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Cougar Cruise

Diapered by the Cougar

An Erotic Taboo Short Story

by

Dylan Katana


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

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

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

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

“Likewise,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Strip.” I looked at her uncertainly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Excuse me?” her question confused me.

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

“Ah. I don’t remember,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

“Look at the mess you’ve made…”

“But you said…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uhn,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes," I said.

"Yes, what? What did you do?"

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

"in my..."

"Yes, in your what?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. She grinned.

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

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

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

“Dirty, good little boys like you are hard to come by…I think I might just keep you around…” her words rung in my ears as I drifted to sleep.
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Like every morning, I was expected to get up before my Mistress, get in the shower, make sure that I was free of any body hair, and get dressed in the outfit she had picked for the day. I let the water run down over my body and tried my best to clean inside my cock cage. Lately, my cock started to swell at the slightest touch or thought and a part of me missed the days when I’d been able to take a quick wank in the shower. I stepped out, dried off and started dressing. Stockings that rode up to mid-thigh, held up by a garter belt, a black and pink lace bra with matching panties, a miniskirt and a tight-fitting top. I glanced at myself in the mirror, turning in front of it to see my body from different angles. I held up a hand-held mirror and turned around to inspect my backside. A slight blush crept up to my cheeks when I noticed exactly how short my skirt was. I tried to pull it down slightly, but it had no effect. My panties were still visible at the slightest bend. I glanced at the watch and rushed out of the bathroom, grabbed the pot of coffee from the kitchen and walked as fast as I could with a cup to the bedroom.

I was expected to start the morning by putting on my maid outfit, then make her coffee, put the coffee on her nightstand along with the morning newspaper, and assume a kneeling position by her bedside before she got up. She reached out for the coffee and paper without acknowledging me. The room was quiet except the occasional sound of my Mistress drinking her coffee and turning a newspaper page. Eventually, she put them aside and looked down at me. I could feel her stare. The silence stretched out and I dared to glance up at her. She wore an unreadable expression.

“Stand up and undress for me, Sissy,” she said. I looked down shyly and reached back to untie the laced threads that held the dress together. It slid off my shoulders and I stepped out of it, standing in front of her in only my underwear. I reached back to take off my bra, but Mistress grabbed it before I was able to do anything.

“Come closer. Let me look at my girl.” Her hands on my skin made me shiver, and tiny prickles stood up from it. My breath came out in shallow, shaky waves. My cock swelled until it pressed against its cage, unable to reach a fuller size. Her hand reached behind my back and unclasped the bra, revealing my flat chest. She chuckled.

“Why you’re flat like a little girl, still, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I responded. She continued to feel my skin with her hands for a few minutes before she stopped at my crotch. I felt the pressure of her hand against the metal of my cage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes Mistress," I said.

"Yes, what?"

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

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

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

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

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

"Yes Mistress"

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

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

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

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

"Well, Sissy, if you are going to make little dribbles of pee in your pantiliners then I don't think you are big enough to use panties." Without further notice, she grabbed my arm and called me with her. She pulled me back into the bathroom. I watched her expression as she bent down and pulled out package from the cupboard under the sink. It was large and pink hello is no mistaking it for anything than what it was: Pack of pull-ups for girls. I started shaking my head involuntarily

"What is this?” I asked

“These are panties for little girls who can't hold themselves,” she said and grinned at me she took a step closer to me. I knew better than to walk away.

"Come on be a good sissy for Mistress," she said and bent down with one of the pull-ups in her hand. I lifted my leg is one of the time obediently and let her slide the pull-up up my legs.

"That's my good girl," she said and patted my skirt in place. I felt embarrassed and awkward. I had just been forced to wear a pull-up. I felt that this was unfair because it was clear to me that I didn't actually need the pull-ups. The only reason that I had made dribbles in the panties in the first place, was because my Mistress made me wear the cock cage. But I knew better than to try to argue with her. Instead, he kept my eyes focused on the ground staring at a spot just beside my feet, trying to ignore the feeling of the soft material against my skin. She picked my cheek, giving it two pats with her hand before she said:

“There’s a good girl. Now, why don't you go play with your dolls like a good girl?" she said. When I’d almost reached the door, her voice spoke again. 

"Oh, I almost forgot to tell you… we're having guests over later. I decided to put together a little party tonight," she said. I turned to look at her, trying my best to hide my mixed feelings of horror and excitement. She looked at me with a coy smile. I didn't know what to say, so instead, I stayed silent.

"I thought it would be a perfect way to introduce my little girl to my friends, don’t you agree?” she said. I stared at the floor. I didn’t want to meet her eyes. I heard her rise from her chair and my eyes darted over to her before they returned to stare at the floor.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, afraid my reply had been too late. The clicks of her high heels on the floor was intimidating. My instincts told me to flee but I knew that would be a very unwise thing to do, indeed. The smell of her perfume drifted into my nose just as her dark red shoes stopped in front of me. She placed a finger under my chin and pushed it upwards until I was looking at her. She didn’t say anything. Just watched me quietly. It was making me so nervous that I didn’t know what to do with myself. When she finally spoke, I wasn’t sure if I should be relieved or still worried.

“Good.” She grinned and reached a hand to my crotch. She smirked at me when she felt my cock cage under the pull-ups. My cock swelled inside the cage until I felt the skin of my cock fill the entire metal cage, unable to grow to its pathetic size. I whimpered.

“It’s only been a week, and you’re already that desperate?” she said and gave it another squeeze. I didn’t want to meet her eyes.

“You want to make your sticky cummies, hm?” she said. I chewed my bottom lip and nodded.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. I wanted to release my cock and cum so bad.

"Well… you can always use the gift I gave you. You have my permission to use that whenever and wherever you want…" At her words, my eyes were automatically drawn to the shelf where a flesh coloured dildo with a pink ribbon around it rested. I shook my head and looked down at the floor again.

“Then you can only blame yourself. The only way you’ll be allowed to cum is to stimulate your sissy hole, you know that,” she said and let me go.

“Now run off and play with your dolls and let Mistress get some work done.

A few hours went by before I started to feel a pressure on my bladder. I got up from my chair, put down the crayons and went into the bathroom. Once inside, I noticed that it was something on top of the toilet. I reached my other hand to grab it and remove it from the seat. But it was stuck. I shrugged and grabbed the toilet seat despite the device what was fastened on top of the lid. The seat wouldn't move. I froze. What was the meaning of this? What is this some sort of cruel prank? I turned back to the door, opened it and went in search of my Mistress. I found her in her office. I stood quietly in the doorway waiting for her to acknowledge me. The pressure in my bladder was building for each second that passed. I tried my best not to squirm. I'm sure several minutes passed before she looked up from the papers. Eventually, my gaze shifted and she glanced up at me.

"Is there something wrong?" She asked. I bit my lip before I glanced up at her, daring to meet her eyes.

"Ah well, Mistress, there is something blocking the toilet and I am not quite sure how I'm supposed to use it, Mistress. I… I really need to pee, Mistress."

"Ah yes. That. I decided that the only way you can use my toilet is if you're supervised by me or another adult until you're able to not make dribbles in your panties."

"But Mistress I really need to go," I said and clasped a hand in front of my crotch.

"I will have no more complaining from you, Sissy. I still have some work to do. It should take no more than an hour so you just wait an hour and I'll go supervise you while you pee. Now go stand in the corner, face the wall and I don't want to hear another word from you until I'm finished with work. Do you understand?" I nodded.

"I said, 'do you understand'?" she reiterated.

"Yes, Mistress" I started walking towards the corner she was pointing to and faced the wall. I can already feel the pressure of my bladder building with a second. I didn't know how I was going to be able to hold it for another hour

The minutes snailed past. I tried focusing on a spot on the wall, imagining this spot on the wall was the most interesting thing I'd ever seen in order to forget the pressure that is building on my bladder. It worked for a few minutes but then my attention span failed me. When I'd finally found my Mistress, she'd punished me for interrupting her work again. After she'd scolded me, she'd given me corner-time for an hour. I felt like a child where I stood with my face towards the wall. It was one of the most difficult things I'd ever done in my life, trying to hold myself that hour. There was nothing to take the attention away from my need to pee. My desperation grew and I started squirming, pressing my hands to my crotch as if it would somehow help. When it felt like I couldn't hold it any more, I tried desperately to think telephone just held on a little longer, the hour would be up and I would be able to relieve myself. The minutes dragged on and I had no way to check the time. I didn't know if I had five minutes left of my punishment or 55 minutes left of my punishment. Eventually, I couldn't take it any longer. I felt my bladder giving in and soon after droplets of pee dripped down into the pull-ups from my cock. I tried to clench down holding back the droplets as I could but the damage had already been done. The pull-ups were quickly filling up. I could feel the absorbent material soaking up my piss. A slight feeling of panic filled my mind the flow kept going.I realised that if I wasn't able to hold it soon the pull-ups would overflow with my piss. I clenched down my muscles without success. My fingers dug into my skin as the pee kept flowing out and soon I felt a trickle run down my leg.I held back a whimper. Knowing full well, that my Mistress would not take kindly to making sounds while she worked. I felt the trickle that ran down my leg make a pool around my feet. The water felt warm against my skin at first. A hissing sound was audible as I emptied my bladder into the pull-ups. I felt warmth spread through my cheeks, creating blush. And I was glad that I was facing the wall. The water that trickled down my leg made dripping sounds when it hit the water at my feet. Eventually the trickle slowed down and then it finally stopped. I closed my eyes and held back tears from the embarrassment. The feeling of letting go had been so pleasant to begin with but now that the water had started cooling down but now the water that had trickle down my leg and made moist now started to feel unpleasant and cold. Behind me the sounds of wrestling paper from my Mistress's work reached my ears. My heart beat hard in my chest.I was expecting a scolding any moment. A sharp pain in my hand drew my attention away from my discomfort and I realised that one of my nails was still Digging into my skin. I lifted my hand to look at the damage I'd done. There was no blood but a deep imprint from my nail was still visible in my skin. I'm not sure how long I stood there before footsteps alerted me of her position.

“What is this?" I heard her voice say.

"Turn around, Sissy," she said. I did as instructed. Her expression was unreadable as usual. My cheeks were still warm from embarrassment and I bit my lip avoiding her gaze.

"Answer me, Sissy." She didn't step any closer... most likely because she didn't want to step into my pee. I open my mouth to answer but nothing came out.

"I said answer me: what is this?"

"I… I… urine, Mistress,” I answered.

"And why is there urine at your feet, Sissy?" I wriggled under her gaze before I replied in a barely audible whisper

"Because I wet myself, Mistress." After my confession, I dared to look up and meet my Mistress's eyes. She shook her head, her expression one of disappointment.

"Lift up your skirt, Sissy so I can see," she said. My hands were shaking selected my skirt my cock was swelling inside its cage and for once I was happy that it was constrained by the metal device.

"Look at the mess you've made," she said. I only managed to stare down at the puddle by my feet.

"Well, well, well... Looks to me like the little sissy is just a little girl after all. What am I going to do with you?"

"Stay here, Sissy, I don't want piss all over my flat." She returned a little while later with a few towels and hand. She handed me one of the towels and told me to start cleaning up my mess. I bent down and winced as the liquid inside the pull-up pressed against my skin and squeezed out a few more droplets that ran down my leg. The towel soaked up most of the liquid and I placed the now wet towel inside the bucket she'd brought along with her. She handed me another and I followed the same procedure. When I was finally done mopping up the wet puddle from the floor, she laid down the towel on the floor and gestured for me to lie on it. I walked gingerly, feeling the liquid inside the pull up pressing against my skin with every step. I begged that the liquids would not to overflow, knowing that I would be punished further if I ruined her floor.

"I thought you wanted to be Mistress's big girl and wear big girl panties. But I can see now that you're nothing but a little girl who wets herself, aren't you, Sissy?" She said while she ripped open the side of the pull-ups.

"It looks like you made such a big mess in your training panties that they overflowed. To me, that seems like you must understand the purpose of training panties. Training panties are for small dribbles and if you work yourself so much that they overflow then you don't deserve to wear panties like big girls. Now, if you work yourself like a little girl, then you have to wear diapers like a little girl as well," she said well she removed the pull-up from my skin. I listened to her words as she washed me clean with baby wipes. When she was satisfied, she reached for a pair of thick diapers. I watched her unfold it in front of me. Then, she placed a hand under my bottom and lifted slightly. I shifted my weight lifting myself up and let her slide the thick material underneath me. Rather than protesting which I knew would be futile I let her hands wrap the diaper around my body. Once it was placed underneath me she folded the front of the diaper upwards covering my crotch. I felt it brush against my cage and I held back a whimper. Before I knew she had wrapped the tabs on either side of the diaper around my waist and fastened the material around my body. She gave me a smile and reached out her hands for me to grab and pulled me up to a sitting position.

“Isn't that so much better, Sissy?" I looked down at myself. My crotch was covered with a big, bulky, pink diaper. I felt silly.

"Now let's get you rehydrated and then I think it's time for you to take a nap before the party." She helped me get to my feet. My short skirt, which had barely covered my underwear earlier in the day, was now pushed out by my diaper not even covering half. My Mistress started walking and I wobbled after her. The material was bulky between my legs and made it difficult to walk.

After she had forced me to drink two pints of water, she dragged me to my bed. Before she left, she leaned down to kiss me on the forehead and placed something next to me. Her face came closer to mine, I felt her lips brush against mine. I felt her weight shift and then her crotch was pressing against mine. Her lips found mine again. I whimpered into the kiss. I felt the vibrations of her moan. My cock twitched in its cage, desperately trying to grow to its full-size but unable to do so. Her breasts pressed against my chest as her tongue slipped out licking my lips, demanding access to my mouth. I obediently parted my lips. And I was immediately rewarded with a deepening kiss. Just as soon as it had started it ended. She leaned away from me who smiled down at me from above. I wanted her, I wanted her more than I have ever wanted her in my life. And my cock was trying its best to push out of its cage to no avail. I could hear a long whiny sound. It took a while for me to realise that the sound was coming from myself

"Awww, my poor little Sissy. Did you think I was going to let you come out of the cage today? Did you actually think that you were going to be able to fuck me? Oh, darling, you are adorable but you are never going to be able to fuck me with That little cock of yours again. Honestly, what did you think? Did you think you were going to be able to fuck me after you wet yourself?" She looked at me with that mischievous glint in her eye that I had come to know meant trouble.

"Oh but don't worry. I'm not going to stop training you to be a big girl." She stood up removing her weight from me. She turned around facing one of the shelves. I wasn't able to see what she was doing. When turned around a moment later I saw the dildo she'd gotten me as a present a few days before. The pink ribbon around the base making it look like a silly toy. She walks back to me and placed the dildo next to me on the bed. Next to it, she placed a bottle of lube.

