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"Hi Mrs Miller, um…I was just going to return some of these to Brian," I said and glanced up at my best friend's hot stepmother.

“Alan, wow, it’s been such a long time since I saw you. How old are you now?”

“Um. I’m twenty-one,” I could feel her gaze piercing through me.

"Wow, really? It seems like such a short while ago since I was babysitting you, you know. You were quite a handful sometimes, and it wasn't just a few times that I had to change the sheets from your bedwetting," Mrs Miller said and winked. I felt the heat rise to my cheeks instantly and turned my head to see if someone had heard her. The street was empty. I lowered my shoulders and let out a sigh of relief.

“W-well, I uh…I don’t do that anymore,” I forced out with a laugh. She smiled at me. Her perfect lipstick mouth parting as if she derived pleasure from my discomfort.

“I’m afraid Brian isn’t home at the moment,” she said. I looked down at the box of video games in my hands and held back a sigh.

"But you can just carry it inside, I don't mind." She stepped aside and I walked past her into the hallway. The smell of freshly baked cookies sifted through the air and made my mouth fill with water.

"Did you make your famous choc chip cookies again, Mrs Miller?" I asked while I put down the box on the spot where she indicated.

“I did,” she replied with a laugh and smiled before she swatted my shoulder playfully.

“And you silly boy. How many times do I have to ask you to call me Patricia? Besides, I’m not married to Paul anymore, so if anything, it’s Miss Grant.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, I should’ve known,” I said. I realised that my best friend hadn’t even bothered to say anything to me about the divorce.

“Oh, don’t worry about it. Good riddance. Don’t tell that to Brian, though,” she said with a smile. There was an awkward silence. I shuffled my feet, not knowing what to say.

“Ah, when is Brian going to be here, anyway?” I asked lamely when I couldn’t think of anything else.

“He didn’t tell you? He’s staying with Paul over the summer break,” she glanced at me. There was another awkward pause while we both stared at the box I’d brought to give to Brian.

“Well… I suppose I better–” I began but was interrupted before I could finish the sentence.

“Of course, you’re welcome to help yourself to some cookies if you want,” she said.

I was about to decline but there was a look about her eyes that made me stop myself.

Disappointment? Loneliness?

I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. Then, the smell of cookies drifted past my nose again, and I was simply unable to resist. I smiled at her.

“When have I ever been able to resist the charms of your baking, Mrs–” I said and stopped when she raised an eyebrow.

“– Miss Grant,” I corrected myself.

Her expression softened, and I could see a faint pink glow in her cheeks from the compliment. I hid my grin as I bent down to untie my shoelaces. Though I'd spoken the truth – she really did bake delicious cookies – I still felt a pang of satisfaction at her reaction to my compliment.

I could feel her gaze on me as I was standing bent over my shoes. It was strange having her full attention.

Not that her staring at me meant anything… Surely, it couldn’t. I mean, she was so much older than me. What was she, fifteen years older than me? She couldn’t possibly see me as an adult. Or, at least not as someone she might sleep with… Could she?

She’d always been attractive, miss Grant. When I was younger, I remember our group of friends would usually go to Brian’s house. And it had always been with the hope of getting a glimpse of his hot stepmother.

Sometimes, when it was warm, we’d get lucky. She’d come up to us in her slightly too-tight swimming suit. Her large tits pushing its limits, threatening to spill over.

As the thought entered my mind, it brought with it the memory of the tight-fitting apparel. The jean fabric suddenly felt tighter around my crotch and I forced the image out of my head again.

I should be ashamed of myself for thinking about her sexually. She was Brian’s stepmother, for fuck’s sake! And she’d just gotten through a divorce. Besides, there was no way I had a chance with her. She’d never see me as anything but her stepson’s best friend.

I took off my shoes and straightened my back, only to find myself at eye-level with Miss Grant’s red luscious lips. I was suddenly very aware of how she was slightly taller than me. And with her high heels, the height difference seemed even more than it was. 

Her lush, pink tongue darted out and licked those red lips absentmindedly. Before I was able to push away the thought, my mind started conjuring up images of what that mouth could do to me. How it would look wrapped around my cock. Would she go slow? Rough? Gentle?

My cock twitched excitedly in my pants.

I forced my eyes to look away. And I could feel my ears getting warmer with the guilt. What was wrong with me? I had to get myself under control, there was no way she would ever want to do anything sexual with me. The sooner I accepted that, the better. 

Luckily, she’d turned around and didn’t seem to have noticed any of my physical reactions to her presence.

By the time we reached the living room, my dick had calmed down enough that I could relax a little.

“Please make yourself comfortable, I’ll go fetch us some cookies,” she said and gestured towards the sofas.

Her cookies were just as delicious as I remembered them. We talked for hours. We talked about everything and anything until I completely forgot the time. She’d even opened herself up to me about the divorce. How she’d wanted a child of her own, someone to take care of. But Paul hadn’t wanted another kid.

