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“Be a good boy today, sweetie.” Julia kissed me on the cheek and smacked my butt. I yelped and looked back at her, blushing.

“Oh honey, you’re irresistibly cute.” She smiled and pulled me close for a kiss. I was very aware that I was running late. Her hand travelled to the front of my trousers and leaned close to my ear.

“I hope you’re going to be a good boy for me today, won’t you?” I nodded.

“Good.” She patted me on the butt again. She had started that habit after our play session last week where she had put me in nappies. Every time she caressed my butt, I was reminded of the diapers, whether I was wearing them or not. When she discovered how much the fluffy cotton had turned me on, she made me wear diapers whenever we were at home. Today was a University day, so I didn’t need to wear them until I came home in the evening.

“Well, off you go. We don’t want you to be late, do we?” I looked at my watch before I darted out of the door to run to the bus. I glanced at my wrist watch every so often. I know, I know… Who even still has those? But here I am looking at my wrist watch. When I glanced back up to the road, my heart leaped and nearly jumped out of my chest when I saw the bus standing at the stop. I could see the people milling onto the bus. If I didn’t hurry up, I wasn’t going to make it. I sprinted the last few metres and discovered that I could have made it without the sprinting. There were still a few people in front of me in the queue. I slammed my oyster card on the e-payment reader and found a seat next to an elderly lady. I glanced out the window and looked at the buildings as we drove past. A vibration from my pocket notified me that I’d received a message. I glanced down at the screen. It was from Julia.

‘Oh, a little tip. I would be careful not to dig too deep in your bag, if I were you.’ My eyes bulged. She wouldn’t have? Would she? I quickly tapped a reply.

‘You didn’t?’ No answer. I looked at the bag suspiciously. I didn’t dare open the bag on the bus, fearful of the prying eyes of the other passengers. I focused on breathing, trying to meditate on the bus. It felt as though my bag was on fire on my lap. My heart rate quickened in anticipation. I got off on the bus stop to my Uni and walked with quick steps to my lecture hall.

I found a seat and sat down. I was usually the first one, and I was relieved to find that today was no different. With half an eye on the door, I carefully pried the lid of my bag open and glanced at the contents. Nothing looked out of the ordinary. I brought out my laptop, my course book, a pen and my writing book. When I grabbed the notebook, something white was apparent at the bottom. I quickly put it back. It was a bit of an over-kill with a lap-top and a notebook, anyway. I closed the lid and held the bag so tight my knuckles turned white. Julia had put a diaper in my bag. The sentence rushed over in my mind several times before I realised that she had actually done it. I looked down at the bag and opened the lid again. I had to make sure…I removed the notebook and glanced down. There was no mistaking that white shape. I let out a shaky breath and closed the lid before I placed the bag on the floor between my legs. I fished my phone out of my pocket. I considered what to write for a moment, before my fingers did the work for me.

‘Um. Why is there a…thing in my bag?’ I wrote. A vibration. My eyes scanned the text.

‘I’d like you to stay hydrated today, sweetheart. 2.5 litres before class finish, should be good.’ I swallowed. A small vibration again.

‘And sweetie, you know as well as I do that we need to make sure to protect you from accidents when you’re being good and hydrating.’ The door opened and the lecturer entered the class room. I followed her with my eyes.

‘Don’t we?’

‘Yes, miss.’ I replied and quickly pocketed my phone while students started filling the class. 2.5 litres might sound like a lot. Which, to be fair, it was. I bit my lip. I wanted to be strategious about my water consumption. I couldn’t drink everything at once, that would be dangerous for my kidney. Not to mention my bladder. The class was my only class that day, and it lasted for a full 3 hours. If I drank consistently for the entire class, there would at least be a chance I could relieve myself of the first part of the fluids I consumed. But what if Julia messaged me saying I needed to put them on straight away? I glanced around to make sure no-one saw what I did before I opened my bag and quickly grabbed my water bottle. Best make sure no-one actually sees what a pervert I am. Although, I had been thinking about it, and if someone did find out about my diapers, they would probably not leap to the conclusion that I like wearing them. I placed my bottle on my desk and stared at it. I bit my lip. Then lifted it to start drinking. I trusted my girlfriend, and this was obviously one of those times when she knew best and I didn’t. My bottle has the capacity of exactly 1 litre, so it is easy to keep track of how much water I have been drinking. My thoughts were scattered. I turned on my laptop and opened a new document with the time, date, name of lecturer and topic.