"Of course, I'm not cruel. And if you really want to come… well… you know what to do." She gave me a last peck on my lips before she left me alone in the room. I followed her exit with my eyes. My cock was pushing against the metal contraption. I squirmed and pressed a hand in front of the crotch of my diaper. I'd expected my cocklette to calm down when she put me in a diaper. But the humiliation of it combined with my week-long abstinence, made the need for release strong inside me. I was eyeing the dildo. I wondered if it would hurt. Mistress had used her fingers on me several times, but I'd never put anything larger than that inside my hole. I wondered what it would feel like. And a part of me wondered how different it would feel from a real cock. My hand pressed down on the diaper, and a moan escaped from my lips as the growth from my cock hit a painful nerve. I wanted a release so bad. I'd been abstinent for a week. I wanted the swelling to go down. I hesitated for another split second before I reached out for the lube and applied some to my finger. With the cold liquid on my finger, I reached behind me and slid my hand down inside the diaper, dragging the lube outside my hole. Teasing the rim around my hole. I bit my lip and focused on my breath before I slipped the finger inside. I held back a moan at the sensation of my finger sliding against the walls inside me. I felt my cock twitch inside its cage. This time, I didn't manage to hold back a slight moan. I let my finger rest inside me for a moment and applied a slight pressure down towards the spot I knew existed inside me. I pulled my finger out, my movement hindered by the tightly secured diaper. I grunted in frustration. Then a thought struck me, and I reached up to slide the diaper down below my ass. I reached for more lube and inserted my finger once more. I groaned and without being able to stop myself, my hips bucked and ground my diapered and caged cock down into the mattress. After a while, I inserted a second finger, stretching my hole. The position felt strained and awkward, and for a moment I wished my Mistress would come into the room and take care of the ordeal for me. I bent my fingers, searching again for the spot inside me. It felt so near, as if just outside reach. I grunted in frustration and buried my fingers ever deeper, ever faster, and with more force than previous strokes. It was as if something burned inside me that I was unable to reach in order to put out. I whimpered, pulling out my fingers in defeat. I reached for the towel next to me and wiped my fingers on it.  Then my eyes landed on the fake cock. I only hesitated for a moment before I was reaching for the bottle of lube again. I grabbed the dildo with my other hand. It felt cold and as I rubbed the lubricant onto its surface, I couldn’t help feeling curious at what the ridged texture would feel like inside me. The dildo had a curve at the top, designed to hit the pleasure spot. I could hear my own heavy breath in my ears. My cock kept pushing painfully against its cage. I put the lube away and laid back down on my stomach, pushing my ass slightly out. I reached behind me, dildo in one hand and closed my eyes. It felt cold and a lot bigger than my fingers when I first felt it against the ring of nerves in the middle of my crack. I bit down on my pillow and started pushing the fake cock inside me with one hand. A slight burning sensation spread around the ring as the dildo pressed further and further inside me. And it felt like it was stretching me to my limits. I was unsure if I was going to be able to make it. For a moment, I wondered if I should pull back, but the need to release was stronger. And so, I kept pushing it further inside me. The dildo kept getting thicker and thicker. It felt like it would never end. Then, when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, it started feeling narrower and slipped inside without further effort until I felt the edge of it against the skin around the ring. I let out a long breath I hadn’t even noticed I’d been holding. I allowed myself a few moments to adjust to the sensation. It was not the same as having fingers inside me, I can tell you that straight away. Having fingers inside me had been like adding spice to a masturbatory or intimate act with my Mistress. The feeling of the fake cock inside me was something altogether different. I could feel the ridges inside me, and even as it was still, it was rubbing against the walls inside me, my body was working against it, instinctively trying to push it out again. But my fingers kept it in place. I inhaled deeply and felt it shift slightly inside me, the ridges rubbing against the walls. With my fingers, I’d been able to concentrate the focus of the feeling. The prostate massager felt like it filled up every inch available inside me. I closed my eyes and bit down on my pillow. With my fingers, I started to adjust the massager, searching for the bundle of nerves inside me. I winced slightly as I moved it, the movement reminding me that my skin around my hole was still sensitive from the intrusion. The angle I was lying in made it difficult to navigate the tool. But I was afraid that if I moved too much, it would fall out or hurt more. I rotated the massager, my search becoming more and more desperate with each movement. I wanted to find that spot so bad. For each passing second without success, I grew more and more agitated and desperate. All I wanted to do was find the spot inside me. I could feel that it was close. I’m embarrassed to say that I let out a long whine, whimpering like a little girl who doesn’t get what she wants. Then, I suddenly felt it. I’d brushed the spot by accident. It felt like a faint tickle that shot a brief tingle to my cock. I held my breath as I adjusted the massager inside me, trying to find back to the point where I’d felt it just a moment before. When I found it again, I gasped and clenched the bedsheets in my fist. The tickle was still faint. I pulled the massager back slightly before pushing it back in, applying a slight pressure. I hit the spot again and a jolt shot through me. Like an electric current, the pleasure rode from my prostate straight to my cock. I moaned, unable to control the sound. As carefully as I could, afraid of losing the sensation, I pulled it back a little more than before. As I pushed it back in, I applied yet a little more pressure than before. I let out a scream when suddenly, my finger hit a switch on the massager just as it hit my prostate again. A warm sensation started to spread throughout my body, pleasure washed over me in waves caused by the vibrations of the massager. For a moment, everything turned black and stars shot through that darkness. The sensation inside me was incredible. I took a deep breath as the intense feeling inside me subdued slightly. I pushed back the dildo, aiming to recreate the sensation, I pushed it back inside. I gasped as the dildo sent waves of vibrations straight to my cock.

“Enjoying yourself, Sissy?” I opened my eyes and looked straight into my Mistress’s eyes. Unable to reply, I moaned and kept moving the dildo out and in my hole.

“As much as I enjoy watching you enjoy yourself, Sissy, I’m afraid your nap time is over,” she said. I moaned as the massager hit my spot again. I kept pushing the toy in and out shamelessly as she watched. I couldn’t bring myself to stop, the pleasure that was spreading inside me was unlike anything I’d ever felt and with each stroke, it was as if a tiny explosion hit inside me. 

“Awww, does my little Sissy like her toy? Well, Sissy. I’m sorry. But playtime’s over. If you don’t stop right now, I will make sure you'll regret it." I could hear her words, but all that seemed to matter to me at that moment was the pleasure I gave myself with the massager. Despite her command, I kept working the toy inside me. It was as though I didn’t understand her words. Or if I did, I couldn’t understand why they would matter. Why they would mean anything. Without warning, she stepped closer and removed my hand from the toy. I let out a whine.

“No. Please,” I managed to say. But my Mistress ignored me, pulling out the toy. I could feel tears well up in my eyes. It had been so long since I’d been able to relieve myself and all I wanted was that precious release.

"Little sissies need to be taught discipline and self-control. And since you're obviously not able to control yourself…I will have to teach you a lesson. I was going to be kind to you, and let you wear your big girl panties to the party tonight, but you just proved that you are clearly not a big girl." I felt the bed dip slightly as she sat down.

“Across my lap. Now.” I hurried to follow her command, knowing that I was already in trouble. I felt her cold hand against my butt cheeks.

"I'll give you a choice, Sissy. Fifty hard spanks on your bottom right now so hard you can't sit for days…Or thick diapers that are going to be visible to everyone at the party tonight? If you don't choose until I've counted down from three, you'll get both."

“I’m waiting…”

“Three…”

“Two…”

“O-“

“The diapers! The diapers, please! Please don’t spank me, Mistress!” I could practically hear the grin that spread across her face. She pulled the diaper back over my bottom and grabbed my wrist, pulling me up from the bed. My knees wobbled as she pulled me to my feet, and they threatened to give in under me. I pushed back my tears.

"There's a good girl. Why don't we start getting you ready for the party, Sissy?" she said.

“And since you like your new toy so much, maybe I’ll let you play with it all evening. But of course…I will be in control of your…’play time’.” Excitement mixed horror spread through me as understanding dawned on me.

The fresh clean smell of soap filled the air. I shivered slightly as I stepped out of the shower. The cold air was a contrast to the warm water from the shower. My Mistress was standing in front of me with only a towel wrapped around her, barely covering her body. My poor dick didn't need any encouragement before it grew, filling every crevice In its cage. She was smiling at me and started to towelling me down. When she was satisfied with how dry my body was, she placed the towel over my head and started ruffling my hair with it to towel-dry it.

"Your hair is getting longer, Sissy," she said as she removed the towel. She handled the towel on a hanger behind her. I watched her hand as she reached for something behind her. Something that I couldn't quite make out. She smiled that smile of hers again. the one that made me nervous and excited at the same time. The one that made me wonder what she would do next. I didn't need to wait long to find out. I'm glad this is down at her hand. A purple curved object was cradled in it. Her grin widened. She stepped those to me, her body warmth radiating off her skin. In the other hand, she held the bottle of lube. She stepped close enough that I could feel her breasts pressed against my chest I winced from the pain my cock provided me with as it tried its best to get an erection. She reached out for my palm and placed the purple object inside it.

“Hold this for a bit, will you?" she said in a barely audible voice. I glanced down at the object and realised immediately what is. She pressed her body here in close to mine and I let out shuddering breath.

“Shhh, don't worry, baby, we’re going to spend some time training that little sissy hole of yours… and will make you make all those sweet sounds of yours." I heard the lid popped open. I let out a shuddering breath. I felt her arms shift around me. One hand slid down my back and rested my bulbous butt cheek, the other around my waist. I tensed she was standing so close to me. I can feel her heartbeats against my skin. her lips pressed against my neck and I felt my eyelids flutter.

"needed to turn around for me sweetie," she said and leaned away from me slightly. I opened my eyes Took another deep breath and turned around. I rested my arms on the bathtub edge. And soon her hands touching my skin. It didn't take long before I felt slick finger against my puckered hole. I gasped it slipped inside. A moment later a second finger joined the first.

You naughty sissy, already making dribbles on my floor. Getting dirty only moments after we spent so long getting you clean in the shower."

"I'm sorry, Mistress." While she worked her fingers in them out of me, was continually poured onto her fingers working it inside me. I groaned with each stroke. I felt a pressure build up in the pit of my stomach and even if I knew That I would once again be denied an orgasm, I couldn't stop the pressure from building. I whimpered and pushed my hips back to meet her hand. The movement was rewarded with a smack to one of my butt cheeks.

"naughty girl," she said. She curled fingers inside me and I could feel that they almost brushed against that spot inside me. It was enough to drive me crazy. I gasped.

“Awww poor Sissy. And don't worry you'll get to come tonight. That's a promise."

“Now, give me that." It took me a few moments to realise what she meant. I was struggling to focus the colours blurring together in front of me. When I finally saw her hand in front of me, I was trying to make sense of what she meant when she took the decision away from me and simply reached for the toy and snatched it out of my hand.

"How silly of me, I should know better than to think that a little Sissy like you can follow simple instructions." She murmured into my ear.

"It's a good thing you've got a pretty face." I heard her fiddle with the bottle again behind me and moments later she was working a longer object inside me. I let out a scream as I felt it slide into place. Hitting straight at my bundle of nerves. She was chuckling behind me.

“That is it, Sissy. Wow, you were really hungry weren’t you? Just like the little slut you are.” She removed her hands and I felt a sense of disappointment as she leaned away from me.

"Now, let's get you dressed" I turned around facing her. I felt awkward and moving with the object inside me. With my cock locked away, and the toy inserted up My ass, I felt emasculated and weak. My Mistress walked over to the sink where a tiny tower of clothes were piled up on top of each other. On the way there, fell off and onto the floor. She glanced behind her down at my cock and let out a low giggle.

“Look at your tiny cocklette, she really wants to go out of play, doesn't she?" She picked up the large frilly diaper from the top of the pile and took a few steps towards me.

“Let’s make sure you don’t make a big mess in Mistress’ home, shall we?” I bit my lip, afraid that if I dared move, I would disobey her by walking away. She fixed the towel she’d dropped to the floor and I laid down on it obediently.

“There’s a good girl,” she said and knelt down between my legs. My mouth went dry at the sight of her supple body so close to my reach. At that moment, I wanted nothing other than for her to take off my cock cage and give my dick a massage. I wouldn’t even care if she used the device inside me to stimulate me at the same time. All I wanted, was to cum. She flicked a finger at my cage and chuckled.

“Poor little thing. It is really getting about time for you to learn to receive milkings, little Sissy.” I whimpered at the humiliating comment that accompanied her touch.

“Oh, but I better not touch you too much…that little sissy-clit is going to dribble everywhere…” A tiny part of me had hoped I would be allowed to not wear the diaper after all. But when I felt the tabs being fastened around my body, that hope dissipated. She grinned at me. She placed her hand on my crotch made a mocking face sticking her bottom lip out at me in a mock pout.

"Awww, Poor Little Sissy. Can't get a stiffy. Not much of the man now are you? No, you're just a little girly sissy." She stood up and reached out her hand to help me up. I grabbed it and let myself be pulled up.

“You just stand here and look pretty, Sissy,” she said. I watched her hips as she walked swaying from side to side. When she came back a few moments later, she was, to my disappointment dressed.

My Mistress gave me a critical look before she indicated for me to twirl for her with a motion of her hand. I was wearing pink frilly skirts which barely covered my diaper and when I twirled the scouts flew out on the sides exposing the thick material underneath. And the outline of the bulky material could easily be seen on the skirt. My t-shirt barely covered my upper body exposing a naval ring which my Mistress had given me the year before. And of course, I couldn’t hide the lining of my diaper which peaked up from the skirt. I stopped my rotation when I was facing her again.

I was beginning to regret my choice earlier that afternoon as I stared at my own reflection in the mirror. The diaper was so visible, there was no way I could hide it.

"Mistress, please let me use the restroom before the guests arrive," I pleaded. A mocking expression of concern swept across her face.

“Awww, is there little sissy going to go potty in her diaper?" I looked away and unable to meet her eyes. I bit my lip. And guests will arrive at any moment and I already needed to pee.

“Don't worry, Sissy, everyone knows that little girls can’t be expected to hold themselves." She said and patted my head. Just as I feared the doorbell rang.

"Why don't you go open the door, Sissy?" When I met her eyes and saw the stern expression in them, I knew that there would be no use protesting. I braced myself before I pulled the handle down and opened the door. There were three people outside the door. A tall handsome man and two attractive ladies. They took one look at me before they exchanged glances. The man started to snicker. Behind him, the two women stifled their giggles with their hands. I could feel the blush spread across my cheeks. I stepped aside and let the guests walk past me. Their laughter and giggles rang in my ears. A mental image of what I must look like in my pink short skirt with a puffy diaper visible under it entered my mind.

