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“Honey? Is that you?” The moment I stepped inside the house, I was greeted by Julia’s voice calling out to me from the living room.

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

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

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

“You left your computer on and I found your porn.” I wasn’t sure what to say. Partly because of the confusion. I always turned my computer off. I was way too paranoid to keep it on. Then the realisation of the implications that this might have on our relationship. It wouldn’t have been a big problem if it was a normal porn vid 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 for eating the food.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fine, what?” I let out a groan.

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

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

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

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

“Come on, raise that cute butt of yours for me.” I did as she said whilst looking sideways. What was I doing? I was a grown man who willingly had a diaper put on me by my girlfriend. And the worst part of this was that my dick was half erect as she fastened one tape and then the other. 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 liquid 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 pressure against 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 to 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 to 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 diapers all the time when you’re in the house from now on…”
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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 wristwatch. When I glanced back up to the road, my heart leapt 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 laptop 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 the class finishes, 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 classroom. 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 strategic 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 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 halfway 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 that 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 flowing 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 classroom, 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 classmates.

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 heartbeat. 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 met 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 leaking. 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 against 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 nightstand 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 bathroom door was locked. As my bladder tightened inside me, my cheeks flushed and it felt as if a tiny electric jolt of pleasure passed through my cock. My girlfriend Julia and I had been playing this game enough times in the past that I knew all too well what that locked door signified. It had been months since the first time I confessed to her that I enjoyed being dominated and forced to wear diapers. Since that first time, she’d indulged in my fantasies from time to time when we were alone. But this time was different. This time, Julia’s friend, Charlotte, was going to be here any moment. I turned around to face Julia. A flicker of light, which shone through the window, drew my eyes to the key around her neck. Another jolt of anticipatory pleasure surged through my cock and I swallowed a moan before it could make its way out of my throat. A slow, innocent smile that reached her eyes spread across her face.

“Something wrong, dear?” she asked me.

“Julia…You can’t be serious… Today?” And then, just for good measure, I added: “Really?”

“Serious about what, dear?” Julia said. Her smile grew wider with each word she uttered with a dangerously sweet voice. ‘Fuck’, I moaned inside my mind, ‘if she keeps this up, I won’t be able to stop my growing erection much longer’.

My gaze shifted from Julia to the bathroom door before stopping to rest at the front door. The front door which could chime at any moment announcing Charlotte’s arrival.  I was barely able to contain a whimper this time and my cock strained against the tight material of my cotton underwear and jeans. The threat of her friend arriving any moment shouldn’t turn me on as much as it did. Julia cleared her throat, drawing my gaze back to her. A blush crept up my neck.

“About… well,” I gestured towards the bathroom door, somehow expecting it to answer her for me. When it remained inanimate, I continued: “About the bathroom door being locked”.

“Oh, is the bathroom door locked?” She blinked, an expression of innocence covering her features. But she hadn’t been able to remove the undertones of amusement from her voice.

“Come on, Julia. Please, just unlock the door so I can pee,” I said, one of my hands moving to cover my crotch in an attempt to stifle my desperation. Her eyes followed the movement and I forced my hand to move away again. She narrowed her eyes at me.

“Are you giving me orders, young man?” she said. The tone of her voice sent a wave of butterflies through my stomach. My mouth went dry and I shook my head.

“I…Uh. N-no,” I started.

“No? Because that’s what it sounded like to me.”

“No, I just…” My eyes wandered away from her burning eyes. I looked down at my feet, the wall, anywhere but meeting her gaze.

“I just thought that with Charlotte coming over today and everything…” I said as I studied my feet. The clack of her heel against the floor made me raise my head.

My breath caught in my throat as her sweet passionfruit scent wafted into my nostrils as I inhaled. She stopped an inch away from me. The heat from her body radiating against my skin through layers of fabric. Her nipples poked out like tiny beads on her rounded mounds, which threatened to escape from the confines of her featherlight blouse at any moment. It would be so easy to reach out my hand and drag the neck of the blouse below her breasts, lean forward and lap at her nipples with my tongue. To have her moan and reach down between her legs. My dick filled out the last inch inside my jeans, pulsing painfully in time with my heartbeat. I licked my lips and swallowed before I forced my gaze upward.

“What does Charlotte visiting have to do with anything?” she said and brought me back to the present.

“Well, I just…I mean… you usually only lock the door when we’re playing…” she cut me off by moving closer. I took a step back, trying to maintain the distance. Another step, then another until my back hit the wall. My cock throbbed and I had to force myself to continue speaking.

“And well, I mean…I mean, if we’re having guests, then…” She leaned her body against me, trapping me between the wall and her.

