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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 has 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-mam...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 tea cup, 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. She looked down at my trapped penis and grinned at me before starting to stroke my growing erection through the soft fabric of the diaper. 

“My, aren’t you getting excited about this?” I was horrified by my increased sensation of arousal and before I knew it, I was starting to meet her strokes by thrusting my hips in time with her hand, she stopped. 

“Oh, I’m sorry, did you think I was going to let you come?” Her hand moved to her left pocket where she produced a mobile phone and before I thought to cover myself up, she snapped photos of me. 

“There.” she pressed on her screen before turning it around to face me. I could see myself on the screen with a diaper not quite successfully hiding the raging boner underneath. I covered my face with my hands as I could feel the heat of embarrassment rise to my cheeks.

“Well, I only want to protect myself should you try something I don’t like, that doesn’t seem unreasonable does it?” 

“But Julia, if you have pictures, how can I know you’re not going to show them to anyone?” She put on a mask of mock concern.

“Are you saying you don’t trust me?” I started to stutter as she laughed back at me. 

“Honestly, you’re a clever lad, surely you know the meaning of the word ‘bribery’?” I nodded meekly, got up and reached for my trousers before pulling them on over my padded butt. As I looked up, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. With relief, I could tell that It was actually hardly noticeable that I was wearing a diaper underneath these trousers. Of course, the crinkling sound of the diaper as soon as I started to move and the constant pressure made it difficult to forget that I was wearing one. 

She led me back to the table to play some more cards. 

“Would you deal the cards while I go brew some more tea, my love?” I nodded and she kissed the top of my head affectionately before moving towards the kitchen. I cursed inside my head as I could physically feel the bladder still filling up from the previous cup of tea. Luckily my still semi-erect penis prevented me from relieving my bladder and I was desperately hoping to stay dry for long enough to be able to claim the title of an adult again. She came back with our two cups of tea and I noticed that my cup was noticeably larger than hers. I frowned as I started dealing the cards. She held her cup of tea with both hands and smiled above the cup. After blowing some of the steam away, she asked: 

“Problem, darling?” Instead of answering, I picked up my cards and sorted them. I wondered what would happen if I didn’t drink the cup of tea. Would she force me to drink it? I couldn’t bear the thought of more liquids in my system at this point. If I did, I suspected I wouldn’t be able to hold it. 

“Do you honestly think it matters by this point, dear?” I looked at her with confusion at first, but then I realised that she had seen me staring at my cup of tea. My shoulders slumped and I grabbed the cup which was cooled down to an endurable temperature by now. Surely, it couldn’t get much worse? 

“HAH!” I exclaimed and lay down a winning hand. 

“Yes, yes, you won. Didn’t your parents ever tell you that it’s bad manners to boast about winning? Only children do that.” 

“Well, I still won. Again.” She smiled at me, wrote the tally down in her notebook before calmly shuffling the cards. Her hands, which only an hour ago had administered the diaper I was currently not trying to flood. Did she always shuffle that slowly? The pressure in my lower abdomen was starting to get uncomfortable and I was wondering if I could just release just a little bit of my urine into the diaper. If I only allowed myself to go a little, she might not notice that I had gone at all. I tried my best to relax and let go, but nothing happened. I shifted in my seat before picking up the cards she had dealt me. 

“Are you all right, darling? You seem a bit uncomfortable over there?” I glared back at her as I sorted my cards, not bothering to reply. I really had to go now. Why wouldn’t it work? I didn’t give a damn if I had to use a diaper right now, I just wanted to let go. I alternated between relaxing and trying to force it out, but nothing would happen. Maybe I was experiencing an incident of a shy bladder. I could try and sneak away to the kitchen in the disguise of disposing of the tea bags and clearing away the cups. I looked up at Julia. 

“I’ll just go put this in the dishwasher and throw away the tea bags, darling.” She smiled up at me. 

“Thank you, dear. That is very nice of you.” I stood up, grumbling at the rustling sound the diaper made from my every move, pecked Julia’s cheek and gathered the mess from the table. As I pecked her cheek, her hand grabbed my crotch. 

“Just checking to see if you’re still dry since you seem so uncomfortable over there.” Then she patted my padded butt and smiled 

“I’m sorry, I thought maybe you were trying to hide that you had already wet yourself. It seems I was wrong, maybe you are a big boy, after all.” I blushed and walked to the kitchen with the cups and the bags in my hand. 

I placed the cups in the sink. Did what she said mean that I would be allowed a bathroom break for holding myself? Could I do that for just a little while longer? 