"Welcome," I said in a voice I hardly recognised as my own. They dumped their jackets on me and were greeted by my Mistress. I hung their clothes up, trying to be as quiet as I could in order to avoid their attention turning back to me. But of course, I wouldn't be that lucky.

“You’ve already met my little Sissy, I take it?” My Mistress said.

“I don’t know why you put up with a guy that’s wearing diapers and girl clothes,” the man said. I felt the gaze of all four turn to me and I wanted there to be a way I could disappear to avoid it. Instinctively, my hands tried to cover up my diaper by pulling the skirt down.

“Oh, Sissy, you know better than to do that,” Mistress said, took three strides towards me and grabbed my hand.

“Please excuse her bad manners, she’s still under training. Wine, anyone?” she addressed our guests and started walking into the living room, dragging me behind her. It was difficult to walk with the thick diapers between my legs and the result was a sort of waddle. Mistress lead me to the couch, where she gently pushed me down. I winced at the impact, which sent the toy straight inside me, aiming for my prostate. I let out an involuntary moan. Immediately, I clasped my hands to my mouth and when I looked up, everyone was looking at me.

“Is there something wrong, Sissy?” Mistress asked. I bit my lip, then shook my head.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t hear you”

“No, Mistress,”

“Good girl,” she patted my head condescendingly, turned around and walked over to a tall table with wine glasses and a couple of bottles were placed. Her eyes met mine as she screwed the opener into the cork. I started to squirm under her gaze, wanting to escape from it. As I squirmed, the toy inside me moved with me. My cock pulsed against the cage. Mistress finished pouring wine into one of the glasses and handed it to one of the girls, breaking eye contact with me for a moment to do so.

“Do you guys want to see something fun?” Mistress turned to the others after she finished pouring the wine.

"I'm always up for something fun," the man said. Mistress grinned and pulled out her phone. My eyes widened. She turned her head and looked me straight in the eyes, her finger hovering over the phone. I watched it descend on the screen in slow motion. I swallowed. Her grin spread wider, almost wicked. I jumped and yelped as vibrations spread from the toy and through my hole. Around me, I heard murmurs and laughter as my yelp had turned their attention to me. I heard her heels clicking on the floor before I saw her. I was focusing on my breath, trying my best to control myself. I could feel pre-cum leaking from my cock and into the diaper. She put a single finger under my chin and lifted it up.

“Do you want an orgasm tonight, Sissy?” I licked my lips.

“Yes, Mistress,”

“Louder, I can’t hear you.”

“Yes, Mistress, I want an orgasm tonight.”

“Stand up,” she said. My knees buckled as she increased the vibrations. I reached out with my hands and she steadied me.

“Aww, poor little girl. Can’t walk properly.” She moved to stand behind me. Her hands slid around me.

“Why don’t you lift up your skirts, Sissy, so everyone can see what a cute little girl you are?” her breath brushed my ear. I shivered. I glanced at the people in the room. I shivered slightly.

“If you want that orgasm, you need to fill your diaper first. Show our guests why you need to wear diapers, Sissy,” her words sank in. It was the most difficult thing I’d ever been asked to do in my life.

“Aww, is my little Sissy shy?” her hand stroke down my body slowly and stopped at my diapered crotch. The heat rose to my face. I wanted to follow my Mistress’s instructions. But wetting myself in front of a crowd of people while they were watching me do it…

“Maybe my little Sissy doesn’t want her orgasm?” I closed my eyes to shut out the crowd. It was unnaturally quiet in the room and soon, my pee ran audibly from my cock and into the diaper. I felt weak for not being able to resist the reward and my face felt hotter for each passing second. For once, I was glad that the cock cage prevented me from getting hard, allowing the pee to flow freely.

“Oh my God, she’s actually wetting herself” I heard someone in the crowd say.

“That’s so pathetic,”

“I don’t know, I think it’s kinda hot,”

Their voices blurred, I heard snippets from comments here and there.

“That’s a good girl,” she said and rubbed the diaper, squishing the material against my skin. My cock swelled again immediately.

"Since you've been such a good girl, I'm going to give my Sissy her reward," Mistress said and took my hand, leading me to a table. The back of my legs hit the wood and I plumped down. The diaper gave a loud squelch at the impact and I winced at the sound. More snickers spread throughout the room. Mistress pressed a hand on my chest and pushed me down. My eyes darted around the room. I wanted to look at anything but my Mistress and her position between my legs. And particularly, anything except the diaper around my crotch. Glancing around the room wasn’t necessarily better. The crowd kept getting closer to get a view. I let my arms rest at my sides, feeling useless and incompetent, unable to even change my own diaper. Someone started laughing as Mistress pulled the tabs on the diaper away, revealing my locked up cock. Air rushed to the area, leaving it feeling cold and exposed. All the sensations, the proximity of the people, my humiliation, all contributed to my cock trying its best to squeeze out of its cage.

“No wonder you keep him padded and dressed up. That’s such a tiny cock,”

“I know. It’s not even big enough to be a cock, is it? I call it her little Sissy Clit,” Mistress said. Then she smiled and started to move the toy a few inches out of my hole before placing it back again. I couldn’t hold back a groan.

"But she's such a cute Sissy, isn't she?" Something was brushing against my hair. I realised that I was very close to the edge of the table. I looked up. A black outline blocked most of the light behind. It took me a moment to realise that I was looking at the waistline of a man's suit trousers. A massive bulge at the front. I watched it with hypnotised fascination. I compared it to my own cock and realised that I would never be on the same level as this stallion. He placed a hand on his crotch and started rubbing himself. I licked my lips subconsciously. He grabbed the zipper with a thumb and index finger. The sound as it slid down ripped through my ears. A large cock popped out of the opening.

“Open your mouth, just like we trained, Sissy,” Mistress said and pushed the toy inside me again. I gasped, moved my head backwards and as I opened my mouth, I felt the mushroom head pop inside my mouth. I grasped the sides of the table with my hands, trying to get some sort of control as I felt the cock slide further and further into my mouth and Mistress’s toy slide in and out of my ass. Nothing else existed in my world. The cock tasted completely different from my Mistress’s dildos. I gave up trying to control the movements and focused on relaxing my throat. Something happened when I gave up the control. It was as if my mind emptied itself, giving myself over to physical sensations. A warmth started spreading at the pit of my stomach. It grew with each stroke Mistress sent to my prostate. My screams were muffled by the cock in my mouth. Sounds that I had completely given up on holding back. My orgasm hit me without warning. I spasmed and hot white ribbons shot out from my cock, landing on my clothes, splattering my face. Mistress pushed the fake cock in and out of my hole a few more times, letting me ride my orgasm on the toy.

“That’s it, Sissy. Cum for Mistress.” If it wasn’t for my Mistress, I would’ve collapsed in a puddle right there. I could practically hear her grin.

"Now, it's time for you to go to bed. Mistress is going to have some fun with this man in the other room," Mistress said and put the wet diaper back on. She wiped my mouth, grabbed my hand and lead me to my bedroom. She turned me around to face a new shelf in the room. When had she put that up?

“I think it’s time we threw away your boy-pants, Sissy,” she said. The shelf was filled with pull-ups and diapers of different designs and sizes. She grinned

“Do you like it?” I didn’t answer right away. It was a new milestone in the relationship with my Mistress, and I knew I’d be wearing diapers for a very long time.
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My wife, Laura, found my secret porn stash two weeks ago. I’d been terrified when I came home and heard the porn video displayed on the large TV in our living room. All my secret desires had come to light at once.

The man on the screen had a large spot on his trousers between his legs and was being berated for peeing his pants by a matronly figure. My wife had turned to me with a notebook in her hand without pausing the video and said, “Welcome home, honey. I do wish you’d told me about this sooner. But now that I know, I can assure you that things are about to change around here.” She’d smiled and turned back to the screen and her notebook without giving me another glance.

Despite the instant fear I’d experienced when I entered the living room, a thrill had run through my body as I realized that my fantasies might be about to come true.

Every day since that evening, I’d waited for something to happen. For my wife to take control, to do something. But for each day that passed, my hopes began to deplete. And when something finally happened a week later, I hadn’t been expecting it.

Without my knowledge, she had begun mixing powdered diuretic into my food and coffee. When I think back to it, I should’ve known something was up when my regular cup of coffee started showing up next to my plate every morning after I’d finished in the shower. But like the gullible fool I am, I simply thanked my wife and drank it up. And when she filled my cup a second time, I downed that one, too – always too polite to simply leave it.

After a few days of this treatment, her efforts finally showed results. I began waking up during the night, rushing to the bathroom like I was chased by hell hounds. But because she hadn’t brought it up once since that evening when I’d come home to her watching my porn, my brain just didn’t manage to put two and two together. I simply thought to myself that it was my own fault for drinking tea before bed and resolved to cut back on the fluid intake a little earlier in the evening to avoid the nuisance.

But the issue persisted and one night when I woke up to use the restroom, as usual, Laura had beat me to it. I'd banged at the door, whimpered and pleaded but to no avail. She'd called back that she'd be done soon, and I just needed to wait a minute longer. A minute turned to two, which turned to three, four…ten…

And then, just as I heard her turn on the tap inside to wash her hands, the piss had started gushing out of my cock, running down my legs in a stream of shame.

She'd opened the door and feigned surprise and indignation at my accident. At that moment, I finally realized she'd planned for it to happen. I'd never been so turned on in my life.

That had been one week ago. And since then, she’d made me wear diapers to bed, “to avoid similar accidents in the future”.

It was finally weekend and we were expecting company from Madison – one of Laura’s best friends. Little did I know that my wife had discussed the recent change in our relationship with Madison. And together, they’d formed a plan which would be put in motion today.

“I’m so glad you could come, Madison,” Laura said to her friend. They leaned toward one another and pecked each other’s cheeks before Laura stepped aside so Madison could step past her into the hallway.

“Well, thank you for inviting me. It’s really been too long,” Madison said.

“Oh, it really has,” my wife answered and smiled one of those brilliant smiles of hers before she turned to me.

“Blake, would you be a darling and put on the kettle for some tea?” she asked.

“Of course, Laura,” I replied with a nod and a smile.

I poured the tea into the waiting cups on the table. The hot water splashed as it filled up the containers one at a time. Suddenly, I became aware of how full my bladder had become. I was about to pour the last cup before I headed to the restroom when Laura spoke, “You know, lately he’s wet the bed so much that I had to start to put him in diapers for bedtime. I really saw no other choice.”

They both turned their attention to me. All thoughts of using the restroom had flown to the back of my mind at the sound of my wife’s words. A burning flush was working its way up my neck, leaving a beet red color in its wake.

“Really? You wear diapers for bed, Blake?” Madison asked.

I opened my mouth to reply. Rather than making any sounds, all I managed to do was open and close it repeatedly.

“Go on, tell her, Blake. Tell her how you pissed your pants like a little boy,” Laura said. I turned my head to her and opened my mouth again before I thought better of it and nodded instead.

“Oh, I think he’s a little shy,” my wife said. One corner of her mouth curled upwards in a teasing smile.

“Who would’ve thought a grown man like you would need to wear diapers to bed,” Madison said to me before she turned her attention back to my wife, “You must’ve been so disappointed when you found out that your husband isn’t a proper man, but only a little bedwetter!”

“I was at first. But now I just think it’s hilarious. Every time I see his tiny little dick, I can’t help but giggle at how cute and small it is.”

“It can’t be that small, surely?” Madison said.

“I can assure you; it is miniscule. You almost need a magnifying glass to find it. I mean, it's so tiny that I'm beginning to wonder if it might belong in diapers during the daytime, too.”

“Oh, come on, it’s not that small!” I’d finally managed to find my voice. They both turned their heads towards me, and I felt the heat return to my cheeks under their stares. Laura raised an eyebrow at me and was about to say something when Madison said, “Isn’t it? Why don’t you take off your pants and prove it?”

I hesitated. Surely, this was a jest? She didn’t actually want me to strip off my pants and expose myself to her, did she?

Mommy’s smile widened and she got a dangerous glint in her eye. One that she only got when she had an idea. This did not bode well for me. 

“What an excellent idea, Madison! And, how about we make it a little more interesting… What if we let Madison decide whether or not your little pee-pee is big enough for your big boy underwear. If Madison agrees with me that your cock is really as small as I say it is, you’ll be wearing diapers in the day-time, too.”

I was starting to get nervous. I knew that my dick wasn't the biggest. Decidedly below average with my 2" and not much bigger when erect. The thought of undressing for my wife's friend to show her my cock was humiliating. And yet, the very same thought had a visible effect on me. I could feel the arousal course through me before surging down to concentrate inside my cock, causing my pants to tighten around my genitals. As if it wasn't embarrassing enough that I was going to drop my pants and humiliate myself, my body had to go and betray me by showing the two women exactly how much it turned me on.

“Go on, honey. Show us that you’re really a man. If your cock isn’t that small, you have nothing to fear, do you?” The corner of Laura’s lips curled upwards in a cruel, teasing smile.

My fingers trembled as I started unbuttoning my jeans. Within a few seconds, they dropped down in a pool around my ankles.

“Oh, come on, Baby. Don’t be shy. Your underpants, too,” Laura said.

I bit my lip, hooked my thumbs in the lining, took a deep breath, and began pulling them down.

What was Madison going to say when she saw it? What if she thought my dick was so small that I needed to be in diapers? I have to admit that the thought wasn’t entirely off-putting.

As soon as I’d dropped my boxer briefs to the floor and straightened up, Madison gasped and clasped her hand over her mouth.

“Oh my gosh! I can’t believe it’s actually that tiny! My pinky finger is larger than his cock!”

“I know, it’s really pathetic, isn’t it?” Laura said.

My hands instinctively shot towards my crotch to cover myself up, as if it would make the women stop discussing me.

“No, no, don’t do that. I want you to show Madison exactly what a tiny pee-pee you have. It’s not like we haven’t seen a cock before. Besides, little boys aren’t embarrassed about their tiny pee-pees. They don’t care that their dicks are small. And if they do, they certainly aren’t allowed the privilege of being embarrassed,” my wife said and forced my hands away.

Madison’s eyes locked onto my crotch and the corners of her mouth twitched as she asked, “Is he getting an erection?”

Laura turned her head and glanced down at me.

"He sure is. It's pathetic, really, how tiny it is. Well. What's your verdict, Madison? Is he a big enough boy that he can keep his big boy underwear, or should I start putting him in diapers during the daytime, too?"