“Then what?” she said. Her breath rolled against my ear, creating a ripple of small pearls on my skin. Her hand reached out and traced light patterns down towards my abdomen. My bladder twinged, giving my cock a jolt of pain-riddled pleasure. Her hand reached my lower abdomen. She caught my gaze and held it while she pressed down right outside my bladder. 

“Well, then… I… Surely you can’t expect me to hold it all the while she’s here?” I managed to gasp out as I fought back the urge to release the pressure right then and there.

“Why not? Are you saying you’re not going to be able to hold yourself?” she said, a wicked grin spreading across her beautiful features as she increased the pressure with her hand.

“I… of course I know how to hold myself,” I said without thinking. My eyes widened. Fuck. I should’ve known better than to say something so stupid. I bit the inside of my mouth to force myself from saying anything else. Julia’s smirk grew wider.

“Of course you do. What was I thinking? It’s not like you’ve had accidents in the past or anything…” she said. With her hand, she continued to increase the weight against my abdomen as she continued to speak: “Just remember that if you do have an accident just because you’re being stubborn and won’t ask me to diaper you, then I will drag those big boy pants down and spank you before diapering you,” she said, gave my abdomen one last gentle push before releasing the pressure. She let her hand travel down to rest on my crotch. I let out a shivering breath. She leaned closer.

“And I don’t care that Charlotte’s visiting or watching us while I do so,” she murmured and squeezed my crotch before letting go. I whimpered.

“P-please,” I whispered. She chuckled.

“Please what, dear?”

“Please, I uhn…” I moaned as her lips met the skin on my neck. Her tongue flicking out to taste the sensitive skin.

“I… just want to… to use the bathroom. Please?” I gasped out. Her hand squeezed my crotch again. My bladder was now so tight that I feared I would lose control of it at any moment.

“I thought we just talked about this?” she said. Then, in a patient tone, as if explaining something to a child, she continued: “If you want to use the bathroom, you have to prove to me that you’re a big boy who can hold it first. After all, you want to be my big boy, don’t you? Prove to me what a big boy you are… and prove it to Charlotte,” she said. My eyes widened in realisation.

“That’s right, honey. Time’s almost up to ask for any favours… like asking nicely to pamper you up before she gets here,” she said. I tried to swallow the growing lump in my throat.

“But of course…since you’re a big boy, I’m sure that’s not going to be a problem, is it?” she continued and kissed my cheek. I wasn’t quite sure which was worse, to wet myself without wearing diapers or actually wearing diapers in the first place. But of course, at least if I wasn’t wearing diapers, I wouldn’t risk being exposed unless I wet myself. An invisible hand squeezed my bladder again, making my hands shoot down to cover my crotch in protection. As if it would help. I closed my eyes in defeat and opened my mouth to ask Julia to put a diaper on me. But before I got a word out, the doorbell rang.

“That’s probably Charlotte. And, oh, darling… Please don’t be shy just because she’s here. If you can’t hold yourself, all you need to do is ask me to help you put on a diaper,” she said. She studied me for a moment before she added: “OK, Sweetie?” I looked down and nodded. She pinched my cheek and turned to the door.

And as she did, the control I had over my bladder started to slip. My underwear dampened as the first drops dribbled out of my cock. I clamped down and looked down in horror, searching for any signs of wetness on my trousers. My mind was reeling as I considered the different options. I could use our safeword to opt out of the entire situation before I emptied the rest of my bladder in my pants. But I dismissed the idea as soon as it showed up. If I did, I would always wonder what would’ve happened if I didn’t. That left me with two options: I could simply wait until I lost the rest of my control with a puddle between my legs… which would certainly earn me a spanking and diapering in front of Charlotte. Or I could ask Julia if she could please put a nappy on me before that happened. The end result would be the same in any case, especially as my pants were no longer dry. Why couldn’t I just say something? Why couldn’t I just force the words out of my mouth while her friend was watching? Another drop left my cock. I was quickly running out of time. I opened my mouth to interrupt their greeting but all that came out was a whimper.

The two women turned to me. My cheeks burned. A small voice inside my mind wondered if they could see that I’d already started to wet myself. I resisted an urge to look down to check.

“Hi Mark,” Charlotte said in her cheerful voice. I looked up and managed to mumble something in return. Was I imagining it, or did the two of them exchange a knowing look? My heartbeat drummed in my throat. I tried to swallow, but suddenly it was as if my tongue was made of parchment. I dried the forming sweat in my palms on my trousers. Did Charlotte know about Julia and my…particular interests? Or was it just my imagination? I bit my lips. I wasn’t sure whether it was more exciting or embarrassing if she did know. My cock twitched and threatened to swell with excitement. I lost control and released another few drops. I fought the urge to clench my thighs together. I knew I was racing against time if the wetness between my legs wasn’t already visible. I was just going to have to ask. Fast. It had been a fantasy of mine for so long.