She turned to me suddenly.

“I’m going to have a glass of whiskey. Do you want anything? I have beer, wine, some other liquors…” she said.

I didn’t want to leave now that she’d opened herself up to me. It was ridiculous of me, but a part of me still held a glimmer of hope that she’d felt the connection between us, too. That it wasn’t all in my imagination.

It was dark on the other side of the windows and I hesitated a little. She followed my gaze to the windows.

“You know, you could always stay for the night. I’ve got a spare room where you can sleep so you won’t need to drive intoxicated,” she said and smiled. I turned my head towards her and smiled before I nodded.

“I, uh. Thank you. I’ll just have beer, thanks,” I said. Whiskey was still a little too strong for my taste.

While the heels of her shoes clicked on the wooden floor on her way to get the drinks, it suddenly dawned on me that I was spending time at my friend’s place without him being there. The thought hadn’t even occurred to me until then.

I looked up as she handed me the beer. Her red lips parted in that sexy smile of hers. Her fingers brushed mine as I accepted the bottle. The gesture could easily have been done on purpose. But, then again, it couldn’t have been. If she’d done it on purpose, it would mean she was flirting with me. And that was something I could not allow myself to think.

Instead of sitting down opposite me, she slid down next to me in a single, smooth and elegant move. Her long fingers curled around her whiskey glass as she brought it up to her lips. Nervously, I looked away and brought the beer up to my own lips and drank.

“So… Alan… What are you doing these days?” she asked. I watched her lips part and form the words. I wanted to capture them with my mouth. But I didn’t dare.

I looked down at the beer in my hands and cleared my throat.

"Ah, well. I–," I began. I swirled the liquids of the bottle around as if my words were inside it.

“I actually just finished Uni. So, I’m not really… I haven’t really figured out what I’m doing yet,” I finished lamely. I took another swig of my beer to avoid looking at her. What could be more unattractive than a man fifteen years her junior, who didn’t even have a job?

I glanced at her. She’d tilted her head and was looking at me with an unreadable expression.

“You know… I could let you stay here for free. I mean, Brian’s old room is available. And I enjoy your company,” she said.

I stared at her. She couldn’t be serious? Stay somewhere for free? That would certainly ease a fair few of my problems. But…

“I can’t accept that. It’s too much,” I said and looked down at my bottle again.

“What if you could give me something in return?” she said. She still had that unreadable expression.

“You mean like a favour? Like housework or mowing the lawn or something?” I asked.

“I’m not sure yet. Let me see if I can think of something and we'll talk it over tomorrow," she said. There was no room in her tone to answer, so instead, I drank the rest of my beer.  

A few hours later, we were still talking. But the topic of living with her had been put on ice.

I suddenly realised how close we were sitting. Her perfume, a faint scent of lavender and mint seemed to invade my senses.

Warmth crept through the fabric covering my leg as she placed her hand there. I looked down at it. Her nails wore the same shade of red as her lipstick. Before I really registered what was happening, she was leaning closer to me. Her warm skin radiated through the layers of clothes between us.

I’d had a couple more beers and everything passed through my brain at a slightly slower pace. Her soft lips pressed against mine. I blinked, still not able to process what was happening. She was kissing me. This gorgeous woman in front of me, whom I’d admired for years, was kissing me! I closed my eyes and returned the kiss.

Her tongue darted out from her mouth. The wetness of it licked my lips gently, silently asking for permission to enter. I parted my lips to allow her entrance and met her searching muscle with my own. Her mouth tasted faintly like whiskey and pepper. I placed a hand behind her back to press her closer and felt her sigh into my mouth.

Suddenly, she pulled away from me. I wanted to follow after her, but her hand pressed gently on my chest, stopping me from doing so.

“What was I thinking? We can’t do this, Alan. You’re the same age as Brian! Besides, while I find you very attractive, my sexual preferences are a little… unorthodox…”  she said and looked up at me through large, expressive eyes. I wanted to protest. To reassure her that it was fine. That I was more than fine with this.

But she shook her head.

“Alan, I’m sorry. It’s late, we better call it a night,” she said and stood up from the couch, creating more distance between us.

I slumped my shoulders in defeat and nodded.

“Yeah, you’re probably right,” I said and got up to help her clean away the bottles.

She lingered in the doorway to her bedroom. My heart sped up as a small glimmer of hope rose in my chest. Perhaps she would invite me inside? I killed the thought as soon as it came to me. It was ridiculous of me to think that after the earlier rejection.

There was a playful tug at the corners of her mouth.

“Be sure to stay dry tonight,” she said. Before I could answer, she’d disappeared into her bedroom. A blush crept up my neck and I was thankful that she'd left the hallway so she wouldn't see it.

I’d wet my bed until well in my teens and Miss Grant must’ve remembered exactly this. The heat in my cheeks intensified as the thoughts continued to scramble around in my head while I brushed my teeth. 