My eyes jumped from one woman to the other. It was surreal how they discussed this so calmly, as if I was their plaything who didn't have anything to say for myself. Between my legs, my traitorous cock twitched and hardened slightly more.

Madison’s eyebrows drew together, forming a thoughtful crease between them.

“You want to know what I think?” she said and turned to me before she continued, “I think you’re not a big boy at all. Not if that small pee-pee of yours is anything to judge by. And I definitely think you belong in diapers.”

My heart thundered in my chest. Her last sentence rang in my ears, repeating itself over and over inside my head. How many times hadn’t I fantasized about something like this happening to me? And now, it was about to happen. I caught my bottom lip between my teeth to keep myself from moaning just from the thought of it. 

"Well, Blake. You heard the lady. Now, why don't you go get your diapers for us so you can show them to Madison? Do you think she would like that? I think she would.” She turned to Madison before she added, “Wouldn’t you, Madison?”

Madison met my wife’s eyes and held them before she answered.

“Oh, but I would,” she smirked and turned to me before she continued in a too sweet voice, “Where do you keep your diapers, baby?”

I stuttered something in reply and turned towards the bathroom to fetch one of the diapers I knew Laura had stashed in a drawer in there.

The nippy air inside our apartment rushed over my bare bottom as I made my way to the bathroom. I could feel their eyes burning into my back as I walked to the beat of the women’s giggles. 

When I closed the door to the bathroom behind me, I allowed myself to enjoy the brief moment of peace and solitude that the room offered. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath and then reached out to open one of the drawers. The sweet perfumed scent of the diapers drifted up towards me.

I blinked in surprise as my eyes roamed over the contents. Gone were the anonymous, plain diapers from the pharmacy. In their place, were several rows of thick diapers with various childish prints.

My wife had really gone out of her way to make my fantasies a reality. Though I wouldn’t want to tell her that I was happy about it unless she forced it out of me. My cock, which had risen to its full, pathetic size when I’d stripped naked for my wife and her friend, would make it difficult to lie, of course. Especially since it didn’t seem to want to shrink anytime soon. If anything, it seemed to ache more as I reached out a hand to withdraw one of the items from the drawer.

The soft plastic crinkled under my fingertips. I picked it up and gathered my courage before I opened the door and walked back to Madison and Laura. My hand reached down instinctively to cover my crotch with the diaper, as if covering myself with the object of my submission to my wife, would somehow speak to my favor.

The march from one end of the living room to where the ladies were seated seemed to take an eternity. When I finally reached them, Laura reached out and snatched the diaper away from me and murmured, “Such a good, little boy.”

Madison tried to stifle her laughter at my exposed erection but wasn’t able to hold it back for long. She reached a hand up to cover her mouth, muffling the sounds as they escaped her.

“That’s as big as you get? Oh my gosh. I feel so sorry for you, Laura!” she managed to gasp in-between her loud thrills of laughter at my expense.

“Well. Don’t. I’ve figured out exactly how to get my fun. And that, “she pointed to my cock, “is not it.”

I wanted to hide the object of their amusement away from view. But by sheer force of will, I managed to fight the urge and clenched my fists to avoid moving my hands.

At my wife’s words, Madison’s eyes had lit up with interest.

“Oh, now I’m curious, do tell me. Are you fucking someone else? Make him watch, perhaps?” Madison asked and arched an eyebrow playfully.

I wanted to say that I was horrified at the idea of watching her fuck someone else. But it would’ve been a lie.

Laura’s lips parted in a slow smile as if she hadn’t considered the possibility before but now that she did, found that she wasn’t completely against the idea of it.

“No, but it’s not a bad idea. I’ll definitely consider it for later. No, I have this huge strap-on. And instead of using that tiny dicklet of his, I make him wear it and fuck me with that instead. And sometimes, if I’m feeling very merciful, I wear the strap-on myself while I fuck him until he splutters his pathetic little juices.”

I closed my mouth, which I hadn’t even realized I’d opened. Was this how she talked about me to her friends? I wasn’t sure how I thought about that. I mean, sure, I’d fantasized about being humiliated by Laura… But this? Then, I remembered why I was pantsless in the first place and had to fight the urge to blush. In more ways than one, I suppose I’d brought this on myself.

Laura grabbed her cup of tea and took a long sip from it. I watched as her throat moved when she swallowed the liquid.

As she swallowed, my bladder reminded me of the fact that I was actually going to need that diaper soon. I shifted my weight from one leg to the other uncomfortably. Why hadn’t I relieved myself in the bathroom when I was there? The thought hadn’t even crossed my mind. I cursed silently at my own foolishness and wondered if there was any chance that I might manage to empty my bladder without using the diaper.

Somehow, I didn’t think so. My eyes drew towards the object in question like a magnet. My wife was going to make me wet myself in front of Madison. A thrill of excitement ran up my spine at the realization, immediately followed by a burn across my cheeks and I was suddenly glad they couldn't read my thoughts.

Madison squealed and placed her own cup down on the table as she leaned back.

“Oh my gosh, that sounds brilliant. You take care of your own needs and don’t even need to get that tiny cock inside you.” Madison glanced down between my legs and smirked, “Though, I’m not sure that tiny pecker would even manage to push inside any pussy.”

Laura laughed and drank the rest of her tea.

“No, you’re certainly right about that,” Laura said and turned her head towards me.

"Oh my. Would you look at that... I should've put the diaper on you straight away. He's already starting to leak."

I turned my head down to see, suddenly afraid that I’d started pissing myself. At the tip of my cock, a small amount of pre-cum had begun gathering. Oh, she was good. And apparently not above using dirty tricks.

“Hey, that’s not fair, Laura and you know it,” I said. I’d meant to sound defiant and strong. But even I could hear how weak I sounded. Like I was begging her to prove me wrong.

“Oh, baby. Are you really sure you want to argue with me?” Laura arched an eyebrow at me and began unfolding the diaper as if it was an everyday occurrence.

“I–” I began.

“All right, fine,” Laura sighed before she continued, “what is it that isn’t fair, little one?” She put down the hourglass shape of the unfolded diaper on her lap and looked at me expectantly.

“Well…. I mean… It’s not like I’m wetting myself. This,” I gestured to my cock, “is just, you know, pre-cum… a natural way for the human body to say that it’s uh– well… enjoying itself.” The burn in my cheeks seemed to get hotter and hotter for each syllable I managed to squeeze past my lips.

"Are you saying that you're not able to control your own body's reactions?" Madison chimed in. Laura's gaze flickered to her friend before they came back to rest on me accompanied by a smirk on her lips.

“No, I mean, I… Uh– I,” I began to stutter, completely taken aback when Madison jumped in to intercept.

“Well, which is it? Are you, or are you not, able to stop your cock from dribbling?” Laura asked.

“I’m–” I began and looked from one woman to the other before I turned my gaze down between my legs. A single drop of pre-cum was hanging in a thin string, dangerously close to falling. Before I could catch it, the drop dripped down towards the floor. I’d lost even before it dripped down. But now, the proof they needed to frame me was right there; a filmy light contrast in the otherwise dark carpet.

“Not,” I finished in a whisper.

“Well, then that settles it. If you can’t control your body, I can’t trust you without a diaper. Now, lie down so we can fit this one on you,” Laura said and lifted the diaper again. I bit my lips and looked away.

“Laura, honey… Is this really necessary? I mean, we both know that I don’t have a problem staying dry during the day. I haven’t had a single accident before, and it’s only been a nighttime issue. Please.” I don’t know why I begged. I mean… Truth be told, I even wanted to wear the diaper. But of course, it made it all the more exciting to not give in so easily.

“Blake, we had a deal. If Madison agreed with me that your cock is too tiny, you would wear the diapers. Isn’t that so?” There was a dangerous undertone in my wife’s voice as she spoke and a mixture of fear and excitement ran through my body.

“Yes, but…”

“No buts. Lie down before I spank you so hard that you’re not going to be able to walk for days.”

I didn’t want to risk it in case she was being serious, so I closed my mouth to stop any retort and lay down reluctantly.  

The rustle of the plastic backing reached my ears as Laura crouched down and began to slide the diaper towards me.

"Now just lift up your tush for me, honey."

I complied.

“Good boy,” she said finished sliding the diaper underneath me.

“I can’t believe you’re still hard! You’re actually turned on by this?” Madison asked.

“I–I–, Um…” I said and hid my face behind my hands, unable to reply. Laura chuckled and placed a hand on my hip, applying a gentle pressure to make me lower myself onto the soft cushion waiting below.

“Oh, he loves to be humiliated, don’t you, Baby?” Laura said. My mouth was so dry, I couldn’t manage to get a single word out. Instead, I shook my head without removing my hands from my burning cheeks.

"Aw, poor Baby. He's shy. He doesn't want to admit it. Don't you worry, Baby... Your pee-pee is talking for you. Look at that tiny hard-on. Even as small as it is, you still can't hide your excitement, Baby." Her words made Madison giggle again. It was a bubbly, hearty thrill that sent shivers down my spine.

My butt hit the welcoming soft diaper. It was immediately different how much thicker this one was, compared to the ones I’d worn at night over the past week. I spread my fingers and peeked out from between them. Laura was sitting on the floor between my legs. She leaned forward and reached for a bottle of talcum powder. As she did, her large breasts threatened to fall out of the tight top she was wearing. I stared transfixed at them as her movement caused them to bounce happily in front of me.

She noticed my stare and smiled as tipped the bottle of baby powder over my crotch, pouring a small drizzle of powder over my genitals.

“Oh, you like this, don’t you?” Laura asked and gave the bottle one last shake before she put it back down.

When I didn’t answer, she continued, “Well, we have to make sure you’re all nice and comfortable, don’t we?” and reached her hands down between my legs to grab the front of the diaper.

“It certainly looks like he’s comfortable. Not only does he need his diapers, he likes them too.” Madison grinned.

I wasn’t sure if I was more disappointed or relieved when Laura pulled the front of the diaper up to cover my hard-on. At least she’d spared me the humiliation of jerking me off until I jizzed in front of her friend. Though, I wasn’t sure that it wasn’t something I didn’t want. At least if she’d done so, I wouldn’t still have an erection.

While my wife began to tighten the tapes to secure the diaper around my waist, Madison exclaimed, “Awww, that is so cute! Look at the little tent he's making in the diapers!"

Laura giggled in response.

“I know. He always does that when I diaper him up at night, too. And when I don’t play with him before we go to sleep, he rubs himself off until he makes his sticky little messes inside the diaper. Don’t you, Sweetie?” she said, the last part directed at me.

I looked away. I didn’t want to admit that I did, indeed, masturbate in my diapers when I thought my wife didn’t notice. And I certainly didn’t want to admit that in front of my wife’s hot friend.

“Do you really?” Madison chimed in. Her eyes sparkled with interest, “I would love to see that.”

Laura started to stroke the outside of my diaper slowly.

“I think that could be arranged. What do you think baby? Do you want to make cummies for my friend?” she pushed the palm of her hand firmly down at the base of my cock before following the contours of it through the diaper. I gasped and pushed my hips up towards that oh-so-delicious sensation of her hand.

“Hm? Do you want to show her what an excited little boy you are? To show her how pretty you think she is?” Laura asked and rubbed her hand down my length again. I gasped and moaned as she reached the bottom of my shaft, slipped her hand further down and gave my balls a light squeeze through the padding. 

“You know, I think he likes it. And, this quick shooter feels about ready to go already,” Laura said and grinned. I moaned and bucked my hips again, wanting to feel the pressure against me so badly.

“Do you want to cum, baby?” she asked. I nodded, all shame forgotten with the unspoken promise of release.

“Yes, please,” I said.

Rather than continue, my wife grinned and removed her hand. A whiny sound escaped my lips.

“Please,” I begged.

“You can cum if you touch yourself. Come on, Baby, touch yourself for me.” My wife’s tone was patient and belittling, and yet, I couldn’t help but feel another surge of arousal at the humiliation of it. 

I licked my lips. A part of me wanted to refuse. But I was already at the point of desperation where I would do anything my wife told me to do in order to cum.

With a shaking hand, I placed a hand on top of my diaper and started rubbing, teasing, stroking my erection through the layers of padding. It crinkled with each movement I made. But I couldn’t bring myself to care anymore.

“That’s it, Baby. I knew you could do it.” She licked her lips and sat back to watch. My eyes darted between the women who were watching me intently. I gasped and bucked my hips up to meet my hand. I was so close. So–

“Now. Don’t cum until I give you permission to,” Laura said, just as I was about to give myself over to the impending orgasm. I whined and forced my hand to slow down.

“P–please,” I said.

“Do you understand?” Her tone left no room for interpretation. This was non-negotiable. 

“Uhn– ah! I… I– Y–yes,” I gasped.

“Good boy,” she said.

I opened my mouth to beg her to let me cum but was interrupted when Madison said, “I have an idea, Laura.”

“Do tell,” my wife replied and turned to look at her friend.

“Well, I was thinking… He’s probably never seen two girls make out with each other, except for in the movies. So… What if you and I kiss in front of him…” she paused for effect before she finished, “IF he pees his diaper first.” My wife laughed.

“Oh, he might just be desperate enough to do it, too,” Laura said. She went quiet for a moment as she considered it.

Just the thought of it nearly made me cum right then and there, and I had to stop moving my hand to stop myself from doing so.

“You know what, I think that’s an excellent idea,” Laura finally said. A slow smile spread across Madison’s cheeks.

“Did you hear that, honey?” Laura asked me. Before I could reply, Madison chimed in, “Would you like that? To see your wife kiss another woman?”

Oh, did I want that? What a question to ask! I bit my lip and nodded. My body shuddered as I ran my hand up my cock once. 

“Well, then, all you have to do is make a piddle in your little diapee,” Madison said and bent down, placing a single finger on my diapered crotch.

I licked my lips and looked down at her teasing finger. Could I do that? I wasn’t sure if I was going to be able to do it. Wetting myself on purpose while they watched.

But watching my wife kiss another woman…?

I have to admit that it had been a fantasy of mine for a very long time. And one I'd never thought I'd get to see. But did I want it enough to wee myself in front of them as they watched? I wasn't sure.

“Don’t you want to see us kissing, Baby?” Laura said as if she could read my thoughts.

“Don’t think that I haven’t seen your fantasies… I’ve seen your porn, remember?” Of course, I remembered. 

“Come on, Baby. Wet yourself for me.” Laura grabbed my chin, forcing me to stare straight into her eyes.

“Piss yourself. Now.” There was something in her tone that made it impossible for me to not follow her command. Within a second, the piss began streaming out of my cock and hit the inner fabric of the diaper with a loud hiss.

I moaned at the sensation of blissful release, finally able to let go of the painful pressure that had gathered in my bladder. The liquid soaked into the absorbent material, which began to swell and tighten around my genitals.

