroom. As I suspected I found it locked. I trailed my way back to the table, looked at Julia and asked why the bathroom was locked. She looked at me with mock innocence and smiled whilst fondling the key.

“Because only adults get to use the bathroom”. I stared at her.

“And you, mister, have not acted like an adult today. In fact, you even admitted to being a child yourself”. I didn’t know what to respond to that as I remembered that I had agreed to not being an adult in order to be able to put away the plate. I looked at her with a growing sense of annoyance.

“Well, what do you propose I do then?” She smiled as she calmly shuffled the cards.

“Well...if you really are an adult, you’ll hold yourself.” I could do that. Surely... I’d held myself for hours before. But then again, I hadn’t been downing a cup of tea at the time.

“Unless you really aren’t an adult, of course. Because we don’t want you to have an accident now, do we?” I was trying to calculate my abilities in my head.

“Listen. These are your options: 1, you simply hold yourself and succeed in doing so, it’s not that difficult if you’re an adult. 2, you try and hold yourself, fail and have an accident, which will force me to put a diaper on you or 3, you admit that you’re not adult enough to hold yourself, we avoid the accident and put a diaper on you straight away.” I wanted to run away. This was out of my control and I had no way of getting around it. I looked at her again with a feeling of defeat.

“Fine”. She looked up at me from her chair and somehow made me feel smaller than her, even when she was sitting down.

"Fine, what?" I let out a groan.

“Fine! Put me in that damn diaper before I have an accident!”

“Remove that language and ask nicely and I’ll accommodate your needs”. I looked away and stared at a particularly interesting point in the wall as my mind was racing, trying to find different options, but none would come to mind.  

“Please put me in a diaper before I have an accident?” My tone was slightly more humbled and she smiled before standing up, took my hand and started to lead me towards the bathroom.

“Good boy.” She found a blanket from one of the drawers in the bathroom and spread it out on the floor before instructing me to remove my trousers and my boxers and lie down on my back. Then she opened another drawer, took out a diaper and moved towards me.

“Come on, raise that cute butt of yours for me.” I did as she said whilst looking sideways. What was I doing? I was a grown man who willingly had a diaper put on me by my girlfriend. And the worst part of this was that my dick was half erect as she fastened one tape and then the other…

The full story is available on Amazon here.
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"The only thing missing now is dessert. You don't happen to have any ice cream or anything around, Ivy?” Ivy shook her head after giving it a moment's consideration.

"But...I do think I could go and get some. I have a few errands I should be running, anyway.” Ivy looked at me before she turned her head back towards Cassandra.

“Really? You were just out a few hours ago?” Cassandra tilted her head. Ivy nodded.

“I know, but there were a few things I forgot to pick up.”

"You wouldn't mind keeping an eye on Andrew in the meanwhile, would you?" Cassandra shook her head.

"I'm not...actually...a child..." I looked from one to the other. Ivy smiled.

"Of course not, honey. Actually, I think I might give you another chance to prove yourself." I nodded eagerly.

"Say, if you're still dry when I come back, I'll let you go without a diaper for the rest of the day, and you won't have to sleep with one tonight, doesn't that sound fair to you?" I grinned and nodded. It wasn't long since I'd had to relieve myself last and I doubted she would be gone for long. This was a sure win. Ivy checked her wallet, put on her shoes and stood in the hallway, ready to leave.

“Oh. Of course, should I find that you have wet your diaper when I come back, I am not going to change that diaper until bedtime." I nodded again. I was pretty certain I could make it this time. Cassandra kissed Ivy on her cheek, and Ivy did the same gesture in return and she was out the door. Cassandra turned to me and grinned.

"I am curious if she actually will follow up on that promise if you're wet when she comes back." I looked back and straightened my back, trying to get as much pride as possible with my current attire.

"Well, it can't take more than 30 minutes or so, I'm hardly going to have um...an accident by that time." Cassandra grinned and stepped closer. I stepped backwards.

"Is that so?" I felt my back crash against the wall. I replied, a little more hesitant this time.