I caught Julia’s eyes flickering down to my crotch before her lips curled into a smile.

“What’s the matter, honey?” she asked me when I opened my mouth to ask her to diaper me but nothing came out for the third time. I looked down at my feet and started again: “I uh…I can’t…I’m not going to … um,” I was mumbling, trying to say the words ‘please diaper me’ or ‘I’m not going to be able to hold it’ or anything, anything at all. But all that came out was a long stream of mumbling words with no real meaning on their own. She looked at me patiently for a few more minutes, listening to my flailing attempts at articulating my wishes.

“Is someone ready to admit that he's not going to be able to be a big boy like he brags that he is?” she eventually said, taking pity on me… I suppose her patience had to end sometime. I glanced from Julia to Charlotte and back again before my eyes found the very interesting spot on the floor again. I nodded.

“What was that, sweetie. I didn’t hear you?”

“Y-yes,” I said, my heart thundering so hard and so fast that I was worrying that it might run off.

“Yes what, honey,” Julia asked.

“I…I’m not a big boy,” I gulped and looked down.

“Oh, I see. That’s what you were trying to say. And what do you mean by that?” she asked. Another drop left my cock and I couldn’t stop the urge to squeezing my thighs together this time. The heat in my cheeks grew.

“I…I um. I think I might ….I might ….risk…..risk having an accident” I finally managed to force out with my words almost disappearing into thin air decreasing in volume for each syllable.

“Aww, an accident, hm? Now, be honest with me, Darling… is it true that you risk having an accident’ or did you mean that you’ve ‘already started to have an accident’?” Julia asked. My eyes widened and shot up to meet Julia’s. I moved my eyes to look at Charlotte, who was watching me intently with a smile on her lips. Her eyes travelled down to my crotch. That was when I knew that Charlotte knew exactly what was going on. Her smile widened as my bladder twisted and finally gave in to the pressure.

I moaned as my cock strained against my trousers. The piss was rushing out, creating a stream that ran down my legs. For a moment, I forgot the embarrassment of my action as the relief and pleasure of letting go washed over me. More and more fabric clung to my skin as the pee poured down my trousers. It pooled around my feet in a growing puddle. I opened my eyes when I finally managed to get myself under control. The clammy fabric cooled as the drops rolled down, making small splashes as they dripped into the puddle on the floor. There was so much that had leaked out of my bladder. And the worst part was that it still wasn’t empty. I shivered as air went straight through the wet, clammy material. Charlotte giggled. Each and every sound of her laughter sent embarrassing jolts of pleasure through my cock.

“I guess that answers your question,” Charlotte said. I didn’t think I could get more embarrassed but at her words, my cheeks grew warmer.

I lifted my head slowly to meet Julia’s eyes. Embarrassment was replaced with nervousness at the look of annoyance on my girlfriend’s face. Julia reached out a hand and closed it around my wrist before she pulled me after her into the living room.

“I told you what would happen if you wet your trousers like a little boy,” she said as she pulled off my trousers, quickly followed by my stained underwear. She sat down before flipping me down across her lap with practised expertise. Her hand came down hard on my bottom. A rush of air against my moist skin was the only warning I got before the stinging pain of the smack. The wet, cracking sound of the impact ricocheted off the walls. I yelped and tried to push myself off her but strong fingers on gripped my hair while her other hand held my hips in place with a firm grip on my buttocks.

“Oh no, you don’t,” she said. The threat in her voice made me lie still. She released the hold on my bottom, only to bring her hand back down for another smack.

“I told you that all you had to do was ask nicely for a diaper if you couldn’t hold yourself. Didn’t I tell you that?”

A pressure was building up behind my eyes, threatening to push through. I gritted my teeth and pushed them back. It felt like I’d failed her by not asking for the diapers in time. While part of me had been curious about what would happen if I actually wet my pants, I hadn’t expected the punishment to feel so… real. Like I’d actually done something wrong. My dick was getting limper with each hard hit on my buttocks. Each, a reminder that fantasy and reality were not the same.

“Y-yes!” I gasped in answer to her question as she delivered another two swats.

“And didn’t I also say that if you failed to ask for a diaper but had an accident anyway, I would pull your pants down and give you a spanking?” She said. Of course, that hadn’t been what she’d said word for word, but I was wise enough to not say anything. As she spoke, her hand travelled along my backside. With the tenderness of her touch, the pressure behind my eyes receded while the pressure between my legs slowly returned. She gave me absentminded strokes and squeezes until she reached my balls. I inhaled as she cupped them, giving them a light squeeze. It was all my cock needed to start growing against her thigh again. I could hear the smile in Julia’s voice when she asked Charlotte: “I showed you where we keep his diapers, right?” Charlotte must’ve nodded because Julia continued speaking a moment later. “While I’m busy here, would you mind fetching the diaper bag and a nappy from the top shelf — that’s where we keep his thickest diapers for the really big accidents.” At that, Julia stroked my shaft once. I exhaled the breath I hadn’t realised I’d been holding since she cupped my balls. Charlotte giggled again.