I tried focusing on what the lecturer was saying. I really did. But after 30 minutes, my document was still blank. It felt as though the material at the bottom of the bag was glowing and everyone could see it. I drank the rest of my water and saw that the first hour was coming to an end. I got up to get to the restroom to fill my bottle. My University is quite relaxed so if you need to leave the classroom, it is fine to do so. I slipped out with my bottle in my hand and opened the door to the restroom. My hand shook as I approached the water filling station. When I’d filled the bottle, I leaned over the sink and splashed water in my face to try and calm down. The adrenaline was surging through my body, making my blood pound audibly in my ears. I took a deep breath through my nose. The water made my dick twitch and it felt as though I needed to use the bathroom. I knew from experience that the water had probably not yet made its way through my system, but it would soon start building up a pressure on my bladder. I glanced over at the urinal. Julia had not yet specified anything about bathroom breaks for the day. I placed the bottle on the sink and went to stand in front of one of them. I pulled my cock out and aimed it into the white bowl. For what seemed like ages, nothing happened. I sighed and closed my eyes. After a few seconds, I felt a small stream travel from the tip of my cock. I opened my eyes and looked down. There was something hypnotising about the yellow liquid splashing against the white bowl. It soon turned from a stream to a tiny dribble before it stopped. I shook it off and tucked it away into my boxers again. The few dribbles my cock had given away would do little for the maelstrom that would be released later. I washed my hand, picked up the bottle and returned to my seat in the classroom.

Julia was right, of course. I was horrible at staying hydrated when I wasn’t staying at home the entire day. I didn’t like to run back and forth from the classroom to the loo which meant that I kept my liquid intake at a minimum during lecture time. I sighed. The large water consumption was making me slightly nauseated and I decided to put the bottle away for a few minutes. A text popped up on my computer screen. I silently questioned why I had decided to link my phone to my laptop before curiosity got the better of me.

‘Are you good and staying hydrated?’

My eyes widened and I glanced sideways to see what the person next to me was doing. She was bent over her notes. I quickly typed a reply.

‘Yes, Miss.’

’Such a good boy. Have you needed the restroom?’ I closed down the message as soon as I finished reading it and glanced to the girl next to me. She was still hunched over her notes.

‘I went a few minutes ago.’

‘Excellent, then I think it’s safe to say that you can do without another one before you come home.’

‘But Miss, what if I need to go?’ A few minutes passed before a new text popped up on my screen.

‘No bathroom breaks from now until you’re home. Don’t make me repeat myself again.’ I swallowed, then minimised the app.

Fifteen minutes later I started noticing it. The first wave of water was starting to want to come out. It had been over an hour since I started consuming the first part of the water and now nature wanted to take its course. I took a breath and clenched my fist. The second bottle was now half way down. Only one more litre to go. Another rush from my bladder. I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold it until I left Uni that day. I picked up my phone, not wanting to open the app on my computer. I glanced around before I typed a message and hid the phone in my hands under the table. 

‘I need to pee.’ After what seemed ages, I received a reply.

‘Sweetheart, are you not wearing the diaper I put in your bag?’ I hesitated before I replied.

‘No, Miss.’

‘Sweetie, why aren’t you wearing your diaper?’

‘I thought I’d proven that I’m a big boy?’

’I think we both know the answer to that, sweetie. Go put it on. You know what happened last time… There’s a reason why I put it there, you know.’

‘But what if someone notices?’

‘Would you rather have an accident in your pants without wearing diapers?’

‘No, Miss.’

‘That’s what I thought. Now be a good little boy and go put on your diapers. And tell you what… if your diapers are still dry when you come home, you’ll get to wear your big boy pants the rest of the week.’ I smiled and typed a quick reply.

‘Deal.’  A new text popped up on the screen.

‘Ah, but if I win, darling, those diapers are not coming off for 2 weeks.’

‘Yes, Miss.’

‘Oh, and sweetie…you don’t need your big boy underwear so you can put that where you found the diaper.’

‘Yes, Miss.’