Whenever I’d slept over at their place, Miss Grant had discreetly put a pair of drynites under my covers. She never once frowned or asked any questions when it turned up wet in the bin.

Of course, she could have meant a different type of wet dreams entirely. But something told me that was not what she’d teased me about. I turned the sink off and found Brian’s old room.

I removed the covers. I stared at the drynite lying there. Just as it used to all those years ago. I frowned. For a short moment, I even considered putting it on. But I shook my head. Of course I wasn’t going to put on the diaper. True, I did occasionally still wet the bed if I had a particularly bad nightmare. But those were few and far between. If she was ever going to see me as an adult, I couldn’t very well be wearing nappies, now could I?

Decision made, I picked up the nappy and placed it on the nightstand, slid under the covers. Only seconds later, I’d drifted off to a deep sleep.

I woke up in the middle of the night with a feeling that something wasn’t quite right. At first, I couldn’t quite figure out what it was. I blinked around at my surroundings and shifted my weight around. I froze at the familiar, damp and clammy sensation between my legs. 

“Fuck,” I cursed out loud and sat up with a jolt. The mattress was completely soaked by my lower body and the tell-tale smell of urine tore at my nostrils. Thoughts flashed through my head.

Shame and humiliation the predominant feelings.

I wanted to run away and hide. To never have to look Miss Grant in the eyes again. But of course, I couldn’t do that.

Of course, if I had wet myself at home, it would still have been embarrassing and humiliating. But at least I could’ve just hidden the evidence of my shame. Here, at Miss Grant’s place, I couldn’t see how I would be able to hide the fact that I’d wet the bed.

On the nightstand, the night-time diaper lay taunting. I sighed, pushed aside the duvet and swung my legs over the edge.

I stood looking down at the large wet spot on the bed. My underwear and the borrowed pyjama bottoms were clinging to my skin. Cold and uncomfortable.

I weighed my options. I couldn’t very well simply lie down on the bed again as it was.

I couldn’t think of anything that wouldn’t alert Miss Grant of what had happened during the night.

If I changed the sheets, the piss would just soak right through from the mattress. Any towels I might take from the bathroom to soak up what liquid they managed, would definitely be noticed.

I sighed.

Unable to reach a decision on what to do with the bed, I instead headed for the bathroom to grab a shower. I could deal with the bed later. At least then, I would be clean and wear dry clothes. Perhaps it would also help to clear my mind?

The motion of swinging my legs had sent chilly air through the wet spot on my clothes.

I shivered and closed the bathroom door behind me. It was going to feel great to get the clothes off. I hurriedly began peeling the clinging pieces of fabric off. Once done, I stood with them in my hands hesitantly.

What should I do with them?

I bit my cheek before I put them in the sink. I could always hang them over the bathtub when I was done. It wouldn’t hide my accident, but I had already begun to give up the thought of hiding it for Miss Grant, anyway.

I turned the knob on the shower and was rewarded with a stream of water splashing down into the bathtub. I held my hand under the water to check the temperature when a knock on the door interrupted me.

I froze.

“Hello? Alan? Are you all right?”

My eyes darted to the wet bundle in the sink. If I didn’t tell her now, I would have to tell her later. I closed my eyes. It was so tempting to pretend that everything was fine.

“Alan?” her voice said again.

“Ah… I– I’m, uh–” I responded lamely. A tiny voice inside my head told me that if I told her everything was fine and managed to cover up the wet spot in the bed, I might still have a chance to sleep with her.

“Alan. The door to your room was open. I just want you to know that it’s ok. I’ll take care of it,” she said from the other side of the door.

That silenced the tiny voice of hope in my head. The sound of her footsteps against the floor reached through the door as she began moving away. I cursed again and jumped inside the shower.

A few minutes later, I opened the bathroom door with a towel wrapped around my waist. I’d hung the wet clothes over the bathtub railing.

Miss Grant was standing inside the guestroom wearing a short morning robe. Her black lace underwear was visible through the thin fabric.

My cock started to get harder at the sight and I forced my eyes to look elsewhere before it made a tent at the front of the towel.

She’d removed the piss-stained sheets and placed them in a pile on the floor. My cheeks grew hot as I watched it.

She turned around and smiled at me. Her full breasts pushed against the bra, threatening to spill over.

“Ah, there you are. Are you feeling better? All nice and clean?” she asked. I nodded, not trusting my own voice at the moment.

"Well, you can hardly sleep in here now. You could sleep in my bed with me if you want…" she said.

I couldn’t believe my own ears. I had just wet myself in her home, and she invited me to sleep in her bed?

She moved closer. Her round hips swung seductively from side to side with each step. Her large breasts bounced lightly. I swallowed audibly and tried to pry my eyes away. 

There was no way I was going to stop my erection from growing now.

“Would you like that? Sleeping in my bed?” she asked as she stopped inches away from me. My breath caught in my throat.

I looked up to meet her eyes and nodded. 

“Y–yes,” I stuttered.