“I’ll be quick, I don’t want to miss the show,” she said and winked at me.

Julia continued to land smacks on my backside until my head felt heavy from the position. She made sure to pause her hits to fondle me in-between her spanks, never allowing my cock to soften. Charlotte had returned at some point during Julia’s administrations and placed the diaper bag and the diaper on top of a towel within eyesight from where I was. A deliberate move on her part. Before I could get embarrassed by Charlotte witnessing my shame, Julia delivered another hard blow on my butt.

“Have you learned your lesson?” Julia asked when I’d been continually whimpering from the stinging for several minutes. She relaxed her hold on my hair a fraction. She stroked my stinging bottom in soothing circles. With the pain reduced to a dull sting, my cock started getting harder against Julia’s lap. I nodded in answer to her question, now fully aware that Charlotte was watching. When Julia removed her hand from my butt, I quickly added: “Yes, I- I’m not a big boy and I need my diapers” before she could start the spanking again.

“That’s right,” Julia said and patted my buttocks, making me yelp once more.

“And why do you need diapers, Sweetie?” She asked and helped me up off her lap and onto my feet. I blushed and tried to fight the excitement that came with her embarrassing question. My hands rushed down to cover my crotch to hide my growing erection from Charlotte. But my girlfriend’s hands were quicker, gripping my hands and forcing them behind my back.

“Answer my question,” she said.

“B-because I peed my pants,” I whispered. She leaned towards me. Her breath brushed past my neck. My cock throbbed, now painfully erect and slick with precum from the humiliation.

“Yes, you did. You peed your pants like a little boy. No adult would pee his pants like that.” Julia said.

“And yet, you’re so turned on. Why, I’d almost think you want to be diapered,” Julia said.

“Aww, is that why your little pee-pee is hard?” Charlotte asked, her eyes shimmering with amusement. I started to stutter, taken by surprise that she’d spoken.

“What? N-no!” I said, shaking my head.

“Oh Darling, there’s no need for that… besides, if you admit how much you like your diapers and ask nicely, I’m sure Charlotte would be happy to help you with putting your diaper on,” Julia said. I closed my eyes and whimpered. But I wouldn’t refuse the offer. I was desperate, and Julia knew it.

Charlotte smiled and unbuttoned the top buttons of her blouse, revealing her cleavage.

“Of course I can help with putting his diaper on. Such a big little boy, practically begging for his diapers… And what kind of cruel person would I be to deny him that?” Julia pushed herself closer against my back, pushing her firm breasts to my skin as my eyes continued to stare at Charlotte’s newly exposed cleavage.

“Are you my big little boy, hm? Do you want to wear your diaper? To let Charlotte help you with you nappy…? Wash your naughty bits after your big accident… pulling the tapes close around you…” Julia murmured into my ear. Images flashed across my mind and before I’d realised I’d opened my mouth, I’d finished begging the women to diaper me.

“Really?” Charlotte asked.

“Yes,” I nodded.

“If you’re a really good boy, you might even get to cum in your diapers,” Julia said.

Charlotte grinned.

“Seriously? He’d actually cum in his diapers?” She stared at me with predatory eyes as she asked.

“Oh yes. Believe me, he’ll beg for it,” Julia’s grin matched Charlotte’s as she turned to me and added: “Won’t you, Honey?” Before I could answer, Charlotte opened her mouth and spoke.

“Well, I suppose it doesn’t surprise me that much, given how… excited… he seems at the moment.” She lowered her gaze to my crotch as she spoke. I lowered my eyes, unable to look any of them in the eyes.

“Awww, poor baby. Are you shy?” Charlotte said. Julia grabbed my chin and with one hand, turned my head towards her.

“Well, I’m sure he’ll forget that he’s shy when he’s all padded up, begging to spend himself inside his nappy,” Julia said. I closed my eyes and let out a whimper. My cock twitching.

“That’s right, Baby. Now, what was it you wanted, hm?” Julia said.

“My diaper, please,” my voice came out as barely a whisper.

“You want your diaper? Well, since you’re such a good little big boy, you can have your diaper if you ask Charlotte nicely,” Julia said.

“P-please, Charlotte?” I said.

“Awww, please what?”

“Please, will you put my diaper on?” I asked. Charlotte bent down, picking up the thick diaper with the childish paw prints.

“This one? Is this what you want? You want me to put this on you? Put it around your hard little big boy pee-pee so it doesn’t make any sticky messes in your pants?” I nodded, pre-cum leaking from the tip of my cock.