“That’s my good boy,” Laura said and placed a hand over the warm plastic of my crotch. I blushed when I tried, but was unable, to stop the continuing rush of pee from seeping into the waiting diaper.

As the final drops of piss left my cock, she squeezed the soaked diaper once before she let go. I whimpered and placed my own hand against my cock, still embarrassingly hard.

“I bet you want your reward now, don’t you, Baby?” Laura said, gave me a quick kiss and turned to her friend. My cock grew even harder inside its soggy, wet diaper cage from the anticipation of what was to follow.

Madison smiled at my wife; a mischievous, playful smile. She grabbed the back of Laura’s head and pulled her closer to her. Just as her lips met Laura’s, she met my eyes and grinned before she turned her attention back to my wife.

Laura let out a moan into her friend’s mouth.

My cock jolted at the sound of it. I bit my lip to refrain from making any noise and rubbed my hand over my cock as I watched the two of them kiss in front of me.

The moment was over too soon. Madison looked at me and started to giggle.

“Awww, isn’t that just precious? He’s fondling himself while he’s wearing the diaper you put on him.”

Laura, still flustered from their kiss, blinked before she followed Madison’s gaze.

“Well… He’s certainly not going to be able to put his wee-wee inside me again, so if he wants to cum, inside his diapers is one of the few places he’ll be able to do so.”

My wife cleared her throat and smiled as she lowered her gaze to my crotch.

“Did you like the show, Blake?” Laura asked. I nodded, “Y–yes.” I licked my lips and rubbed my wet diaper with a loud squelch as the two women stared at me.

“You’re my little bitch, aren’t you? You’d do anything I asked you to do.” Laura’s eyes glowed with the adrenaline of a power trip. 

“I–I, Yes,” I said, afraid that she’d deny me an orgasm if I said anything else. A slow smile spread across her lips. Madison stepped towards her and snaked an arm around her waist.

“I want you to start humping your diaper for me,” Laura said and gasped as Madison placed a soft kiss on her neck. Madison moved her lips down and caught the sensitive skin in the crook of my wife’s neck between her teeth. Laura moaned and pushed back against her friend. Madison met my eyes over Laura’s shoulder and grinned as she trailed her hand down my wife’s body until it reached the hem of her skirt. Without breaking eye contact with me, Madison let her hand slowly keep traveling up my wife's thigh.

"Hump your diaper for me, Baby. I want to see you enjoy humiliating yourself for me," Laura repeated between gasps of breath as Madison's hand traveled further and further up.

I obeyed her by starting to rock back and forth on the floor, pressing my crotch down towards the carpet.

“Good boy,” Laura said in a breathless voice.

Every time I pressed my crotch to the floor the fluids inside the diaper sloshed against my cock. It almost felt as if it was acting like a lubricant around my cock. If I closed my eyes, I could almost imagine that I was fucking Laura, and not humping my diaper.

Madison’s hand reached my wife’s cunt, dripping and ready with arousal. Laura gasped as Madison circled her clit with two of her fingers.

I groaned at the sight as I continued to hump my crotch down towards the floor.

“You dirty boy. You like this, don’t you? You like watching your wife get pleasured by another woman? Naughty boy,” Madison said. She grinned and returned her lips to my wife’s beck, eliciting another moan from her when she started to trail kisses along her skin.

“Look at your hubby,” Madison said to Laura. My wife opened her eyes and glanced down at me.

I must’ve looked pathetic where I was, humping on the floor in a piss-soaked diaper.

“Oh, I know… It makes you wet to watch him like that. Completely in your power. It's an amazingly powerful feeling, isn't it?" Laura let out a moan and spread her legs slightly wider apart to grant Madison better access.

“Looks like your dirty little hubby likes to be under your control, too, if the way he’s humping the floor is anything to judge by,” Madison said.

I blushed at her words. I should’ve been ashamed of what I was doing. I should’ve been able to stop. But instead, I kept humping myself in my piss-soaked diaper shamelessly.

I watched with hungry eyes as Madison slid her fingers into my wife. My humping got faster, more vigorous. Madison slipped her other arm around Laura’s body, and with experienced movements, she started rubbing Laura’s bud while she continued the sliding motion in and out with the other hand. I watched with lustful fascination.

“That’s right; you’ve earned to be treated like this. You’ve earned to be pleasured,” Madison told my wife, “while your husband pisses himself in a diaper, you get to pleasure yourself. Look at him humping the diaper. Such a naughty boy. I bet he’s going to shoot all his sticky cummies into his diaper, isn’t he?” Madison said.

I grunted and continued to fuck my wet diaper shamelessly. Laura moaned.

“Cum for me, Baby,” Laura managed to say in between moans while I humped my diaper.

At the sound of permission from her lips, I started humping faster and faster until I shot my sperm out into the soft absorbent material. The sticky fluid stuck to my skin, mixing with the piss from earlier.

For several short moments, my mind was completely empty. All that was left in my mind was pure, orgasmic bliss.

“Good boy,” Madison said.

“Isn’t your pathetic little hubby a good boy, hm?” she said to my wife. Laura replied with a moan and pressed herself closer to Madison’s hand again. 

She opened her eyes huskily, looking at me as she received pleasure from Madison’s fingers. The shame I felt at cumming in my dirty nappies was pushed aside as I watched my wife absorb the pleasure hungrily. And I was reminded of why I did this in the first place.

I loved how she got off on humiliating me. While a large part of me wanted nothing but to take off the diapers and throw them away, and never think about them again… Another part of me knew that while she made that face of pleasure as Madison stroked her; as long as she looked at me with that expression, there was nothing I could do but obey her.

She was gorgeous.

I loved her.

And I loved her when I could service her by simply let her do whatever she wanted to me. And I loved watching her with another woman. At this point, it didn’t matter that I wasn’t allowed to join them. What mattered was that Laura was being serviced and that she was enjoying herself.

She moaned again as Madison let her fingers slide over Laura’s nipples, pinching them lightly with one hand as she continued to rub the nub between Laura’s legs.

“How’s it feel to watch your wife get pleasured by another woman?” she looked at me as she asked. I only managed to whimper in response.

“I bet you’ve never managed to satisfy her in any way, have you?” Madison said.

She let her head slide down Laura’s neck before she kissed it again, grazing her skin with her teeth. Laura opened her eyes in surprise.

“Oh, fuck, I’m gonna–” she exclaimed before I watched her muscles tense in anticipation of her orgasm.

“Yes… Cum for me,” Madison said.

It only took a few seconds before Laura’s body started to shake from the tension. A long moan escaped her throat.

Madison stopped her circling motions when Laura’s hand shot down to rest on top, keeping their hands still as my wife rode out her orgasm.

I watched all of it with hungry fascination. Laura let out a final scream before she slumped back against Madison; her legs no longer able to support her weight.

Madison grinned and held her hand out towards me.

“Come on, dirty boy. Lick my hand clean, and when you’re done, you can clean your wife with your mouth, too,” she said.

I started crawling over to where they stood. My diaper was sagging down towards the ground with every step. I felt it dangling between my legs; the weight of the heavy, piss-soaked diaper brushing against my genitals.

I stopped in front of Madison and looked up at her from my kneeling position.

She reached her hand out towards my face. Her fingers were slick with Laura’s juices. I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out to lap at it. Salty, sweet flavor hit my mouth as I lapped.

Madison grinned.

“Good boy. You’ve got such a well-trained boy here, Laura,” Madison said. A lazy, non-committal sound came from Laura, still dazed from her orgasm.

Seemingly satisfied with my job, Madison pulled her hand back and gestured towards my wife. I started crawling in her direction, and again, the diaper dangled between my legs.

I hate to admit it, but I found the sensation strangely erotic.

I placed my head between Laura’s legs. She glanced at me lazily before she spread her legs slowly.

“Careful. Sensitive,” Laura managed to say in a dazed, lazy tone.

I did my best to avoid her sensitive trigger areas, focusing instead on licking away the fluids coating her skin.

“Good boy,” they said as soon as I was finished. Laura sighed and eventually got up.

“Mmm, thank you, Madison. That was nice. We should do this again sometime.”

“We sure should. Perhaps you guys could come to my place next time… as you know, I’ve got this large window facing the city. We could make your hubby strip to his diapees, put him on display while you and I retreat to the bedroom… If he’s a really good boy, we could leave the bedroom door open so he can hear us.” Madison grinned at Laura. I looked from one to the other, my gaze darting between them. And I felt my cock getting hard yet again from the anticipation of what the future would hold.
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"Hi Mrs Miller, um…I was just going to return some of these to Brian," I said and glanced up at my best friend's hot stepmother.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Disappointment? Loneliness?

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

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

“– Miss Grant,” I corrected myself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My cock twitched excitedly in my pants.

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

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

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

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

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

She turned to me suddenly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But she shook her head.

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

I slumped my shoulders in defeat and nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Shame and humiliation the predominant feelings.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I sighed.

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

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

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

What should I do with them?

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

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

I froze.

“Hello? Alan? Are you all right?”

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

“Alan?” her voice said again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I looked up to meet her eyes and nodded. 

“Y–yes,” I stuttered.

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

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

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

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

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

“Leave it,” Miss Grant said without looking.

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

Instinctively, my hands cupped my crotch protectively.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“W–well… I just… A diaper?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She approached me with the diaper still in her hand.

I swallowed audibly.

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

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

“Ahhh,” I couldn’t hold back a moan.

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

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

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

The heat of my blush burned in my cheeks.

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

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

But she didn’t.

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

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

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

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

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

She chuckled again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She let go of my cheek.

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

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

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

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

“P–Please, M–Miss… I ah–,” I said.

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

"P–Please–"

"Please what?" she asked.

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

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

"Ah!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"That's not what I meant...I–"

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

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

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

I glanced up at her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She grinned down at me.

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

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

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

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

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

"I... Ah! P–please," I whimpered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She chuckled.

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

"Ah!"

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

I blinked up at her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her lips found my neck and kissed the sensitive skin.

"Be a good boy for me..."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I twitched involuntarily, still sensitive from my orgasm.

She chuckled and kissed my forehead.

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

A blush crept up my throat.

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

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

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

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

"I–I...."

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

"Oh!"

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

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

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

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

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

Her smile lit up her entire face.

“Oh, you won’t regret it,” she said and turned me around so she could spoon me and wrapped her arms around me. Wonder, excitement and thoughts spread through my mind as I began drifting off to sleep in the first of many wet and cum-stained diapers.
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Chapter 1

My eyes searched the welcome crowd at the airport looking for anything that might resemble the blonde woman from my ‘Holiday Love Hunters’ app. This new app was a brilliant way to save a few bucks while you went travelling to see new places. It basically worked like any other dating app out there. But unlike the regular dating apps, ‘Holiday Love Hunters’ gave people from all over the world the chance to connect based on their travel destination and gender preferences. It had grown immensely popular in the short while it had been on the market and thousands of users had signed up. And when you opened the app, the list of people who offered a place in their home in exchange for the dating experience would show up on your screen.

I’d been sceptical at first. But, as I had gotten home to my empty apartment after work one day, I’d let my curiosity get the better of me. And now, after weeks of chatting with Frida, I was about to meet this blonde beauty of a Swedish woman. I felt a thrill run down my spine as I thought back to the words that had popped up on my screen early in our chatting: ‘Just as a warning… I really get off on being in charge… sexually. And I like my partners obedient.’ It was already on her profile and had been one of the reasons I’d approached her in the first place. Though, it wouldn’t surprise me if there were a lot of people who didn’t bother reading the profiles before sending off a message.

I wondered if she wanted to tie me up… or maybe use a riding crop on me. Oh, how wrong I was. But I didn’t know that at the time as I forced back my surge of desire, which threatened to manifest itself physically between my legs.

My eyes stopped at a sign with my name on it. I looked up and saw the face from the profile smiling back at me. The muscles in my cheeks tugged in a reciprocating smile and I stepped towards her.

Damn, but she was fine; blonde hair in a loose style that reached the middle of her back and a white blouse, too small for her large breasts. The top buttons of the blouse were opened and exposed a long neck, which continued in a long curve down to her cleavage, which was just within accepted standard of modesty back home. And what I couldn’t see from her cleavage was visible through the white fabric of her blouse in a faint shadow. My eyes lingered on that teasing cleavage for just as long as I felt that I could get away with it before my eyes reached her waist. Here, a black pencil skirt swallowed the rest of her blouse and accentuated her hips and did nothing to hide her long, slim legs that came out at the hem of the skirt and ended in high-heeled, red pumps.

The entire outfit had a distinct, sexy, strict nanny quality to it. Wait… nanny? No, that couldn’t be right, why would I want to think of her as a sexy nanny? Schoolteacher, that was what I’d meant. All she needed to add to complete the outfit was a pair of glasses over those cherry painted lips. Yes, a schoolteacher was definitely it.

“Wow, the pictures did not do you any justice,” I said when I finally reached her. She laughed, the kind of self-conscious laugh some women get when people give them a compliment. It was a thrilling, warm sound that sent shivers up my spine. She bent forward and gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek, her breasts brushing my arm as she did so. And I wasn’t entirely sure it had been accidental.

“Thank you. You aren’t exactly bad-looking, yourself, either,” she said. She bent down, grabbed the handle of my cabin bag and started walking. I grabbed the larger suitcase and hurried after. I caught up with her and felt my heart stop when she turned her head to look down at me with eyes that were the astonishing mix of grey and blue, like the one you’d see just before a storm.

“I thought you’d be taller, though,” she said. I coughed embarrassedly. I could understand the comment. She was easily half a head taller than me with her 5’11” against my 5’7”. My right cheek pulled up in a lopsided smile and said the first thing that came to mind:

“I guess what they say about Scandinavian women is true, then”. It was a pathetic attempt at a joke. And it seemed I had a tough crowd. A line creased between her eyebrows and she turned her face away from me again with a controlled, stiff movement.

“Please don’t stereotype me. True, there are a lot of tall women here, but just as there are tall women, there are also short women, like everywhere else,” she said. Her tone held nothing of the earlier warmth.

I gave my backside a mental kick. There was no way she hadn’t heard such things before. With her popularity rating on the app, she must be really swarmed with people from all over the world. People much more handsome than me. She could pick and choose from anyone, and I was sure she wouldn’t put up with anyone she didn’t like for long. After all, if I wasn’t the romantic experience she wanted, she had all the rights on her side to kick me out of her home. And I was quickly making my way onto her bad side.

“I’m sorry, that was not my intention,” I said. Canadians often get the blame for being polite. But British people are almost as bad. The difference, of course, is that Brits often hide our malice and the truth of our words under false politeness. But there was none of that now. Instead, it was only a sincere apology. She stopped just as we reached a car and turned to me. Her eyes seemed to search for something in my expression. I held my breath and after what seemed like an eternity, she nodded.