She gave me a pleased smile and placed a finger on my naked chest. She stroked it slowly down. Between my chest muscles. Following the line down to my belly button. She continued her quest downwards, all with that teasing smile.

“But if you’re going to sleep in my bed…” she unwrapped my towel. It made a thump as it hit the floor. I sucked in a breath as she wrapped a hand around my cock.

“Well, then… We’re going to have to take some precautions so you don’t have a little ‘accident’ in bed again…” she said and winked at me. Her hand rolled over the tip of my cock, smearing pre-cum over the sensitive skin.

“I…uh… mmmmh of– of course,” I said. I didn’t much think about her words. I was too busy feeling her hand rub my cock.

“Good. Come with me,” she said. A sense of loss surged through me when she let go of my cock and turned. I shivered and bent down to pick up the towel.

“Leave it,” Miss Grant said without looking.

I’m not sure what made me listen to her. But I did. There was something exciting about the way she took charge.

Instinctively, my hands cupped my crotch protectively.

Tiny goosebumps formed over my skin as I followed her. And I wasn’t sure if it was because I felt cold or because of something else. A combination of both, perhaps?

The door to her bedroom creaked when she pushed it open. My heart was thumping inside my chest and all I could think about was that I was going to share her bed.

“After you,” she said and held out an arm gesturing for me to go inside.

The light switch clicked behind me and the room lit up with a calm dim light.

She passed me on her way to her closet. Her natural scent of peppermint left a trail in the air as she passed.

I shifted my weight from one leg to the other, not quite sure what to do about myself. The bedroom didn't have a lot of furniture in it. Apart from the bed and one night stand, the only other thing in the room was a chair and a closet, which was built into the wall.

Normally, I’d sit down in the chair, but I was very aware of just how naked I was. And so, instead, I remained standing awkwardly where I was.

The door to the closet was shut with a soft thud and she turned around. When I saw what she’d taken out of the closet, it dawned on me what she’d meant by ‘precautions’ earlier. It was a diaper.

Plain white and plastic backed. And much thicker than the drynites. My hopes about being intimate with her started diminishing again. But then again, if she wasn’t interested, why had she touched my cock earlier? The thought made my cock stir and slowly start hardening again. Embarrassed, I bit my lower lip until I felt the stinging pain of my teeth. The pain kept my arousal at bay. But only by a fine margin.

Her lips parted in a wide smile. She gestured towards the bed with the thick white square.

“Now, if you just lie down on the bed, we’ll get this wrapped around your tush in no time so we can go to sleep,” she said.

“Um… M–miss G–grant, I–,” I stuttered. She started walking towards me. I took a step back, away from her. She stopped and cocked her head to one side.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“W–well… I just… A diaper?”

I searched her face, trying my best to read her expression. She crossed her arms.

“Look, you just wet the bed. If you’re going to sleep in my house after that – and especially if you’re going to sleep in my bed – you need to wear this diaper,” she said.

"But it's embarrassing," I said before I could stop myself.

“Is it more embarrassing than wetting the bed?” she retorted.

I looked away. She had a point. Of course, she had a point. But even if the diaper was a practical solution, agreeing to wear it would be a constant reminder that I’d wet myself. But what if I wet myself again?

Without meeting her eyes, I shook my head and answered in a low voice: “No, it’s not”.

And it was true. It wasn’t more embarrassing than wetting the bed. But it was a consequence of it, one that I found difficult to accept.

“Good. Will you lie down on the bed so we can get this on?” she said in a softer tone. I nodded, turned around and lay down on the bed.

She approached me with the diaper still in her hand.

I swallowed audibly.

She stopped in front of the bed and looked down at me. She smiled and bent down to push my hands away from my crotch. I blushed when I was no longer able to hide my quickly growing erection from her prying eyes.

“Well someone’s excited, isn’t he?” she said and gave my cock a stroke with her long fingers.

“Ahhh,” I couldn’t hold back a moan.

My hips bucked in response to her touch. But she let go before I could get used to her touch, and again that slight feeling of disappointment hit me when I couldn’t feel her hand anymore.

“Aww, don’t pout, baby,” she said with a soft smile and brushed a thumb over my bottom lip.

The diaper crinkled as she put it down next to me. I turned to look at it. She followed my gaze and when I looked back at her, cracks spread out from the corners of her eyes as she smiled; a sign of her maturity.

The heat of my blush burned in my cheeks.

She closed her hand firmly around my ankles and began to lift my bottom half up with surprising strength. With round eyes, I watched myself get lifted upwards as if I weighed nothing.

My heart thudded in my chest. I was anxious that she might drop me at any moment.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she kept me half-suspended in the air while she reached for the diaper with her free hand. I twisted my head to try and see. The diaper disappeared from my limited view. The rustle of plastic filled the air as she slid the diaper underneath me.