“Oh, and while you’re out there, would you fill a pint of water for me, my love?” My hand formed a fist as I struggled against the pressure in my bladder. 

“Of course”. I had no idea how I managed to press out the words while I reached for one of the taller glasses in the cupboard. 

“Make sure it’s properly cold first”. I put on the tap. The sound of water hitting the sink was like torture to my ears. I leaned on the sink and closed my eyes, trying to shut out the sound, but instead a small stream started to trickle into my diaper. I gave in and relaxed completely, giving away to the pressure and allowing the few drips to flood my diaper. The relief made my mind go to a state of absolute bliss and I was unable to focus on anything other than the sweet relief of letting go after holding it for so long and I could no longer feel the painful pressure in my abdomen. What felt like several minutes, had probably only taken a few seconds. Then I noticed the heaviness of the diaper being pulled down by my urine and gravity and my face started to burn shamefully again as I could feel my cock springing to life from the unfamiliar sensation of my warm piss being absorbed by the diaper. I grabbed the glass and filled it from the tap before bringing it with me back to the table. 

“Here you go, darling” I stretched my arm with the glass towards Julia who smiled back at me. 

“I want you to drink it all before we go to bed.” 

“What!? No, no, no. If I do that, surely you can’t expect me to be able to hold myself?” 

“What, I thought we already established that you weren’t an adult? And if you’re not an adult, it’s fine not to be able to hold yourself, isn’t it?” 

“But I-” I started to protest as I sat down, but I was distracted when my buttocks met the fabric of the wet soggy diaper. 

“But you what? But you’re an adult? Do adults wear diapers?” 

“Well...old people wear diapers, and they’re adults!” I’d finally come up with an argument that might work. 

“Well, those people are sick. Are you sick?” I stared down at the table, immediately shot down as if she didn’t need any time to come up with counter arguments. 

“Well, are you?” I shook my head and shifted uncomfortably in my seat again. 

“No, so no more silliness from you.” The constant reminder of my action removed my cockiness from the card game as I won another round. Julia looked at me while I shuffled the cards and tried to act normal, but I was unable to face her and kept shifting my gaze around. She grinned at me as I started to deal and grabbed my hand. 

“Sweetheart?” I looked at her for a split second, but I wasn’t able to keep the gaze and I had to look away. 

“Darling, you look terribly uncomfortable, is there anything you would like to tell me?” I looked down at the table where her hand was resting on top of mine. Was there any point in denying that I had soaked myself like a little boy? She was bound to find out in just a little time from now. I opened my mouth with the intention of confessing to my wet diaper, but I only managed a stubborn ‘no’. I sighed with frustration and started gathering my cards. 

“You know you’re only making this uncomfortable for yourself? You just have to ask.” I picked up a card from the pile and threw another away. If I asked for a diaper change it would be admitting out loud that I had wet the diaper. On the other hand, if I didn’t ask I would have to sit in my own piss for who knows how long. I collected my cards and put them face down on the table, stared at them and with a barely audible voice that I couldn’t recognise as my own I was able to utter: 

“I wet my diaper, would you please change it for me?” She burst out laughing and I could feel my cheeks burning again. 

“I can’t believe it. You actually wet yourself?” I clenched my teeth with irritation and nodded. 

“But darling, why didn’t you just ask for the key? That’s what any sensible adult would do.” My head shot up.

“You mean to say I could’ve just asked for the key and I wouldn’t have to soil myself!?” She put a hand over her mouth to stifle her giggle fits. 

“Well, I didn’t say that. But you didn’t ask, so how would you know whether I would’ve given it to you or not?” I was at a loss. 

“Tell you what, if you win the next round, I’ll change your diaper. Shouldn’t be too hard for you, since you’ve been on a winning streak most of the evening.” I took up my cards and waited my turn. 

I lost 5 rounds and all I was received with was a laugh and a few retorts about having to play another round before I finally won. She smiled and grabbed my hand to make me stand up. The heavy diaper sagged on my hips and in my head it seemed impossible for her not to notice it through my trousers. She made me walk in front of her to the bathroom. It was a silent walk where it felt as if her gaze burnt through my back and I was convinced that the sagginess of my diaper was very visible through my trousers. I stood in the middle of the bathroom, not quite sure what to do. 

“Well, I can’t change your diaper if you’re wearing your pants, now can I? You’ve earned this change in a fair game, and I assume you want to make use of this opportunity, too? After all, you don’t want to go to bed with a wet diaper”. I slowly hooked my thumbs under the brim of my trousers and slid them down my ankles. I looked away, not wanting to see the sogginess between my legs as I felt I could feel it well enough. Julia moved so she was standing behind me and guided me softly with her hands so I stood in front of the bathroom mirror. 