“Apology accepted,” said Frida and opened the trunk of her car.


Chapter 2

We lugged my suitcases into the trunk of her car and decided to go for a stroll in the lovely spring weather before heading back to her place. There was a park within walking distance of the airport and we made our way over to it while planes broke the tranquility where they soared over our heads. I kept drying my hands on my sweater and tried to come up with something to say. Something to break the awkward silence between us.

“Shall we sit for a moment?” asked Frida and gestured towards a park bench before I could say anything. I nodded and we made our way over to it.

A few birds tweeted and fluttered their wings in the tree branches above. Underneath me, the bench was warm from the kisses of the midday sun. And yet, Frida seemed to surpass the sun’s radiance with her blinding warm smile when she turned to me.

“It’s pretty here, isn’t it?” she asked. Her warm hand brushed my thigh and she leaned closer. I swallowed.

“Yes,” I somehow managed to squeak out the response.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, good boy,” she said, still smiling. Then, she closed her teeth around my earlobe. The hard, white protrusions raked lightly along my skin before she let go. She placed a hand on my chest enforcing a short distance between us.

“If you ever feel like I’m going too far, or you need to pause and talk about what we’re doing, you can use my safeword: gossamer feelings,” she said. I glanced up at her. The sun created a glow behind her blonde hair, showering her with light.

“Say it,” she said.

“Gossamer feelings,” I said and met her eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, my! What have you done? Did you pee your pants?” She covered her mouth with a hand. I shook my head.

“N—no, I didn’t. I mean, I’ve never—“ I protested. I hadn’t. Or at least I thought I hadn’t.

“I thought I was getting a visit from a young man, not a little boy!” she said. I was about to protest again when I noticed the tug at the corner of her mouth. Almost as if she was trying to hold back a smile, despite the annoyed tone of her voice.

I was at a loss for words, not knowing what I should say. I stared at her. Then her earlier words came back to me: ‘I warn you, I can be a bit extreme’. Was this what she’d meant? Had she sat on my lap and peed, knowing full well that it would look like I wet myself while she could simply rearrange her skirt and it wouldn’t show a thing? I scrutinised her skirt, searching for the smallest hint that would confirm my suspicions. It was without luck. Her skirt was so tight, too. My eyes widened as another thought struck me. So tight that in order to get away with it, she must’ve exposed her behind. We were lucky the park was deserted. Or perhaps luck didn’t have anything to do with it. If I was right, she’d planned this all along. I looked up and met her eyes again. Her expression softened. She stepped closer.

“Oh honey, it’s OK. I have plenty of experience dealing with boys who wet themselves,” she said.

“I… well, I um…I didn’t…” I stuttered.

“Oh, that’s adorable. Honey, I can see your wet crotch from over here. There’s no use denying it. But I do wish you’d told me about it beforehand, so I could’ve bought some supplies,” she said. Supplies? What did she mean by that? But instead of asking, another protest burst out of me.

“But it wasn’t me,” I said. Somehow, my words didn’t seem to have any force behind them. They came out dangerously close to a whine. And yet, I couldn’t manage to nod along, either. If I told her that I’d wet myself, I would be lying.

“Then who did it, if I may ask?” She placed her hands on her hips as she asked. I swallowed and didn’t immediately answer. What would I say? And more importantly; if my suspicions were right and this was indeed what she’d meant about wanting to be in total control of me, did I really want to go back on my word to see it through? On the other hand, this wasn’t exactly what I’d had in mind when I submitted to her. I lowered my head and immediately regretted it when I stared straight at my wet crotch. If only my erection would go away, at least. It didn’t exactly help my case. Instead, it only humiliated me further by stubbornly pushing outwards to create a small tent in my trousers. Of course, it was only a reaction to her writhing on top of me. Hot and ready with her breasts pressing against me… My cock twitched. Yeah, that was why I was still hard.

“It was you!” I don’t know why I said it. It must’ve been a single moment of defiance. Of not wanting to give up so easily, despite my promise to give myself to her.

“Excuse me?” Her eyes narrowed. A soft sensation shot into my lower back and continued running up my spinal column like hundreds of light, electric feathers. I squirmed under her gaze. Never in my adult life had anyone looked at me like that. Like I was being a bad boy who wasn’t doing as he was told.

“You peed on me when you were sitting on my lap… It wasn’t me,” I said. I’d meant it to sound defiant. But just like earlier, the words had no force behind them. Instead, I didn’t even recognise the soft voice or the words it formed. I don’t know what had gotten into me. It was as if I had a tiny devil inside me, who delighted in challenging her authority. In challenging her as if it was a game. And I couldn’t help but think, for a brief moment, that I sounded like a brat.

She took a menacing step towards me. Then another.

“Really? That’s your excuse?” she said. Each step brought her closer to me and when she stopped talking, she was standing so close that I could feel her breath on my lips.

“Yes,” I squeaked.

“Then why are you the one with the wet pants?” she said. I blinked.

“You— I… you were the one who—” I started. She cut me off with a chuckle.

“You’re adorable. Protesting so vehemently that you didn’t pee your pants like a little boy when that stain there—” here, she pointed a finger at the wet spot.

“—clearly says otherwise,” finished Frida.

“But I didn’t—” again I was interrupted.

“Enough. Whether you think you wet your pants or not is irrelevant. The proof is right there, and if you didn’t notice that you wet your pants… Well, that tells me you really are a little boy, after all. A little boy who can’t control his little willy,” she said. I swallowed and leaned back until the hard wood of the park bench pressed painfully into my shoulder blades.

“It’s fine, honey. I don’t expect little boys to be able to hold their pee-pee inside. But you should have told me. What if we had gone straight back to my place and wet yourself all over my couch instead of outside? Outside, at least nothing gets broken.” Her voice came out in a tone that was at once soft and belittling, encouraging and reproving. I blushed and looked away.

“Why don’t we get up from this park bench and back to the car so we can get you out of your wet pants, hm?” she said and took my hand. I nodded. At least that I could agree to. No matter who had wet my trousers, the fact that they were wet still remained. Her hand was warm and firm against mine as I let her pull me up.


Chapter 3

My cheeks burned as people rushed by on their way to or from the airport. I did my best to angle my body towards Frida’s car while I tried to come up with a way to cover my crotch that would seem as unsuspicious as possible. Finally, she turned to me and stepped away from the car door. I rushed past her and sat down on the soft, white towel she’d placed in the passenger seat. I closed the door and leaned my forehead on my hand.

The car rocked gently as Frida sat down in the driver’s seat. She glanced over at me before she turned her head back to gaze out of the windscreen.

“We’re just going to make a quick stop on the way to get some supplies before we head back to my place,” she said. There it was again, that word; supplies.

“Supplies?” I asked. She turned her head back to me.

“Diapers, of course,” she said as if it was the most logical thing in the world.

“D—diapers?” I stuttered.

“Yes, diapers,” she said in a patient tone, as if she was explaining something to a child.

“With that pee stain on your crotch, I can’t very well trust that you won’t pee your pants while you’re in my house, now can I? So, since you peed your pants like a little boy, then you’re going to have to wear diapers while you’re with me until you can prove that you don’t need them,” she said. With a flick of her wrist, she turned the key and the engine purred to life. And just like that, the conversation was over.

I chewed my lip and watched the landscape roll by outside the window. If all I needed to do in order to not wear diapers was to prove that I could hold it, then that shouldn’t really be too difficult. Then why did I have a feeling it wasn’t going to be that easy?

She stopped the car outside a small shop in an empty street.

“All right, come on,” she said and released my seat belt. I looked down at her retreating hand. I could easily have done that myself. The burning sensation in my cheeks returned. My fingers closed around a wrinkle in the leg of my trousers, fiddling with it.

“I— can I please just change my trousers first?” I said and turned to her. She arched an eyebrow but didn’t answer my question.

“Do you know what kind of shop this is?” she asked instead. I turned to look at it. The building was a greyish white. The sort of nondescript colour that could hide anything behind its walls. Over a wooden door was a sign with words painted in capital letters with illustrations of children’s toys around them. It read: “THE LITTLE SHOP FOR LITTLES AND BIGS”. And in smaller letters underneath, it said: “And Everyone In-Between”. Without waiting for me to answer, she said:

“It’s a shop made specifically for little boys like you. The nice ladies inside this shop will not be bothered when they notice your little… accident,” she said. She smiled when I squirmed in my seat at the reminder.

“They’ll know exactly what we need, why you need it, and most importantly; they can help me find the right size for you. So no, you can’t change your trousers first,” she finished.

“Do I have to?” I asked in a tiny voice. My eyes moved from the shop to Frida and back again.  No, I decided, this wasn’t at all what I’d had in mind when she asked me to give her control over me. And yet, there was a part of me that didn’t want to leave. A curiosity in the form of a tiny, traitorous voice that wondered what the harm would be in trying it out when it was only for a week.

“Look, it’s perfectly simple. The diapers will prevent you from ruining your clothes, as well as my furniture. If you’re not happy with the arrangement, you are, of course, welcome to take a flight back to London,” she said. I thought about it. I supposed it wouldn’t really be a big deal to wear a diaper if that would make her feel better about having me in her house. I’d prove to her soon enough that I didn’t need them. I mean, no one had said anything about having to use them. Surely, it couldn’t be that bad.

“No, no I— I’ll wear… diapers,” I said.

“Good boy,” she said. Without further ado, she opened the door and stepped out of the car. I glanced up and down the street. When I couldn’t see anyone, I hurried after her before she could disappear into the shop and leave me behind outside.

A bell chimed merrily as we crossed the threshold. Moments later, a young woman stepped out from a door at the back. She didn’t look like she was much older than 20 and, I noticed to my dismay, she was incredibly attractive. Attractive in the way that only certain types of university girls were. I bet she did something fancy like tennis in her free time. An image of her in a short tennis skirt and bouncing breasts under a tight shirt flashed across my mind. My cock began to stir again at the thought and I forced my eyes away from her before my excitement became visible. I was not going to have an erection in here, and certainly not while my crotch was still damp with piss!

As I moved my eyes away from her, my attention moved to the colourful packages that lined the shelves. It took me a moment to realise that what I was looking at were rows upon rows of nappies. All kinds of different shapes, colours and sizes. And, judging by the models in front of each row of packages, they were all intended for adults.

“Hello,” said the young woman and smiled in a way that seemed genuine. She said something else in Swedish that I couldn’t understand. Next to me, Frida answered. When she finished speaking, the young woman’s eyes dropped to my crotch. I blushed under the heat of her gaze. Though I hadn’t understood either of them, I realised that they must’ve been talking about me.

“Oh Dear,” the woman said, this time in English. To my horror, she stepped around the counter and over to us.

“Did someone have a big accident?” she asked when she stopped a few feet away.

“Someone did indeed. Someone also forgot to tell me about his little problem so I could get his diapers beforehand,” said Frida. It seemed pointless to argue. How could I make this woman believe that I hadn’t wet myself when the wet stain on my crotch was so visible? The young woman, whose name tag read ‘Sandra’, looked me up and down once before she nodded and turned to Frida.

“All right, I think I have just the thing. Let me pick out a few items, and you can decide if you like any of them,” said Sandra.

“Just don’t let him have an accident in the shop, it’s such a hassle to clean,” added Sandra over her shoulder as she stepped over to one of the shelves. My cheeks burned and I wanted to sink down into the floor.

“Oh, I’m sure he can manage for a little while, can’t you, sweetie?” said Frida and pinched my cheek, deepening my blush.

Sandra returned with a few folded, rectangular pieces in her hands. Despite my embarrassment, I couldn’t help but watch as she placed them on the counter and hold up each item in turn for Frida’s inspection. Each diaper seemed thicker and more childish than the latter had been.

When she’d finished looking at all of them, Frida pointed at four separate diapers. Two of them looked so thick that it was difficult to imagine it possible to fit them underneath my jeans.

“No problem. If you want to make use of the —ahem— facilities while I get these ready for you, it’s right over there. Back in a jiffy,” Sandra beamed and went into the back room again. Facilities? Frida turned to me. Her index finger tapped absentmindedly at one of the diapers. Each tap created a small rustling sound from the plastic.

“You know, that’s not a bad idea. Who knows how long you’ll manage to hold yourself. And we don’t want you to have another accident, now do we?” she said.

“Ah, I— um… no?” I said. Her hand closed around the diaper. My eyes seemed to be hypnotically drawn to the movement. She took a step towards me. When she stood this close, our height difference was so much more noticeable. Her long fingers wrapped around my wrist. My breath got caught in my throat.

“No, indeed. Come on,” she said and pulled me to the corner that the shop assistant had pointed out earlier. A long curtain hung from rails in the ceiling. When they were pulled aside, they revealed a large changing station. The changing table was large enough that I could easily fit on top of it.

“All right, little man. Pants off and butt on the pad,” said Frida and patted the plastic mat resting on top of the changing table.


Chapter 4

“Or maybe you need some help with the undressing… Are you such a little boy that you not only wet your pants, but you also need help taking them off as well?” Her mocking tone made me blush and I fiddled with the buttons on my jeans to take them off. The jeans fabric was sticking uncomfortably to my skin down my leg where the moisture had been sucked up by the material. I slid my jeans down my legs, and it was a relief to get rid of the clammy fabric.

“Good boy, there we go. Now your underpants, too, sweetie,” she said. I closed my eyes and pulled them down. As with a band-aid, the most efficient way was probably to simply get it done as fast as possible. I glanced down nervously and allowed myself a sigh of relief when I saw that my erection was gone. I sent a short prayer that it would stay that way.

“There we go, now that wasn’t so hard, was it?” she said. I walked passed her and jumped onto the changing table.

Her hand pressed my chest gently and I leaned back on the table. My head was buzzing from the unfamiliar and confusing experience. And yet, I was excited by this blonde, strict Goddess of a woman.

“Good boy, she said again. She gently pushed my legs to either side, exposing my most intimate parts to her. I fought the urge to cover myself up.

“Tsk, tsk. Wetting yourself in the park like that,” she chattered while she opened a drawer and pulled out a washcloth. A protest formed in my mind. I had done no such thing. But as she turned to the side and turned on the sink, I lost all my protests about not wetting myself. The water dripped into the basin when she twisted the cloth in her hands. Then, the lukewarm cloth touched my skin, travelling up along my leg to clean away the urine. I didn’t realise that I’d made a whimpering noise until she shushed me. I quieted down and watched her movements. Washing my feet. Then my ankles. My knees. Upwards. With each stroke, she moved closer to my cock.