"Y....yes." She stepped so close that I could smell the dinner from earlier. She grabbed my hips and spun me around so I was facing the wall.

"Wh...what are you doing?"

"Shhhh...it's all right." I could feel her breath against my ear. She grabbed my hands with one hand. She was easily a head taller than me and quite a bit stronger, too. With the other hand, she grabbed the hem of my diaper and pushed it down.

"Um." I started struggling when I felt her cock against the crack in my ass.

"Un. Don’t-“ She was going to rape me! I tried to break free from her grasp, but I could just as well have been trying to hit a brick wall with my weak fists. My cock twitched from excitement and I forced my eyes shut. Nothing happened, and I started to relax. Then I felt a stream of urine hit my ball sack. The gush of piss trailed off and the absorbent material in the diaper took it all in. I let out a moan as I felt my member grow. Cassandra let out a chuckle in my ear as the flow turned to a trickle before it stopped. She pulled the diaper up and let her hand move forwards groping my crotch. 

"Oh, you little pervert. You liked that did you?" I groaned and pressed my crotch towards her hand.

"You want me to fuck you, don't you? You want me to fill that little virgin hole of yours with my cum." I shook my head as my cock twitched in excitement. She whispered in my ear again.

"Liar." She pressed her growing dick against my padded rear. I felt her smile against me.

"Go and bend over the couch." I reluctantly walked over to the couch. She had really emptied herself in my diaper, I felt gravity wanting to bring it down with each step. I laid down, my ass in the air, bent over the couch. I tried hard not to rub my crotch against the sofa to get a release. I heard steps behind me. Then I felt a hand on my butt.

"You're a dirty little boy, you know that?" I grunted.

"You get hard from this? Wearing a diaper...well, let's see if we can help you with that." She pulled my diaper down, this time she let it slide down my legs and let it settle just above my knees.

"It's been some time since I had the opportunity to fuck a cute little ass like this." I could hear her screw off the lid of a bottle from behind me. I yelped as I felt a cool liquid hit my ass.

"Oh, come on it's just a little lube, don't be such a pussy." I breathed hard and felt a finger around the hole.

"Take a deep breath and then exhale.” I did as she instructed and felt her finger pushing in my entrance as I exhaled. It didn't feel bad, really. After a few pushes, she entered another. I felt more lube being added to the fingers as she moved. Then she hit something inside of me. I let out a surprised moan.

"Bingo." Her intensity increased and she kept pushing against the prostate until eventually, my dick started leaking. She started laughing.

"Aw, poor little boy, you really have no control of anything that your dick does, do you?" She kept pressing a few more times, emptying me. I groaned. It was a strange feeling, coming without having my dick touched at all. And I felt relaxed but unsatisfied.

"No wonder you have to wear a diaper." I felt her cock against my puckered hole, but before I was able to have a reaction, she was sliding in.

"Ah, man, you are tight!" She moaned as she slid the rest of her cock through my burning ring.

"Since you've been so good, I'm going to let you adjust for a moment." She stood still with her hips and let her hand slide forwards to my limp and cum-soaked penis. She bit my neck and I let out a moan. She started to move her hips. It felt like my ass was on fire. It was stretched to the limit without much preparation. I gasped for air.

"Oh, yes, that's good, move your hips, bitch.” I tried to follow her instructions, but I was unable to. She grabbed my hips and forcefully moved them in time with her own pace. Then she hit my prostate again and I couldn't help but let out a moan and I felt my cock twitch again.

"Oh, you like being fucked in the ass, do you? I knew you'd like it, such a little diaper faggot like you." She proceeded to slam my ass with force, hitting my prostate each time. I started moaning and moving my hips.