Julia released her grip on my arm and gently pushed me towards Charlotte, who placed a towel in the middle of the floor. I glanced back at Julia. She gave me a stern look and nodded at the towel. I bit my lips. She’d never put the diapers on me in the living room before. I glanced around at the open curtains. For some reason, it hadn’t bothered me that someone could look in while I’d been lying across her lap getting the spanking of my life. But being diapered in full view from the windows made me feel exposed like nothing else.

“Could… could we just draw the curtains, please?” I said.

“No, you lost the privilege of privacy the moment you pissed your pants, Mark. Now lie down before I take you over my knee again,” Julia said. With small steps, I inched my way over to the towel. But even with my snail pace, it seemed like I reached it too fast. I glanced up at Charlotte. Several seconds passed. My heart thundered against my rib cage. She raised an eyebrow and opened her mouth. Before she could say anything, my back met the soft, fresh towel.

A traitorously sweet smile spread across Charlotte’s lips as loud crinkles escaped the diaper she still held in her hand. The sound sent a jolt straight to my cock. I glanced down, willing my cock to stop rising. If I could only stop it from growing harder, I might still be able to get away with pretending I wasn’t enjoying myself too much. A giggle from above me drew my attention away from my disobedient member. Charlotte sat down in a smooth movement that sent a brush of air against my skin. I shivered and realised a moment too late that during the distraction, my cock had grown so hard that there was no way I would be able to hide how much I was enjoying the treatment.

“I can’t believe how excited he is by being humiliated like this,” Charlotte said as she reached for the pack of baby wipes. From the corner of my eye, I saw Julia’s lips twisting into a smile that mirrored Charlotte’s.

“Oh, indeed. He’s a naughty little deviant. But I have to say, it’s quite fun when it’s so easy to turn him on… and he gets so pliant and obedient, too,” Julia said, her eyes fixed on me.

“I can imagine. But what do you get out of it?” Charlotte said. She rubbed a baby wipe up my leg while she spoke. I bit my lip to keep back a whimper.

“What I get is a power trip like no other. Mark will do pretty much anything I say, just to see what I’ll do next. And you should see the torture in his eyes when I bring myself to orgasm with a vibrator as he humps himself to climax in his diapers,” Julia said. She shifted her gaze to me. There was something so strangely erotic at my girlfriend watching another woman wash me down with the baby wipes, and I felt my cock twitch in response.

Charlotte put away the last baby wipe and leaned back slightly, looking down at me.

“Now, tell me again, baby, what was it you wanted Charlotte to do?” Julia asked. I looked at the diaper and then back to her. I blushed. Hadn’t I asked that question enough times? I glanced at Charlotte, then back to Julia before I said: “I…do I have to say it?”

“Aww, sweetie, I thought we were passed this. There’s no point in being shy about needing your diapers. We all know you need them, as you proved earlier. Besides, it’s much better if you have an accident in your diapers instead of your pants, isn’t it?” Julia said. I blushed and nodded.

“Yes? It is?” she said. I nodded again.

“Good, now tell me: Do big boys have accidents?” I hesitated, then shook my head.

“No?”

“Then what does that make you?” Charlotte said. It would seem she caught on quickly.

“Not a big boy….” my voice came out as a whisper.

“Exactly, you’re not a very big boy when you have accidents… are you? No, you’re not. So….what do little boys need to wear to protect them against accidents?” Julia asked and grinned down at me.

“A diaper,” I said. Both women nodded.

“That’s right, a diaper,” Charlotte said. My cock pulsed with a need that increased the more they teased me with their questions.

“So, what do we say?” Julia prompted me.

“Please put the diaper on me?” I pleaded.

“That’s my good boy,” Julia said. She nodded to Charlotte, who reached for the diaper again and started to manoeuvre it underneath my butt. I lifted my hips to accommodate her. As soon as the diaper was in place under me, she put a warm hand on my hip and applied pressure to it. The warning behind the gesture was clear. Lower… or else…

I lowered my body obediently until I felt the gentle caress of the diaper against my skin. Charlotte lowered her hand to rest on top of my thigh. The warmth from her hand seemed to seep into my skin. With an agonising slow movement, Charlotte grabbed the front of the diaper and pulled it up to cover my hard-on.

“Oh my, I’d never have guessed anyone would be this excited about wearing diapers if I hadn’t seen it for myself,” Charlotte said and stroked the length of my erection from bottom to tip from the outside of the nappy. She chuckled when I let out a desperate whimper. 

“But you really are a little pervert, aren’t you?” Charlotte said as she finished securing the diaper snugly around my hips. When the last tape was in place, she reached her hand out and gave my front a few more strokes.

“There we go. That feels better, doesn’t it? All nice and secure,” she said, her tone mocking as she knew full well that it wasn’t the security of the padding that made me moan. Julia reached out and joined the other woman in her strokes. I moaned and bucked my hips to add more pressure.