She reached the sensitive skin of my thighs and I gasped. At the sound, her movements stopped and she looked up from her work. Her eyes found mine and her amusement played along her lips. She kept my gaze and returned to cleaning me as if nothing had happened. But rather than reaching my crotch with the cloth, she dipped it in the water. All the while never breaking the eye contact. I watched with fascination at the cloth, as she took it out of the bowl and wrung it again.

A part of me was telling me that I shouldn’t lie here. That I shouldn’t let her do this to me. That a grown man shouldn’t lie on a changing table getting diapered by a gorgeous woman. I should be trying to get into her pants, not let her put thick protective underwear on me! And I should definitely not be getting hard while she did this to me.

But another part of me — a much larger part — was telling me that I wanted this. That I was curious. Her hands brushed a thigh with the cloth again, moving upwards. I held my breath in anticipation. She cleaned the area around my dick first, not getting near it, as if she was teasing me on purpose. She probably was, too, knowing full well what effect it had. My cock was visibly responding to her touches now, and I held back another moan.

“My, my, what have we here? Is my little boy excited by getting pampered?” said Frida. She smiled up at me. I looked at her incredulously as it hit me… She was enjoying this!

Just as I was about to respond, Sandra showed up behind Frida. I froze.

“Is that as big as it gets?” asked Sandra. I looked down at my hard cock and blushed. I’d always thought it was around average. But maybe I’d been wrong.

“Oh, I think so. Yes, you really are a little boy, aren’t you?” Frida’s hands brushed what little hair I had around my crotch.

“It certainly looks like it, considering how little hair he has,” said Sandra. Frida nodded in agreement.

“Of course… that’s going to have to go. It’ll make diapering him so much easier too,” said Frida. While she talked, she reached for my crotch again and swabbed my cock with the cloth. She pressed it towards on my hardness and rubbed it along the shaft. My hips jerked and I gasped again. She pressed my hips back down with a firm hold, shaking her head at me. I glanced over at Sandra. I’d forgotten she was there when Frida touched my cock. She’d seen my reactions. Oh fuck. I wanted to hide my face behind my hands.

“That’s why… I brought you this,” said Sandra and handed a tube of cream to Frida. Despite my embarrassment, I was still curious enough to look at the exchange. Frida tilted the cream to study it closer.

“It’s a special kind of cream. It’ll remove the hair anywhere you coat it and slows down the regrowth. With continual use, it should even stop the hair growth entirely. We’ve gotten great feedback on it from other buyers,” said Sandra.

“Marvellous. Why haven’t I heard about this before? I’ll take it,” said Frida and bent forwards. The angle gave me perfect view straight down her cleavage. I yearned to reach out to touch her breasts. I was so busy ogling her breasts that I didn’t notice her opening the salve in front of me until I felt the cold paste against the skin on my crotch. I looked down.

“Did you hear the nice lady? This’ll get all the big boy hair off your skin in no time. We can’t have you walking around with big man hair when you wet yourself like a little boy, now can we?” she smiled down at me and continued to administer the salve on my skin. Frida put the tube down next to me.

“Now, you just have to wait two minutes,” said Sandra. I looked down at my body. It was covered in the cream, making it glisten slightly from the lights in the room. I looked away, and once again rested my eyes on Frida’s breasts. She laughed huskily.

“You like what you see, baby?” said Frida. Her hand reached up to cup her breast. At the same time, the fingers on her other hand closed around a button on her blouse and pushed it through the buttonhole. I couldn’t take my eyes off her as, one by one, she unbuttoned her front to reveal more of her sun dyed skin. My cock throbbed and ached, finally seeing the black lace bra that had teased me through her blouse the past hours. I nearly reached down to touch myself, but somehow barely managed to contain myself because Sandra was watching.

“Hm? Do you like my breasts?” asked Frida. I nodded eagerly. She smiled.

“You do? Do you want to see them?” said Frida. She sneaked a hand behind her back to unhook her bra.

“Y—yes, yes please,” I said. She had my cock’s full attention now and she knew it. Her smile widened. To my disappointment, she removed her hand from behind her back without unclasping the bra.

I tried my best to keep a neutral expression.

“Oh, would you look at that… It’s time to remove your cream,” said Frida. I swallowed my disappointment and tried to ignore the giggles that came from Sandra’s direction.

“Poor baby. Did you really want to see some boobies?” said Sandra, amusement still apparent in her tone.

“Don’t worry, if you’re a good boy, I’ll show you my boobies later,” said Frida.

“Do you want that?” asked Frida. I didn’t answer right away. Instead, my eyes darted to Sandra. Somehow, the two women almost made it seem… I wasn’t quite sure how to put my finger on it. But with their belittling tones and comments… It almost made me feel ridiculous for wanting to see Frida’s breasts. My eyes widened with the realisation. Ridiculous. That was exactly how it made me feel.

That it would be ridiculous to want to see or touch a woman’s breasts hadn’t ever occurred to me before. All the guys I knew loved breasts just as much as I did — Well, the straight ones, anyway. It shouldn’t be difficult to admit that I wanted to see any woman’s breasts. Especially not someone I had expected to have sexual relations with. And, perhaps more importantly, not when the person in question had made it very clear to me that they also expected a sexual relationship with me.

I looked away from Sandra and back at Frida. They were both looking at me expectantly. It took me a few milliseconds to realise that I still hadn’t answered Frida’s last question. Why did it feel so much more humiliating to answer while Sandra was watching? After all, I’d only just met them both today. But somehow, Frida didn’t feel like a stranger. Then again, we’d spent weeks chatting before I flew over today.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Good boy,” murmured Frida and kissed my cheek before she dipped the cloth in the basin again. I raised my hips slightly, trying to angle my cock towards her.

“Nah-uh, naughty boy. Lie still so I can clean you,” said Frida. I blushed and stilled at her reprimand. The words were not something anyone would say to an adult, and the fact that Sandra was still watching and could hear everything she said made it more embarrassing.

The cloth was warm and wet when she brushed it against my skin to wipe away the cream. After each swab, she submerged it back into the water to rinse off the paste. And each time, she left a new patch of my skin hairless. She wiped down my body until she had removed all the cream, then she turned and dropped the cloth into the sink.

I looked down at my naked form. My cock was still erect. But it was less manly than it had been, somehow more insubstantial in the middle of a hairless body. Frida turned back and stroked soft and warm hands against my now smooth skin. The touches created ripples of tiny goosebumps over my flesh. I shivered and felt my eyelids flutter at the new, raw sensitivity of my skin.

“Oh yes, that feels much better, doesn’t it? None of that manly body hair to give you any silly ideas about being a big boy,” said Frida.

“All nice and smooth for his new…” said Sandra. There was a pause, as if she wasn’t quite sure which word to use, and then she finished with: “…Caretaker.”

“This is marvellous. The way it removes everything is absolutely fantastic,” said Frida.

“Now, let’s get this diaper on you before you make another mess, shall we?” said Frida and reached for the diaper. I stared at it and wondered that such a simple thing could be a source for such embarrassment. It rustled as she unwrapped it. As I watched, I started to wonder what I was doing here. Was this really what I wanted? Before I could make up my mind, she grabbed my legs and lifted them, as if they weighed nothing. I blinked. Then, with a swift movement, she slid the diaper underneath me and lowered me back down. It was softer than I’d expected.

She pulled the front of the diaper up in front of my crotch and bent closer to reach for the tapes at the back. Her blouse was still open, showing breasts that wanted to jump out of her bra. And as she bent towards me, I got a good view of them.

I was painfully aware that my cock strained against the diaper, begging for attention. She chuckled, and let one of her hands slide down to feel the contours of my erection through the diapers. She kept stroking it while she finished fastening the tapes on the other side with the other hand. I moaned when she finished securing the diaper tightly around my waist. It was soft against my skin and her strokes outside the diaper pushed my erect cock closer into the softness. The sensation drove me crazy like nothing I’d ever felt before.

“Aren’t you a naughty little one, hm? I don’t think we can have you walking around with a stiffy down there, can we? No, we can’t” said Frida, not waiting for me to answer any of her questions. She stroked a single finger along the shaft through the fabric while she looked at me.

From her corner, Sandra was watching the exchange with curious interest, and now, the knowledge that she was watching just seemed to make me more turned on. I moaned.

“Because what do you suppose will happen if your little pee-pee has another accident, hm…?” Frida’s finger reached the tip of my cock.

“…if it starts spilling out little boy juices from here, tell me what will happen?” Frida asked.

“I- I don’t know,” I managed to stutter.

“Oh, I think you do, baby. What happens if the pee-pee points up…” she held a finger up in front of my face, the other arm supporting her weight as she lifted herself up onto the changing table and straddled me. A position so similar to the one in the park. But now I was even more in her power than I’d been earlier.

“I—I don’t know,” I repeated.

“Well. Then guess,” said Frida. I was struggling to keep my breath even. Her weight pushed down on my diaper. I moaned again when she rocked her hips slightly, creating friction against my cock. I wanted to tear off the diapers again and shove my cock inside her and feel her warmth engulf me. Instead, I lay underneath her, while my dick throbbed and glided between the folds inside the soft fabric. I swallowed.

“Th—the —uh— pee would —uh… would— AH!” I couldn’t focus. She was slowly grinding herself back and forth against my diaper. I could feel her weight slide along my cock, pressing the diaper down on it.

“Go on,” she encouraged me, her breath brushing my earlobes.

“Well, it would— um… Flow from the— ah!” she bit carefully down on my ear, exciting a gasp from me.

“Ah— tip, and would— um… Slide down?” I finished. She chuckled and kissed her way down my neck.

“Well, baby. If you were to… have an accident… now, in this position, your pee would pool up here,” she lifted herself up a little so she could slide a hand at the top of the diaper, pressing it down.

“And then, it would overflow without making use of your diaper’s full capacity… And we wouldn’t want that, now would we?” said Frida. I shook my head.

“N-No.”

“So…how do you suppose we should take care of this… little… problem?” Frida ground herself against me again. I gasped.

“Ah-uh, I oh!”

“Not the best vocabulary, but I suppose I can’t expect more than that from a little boy in diapers…” Frida’s words elicited a chuckle from Sandra.

“Well, I’m going to give you a treat. Won’t that be nice?” Frida said and pressed her lips along my neck again. I moaned and pressed my hips upwards. Frida pulled back to gaze down at me.

“Y—yes,” I moaned.

“I’m going to let you make cummies in your diaper!” She beamed down at me as if it was the biggest favour in the world, her full lips parted to show a row of pearly white teeth. I was breathing hard. And I wanted nothing more than to do exactly what this woman told me, my horniness controlling everything I did.

“I want your lips on my nipples,” she said. I stared, unable to take my eyes away as she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. I wanted to reach out and grab her hips to gain some sort of control of her grinding while she let her bra straps slide down her arms. The cups glided down her torso, black lace over pale skin. Round, full breasts escaped the bra and she reached up to cup them in her hands.

She smiled down at me and put the bra on the floor. Her long fingers circled her nipples teasingly before she pinched down on them. Her grinds increased in speed. She threw her head back and let out a deep moan that rocked me to my core. She rode a wave of pleasure before she looked down at me, desire clouding her eyes.

“Do you want to touch them? You want to suck my nipples?” She asked. I nodded and she bent down. I opened my mouth and flicked my tongue out, letting it slide over one of her nipples. She gasped. I placed my mouth around the nipple and kept flicking my tongue. With one hand, I cupped her other breast and pinched her nipple lightly, allowing my forefinger to flip back and forth over the tiny bud. Her gasps turned to moans.

“Good boy,” she said. The grinding against my diaper was becoming too much for me, and it was only a matter of time before I would lose my last shred of control. Moan after moan filled the room, her soft breasts pressed against my face and hands, and the steady rhythm of her rocking hips stimulated my cock. All I could think about was the building pressure signalling that my release was close. My moans blended with hers, my hips thrust upwards to match her rhythm.

“Ah! I’m gonna—” I managed to gasp out.

“Cum for me, baby! Shoot your little stickies into the diaper!” Her words were loud, almost a scream

“I—I— um— OH!” I bucked my hips, my orgasm so close that there was nothing I could do to stop it. Every time I moved, the friction inside the diaper rubbed against my cock, stimulating it.

“Oh— N—No!” I could feel my cock twitching and tensing, ready to spurt my juices out.

“It’s ok, baby! Cum for me. Cum in your diapers!” gasped Frida. I wanted nothing other than to obey her. I moaned into her breasts as she pushed down on my dick with her body. And I knew I was going to cum. I was going to cum in my nappies while Sandra watched. Every muscle in my body tensed. It was the only warning I got before my balls tightened and sent a surge through my shaft. On top of me, Frida was shouting her own pleasure as she continued her frantic rocking against my crotch. The silky ribbons of my excitement pulsed out from my dick with a force so hard that my mind went blank. I completely lost track of every sensation except the orgasm that rocked my body.

I screamed my pleasure into the soft mounds of flesh around my mouth.

“That’s it, baby! Oh, mmmmh!” Her movements were rigorous, frantic even. I began to move my head away to get a better view of her but as soon as I moved, her hand pressed firmly at the back of my head, keeping me in place. I closed my eyes and let out a satisfied sigh.

In my post-orgasmic haze, I felt her tense above me before she let out a single raw and throaty cry. It lasted for several seconds before she sagged and collapsed on top of me.


Chapter 5

I stood behind Frida at the till with my head bent in shame while she talked to Sandra. I wondered what she must be thinking of me. I’d cum in my diapers with Frida on top of me. And she’d witnessed all of it. How I hadn’t even resisted. Had I at least resisted, it would’ve been slightly less embarrassing how I’d emptied myself into my nappies only inches away from Frida’s cunt. I must’ve looked so pathetic. She must’ve thought that I was so desperate to cum that I’d do anything. Even cumming in my diapers.

The transaction finished and Frida handed me a big pack of diapers.

“Here, you can carry these.”

As we opened the door, Sandra’s spoke up from behind the till: “Let me know if you ever need a babysitter!” Frida turned in the door and smiled at her.

“Oh, he’s only staying for a week,” said Frida.

“Too bad, he’s really cute. I hope you know how lucky you are, young man. This lady here is one of the best caretakers I’ve ever known,” Sandra said. It looked as if she might actually be disappointed. Frida waved and ushered me out of the shop and into the car.

After our intimate moment inside the shop, Frida had gone outside to get a clean pair of jeans and handed them to me. The diapers were thick and bulky, and I was sure they were visible to a trained eye. But even so, I was thankful that I didn’t have to walk to the car wearing only my diaper, which I was sure was the alternative. 