In a controlled movement, as easy as she had lifted my lower body up, she lowered me down until I felt the soft cushion under my buttocks. I blinked and swallowed a lump that had formed in my throat. The padding underneath me was definitely thicker than the drynites. For a short moment, I briefly regretted that I hadn’t put it on when I had a chance.

She reached for a bottle of baby powder. I looked down at my cock, shamelessly erect despite the circumstances.

Then again, if I hadn’t wet the bed, she might not be doing this to me now. My heart raced.

She chuckled and tipped the bottle. It released a sprinkle of powder, which drifted down onto my clean-shaven body like soft clouds. It draped itself over my cock and the surrounding area. The white drizzle made me look childish and for the first time in a long time, I regretted that I’d ever started shaving myself down there.

She chuckled again.

“It’s a good thing you keep yourself clean-shaven,” she said as if she could read my thoughts. Her words made my cheeks burn even hotter. And still, my cock remained stubbornly erect.        

I’d never felt as vulnerable as I did at that moment.

She placed the talcum bottle down and reached for the front of the diaper. My heart sank when she pulled it up between my legs, tucking my hard-on away behind the soft wall of absorbent material.

“There we go,” she said and gave my crotch a soft pat. The touch sent a jolt straight to my cock. I gasped and instinctively pushed myself against her hand. She chuckled.

“Such a cute little boy you are. All nice and secured against any more accidents,” she said.

I blushed and tried to keep my hips still, even though my entire body ached to push myself towards her again.

Her thin morning robe had slid down on one shoulder, exposing her smooth skin.

I licked my lips, wanting to reach out to her and touch her. But the thick layer between my legs made me feel inferior and small. It was as if the diaper made me passive. Unable to reach out to her the way I yearned to do.

She stared right at me. Her look was so fierce, it made all my thoughts disappear in a single instant.

She lifted a hand to her shoulder, sliding the fabric further down. The weight of the fabric was pulled down by gravity and it landed on the floor with a soft thud.

I was left breathless at the sight of her naked body in front of me. The few girls I’d slept with during my years at Uni suddenly grew pale in comparison to the beauty in front of me.

Her lips widened in a predatory smile and she moved slowly towards me with feline grace. As she moved, her body radiated with the faint, earthy smell of peppermint and desire. Her scent reached my nose before I felt her weight on top of me.

My cock leapt with excitement as she sat down on top of my padded crotch. I gasped from the sensation of her butt pressing down on my sensitive member.

“My, my, someone’s excited, isn’t he?” she asked and rocked her hips. I couldn't hold back a moan as I felt how her movement rolled over my cock. 

“Aaahnnn–” I barely recognised my own voice and almost completely forgot about my embarrassing predicament. The pressure and her movement felt so good against my cock.

She put a hand behind my head and pulled me closer to her, burying my head between her breasts. The soft, supple flesh was cool against my skin.

My dick twitched inside the diaper, begging to be released from its imprisonment.

It was a strange sensation sitting there with Miss Grant straddling my lap. I’d fantasised about her since the first time I visited Brian. But I’d never expected anything to actually happen. Yet, here I was.

Admittedly, I’d never worn diapers in my fantasies. But seeing as how little Miss Grant seemed to care…

In fact, didn’t it seem like she was actually turned on by this? It was all too much to wrap my head around while she continued to tease me. And my thoughts stopped working.

The way she was rocking those hips back and forth on top of me, making sure my cock felt every shift of her body. Her fingers digging into the back of my head. Nails grazed my scalp, sending chills across my spine.

With a slight movement of her fingers, she’d grabbed a handful of my hair and slowly pulled my head backwards, away from her breasts.

Her red lips parted in a smile as they came into view. With her free hand, she cupped my cheek and tilted my head, until I looked straight at her.

She licked her lips and moved her head towards me, closing the distance between us. My breath caught in my throat as I felt her soft lips brush against mine.

She let go of my cheek.

But rather than moving away from me, she let her hand move slowly down my body. Down my neck, my chest, brushing across a nipple… Taking care to stop every now and again to squeeze and press her fingers at my sensitive skin.

She smiled when she saw the goosebumps forming across my skin, rippling outwards from the point of contact.

When her hand reached the front of my diaper, she gave it a squeeze. An explosion of sensation hit me at the sensation and a loud moan escaped my throat. She chuckled. Her breath brushed against my ear.

“You have no idea how adorable you are right now,” Miss Grant murmured. Her words penetrated through my foggy mind. The warmth of a blush started spreading through my cheeks.

“P–Please, M–Miss… I ah–,” I said.

“What is it that you want, baby?” she gave the front of my diaper another squeeze. My back arched in a wave of pleasure in response to her touch. I couldn't manage to come up with a response to her words. All I managed to do was to moan.

"P–Please–"

"Please what?" she asked.

"I- I...I don't know- Please," I begged. I wanted her to touch me. I wanted to feel her fingers on my skin. To take off the diaper and wrap her fingers around my member. But having to say it, to put it in words, felt impossible.