“Oh, he is. Look, he’s not even trying to hide his shamelessness anymore,” Julia said. I opened my eyes and met her gaze. Julia had that dangerous twinkle in her eyes which promised mischief.

“I bet he’s ready to give you a little show, Charlotte… Aren’t you, Mark? Don’t you want to show Charlotte just how shameless you can be?” Julia said and sat down next to me on the floor. Her hands fluttered over my skin in a shower of small caresses.

“Yes,” I said, my voice a raw whisper. Her grin grew wider.

“I’m going to let you make stickies in your diapers today, baby,” Julia said. I gasped as her hand landed on my crotch, giving it a slight squeeze.

“But only,” she continued, “after you’ve reminded us of why you’re not a big boy. You’re going to go pee-pee in your diapers for me, sweetie. And when you’ve gotten the nappy good and wet for Mistress… I’m going to rub the front of your diapee until you make stickies in them.”

It was as something inside me woke up again. If I released the new pressure that had built up since my earlier accident, I would be wetting myself on purpose. I would be crossing another line and slip further into Julia’s control. And yet, the thought excited me. I glanced at Charlotte. I knew I should refuse to submit to the humiliation. I knew that as soon as I lay down on my girlfriend’s lap again, any chances of proving myself a man to Charlotte would dissipate the moment I came in my diapers. Images flashed across my mind. Me lying down on Julia’s lap again, her hand stroking my padded crotch, pressing my own piss against my member…  my cock twitched against its soft restraints. What did I really have to lose? It wasn’t as if Charlotte hadn’t already seen me in a diaper. It was a little late for that. I’d even begged them to put it on me. Why was wetting myself on purpose so much worse than the wetting of my pants earlier? It wasn’t as if I could somehow still reverse the situation by holding myself. Not like my dignity wasn’t already torn to shreds where I stood with a raging hard-on in nothing but my diaper. Surely, there was no doubt left as to what was causing that hard-on either. With it growing more and more painful with each humiliating comment, each teasing laughter. A memory of how good it felt to let go came to me. How good it had felt the first time Julia diapered me, and I’d let go. Piss streaming out of my bladder and into the absorbent diaper. Piss pooling around my genitals for a few seconds before getting sucked into the diaper. And just like that, I lost the battle against myself. Piss gushed out of my cock and into the diaper. I couldn’t hold back a small satisfied whimper of release. The feeling of letting go was such an indescribable feeling. To finally empty my bladder completely.

“That’s it, baby,” Julia said. She placed a hand on my crotch and squished the quickly filling diaper.

“Oh wow, you’re still going? I’d have thought you emptied yourself earlier. But look at you making pee-pee in your diaper already. How can I ever trust you without diapers again when you clearly need them?” she said. She pressed harder against the diaper and I felt the pee slosh against my genitals. The last few drops trickled out of my cock after the uncontrollable torrent that had streamed from it. I hadn’t been able to stop it this time. It was as if my body had forgotten how to hold the flow whenever I wore diapers. Even while she was holding her hand in front of it, I hadn’t been able to stop it. I suppose that was the consequence of wearing diapers on a regular basis. I remembered how difficult it had been to wet myself that first time Julia had diapered me. Now, it had streamed out, even with the both of them watching, not to mention the earlier incident. I bit my lips. I glanced at Charlotte, then back at my girlfriend. Julia smiled.

“All finished?” She asked. I nodded, sure that the heat in my cheeks was visible to the two ladies.

“Such a good boy making pee-pee in your diaper instead of your pants. That’s where little boys are supposed to make their pee-pee, isn’t it, baby?” Julia asked.

“Yes, Miss,” I said.

“And your diaper is certainly too wet to ever make me believe you’re a big boy again,” Charlotte said.

“I bet you want your reward for showing us where you’re supposed to go pee-pee, then, don’t you?” she grinned and pulled out a magic wand. I swallowed audibly and wondered, for a moment, when she’d managed to get that.

“Now," she said, as she plugged the wand into a socket before she turned back to me. She moved her hands away from her lap and looked down at it before returning her eyes to me. An unmistakable invitation. I licked my lips and crawled over to her, eager to accept the welcoming gesture. The moment my head hit her lap, she locked an arm around my body to keep me in place. Her other hand moved to hover over my padded crotch, fingers gripping the wand. I sucked in a breath, watching the wand that was mere inches away from the bulging tent in front of the nappies, which showed the two women exactly how desperate I was.

“How about we make this game a little interesting…? For each minute it takes for you to cum… you lose one day of toilet privileges.” I whimpered in response as she pressed the wand to my diaper. My hands rushed to cover my face and let out a muffled groan behind them. I wriggled in anticipation of the vibrations that was to come. When nothing happened, I spread my fingers and peeked at Julia from between them.