I swallowed and put my phone in my pocket. I loved playing this game. Not because I enjoyed the competition. Both Julia and I knew very well that I would always and inevitably lose, but that was exactly why I loved playing this game. I enjoyed the feeling of surrendering complete control to Julia. And that included bathroom privileges. I picked up my bag and put the bottle back inside before leaving my seat to go back to the restroom. I figured I’d empty the bottle at the same time and fill it up with the new litre, seeing as I only had one litre left to drink. I glanced around the toilet and let out a sigh of relief. It was empty. I walked into one of the stalls and locked the door. I closed the toilet lid and placed my bag on the floor. I looked at my hands. They were shaking more violently than before. My breath hitched. I opened the bag and pulled out the crinkly material at the bottom. I smiled and stroked it. I think I was in a state of disbelief. Not quite believing it was happening. Admittedly, I enjoyed less to put them on myself than when Julia put them on me, but I enjoyed the feeling of them enough that it didn’t matter too much. I unfolded it and cringed slightly at the noise they were making. I was relieved that the bathroom was empty, but I worried about how long they would stay vacant and sped up my movements. I quickly took off my shoes and pulled down my trousers and underwear before I proceeded to put down the diaper on the toilet seat. I sat down on the material. The soft cotton was a comfort I had missed. I felt secure when I was wearing them. They were a reminder of a really intimate and secret control shared between Julia and me. The door slammed open. I froze. I stopped breathing. My eyes followed the shadow as it walked past my door and over to the urinals. I kept my hands completely still, afraid of moving a single muscle. The trickle of urine hit the urinals. The sound made me aware of how much I needed to go myself. I looked down, then closed my eyes to concentrate better. My dick was desperately trying to hold in the pee. But my body had started to get used to using diapers and it was more difficult than it had been in the beginning to hold it back. A gush of piss spurted out of my dick and hit the fabric. My eyes opened wide and stared down at my leaking cock. I watched hypnotised as the diaper absorbed my piss. It stopped as quickly as it had started. I held my breath. The sound of my urine hitting the diaper had sounded like thunder in my ears. I glanced at the shadow under the stall. His stream was still steadily hitting the porcelain next to where I sat with only a wall between us. The sound of the piss was torturous to listen to in my need for relief. An idea hit me. As quietly as I could, I stood up and turned towards the toilet where the nappy was laid out on the seat. I grabbed my cock and aimed it at the diaper. I bit my bottom lip, considering what I was about to do one last time. The tiny spot already there meant that I had lost the game with Julia anyway. I looked down and released a stream that landed on the fabric of the diaper. The reason why my diapers had leaked in the past was because the fabric closest to my crotch and around my legs had given in. But almost always the case was that the fabric further up was still dry. I took aim and let loose my pee into the top of the lining. It felt heavenly to let go without fearing a leak. The last drops emptied themselves into the nappy. It wasn’t an awful lot. But then again, I’d been drinking steadily for the past two hours which meant that I’d be wetting the diaper steadily, too. I heard the water from the sink stop and the footsteps walked away. When I heard the door slam shut, I sat back down on the diaper and pulled the front up in place. My thoughts raced. I hadn’t heard the other person move away from the urinal in the first place. Had he heard me taking a piss into the diapers? I pulled the back and front up and taped the four strips securely in place in the front. My hands went down between my legs, checking that the safeguards were neatly in place to prevent any leaks. It hadn’t actually happened with this brand before and I prayed today would not be the first time. I regretted wetting them while not wearing them because the pee had made the fabric slightly cold already. I was very aware of my vulnerable position only wearing a diaper and a hoodie, even behind a locked stall. I bent down to pick up my trousers, quickly put them on and pushed my feet back into my shoes. I opened the door and walked to the sink with my shoulder bag pressing against my padded butt. I washed my hands and emptied the bottle before I filled it up again.

Back in the class room I was feeling the pressure of pee build up again. I had only come back five minutes earlier, but that didn’t stop my bladder. I glanced around myself. Everyone seemed to either pay attention to the lecturer or do their own thing. I pulled up my laptop and opened the document with the class notes. I stared at the screen while concentrating on letting go. It was a little more difficult in class than at home. When I was at home, I was already used to wetting the diapers. Here, I was surrounded by my class mates.

I stared at the screen and closed my eyes from relief when I felt the fluids leave my body. I shifted my weight a little on the seat and glanced around to make sure no one noticed. I quietly cursed and thanked Julia at the same time, for all the liquids because it made the contents of my increasingly wet diaper odourless, but at the same time they also became increasingly soggy.