"Well, if you don't know what you want, how am I supposed to be able to give it to you?" she said and rocked her hips once back and forth on top of me.

"Ah!"

She chuckled down at me, relishing in my current state of discomfort and helplessness. I wriggled, trying to get more pressure around my cock.

"I–I don't...ah! I–I don't know!" I said again, almost sobbing with frustration.

"No? You don't know?" she asked. She stuck out her bottom lip in a mocking pout. I shook my head. She must've pitied me, because the next thing I knew, she was applying more pressure on my crotch.

“Poor baby… Tell you what, if you make a pee-pee in your diaper for me, I'll let you cum..." she whispered in my ear. My eyes widened as the words registered in my desire-fogged brain.

"I–I... But I don't have to go!" I said.

"No? You don't need to pee?" as she spoke, she let her hand rest on the lower part of my stomach, just outside my bladder.

"N–no! W–what!? What are you– nnnnh," I said. As she pressed down, it became very obvious to me that my bladder wasn't as empty as I'd thought.

"P–please. Don't... If–if you continue, I'm going to have an accident..." I said. She moved and applied less force on my stomach.

"No? You don't want an orgasm?" she asked.

"That's not what I meant...I–"

She increased the pressure with her hand again. It was a strange sensation.

I was at once aroused and in need to release my bladder. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before. I bit my bottom lip. I really wanted to cum. So what was keeping me from wetting myself? It was clear that Miss Grant was turned on by it.

And yet, I was afraid that if I did wet my diaper as she commanded, it would somehow make her turn away from me, tell me that it had all been a joke and that she didn't ever want to touch me again. And then I remembered why I was wearing diapers in the first place. I had wet the bed. And somehow that hadn't stopped her from climbing on top of my lap, caressing and kissing me.

I glanced up at her.

"Come on, baby. Wet your diaper for me," she murmured in my ear while she continued massaging my bladder with one hand.

I closed my eyes. And let go. At first, only a small trickle left my cock. But it was as if I had opened up a dam. Soon, it rushed out of me, hitting the absorbent material with a furious force. A feeling of shame surged through me at the sheer pleasure of the naughty act.

"There's a good little boy," she said and moved her hand down the length of my cock outside the plastic-backing. My cheeks felt glowing hot as if someone had placed burning embers there. She could probably feel how the diaper was filling up with my piss, I thought. How it swelled and grew warmer wherever the liquid seeped into the material.

But the thought was soon gone, replaced by the sensation of the flow of urine as it emptied my bladder in a rush of relief.

I let out a sigh; a sound of mixed pleasure and relief. I couldn’t hold it back and as soon as the sound had escaped, I looked away and bit my lip.

"Such a good boy," Miss Grant said when the last drops had left my bladder.

"I bet you want your reward, don't you? Hm?" she whispered and pushed her hand against my chest. My back pushed deeper into the mattress. I tried to sit up, but her hand was firm, and I stopped my feeble attempt. I wasn’t sure I even wanted to sit up. Not when this beautiful goddess of a woman was sitting on top of me like that.

She grinned down at me and started to rock her hips back and forth in that same movement as before until she’d worked up a slow, even rhythm. The diapers made a wet squelch every time she moved. The sound was a wet reminder of my actions only moments earlier.

"Naughty boy... Wetting yourself like that... No wonder you have to wear diapers, is it?"

I wanted to protest. To tell her that she’d made me wet myself. Instead, all I managed to do in response was to let out a single moan.

"It's ok. I like taking care of wet boys..."

Her hips began to increase in speed each time she rolled them back and forth.

"I love feeling the warm piss inside your diapers against my clit... Such a naughty boy... ahnn, yesss," she said.

"Do you like this, hm? Do you like it when I roll my hips like this? Do you wish you could put your little cock inside me?" she asked and ground her weight down on top of me, increasing the pressure against my crotch.

I moaned. My cock twitched in response to her question. Did I want to be inside her? What a silly question. And as she asked, I wondered if there had ever been anything I’d wanted more in my life.

I licked my lips and nodded my head, a movement that was difficult in my current position.

She grinned down at me.

"Awww, that’s too bad. You see, I can't let little boys who wet their diapers be inside me... And it's so much more fun to tease you like this, don't you agree? No?" she said, her grin widened.

“But you’re lucky… I do like giving good boys a reward…” she said and continued to roll her hips back and forth.

Each movement with her hips sent a jolt through my cock. The warm wetness of the diaper caressed and sheathed my member in a tight embrace.

She bent her head closer to me. Her breath smelled faintly of toothpaste as she parted her lips.

"Don't you feel lucky, baby?" she murmured against my lips.

"I... Ah! P–please," I whimpered.

She closed the last few inches that separated us. Her lips were soft and warm against mine.

I moaned into the kiss. She rolled her hips again as she let out her own sound of pleasure; a throaty moan full of need. She tipped her head back and arched her back in pleasure.