“Look at you. How can you expect to be treated like an adult when you look like this?” She pressed one hand down on the front of my diaper, making the wetness inside press on my cock. 

“You wet yourself thoroughly, didn’t you?” I could feel my cock rise again to her administrative touch outside of my diaper, but this time she removed it again before I could start to grind against it. 

The new diaper felt so nice against my skin after the first one and I knew it wouldn’t be long until all the liquids from the evening would catch up with me. Before we left the bathroom, I turned to my girlfriend. 

“Um. Julia?” 

“Yes, sweetheart?” 

“Can I use the bathroom before we go to bed?” 

“But you just went. In your diaper. No, I think you can manage to hold yourself now.” 

“But...what if I wet the bed? I did have a lot of water” 

“Well...then it’ll be a good thing we put a diaper on you before we went to bed, wouldn’t it? And don’t blame me because you drank a lot of water.” I felt so defeated as we headed towards the bedroom. I sat down at the edge of the bed still wearing all my clothes when Julia asked me what I thought I was doing. I looked at her not quite understanding what she meant. 

“Why are you wearing clothes? You never wear clothes to bed.” 

“But...the diaper…” 

“Well, of course the diaper stays on.” That wasn’t quite what I meant. Sleeping in the diaper meant that every time my bottom half came near her, I’d be reminded that I was wearing a diaper and somehow wearing my trousers on the outside felt like a protective layer which, of course it wasn’t. She’d feel the diaper through my trousers just as well as if I wasn’t wearing them. I removed my trousers and laid down on my side of the bed, lying on my back to decrease the pressure on my bladder. Julia let out a giggle as she lied down and turned to face me. 

“Are you comfortable?” I hesitated before I replied. 

“I think I may have had a bit too much tea.” 

“Tell you what. If you wet your diaper before I fall asleep, I’ll give you a change. If you don’t, you’ll simply have to wait ‘til the morning.” I turned to look at her in annoyance. 

“Honestly, I do know how to hold myself through the night.” 

“Suit yourself.” She turned away from me, leaving me with my battling thoughts. If I tried to hold myself, I would end up very uncomfortable in the morning. And with the amount of liquids I had consumed, I was not even sure I would be able to hold it until the morning. And if I wasn’t able to hold it, I would have to sleep in my own urine. Either way, it would be a very uncomfortable night. Unless I wet myself immediately. However, wetting myself whilst lying down proved an impossible task and before I knew it, Julia was asleep. 

The hours ticked away, and the pressure became more and more uncomfortable as my bladder filled with more and more liquid. I was growing increasingly frustrated by my body’s inability to relieve myself after years of training to not do so. Again I alternated between relaxing and trying to force out any droplets, but every time it felt like I was about to finally be able to pass the water, the feeling stopped and nothing came out. And still the arms on the clock on the bedstand kept ticking away. I had to do something. If only I was able to get some release, I might finally be able to sleep, too. I looked over at Julia before I carefully removed the duvet from my side of the bed and stood up on the floor. As I stood there, it only took a few seconds before a gush of warm liquid flowed into my diaper and it lasted so long I started to get nervous of leakage from the diaper. But it felt so good to finally be able to let go that I couldn’t bring myself to stop. Eventually the flow stopped and I felt the heavy diaper sag between my legs, the urine once again hardening the once soft material inside the diaper and putting a pressure on my cock. I testily moved my hand down to cup the material from the front. It was almost like touching my penis through a warm, wet thick silk cloth. It managed to hold without any leakage. I breathed out a thankful sigh before I guiltily crawled underneath the bedcovers again. 

Sleep evaded me once again. The wet diaper created my third erection for the day and I tried my best to ignore it. Eventually, after trying to lie on my back, my stomach and my sides, I gave up. I stared at the ceiling defeated. How could an uncomfortable, wet diaper give me such a hard-on? I closed my eyes and let my hand rest softly on my padded crotch. The touch from my hand caused the wet fabric to be pressed against my dick yet again and the feeling sent a jolt up my spine. I slowly started rubbing myself through the material and a soft moan escaped my lips. The sound made me stop abruptly and look over at Julia, terrified I might’ve woken her. Her heavy breathing and closed eyes told me she was still sleeping. What was I doing? I had just wet myself and now I was trying to rub myself to an orgasm in a diaper at the same time as my girlfriend was sleeping next to me. I sighed and turned over to my side to try and sleep once again. The position only put more pressure on my cock and I automatically moved my hand down to stroke it. 