"Oh, my- Andrew! I didn't know you were such a little slut!" I registered Ivy’s voice amongst Cassandra's and my own moans…

The full story is available on Amazon here.
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I was folding clothes when I dropped something on the floor. I bent down to pick it up, and my fingers brushed over my wife's lace underwear. My fingers stroked the soft lace. I don't know how long I was standing like that before I went back to folding the clothes. And when I was putting our clothes into the closet, my eyes landed on a matching bra of the panties I’d picked up earlier. I hesitated. Then, I reached out and grabbed it, lifting it out from the drawer. I glanced around the room, suddenly nervous that anyone would see me. The bra was black with white lace creating a pretty pattern over it. Before I could stop myself, I’d moved over to the curtains, closed them and stripped out of my clothes. I caught sight of my naked frame in the full-length bedroom mirror. The sight of myself with my slight frame and erect cock made me self-conscious, and I hesitated for a moment before I picked up Dana's panties and slid them up my legs. They were softer and tighter against my skin than my own underwear. I slid my hand down to the bulge in front. My breathing was getting faster. My dick harder. There was something delightful about wearing her underwear as if I was doing something forbidden by putting my man-parts where they didn't belong. At least according to society…I glanced at the bra before picking it up. I studied it for a while, trying out the locking mechanism before I slid it up my arms. It took several minutes before I finally managed to hook it at the back. I turned to the mirror and studied myself. I always had broad hips for a man, I thought to myself with just an ounce of satisfaction. I let my hands rest on my hips, exploring my own skin while my eyes watched hypnotised by my movement. My cock was straining the panties. I slipped a hand under the bra and pinched my nipple. I gasped at the sensation. 

“Honey, I’m home!” Panic rushed through me at the thought of being caught like this. My hands shot away from myself with a speed that couldn’t match anything I’d ever done before. I looked frantically for my clothes. No time to take off the underwear.

“Craig? Are you home?” her voice came from the hallway. I could hear her footsteps but I was unable to tell which way she was going. Was she walking this way? I couldn’t tell. I finally found my trousers and grabbed them, hurrying to put my legs through and get them on before she checked if I was in our bedroom. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and realised that the bra was still very visible. I buttoned the trouser hurriedly, looking from side to side to find my t-shirt while I did so. Her footsteps were decidedly getting closer. There, in a corner. I practically dived at the shirt, grabbed it and threw it on. The door handle rattled, pulled down just as I popped my head through the hole. Her face peered through the slit the door made. 

“Ah, there you are, I-” she began, then her expression turned into puzzlement.

“Why are you wearing your shirt the wrong way?”

“I am?” I glanced down.

“Ah, you’re right. I am.” A forced laughter escaped my throat. I saw her eyes search my face, then look down at my crotch, where my cock was still very much erect. A grin appeared on her face and she started moving towards me.

“Well, someone’s happy to see me,” she grinned. A thousand things went through my mind at the same time, all of them wondering if she had noticed anything. I resisted the urge to glance down at myself or use my hands to straighten my clothes. She stopped inches away from my face. Her hand pressed against my crotch and I gasped.

“You were having some down time with yourself while I was out, weren’t you? You dirty dog. Having fun without me….” She leaned closer, I could feel her breath on my lips. She gave my cock a light squeeze and moments later, I felt her lips on mine. I moaned. I felt her other hand slip under my shirt and tensed. Oh no. She was going to find out. I needed to do something before-

“Craig?”

“Um?”

“Are you all right? You seem a little tense.”

“I uh…um.” I looked at her. She was searching my face, looking for answers. I started inching away, wanting to get away from the risk of exposure.

“Hey, it’s ok. Whatever it is, it’s ok,” she said and embraced me. I was unable to move. Horrified at the contact.

“Craig…” she leaned away from me, studying me with intense eyes. Her lips broke into a mischievous grin, and her eyes twinkled dangerously.

“Are you wearing one of my bras?”

The full story can be found on Amazon here.
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“Such a good Sissy, making herself clean and shaved for her Mistress,” she praised. Pride swelled in my chest at her words and that feeling of belonging, of wanting to please her in every possible way, filled me.   

“Let’s check your panties, Sissy,” my Mistress said. I let her slide the panties off me and imagined what I must look like, wearing a garter and stockings. My cocklette pressed against its cage again.

“Well, well, well…” I chewed my lip and studied her while she inspected my underwear.

“Seems like your little clitty here is dribbling all over your precious underwear, Sissy. And these were clean only an hour ago.” She held it up to me and pointed to a visible stain.