“If your erection is anything to judge by, I’d think this would be a reward for you, rather than a punishment, Mark,” Julia said and turned to Charlotte.

“What do you think?” Julia asked. Charlotte moved a finger in front of her lips in a mock thoughtful expression before she smiled back.

“I think that sounds like an excellent idea. I don’t think it’s a good idea to let him out of the diapers anytime soon, anyway,” Charlotte said. She stepped a bit closer to us and pointed at my diaper.

“I mean, it’s not even an hour since he wet his pants, and he’s already wet that diaper so much,” Charlotte said. Warmth spread across my cheeks and I closed my fingers again.

“That’s not fair. I only wet the diaper because Miss told me to,” I said, my voice yet again muffled by my hands.

“Oh, baby, you know that’s not the truth. You know what I think about telling lies,” Julia said. As she finished talking, she turned on the wand and pressed further down until it was so close I felt the vibrations in the air between the wand and my diaper.

“And you don’t want me to take away your reward, now do you?” Julia said. Her hand stayed completely still. 

“N-no, please, I’m sorry. I-” my eyes flicked between the two women. The buzz from the wand drifted through the air, a promise and a threat at the same time.

“I peed my diaper because… I wanted to,” I said. Shame mixed with pleasure as Julia pressed a kiss to my cheek and pushed the wand down the last few inches to make contact with my diaper.

“Good boy, finally admitting the truth. Remember, baby, each minute is a day in diapers,” Julia said and applied slightly more pressure with the wand. I moaned as it sent vibrations throughout my padded cage. The material around my cock squished against my sensitive skin, each vibration sending a jolt straight to my core. I couldn’t help myself as I started pushing my hips upwards to get closer to the wand. It felt incredible.

“Look at you, you’re such a little slut. Pushing yourself against the wand in your wet diaper. So desperate,” Julia said. All I managed to do in response was to whimper. I could hear how pathetic it sounded, even to my own ears.

“Do you want that orgasm, baby?” Julia asked. I didn’t manage to answer her. Instead, I nodded and let another whimper escape my lips. I looked up at Julia, who was looking down at the watch on her wrist.

“Two minutes in, baby, that’s two more days in diapers…looks like someone really like their diapers, hm?” she said and smiled down at me as I desperately continued to press my crotch against the wand.

“I wonder what Charlotte would think if she knew how I made you wear a strap-on outside your diapers last week. I made you fuck me with a strap-on instead of that little Johnson of yours, didn’t I?” she said. She rolled the magic wand over my diaper, making me squirm from the sensations. I wanted the freedom to grab the wand so I could control the sensations. It was always more difficult to cum when I wasn’t in control of it myself. Julia turned to Charlotte.

“It’s true, I did. And it was incredible. The dildo was so much bigger than his cock. I mean, you saw it when you wrapped it up in the nappy earlier,” she said and laughed. She glanced down at her watch again.

“That’s five minutes, sweetie. Looks like someone really wants to wear diapers until next weekend, don’t they?” She said and grinned down at me. That wicked cruel smile that she got whenever she was on a power trip. I whimpered and pressed my crotch closer to the wand. I was really started to get desperate.

“Awww, you are really cute. I suppose I could have mercy on you,” she said.

“Turn around,” she continued and removed the magic wand from my crotch. I was immediately filled with a sense of loss but hurried to turn around, not knowing what she would do if I didn’t listen to what she said. I felt the air brush against me as Julia moved behind me. Soon after, the wand pressed against my crotch again.

“Aww, are you’re shy, baby? Are you shy because Mistress’s friend is visiting? Is that what’s taking you so long,” Julia said. I moaned.

“It’s ok, I’m here,” she said and pressed a pacifier in my mouth.

“Now hump the wand for me, sweetie,” she said and gently moved her hand from the pacifier to my hair, tugging it slowly, but firmly to show me that she was in complete control. And possibly as a threat of what was to come unless I did as she said. I started pressing my hips downwards, pushing my crotch to the wand and grunted. It was an indescribable feeling to simply let go and start thrusting my hips.

“That’s it, Baby. You’re such a good boy. There’s nothing to be ashamed of, little boys make accidents all the time. And they simply can’t help making small accidents… or little sticky accidents in their diapers, now can they?”

“Ahn-“ I moaned. The vibrations from the wand were making the entire diaper vibrate around my member. The squish and mush from the sogginess inside clung to my genitals, squishing liquid around. I humped until I could no longer focus on anything other than the sensations of fucking the diaper.

“Aww, sweet little boy, so excited about fucking his diapers. Fucking your diapers while I press my body against you. Can you feel my breasts against your back, baby?”