I woke up only half an hour later. Now I was wet from my piss and sticky from my added cum. It was 5:30. Well. That should count as morning. I started to kiss Julia’s neck to wake her up. She moaned softly and turned around to face me before she caught my lips in a more passionate kiss. I instinctively shot my crotch towards her body and froze as my wet diaper pressed against her. She broke the kiss and peeped down underneath the covers. 

“Oh. I was wondering what that smell was.” 

“I’m sorry, I just. I really... It hurt and I really really had to go!” 

“Why didn’t you just wake me and ask for the key?” 

“Ah...well. You said...last night you said that if I wet myself, I just had to wait until morning.” 

“So I did, but I never mentioned you couldn’t ask for the key.” She patted me on the head and lifted my chin up for a kiss. 

“Do you want a change?” I nodded and ten minutes later we were back in bed. 

“Well. I hope you’ve learnt to appreciate clean diapers now. Try get some sleep, it can’t have been a very comfortable night. Although I did warn you before I fell asleep...”. It took seconds before the blissful sleep finally caught me. 

Julia was standing in the kitchen staring out the window as I approached her when I woke up. She turned around to face me with a cup of coffee in her hand. 

“I want to go for a walk today, what do you think?” I looked down at my well padded lower part. 

“Ah. I don’t mind taking a walk, but…” 

“Brilliant, get your shoes on, I was thinking we could go for that long walk around the lake today.” 

“Okay, but...is it really necessary for me to wear the diaper if we’re going for a walk?” Julia put her hands on her hips and raised an eyebrow. 

“Listen, you’ve wet yourself three times since yesterday and you want to know if it’s necessary for you to wear a diaper?” 

“But…” This was really getting out of hand. To make matters worse I needed to pee again too. Maybe if I wet the diaper before we went for the walk, she would give me a change and I would minimise the risk of wetting myself during the walk. 

“But what?” 

“But I have to go to the bathroom.” 

“Well, that’s too bad, you’re just going to have to hold yourself until we get back.” 

“But you said that if I asked for the key -” 

“I said that you never tried asking for the key. I never said what would have happened if you asked for the key. You should stop assuming things.” 

“What if I wet myself before we go for the walk, could you give me a change then?” My heart was racing while I waited for the answer. Julia smiled a sweet smile and gave me a kiss. 

“No”. I slumped my shoulders and started to look for my shoes. At least the diaper wasn’t too visible through my clothes. It was a really warm day and I didn’t want to wear my coat. I didn’t want anyone to be able to see my diaper either. I stood in front of the coat rack hesitating before my thoughts were interrupted by Julia who grabbed my hand and led me towards the front door. 

“You’ll just have to hold yourself like you always do when we’re out for a walk, sweetie. Tell you what, if you manage to stay dry, I’ll let you use the bathroom when we come back”. 

The pressure was starting to hurt as we came closer to our apartment and I was desperately trying to hold back to be able to use the bathroom. I hurried the walk home and I let go of Julia’s hand. I swear she was walking slowly on purpose. My hands were shaking as I pulled out the key and fumbled with the lock. When I was finally inside, I was jumping from one leg to the other like a child trying to hold myself. When Julia finally appeared, she started laughing at the sight of me. 

“Will you just open the bathroom door!?” She got out the key and lifted it to the lock before she pulled it away again. Then she grinned at me. 

“You know what, I don’t think you’ve earned this” I almost started crying. How could she say that I hadn’t deserved to use the bathroom now? 

“Darling, please. Stop joking.” She came closer and hugged me. When I tried to pull away, she hugged me tighter, and started to rub my crotch. My traitorous body betrayed me and I started to leak into the diaper once again. The feeling the release gave me was overwhelming and as Julia kept rubbing my crotch, and the pressure from my bladder subsided, my dick sprang to life again. I was already so humiliated that I didn’t care when I started grinding my diapered front on her hand. I only lasted a few minutes before I came hard inside the pissy diaper. 

“Awwwww, honey, how can you say you want to use the bathroom when you’re clearly so excited about nappies? You know what….I think I might keep you in diaper all the time when you’re in the house from now on…”
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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 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 easy 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 by 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 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 form 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 on 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 hole. 

"Since you've been so good, I'm going to 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 at: http://www.amazon.co.uk/Diapered-Tranny-erotic-short-story-ebook/dp/B016OULXJG/ref=asap_bc?ie=UTF8
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