When class finally finished, I had not been able to concentrate at all. The entire session was like a blur to me, with nothing sticking to me, except the fabric of my diaper. I started packing up my things and deliberately took my time doing so. The other students milled out the door and I was eventually left alone. The lecturer gave me a look as if to ask me why I was still there. I smiled weakly and nodded before I grabbed my coat and threw it on. I flung my shoulder bag over and noticed, to my great relief that it covered my backside where the coat didn’t. It gave me a reassurance that I was grateful for. When I stood up from the seat, I noticed that I had wet myself a lot more than I thought. Thankfully, this brand is meant to take a lot of leaks, but my paranoia wanted to change before I left my uni to go home. For a split second I considered removing the diaper, but quickly tossed the idea away. One, because with all the fluid I’d consumed the past three hours, I was going to have an accident on my way home more likely than not, and two: I would really be in trouble with Julia if I didn’t. A tiny part of me revelled in considering what punishment she would dash out if I came home without wearing the diaper. Of course her means of punishment actually works…she would most likely not bend me over her knee and- I forced my train of thoughts to stop when I felt my member start to grow inside the wet diaper and decided to try and shift my focus to something else. I opened the door to exit the building and looked around, trying to spot anyone I knew so I could avoid them. No one from my class. Good. I bent my head down and kept my gaze locked at the ground and walked away from the building. I tried my best not to keep my walk awkward. I wished she’d given me one of the less visible ones. Just as the thought entered my head, I felt the need to pee again. Maybe a thick diaper wasn’t such a bad idea after all… If the diaper was less thick, it might leak on the way home. A part of me still worried about leakage, even if this brand of diapers had not failed me yet. I walked out the gates without running into anyone I knew and stopped at the bus stop. We didn’t live too far away from my uni, but I took the bus on days when I was in a rush. Today I was not in a rush, but something told me that walking home today would give me a few strange looks, especially if I kept filling the diaper until it forced my legs apart so I could only waddle…I looked at the waiting seats at the bus stop and considered sitting down. I took a step closer to them, but decided against it when I felt the wet material cling to my insides as I shifted my weight. The pressure was building up and it was getting increasingly difficult to hold back. I glanced at the other people waiting before I let go of the pee that had built up during the last few minutes. There were a few other people at the bus stop, but no one I knew. One of the girls glanced at me and I looked away, blushing as if she could see what I was doing in my pants. Did I really have to blush? I was breathing through my nose in order to try and control my breathing and my rapid heart beat. The red London bus approached and I sighed in relief. The bus opened and revealed only a few passengers. The class had been a morning class, so I would avoid the worst of traffic. I went over to an empty seat and sat down. The moment my ass made impact with the seat, it squelched. I turned my attention to the window, feigning ignorance. On the inside I was panicking. Had anyone heard that? Could they see through me? A guy was running past the window and jumped onto the bus. He grinned at the bus driver and slammed his contact-less on the panel. He stared right at me, grinned and made his way to the seat next to me. Fuck.

“Hey man!” He clapped me on the back and sat down next to me.

“Hey Thomas.” He grinned at me.

“How was class?” I shrugged and gazed out the window. I really didn’t want to do this now.

“Ah, say no more. I know exactly the feeling. Oh, tell you what…” and then he started rambling. I couldn’t pay attention to what he was saying. Instead I nodded and smiled at times that seemed appropriate. I was sitting next to a friend while I was wearing a wet diaper. It was embarrassing and I had no idea how to tackle the situation except pretending that everything was normal. I saw that we were getting close to where I was getting off and was silently thankful.

“All right, well, this is my stop.” I smiled at him apologetically for making him get up. When I got up, I realised to my terror that it meant walking past him with my diaper on. Could he see it? Did he know? Fuck. I waved and stepped out of the bus. I leaned on a wall and let out a breath I didn’t realise I was holding. My heart was racing. I stood up and realised that I’d been holding myself during the entire ride on the bus. And now I needed to go. I thought about all the water I had consumed. I’d already wet myself quite profusely and was slightly concerned it wouldn’t hold and start leak. I decided to hold it for a bit longer. It was only a ten minute walk from the bus stop. As I walked I really noticed how much I had wet myself. The diaper had absorbed a lot of liquid, and with the absorbency, it had grown and made it difficult for me to walk. I kept walking, trying to walk as ordinary as I could, as if everything was normal. I didn’t meet anyone’s eye. I was so embarrassed. My ears were practically steaming from the heat. And I was afraid of getting an erection if I saw anyone looking at me. A cramp made me wince from the pain. It was a tell-tale sign that I wouldn’t hold it for long. I took a deep breath. I had to…I couldn’t. Fuck. My body was already used to wearing and using the diaper… I wasn’t able to hold it. I stopped at a traffic light and felt the piss escape my bladder in a torrent. I desperately tried to clamp down, but it was too late. The floodgates were open. I didn’t dare look down, afraid of how visible my diaper was through my clothing. It held, but now my growing erection was pressing against the fabric. I sped up my pace and when I finally rounded the last corner, I had a full-blown hard-on. I brought out my keys to unlock my door and took a deep breath, willing my dick to go down. I turned the key and went inside, slamming the door shut behind me. I leaned my head against the door and closed my eyes, relieved it was over.