I glanced down. Her large, full breasts bounced between our bodies. Between them, I could see how her pussy rubbed against my diaper. My eyes widened with realisation as I saw the wet marks her pussy left outside my diaper. She was actually turned on by this. It hadn’t really registered past my embarrassment that she could be telling the truth. But there it was, the physical evidence of her lust.

"Mmmmm...you're so hard, baby. Tell me how much you like your diapers," she said.

I turned my eyes up to her again. What had she said? Do I like my diapers?

She rolled her hips and I lost the train of thought again. I moaned and said the first thing that came to my mind: "I– I– I like my diapers."

She chuckled.

“Good boy. Of course you like your diapers… Now tell me, what did you do in your diapers? Hm? Why are they all... wet?" With the final word of her question, she made her hips do another roll, making all thoughts flee from my mind yet again.

"Ah!"

"Come on, baby. It's a really simple question... What did you do in your diapers, hm?" her voice was silky smooth like physical a caress over my body. 

I blinked up at her.

"I... I peed in my diaper."

"Yes, you did. You made a big pee in your diaper, didn't you?" she said, a pleased smile curled around her lips. I nodded.

"Such a good boy. A good boy for using your diaper just like you're supposed to. Now... Since you were such a good boy, I think we should give you that reward... And that reward... Well, you get to make sticky cummies in your wet diapers. Aren't you a lucky boy, hm?"

"I– Ah!" My response was cut off as she increased her efforts, rolling her hips faster and faster on top of me until I felt the tell-tale sign of my orgasm, when my balls began to tighten with an urgent need to release.

Waves of pleasure washed over me, sending shivers down my spine. My body tensed, toes curling. I bit my lips. It was all I could do to refrain from taking the last step towards the edge.

"It's ok, baby... I want you to make stickies. Make stickies in your diaper for Miss Grant."

Her lips found my neck and kissed the sensitive skin.

"Be a good boy for me..."

"Oh– ah! Oh! P–please- I– oh!" I knew it was only a matter of seconds before I would cum. Stars began dancing in front of my vision.

She, the woman who had been the focus of my wettest dreams, was straddling me. I didn't care about the embarrassment of the diapers. And it didn't matter that they were wet. At that moment, I would have done anything to be able to cum. And when Miss Grant was the one who commanded me to cum, there was nothing I could do to hold back anymore.

"That's it, baby. Come on, cum for me," she said and applied more pressure on my groin, sending a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock.

Just like that, she sent me over the edge. Strings of milky cum shot out into the diaper. Everything around me disappeared in a haze as my release hit me.

From far away, I could hear myself scream out my orgasm, but I was beyond caring.

I blinked and gazed up at her through my post-orgasmic haze as she threw her head back in wanton desire and ground her pussy over my diaper until she came.

I blinked and turned my head to look at her. She'd climbed off me at some point and was lying next to me, looking at me with hazy eyes. She smiled a lazy smile and slid a hand down my stomach, stopping at my diaper and stroked it.

I twitched involuntarily, still sensitive from my orgasm.

She chuckled and kissed my forehead.

"Good boy. Now get some sleep. We can change you tomorrow," she said. I blinked and wriggled. Between my legs, the diaper was heavy with my piss and cum from earlier.

A blush crept up my throat.

“Oh, no. Miss Grant, P–please take the diaper off,” I said.

"Oh but, Alan, you know I can't do that. You wet the bed, didn't you? And I bet that if I keep touching you here... And doing... This... You'll make another little sticky mess in the diaper soon, won't you, hm?" she said and rubbed my diaper with every other word.

"I uhn.... ah– p–please. Can I at least have a clean diaper?" I asked and twisted my body to get away from her merciless hand.

"You do look adorable when you beg... But seeing the hard-on inside these thick, fluffy diapers earlier makes me think that you don't really want me to take them off you...? I think you rather enjoy the treatment, don't you, Alan?”

"I–I...."

I didn't know what to say. And just as I was about to answer, she applied more pressure on my crotch, effectively killing off any reply I might've had.

"Oh!"

“And you don’t think it’s a good idea to remove your nappy when you had an accident earlier, do you?” she said and grinned. I looked away and simply shook my head.

“Good boy,” she said and finally removed her hand from the sensitive area. She kissed my shoulder and grabbed my chin with her hand. She forced my head upwards until I was looking into her eyes.

“Alan,” she said. The playful tone from earlier was gone from her voice. There was a softer quality to it now.

“If you want to move in here and take Brian’s old room, as we talked about earlier, you'll be doing me a great favour," she said. Her eyes drifted down towards my diaper and she added with a smirk: "and I think I've figured out what you can do for me in return."

The blush reached my cheeks with a fierce burning. I chewed my lips in thought. I closed my eyes, nodded once and said in a barely audible voice: “Yes.”

Her smile lit up her entire face.