“Don’t you wish could fuck me instead? No, of course, you don’t. You love your diapees. Just like the good little boy you are. And you love fucking them because I tell you so. Don’t you sweetie? Cum for me,” she said. I grunted. It was only a matter of seconds before I would burst my load into the already piss soaked diapers. And when I did, there was no way I would be able to look Charlotte in the eyes whenever she visited in the future. I would always know that she had seen me like this. Wearing diapers. Turned on and fucking it, humping it like a pathetic little boy. Except I wasn’t a little boy. I was a grown man.

“Cum for me,” she whispered in my ear.

“Cum for me and show Charlotte what a good, obedient little boy you are,” she said. I grunted and pushed my hips back and forth a few more times before I finally felt my balls contract. A surge went through my dick. I grunted and whimpered in turns as I shot my load into the diapers. Finally spent, I collapsed with Julia’s weight on top of me.

I must’ve dropped the pacifier as I came, because the next thing I noticed in my post-orgasmic bliss, was Julia pushing the pacifier back inside my mouth before she stroked my hair telling me what a good boy I was. She smiled down at me.

“Now, let’s get you some fresh diapers, shall we?” Julia said.

“After all, even if you need to wear diapers for the next 12 days, you don’t need to wear the same one,” she added with a grin.

As my orgasm had passed, so did my wish to stay in the diapers. A part of me wanted to take out the pacifier and tell her that I was done playing. I looked from Julia to Charlotte. I put my hand up to my pacifier to remove it. Julia raised a single eyebrow. I could see the warning in that expression, but I opened my mouth, anyway: “Um. Honey, I’m not sure I want to play anymore,” I said. Julia glanced down at me from her position above me.

“I didn’t say you could take out your pacifier,” she said and popped it back into my mouth. She reached a hand out to squish my diaper before she continued: “You don’t want to play anymore?” She gave my diaper another squeeze, reminding me exactly of what I had done only moments before.

“You don’t want to wear the diapers anymore?” I shook my head, cheeks still red from my blushing.

“Well, you should’ve thought about that before you made such a big mess wetting your diapers, then, shouldn’t you?” she said. I blushed and turned to Charlotte, somehow thinking she might take my side in this.

“Why are you looking at Charlotte, baby? Do you think she’ll help you?” I opened my mouth and closed it again without answering her question.

“Look, you made a big mess in your diapers. I didn’t make you do it, you did it all on your own. And you’ve earned yourself 12 days of diaper time with me in charge. If you’re going to fuzz about it, I’m happy to extend that time. After all, you do frequently tell me that you want me to continue the play session rather than ending it too quickly.” My eyes widened and I glanced from Julia to Charlotte. Somehow trying to convey what I was thinking.

“Oh, poor little baby. Did I reveal your secrets, dear?” she asked in a playful tone.

“Darling, I think Charlotte’s understood that you enjoy being my diapered submissive little boy by now. There’s not really much risk in admitting that,” she said.

I looked away. She was right, of course. The woman had just witnessed me hump my diaper enthusiastically until I came in it. If that didn’t tell a story all on its own, I didn’t quite know what did.

“So, are you going to be my good little boy and let me change your diaper?” Julia asked. I nodded and continued sucking my pacifier like a good boy. She smiled and reached out for the baby wipes before she pulled the tapes down on the diaper. It flopped down on the bed with a heavy thump.

“Ooof, wow. You wet yourself a lot, didn’t you? Look at that!” Julia said. I bit my lip and covered my eyes with my hands to avoid having to look at Charlotte’s reaction.

The air flowed coolly against my lower parts as it was exposed. Julia tsked and wiped me down, taking care to spend extra long cleaning my sensitive areas. I whimpered slightly. And though I was still spent from my orgasm, my cock was already semi-erect and kept its semi-flaccid state.

“Look at you, telling me you want to stop playing. But this little pee-pee of yours is telling a different story, isn’t he?” she glanced down at me and smiled before she pulled out a new diaper and slid it in place under me. I looked down as she covered my genitals in powder before she closed the diapers around my bottom half, sealing away my cock again. It was embarrassing how I’d wanted to quit the game only moments earlier, but now I was ready to stay like this again for as long as she wanted me to.

“Now take this and throw it away, baby,” Julia said and handed me the old diaper. All the way to and from the trash bin, I felt the weight of the two women’s eyes on me, feeling every bit exposed with my diapered tush in plain sight. As I returned, Julia pulled me down on her lap again.

“My, my, aren’t you a lucky boy. It’s not every day we have such pretty guests to help me take care of little Mr Potty-Pants. But Charlotte’s so sweet, she’s agreed to come by several times over the next couple of weeks,” she said. She chuckled at the blush that spread across my cheeks again. Then reached out a hand and stroked a stray lock of hair away from my forehead. The next twelve days were going to be just as exciting as they were going to be embarrassing.
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