“Oh, hello honey!” Julia smiled wide and entered the hall. She leaned close and kissed me. I moaned into her lips, desperately seeking the warmth and comfort she offered after the mental strain of being outside by myself.

“And how’s my good boy? Are you still my big boy?” Her hands went to unbutton her blouse and I could see her gorgeous round breasts inside a sexy, black bra. She smiled at me before she lifted her skirt to reveal stockings. She leaned close to my ear.

“I’m not wearing panties. Big boys get their rewards.” I felt her hand, which had been resting on my chest, trail down and grab my now soggy diaper. She made a pouty lip.

“Aw, did someone have an accident?” I opened my mouth to reply, but found myself unable to speak. I met her eyes for a brief second before I looked down and nodded.

“Oh, sweetheart. You’re just a little boy. Maybe we should give you a diaper change instead?” Her hand was still pressing against my cock. It twitched in response and it was a miracle I didn’t come right then and there. She smiled and took my hand and lead me to the bedroom.

She pushed me down onto the bed.

“You don’t mind if I got a towel and a change ready for you, already, do you?” I looked away and shook my head.

“It’s not that I don’t trust you, sweetheart, but…” she leaned over me, pushing one knee into my diapered crotch.

“It’s just that I know from experience that you don’t stay dry for long.” She kissed me.

“But that’s OK, sweetie. That’s why I’m here. To take care of you.” I was rubbing myself on her leg subconsciously. She looked down.

“Well someone’s excited.” She leaned closer

“Maybe I shouldn’t give you a change after all, if you like being wet this much.” I whimpered. She leaned down and placed her lips on my neck. She kissed it and moved her hand down to rub my dick through the fabric. She pulled away and stood up. My mouth fell open as I stared at her. I loved it when she stood in front of me while I was lying down. It made her look so tall and made me feel less in power. She let the blouse fall to the floor before she zipped down the skirt. She smiled at me and turned around slowly.

“You like what you see, nappyboy?” I swallowed and nodded. She chuckled and leaned over me to remove the tapes on my diaper.

“Well, I think that little boys who pee in their diapers don’t deserve to fuck their girlfriends. Do you think I want to have that little penis of yours inside me after what you did in the diaper?” I shook my head.

“No, of course not.” She smiled and removed the diaper from underneath my butt and replaced it with a new one. The air brushed my moist area, my dick still throbbing. She smiled at it and took out a baby wipe to clean me with. The wipe brushed everywhere but my dick. She chuckled again, then brought out a new wipe.

“Don’t worry, little man, I haven’t forgotten about you.” I moaned as the wipe made contact with my dick. She wrapped it around my shaft and brought it down the entire length. Not that it’s much to brag about… She tucked both wipes inside the old diaper and smiled at me. Her eyes met mine and she wrapped a hand around my shaft.

“Who’s my good little boy?” I let out a shaky breath.

“You really like having your diapers changed, don’t you sweetheart?” I nodded. My gaze followed her hand movement. My hips jerked involuntarily as she wrapped a finger over the head to rub the dribbles of pre-cum that was gathering at the tip.

“Uh-oh. Better get this wrapped up before you have another accident.” I groaned frustrated and watched in despair as she pressed my dick against my stomach and wrapped the sides of the diaper around me. With the tapes securely fastened at the front, she leaned her entire weight on top of me and smiled down. I closed my eyes at the feeling of her body pressing against my abandoned erection. She kissed me and my hands went around to embrace her. She pulled away from the kiss and smiled again. She reached over to the nightstand and opened the drawer. She pulled out a large dildo and grinned.

“Impressive, isn’t it?” I nodded.

“Since your little dick is too small and keeps leaking… I need something else to satisfy me.” She sat up and looked at me.