“Oh, you won’t regret it,” she said and turned me around so she could spoon me and wrapped her arms around me. Wonder, excitement and thoughts spread through my mind as I began drifting off to sleep in the first of many wet and cum-stained diapers.
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Hard & Diapered: My Wet, Scandinavian Holiday (sample)

“Look, I wanted to… talk before we head back to my place,” she said and leaned closer. The pulse in my throat sped up. I cleared my throat and tried to respond in an even voice: “Um… about what? Ah!” I ended the sentence with a yelp as she squeezed my thigh. My throat seemed to tighten as I watched the hand move further up my thigh. She leaned closer until I felt her breath brush against my neck.

“You know how I mentioned that I enjoy being in control of my partners?” she said in a low murmur.

“Uh-huh,” I said. My groin was getting painfully tighter with each passing second.

“Here’s the thing… I want to be completely in control. Do you think you can do that for me… to give up control of yourself to me for an entire week?” said Frida.

Her hand stopped right next to my groin and the world was still for a moment.

“None of my guests so far have been able to fulfil my needs, and I would understand it if you don’t want to,” she added. For a single moment, I thought I could hear vulnerability in her tone.

“Is this what you really want? A… sex slave?” I asked, trying to understand her demand a little clearer before I gave her an answer. She smirked.

“Not quite but. In a way, I suppose it’s comparable,” she said and stroked my thigh absentmindedly. The tips of her fingers brushed my cock and my mind went blank for a moment. Fuck it, if that’s what it took to be with this woman, I’d gladly take it.

“If that’s what you want, I’ll give it to you,” I said. She beamed.

“But I warn you, I can be a bit extreme…” she said and stroked her fingers all the way across my crotch. I closed my eyes and let out a shaky breath.

“Do you still want it?” she asked. I nodded and managed to croak out another ‘yes’.

“Oh, good boy,” she said, still smiling. Then, she closed her teeth around my earlobe. The hard, white protrusions raked lightly along my skin before she let go.

“Do you want to know a secret?” I stared down at the hand that was resting dangerously close to my cock. I nodded. She moved her hand to stroke the growing bulge in my jeans. I glanced about the park nervously, but the park was as desolate as it had been all along.

“I’m not wearing any panties under this skirt,” she said and lowered her lips to the sensitive skin of my neck. I drew a sharp intake of breath at her words. She scooted closer and before I knew it, she was straddling my lap with one thigh placed on either side of my legs. I looked down straight into her cleavage, my imagination running wild at the thought of her naked pussy currently pressing against my trousers. My cock pushed at her, desperate to tear free from the fabric and rub against her.

For a short moment, I was nervous that she would be disappointed at the size, which she had to be able to feel. But as she ground herself onto it and let out a small moan, I started to imagine how wet her pussy was for me and lost myself in the moment. She pressed closer.

“You’re going to be a good and obedient boy for me, aren’t you?” murmured Frida into my ear.

“Yes,” I said and, after a moment, added: “Miss”.

“Good boy,” she smiled sweetly at me, leaned down and then I felt her soft, warm lips against mine. It was so unexpected, though I suppose I should have seen it coming. I stiffened before I relaxed into the embrace and placed my arms around her.

She moaned. It was a sound that was enough to drive me wild. She pressed against me, and again I imagined how her pussy was dripping with desire for me. Heat from our embrace seemed to gather in my loin. I returned her moan and was slightly surprised at how much it sounded like a whimper. She ground her cunt against my jeans, sending jolts of pleasure along my cock. She sighed into my ear and my fingers tightened around her waist. Somewhere at the edges of my consciousness, I became aware of a dripping sound, like water from a drain dripping into a small puddle after a rainy night. It brought my mind to her dripping wet pussy once more. The warmth in my crotch spread and I bucked my hips involuntarily.

Suddenly frustrated at the fabric keeping my cock from entering her, I retrieved one of my hands from her waist and edged down the length of her skirt. She stopped it before I could slip it under her skirt.

“Nah-uh,” she said and clicked her tongue.

“No touching yet. Did you forget that we’re in public?” she said. Her hand gripped my wrist and forced it over my head. She kissed me again and this time, the sound that escaped my lips was definitely a whimper. Too soon, she ended the kiss. She gave me a wide smile when she pulled away from our kiss. The movement gave me a pang of loss. But at the sight of her smile, which held promises of what was to come, I quickly forgot the emptiness she left when she moved away.

“What do you say if I suggest we get back to my place and continue this in private?” she asked with a wink.

“Well, I think that would be an excellent suggestion,” I said and returned her smile. She unwrapped herself from my lap. As she stepped away, it was as if she took some of my warmth with her. The wind, which before had seemed warm, now seemed to send a chill straight to my crotch. Almost as if… She was staring at my crotch. I looked down, following her gaze. There, spreading out from my crotch, was a large dark spot. I stared at it, not comprehending the implications of that spot at first. Surely, I hadn’t…?

“Oh, my! What have you done? Did you pee your pants?”

The full story is available on Amazon here.

OEBPS/image_8.jpg
An Erotic, Taboo ABDL Short Story