“What do you have to say to your defence?” My mouth went dry.

“Because…you know what it looks like to me?” I shook my head.

“To me, it looks like you dribbled all over your panties like a naughty little girl. If you keep doing this, you’re going to end up ruining your panties, Sissy. And we wouldn’t want that, would we?” I licked my lips nervously. I’d learnt to be apprehensive when she used that voice. And with good reason, too.

“You need to learn to control yourself, Sissy. Not make dribbles in your panties like a little girl.”

“Well, if you aren’t going to defend yourself, then I am going to have to assume that you have nothing to say to your defence. Now…how do you think we should solve this problem?”

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

"Hm," she placed her thumb under her chin with her index finger upwards in a mock contemplative expression.

“Well, I actually think that until you’re ready to train that little clit of yours, we’re going to have to put some protection in your underwear.” I looked at her. I wasn't sure what she meant. She got up and gestured for me to wait. A few moments later, she came back carrying a small square pack and a pair of clean underwear. She stopped in front of me and I recognised the small pack as a sanitary napkin. I stood quietly and obedient as she opened the small pack and withdrew the pantyliner from it. I watched her place the pad in the middle of the pink underwear before she handed it to me. I slid it on and felt the cottony material against my skin. I wiggled my legs a little to try and adjust the pad until she slapped my hand to make me stop.

“Until you learn to control your dribbles by having an orgasm through your Sissypussy, your precious panties will be lined with these,” she said and sat back down on the bed. I was embarrassed. Panty liners were made for women. They are meant to be used by women once a month, not by sissies like me. I didn't actually need to use them, did I?

"I know what you're thinking," she said.

“You're thinking that you don't need to these panty liners because you're not a girl. But did you not to make a mess and dribble all over your panties?" She looked at me. I could feel her gaze acidly could read my thoughts

"answer me," she said and grabbed my chin, forcing me to look at her. I was staring straight into her eyes. In dark green electric colour that since box Down my spine every time she looked at me like that.

"Yes Mistress," I said.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes Mistress, I did make dribbles all over my panties."

"Well then, don't you think it's fair that you need to wear panty liners with your panties then, my little Sissy?" How correct on my chin tightened slightly. I tried to nod but her hand kept my head firmly in place.

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

"Well then, let's get your dress back on”

"If you manage to keep your panties dry, Sissy, I'll remove your panty liners from your panties. However, if you don't manage to stop dribbling, I am going to have to find a more severe punishment for you. Do you understand Sissy?"

"Yes Mistress"

It didn't take too long before I got used to the feeling underpants between my legs. just as it hadn't taken too long to get used to wearing panties either. Eventually the fluids from breakfast needing to make their way out as well. I opened the bathroom door and stepped inside like an obedient sissy. I pulled my panties down and sat down on the toilet seat. This part of the sissification process had been difficult to get used to for me. And to begin with, I hadn't really been able to relieve myself as quickly as I had been used to. But now I had been a sissy for several months I didn't take long before there trickling of urine hitting the toilet bowl reached my ears. After finishing, I grabbed a few sheets of paper and wiped myself as best I could. With the cock cage, this was quite difficult to get to completely clean. I pulled my panties back up, flush, wash my hands, and left the room. When I opened the door I almost walked straight into my Mistress. She glanced at me with a sly smile.

“My, my, isn't it a little Sissy? if I didn't know any better I'd think the sissy thinks she's a big girl, does she?"

"Take off your panties, Sissy." I did as she instructed. I felt a blush creep up my neck and give colour to my cheeks. I handed her my panties. My embarrassment grew by the moment while she was inspecting the underwear.

"It looks like my little sissy made a little mess, didn't she? To me, this looks like little girl dribbles... like you weren't able to keep back a little pee from dribbling into your panties, were you, Sissy?" I opened and closed my mouth as if to speak but I couldn't come up with anything to say.

"Well, Sissy, if you are going to make little dribbles of pee in your pantiliners then I don't think you are big enough to use panties."

The full story is available on Amazon here.
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