“Aaawww, did you think you were getting a big boy rewards, after all? Awww, how cute.” She kissed my cheek and moved over to the top of the bed. I sat up and turned to face her. She leaned her back at the head of the bed frame and spread her legs while watching me. She pushed the plastic cock inside of her and I watched her face wash over with relief. She opened her eyes and beckoned me closer with a finger. I crawled over. She grabbed my hand and placed it on the dildo.

“This is how you can please me today, nappyboy.” I looked down at the phallus in my hand and pulled it slightly out of her before entering it back inside her.

“Mmmmh, yes, sweetie, just like that.” After a while, I was able to pace a steady rhythm. She moaned with my hand between her legs, working the dildo instead of my cock. My cock was pressing angrily at its restraints in the diaper. I started humping the mattress through the padding while I pushed the dildo in and out of her warm embracing lips. She opened her eyes and saw me humping the mattress.

“Mark, stop that. You’re losing focus.” I bit my teeth together, groaned and focused on her. She placed a finger on her clit and started rubbing, removed it to moisturise it between her lips before returning it again. She was moving her hips back and forth to control the rhythm now. I gazed at her face as it twisted and contorted.

“Oh, Mark, yes, yes, yes! Right there! Yes! Yes!” Her eyes opened and stared at a spot right above my right ear. Her breath stopped and her mouth opened. I pushed the dildo in and out a few more times before she let out a long animalistic sound and collapsed. I removed the dildo and placed it on the nightstand before I lied down on top of her with my head resting on her breast. I’d done my best to ignore my cock’s plea for attention and it had lost the worst of its anger. After several minutes she pressed her lips on my head and kissed me.

“Good boy.” I wriggled and smiled. I felt her hand move down my body before it rested on my crotch. I closed my eyes to avoid her look.

“Sweetie…are you wetting yourself right now?” My eyes opened and looked up at her with a guilty expression. She smiled down at me. I felt her hand through the diaper while the last drops of my pee gushed out of my cock. When I was done, she started rubbing it. I moaned and pressed into her touch.

“Oh, darling, what am I to do with you?” I didn’t reply. My dick was growing harder under her strokes. I opened my eyes and looked up at her. She smiled mischievously. I looked down and saw her move her hand up to the top of the diaper. I gasped when her hand snuck inside and touched my cock.

“Oh dear. You are quite wet, and still you’re this hard?”

“Ah-nnn.” I was unable to make an intelligible reply. She grinned and removed her hand. She sat up, and by default pushed me up at the same time. She pushed me down into the mattresses and stepped behind me.

“I saw the way you were eyeing my dildo, darling.” I pressed my head into the pillow and moaned before I shook my head.

“I think that it’s only fair you get fucked, too, sweetie. After all, how else am I going to let you know who’s in charge?” My hips buckled. I heard her light laughter behind me. I felt her push the wet diaper down to reveal my ass. Then I heard her remove a cap from a bottle and moments later, I felt a cool liquid against my asshole. Her finger massaged the entrance before pushing inside. I felt the finger protrude my insides and grunted into the pillow. The feeling was unlike any other I’d experienced. I felt a second finger enter me, stretching me. I moaned and my hips bucked again. She kept fucking me with her fingers until she felt satisfied before she opened the drawer to the night stand again. I turned my head to look at it. Her hand brought back a small, pink toy.

“I got something cute and pink, especially for you, sweetie.” I felt the cold material against my ass. Then she pushed the tip of it inside. Instead of sliding all the way in, she took it out again before putting it back. I bucked my hips back and felt more of it entering this time before she removed it again.

“Do you want this, sweetie?” she taunted me. I only moaned into the pillow again and rubbed my dick into the wet diaper. She pushed the toy back once more and this time let it slide all the way in. I let out a long moan when I felt it hit my prostate. I could hear her smile behind me and she pulled out the toy before slamming it back inside. I bit down into the pillow and moaned. My dick twitched and I was no longer able to control my bucking hips. I humped the diaper into the mattress vigorously until I came. I shot my seed into the diaper while Julia pressed the toy against my bundle of nerves. Completely spent, I relaxed and flopped down on the bed. Julia removed the toy from my ass and pulled the diaper back up. She pushed a hand down the front of my diapers and tucked the penis downwards. She removed her hand, and I felt her shift to stand up from the bed, but I was too tired to turn my head and look at her. I heard her footsteps move away, the sound of water dripping from the sink and then footsteps returning. Her body lied down next to me and I felt her hand run through my hair before I fell asleep. 
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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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