“Mmm, you did good, baby,” said Frida when we were inside the car. Her hands slid up underneath my shirt and touched my smooth chest, brushing past my nipples and up my neck. She reached the back of my neck and pulled me in for a kiss.

“It’s almost too bad we can’t have you walking around without this shirt. It’s awfully cute when your diaper is visible over your jeans,” said Frida. Her words made me blush. She winked.

“I’m hungry after our little… exercise… How about we go and grab something to eat after we drop off your luggage?” said Frida and turned left around a corner. I hesitated before I answered. I wasn’t sure I wanted to go anywhere else after what had just happened in the shop. 

“Um… you mean like this?” I asked.

“What’s wrong with what you’re wearing?” asked Frida innocently. She didn’t look at me while she spoke but kept her eyes firmly on the road. I squirmed in my seat. Did she have to make me say it?

“No, I mean… It’s just… I’m still wearing a— a nappy,” I said.

“Yes, of course, you’re wearing a diaper, silly. You wet your pants, remember?” Instead of waiting for me to answer, she continued: “Well, it’s quite simple: It’s to protect yourself from soiling this pair of trousers as well. From what I could see of the contents of your suitcase, you only brought these two. Besides, how would it look if you wet yourself at the restaurant? I can assure you, it’s much more crowded than the park was.”

“But I’m not going to wet myself, you know that. In fact, I didn’t even do it the first time!” I threw out my hands in exasperation. She threw a sideways glance at me before she spoke.

“OK. I’m still willing to let you prove yourself to me,” she said. I turned to look outside the window. Right. The ‘proving that I could hold myself’-routine. I knew I hadn’t been the one to wet myself earlier. If I had done so, I would’ve felt it.

“Prove myself?” I asked, hoping that she’d at least clarify the terms.

“Yes. Prove yourself. Don’t forget whose house you’re staying in. Or that you agreed to submit to me,” she said.

“But—”

“So I am willing to let you prove yourself to me, which is quite merciful of me, considering that we both know you filled your sticky cummies into the diaper you’re still wearing. But… if you want to, I am willing to look past all your earlier ‘accidents’ if you can prove to me that you’re a big boy,” she said.  

“Hey, that’s not fair. I mean my— ah… cum— isn’t exactly an ‘accident’,” I started to protest.

“Look, I am offering you a second chance but you are wearing out my patience. If you won’t accept, I’m more than willing to let you keep wearing the diaper the rest of the day,” she said and stopped the car in front of a cosy little house. I frowned.

“No, I- I don’t want that…” I said and slumped my shoulders in defeat.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked. She turned to me and I swear I could see a glimmer of victory in her eyes.

“If you don’t use the bathroom until we get back from the restaurant, you won’t have to wear diapers anymore. But if you feel that you need to use the bathroom, you have to either hold yourself or pee in the diaper… if the diaper is wet when we get back from the restaurant, you have to wear them for the rest of your stay here,” she said. I chewed it over as she pushed open the door to the car.

Much as I didn’t want to admit it, it wasn’t like I hadn’t enjoyed myself in the shop earlier. What I was afraid of, was that perhaps I’d enjoyed the treatment a little too much. I grabbed my suitcases from the trunk and was about to answer when she spoke again.

“There is a second option for you: If you don’t want to risk losing the challenge, you can agree to wear the diapers at all times right here and now. If you agree, I’ll even let you wee-wee in the potty instead of in your diapers when you ask for permission,” she said with a smirk.

“Think of it as ‘potty-training’. And, of course, should you prove that you can use the potty, I will let you out of the diapers,” she continued. The thought of having to ask for permission to “use the potty” horrified me. Though, surely, it was better than having to wet a diaper and then walk around in it?

I almost chose option 2. Almost. But the offer to lose the diapers entirely was too tempting.

“Fine. I’ll agree to your terms. I’ll prove to you that I’m a big boy,” I said. Her face lit up in a grin as she held the door to her house open for me. I dropped the suitcases inside, stepped back outside and heard the door click shut behind me again.

“Really? But you haven’t even heard all the terms,” she said and turned the key. I narrowed my eyes at her.

“The rules are simple but you should know that if you don’t drink anything or drink too little, it would be bad for your health, and I would consider it cheating… Of course, you wouldn’t dream about cheating by not drinking anything?” she asked. I blushed, then stuttered: “Of— of course not!” Except that was exactly what I’d been planning. My mind was racing, trying to come up with another plan as I hurried after her and got inside the passenger seat.

“Good. Well then, let’s go,” she said and turned on the ignition.

“Ah, could I use the restroom before we go?” I asked and reached my hand out for the handle of the car door.

“Of course. If you want to lose the bet,” said Frida.

“On second thought, I don’t need to use the restroom,” I said and pulled back my hand with a silent promise to hold myself until we got back.


Chapter 6

The restaurant seemed popular, judging by the number of guests inside. It wasn’t packed but it was enough to set my nerves on edge. What if someone noticed the added bulge in my crotch or the seat of my pants? As if she knew what I was thinking, Frida leaned closer to me and whispered in my ear.

“Don’t worry, no one will know that you wear a diaper. It’s our little secret… Besides, the diapers make it look like your tiny pee-pee is a little more hung than it actually is. Imagine the surprise on those people’s faces if they knew the truth,” Frida winked at me and once again made me blush. The heat burned my cheeks and I glanced around to see if anyone had heard what she said. But as I looked, everyone seemed preoccupied with themselves and their own conversations.

A staff member led us to a table and we sat down. It was a new sensation to sit down with a diaper on, and it seemed to me like it made a lot of extra unnecessary sounds. I glanced nervously at the waitress to see if she’d noticed anything. She was looking from me to Frida. Was that a look that told me she knew? She opened her mouth and I braced myself for the accusations.

“Could I get you anything to drink while you look at the menus?” It took a few moments for her words to register, and I realised that it was Frida who had translated what the waitress had said. Relief washed over me. She had noticed nothing out of the ordinary. I smiled at her.

“Ah. Just water, thanks,” I said. The waitress scribbled on her notepad and left us alone with a promise to come back for our orders later.

While we waited for the food, I started to feel the pressure on my bladder from earlier. Of course, when I thought about it, I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been to the restroom. It must’ve been when I landed earlier, I realised. Hours ago. I shifted in my seat and blushed at the crinkle from the diaper.

“Is everything all right?” Frida asked. She glanced at me from the other side of the table. I simply nodded and fiddled with my glass.

“I’m all right.”

“OK, if you say so.”

“I do,” I said before I decided to change the subject. Both to distract her from her probing questions, and to distract myself from thinking about the pressure building up in my bladder.

“You know, your English is very good,” I said. She laughed that thrilling laughter that made my skin prickle with delight and anticipation.

“I keep hearing people say that as if it’s a surprise. I don’t know if I should feel flattered or insulted.”

“I can assure you it was meant as a compliment.”

“Isn’t it always?” A short silence filled the air between us. I glanced over at the till and saw the waitress from earlier heading our way. I gestured in her direction.

“That, I think, is our waitress coming over with the food,” I said. My stomach tumbled.

“I’m famished,” said Frida after turning her head towards the waitress. A tiny voice told me that eating was probably not a good idea if I wanted to avoid putting more pressure on my bladder. But as the plates clattered down onto the table cloth, my hunger won.

“You’ve barely touched your water,” Frida said in the middle of the meal. Guiltily, I picked up my glass, clinked it together with hers and gulped down as small a part of it as I thought I would be able to get away with. A flood of need to use the restroom hit me and I clamped down my muscles. I thought I felt a few drops leave my cock, but I brushed it aside like paranoia and resisted the instinct that told me to look down at my crotch.

I had somehow managed to hold myself through the entire dinner. And now, I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hold it. I seriously needed to pee. And I needed to pee right then. It had been so long since I had gone to the bathroom that it felt like everything I drank went straight through my system and filled up my bladder. It was starting to get painful.

“I think I’m going to have a look at the dessert menu, how about you? Some tea perhaps?” said Frida. Panic coursed through me. I was sure I’d lose control any moment.

“I actually just want to go back?” I said in a pleading voice. A smile spread across her lips.

“Why, are you having some trouble over there? Maybe you want to raise the stakes a little?” she said. I squirmed, not wanting to answer.

“Tell you what, if you can hold it until I’ve finished my dessert, I’ll let you be in charge for the rest of the week. My body will be yours to do with as you please… However, if you can’t hold it — in addition to wearing diapers — you’ll also give me the control over you for the next week in the same way,” she finished. I swallowed. I thought I’d already given her that control over me. But I wasn’t sure anymore. The reward, however, sounded very interesting.

In my mind, I already had her kneeling in front of me, asking for permission to suck my cock. Telling me that she’d only joked about the size earlier, that my cock was huge, and not baby-sized. I gripped clenched my fist under the table. I could manage to hold it a little longer. This way, I didn’t even need to hold it until we got back to her place. And then I’d be in charge. I grinned.

“I’d love to. Be ready to lose,” I said in the cockiest, most confident tone I could muster. She only smiled innocently at me as the waitress made her way over to our table.

“Can I get you anything else?” she asked. Frida turned her head towards the waitress. At that moment, I felt her foot press against my crotch.

“I’d love a cup of coffee and a slice of chocolate cake,” said Frida. I struggled to keep the flood of pee back. I had to make it. I could do it. Only a little more. Only until she finished her dessert. Only-

“And for you, Sir?” I looked up, taking a moment before I understood that she was talking to me.

“Oh, God, no,” I said. Pee flowed into my diaper with such a force that I was unable to stop it.

“I’m sorry?”

“I-I mean…uh-“ I looked up at her confused expression, piss continuing to flow freely from my cock and into the diaper while she looked at me. I glanced at Frida, who had a look of amusement on her face. She increased the pressure with her foot and I felt the river part and shift inside the diaper to adjust and seep into the available space.

“I’m not that fond of— uhm— chocolate but— mh—” I gasped. The stream had slowed down to a trickle, which eventually stopped. The material had swelled from all the liquid and felt tight between my body and my jeans.

“I’ll just have a cup of tea, thanks,” I said the first thing that came to mind. The waitress jotted the order down, shrugged and turned around. Before she was out of earshot, Frida leaned over the table. Her foot against my crotch, pressing on my diaper.


Chapter 7

“Seems like someone’s had a little accident…” said Frida. I glanced nervously at the waitress. For a brief moment, I thought I saw something in her expression that looked like amusement. But then, her face was turned away and she made her way to the kitchen with our orders.

“You know what this means, right?” Frida asked. I looked down at the top of the table, her foot kept rubbing against me. Long brushing strokes outside my padded crotch. How on earth did she manage to make it feel so good with just her foot? I pushed back a moan and blushed with what little blood I had left, the few drops which hadn’t already made its way to my cock.

“Oh my. You naughty little boy. Someone is getting a stiffie in his wet diaper, isn’t he?” murmured Frida.

“Isn’t he?” she asked me again, a little firmer this time while she added pressure with her leg just at the tip of my cock. I nodded.

“That’s what I thought. Of course, I thought you wanted to prove to me that you were a big boy, so, I didn’t bring any change for you…” she let the sentence hang in the air like a promise.

“I could just go and take it off in the restroom. I- I know we had a deal, and I’m not going to argue about putting on a fresh one when we get back to your place but…” I said and shifted in my seat. She raised an eyebrow and moved her foot. All the wetness had soaked into the material now and I felt it under my buttocks, soft and soggy. They squelched as she pushed down and I winced.

“It’s uncomfortable,” I said, thinking that my voice sounded a lot whinier than I’d intended.

“You should have thought about that before you wet yourself, shouldn’t you?” she said with a smirk.

“But-“

“Besides. You’re so hard that I think you’re lying,” she said.

“I—” I began but she cut me off again.

“First of all, this stays on until we get home. No argument. Taking it off would mean that your pants get dirty—”

“I could wash—”

“Don’t interrupt me when I’m talking.” Her eyes flashed dangerously and I shrunk in my seat.

“Second; you wet yourself. Wearing the diaper until we get home is the consequence… Maybe you’ll learn to hold yourself next time if it’s so uncomfortable,” she said and took a sip of her water. As she lowered the glass down on the table again, she smirked and pressed my diaper with her foot again.

“Besides, your stiff little pee-pee here tells me that he does, in fact, not mind the wetness at all… And third; you might as well get used to it, you’ll be spending a lot of time wearing diapers this week… Wet or otherwise,” her tone was final. She took another sip of her water before she added: “Don’t worry. I promise to bring your diaper bag the next time we’re out.”


Chapter 8

I felt miserable for the rest of the meal. I kept wishing that I’d refrained from pissing myself. Another part of me reminded me of the discomfort I would’ve felt if I hadn’t let go, compared to the current discomfort I suffered. After all, a little moisture between my legs wasn’t actually painful. I shuddered at the sensuous memory of the invisible hand squeezing my bladder. No, it was definitely preferable to suffer the embarrassment of a wet diaper over that pain.

We had just paid and were getting up to leave when Frida’s hand brushed my back. I leaned into the comforting touch. I frowned. Why was I doing that? Surely, I shouldn’t want to be close to her after what she’d made me do in my pants? How was this woman able to make me feel like this? Like I would do anything for her, and happily do it, too. Her warm breath brushed my ear as she whispered into it. It made my cock twitch between my legs, adding more confusion to my list of mixed feelings about my current predicament. Then her whispered words registered in my mind: “Your diaper is showing over your jeans, baby. Let me help you with that.” Her hands grabbed the hem of my shirt and pulled it down. I glanced around the restaurant hoping no one had seen anything. And I couldn’t help but notice that my arousal hadn’t receded during any of it.

“Don’t worry, I don’t think that many people noticed…” she said. I rushed out of the room as quickly as I could with the full diaper between my legs. It felt like all the people in the restaurant were staring at me. I made an effort of trying to walk normally, when all my body wanted to do was waddle. Each step on the way over to the car squeezed the wet fabric closer to my skin. I couldn’t manage to focus on anything other than the wet diaper under my jeans and how bulky and visible it must be for everyone who saw me.

“Slow down, we’re not in a rush,” said Frida. She chuckled softly.

“Or maybe you are… Are you done wearing the wet diaper, sweetie? Is that it? You want to get home so I can change your diaper?” I looked around and tugged at the car door frantically, afraid someone might’ve overheard the conversation.

“Don’t worry, baby, you’ve been such a good boy tonight that I’m going to reward you for it,” she said and unlocked the car.

“You mean this is over?” I said, with perhaps a little too much excitement in my voice.

“No, you silly boy. I’m not letting you out of the diaper treatment. I mean that we’re going to take a shower together, you and I… And we’ll manage to take care of that little hard-on of yours from earlier. How’s that sound?” she said. She turned to me. Her red lips parted in a smile and I wanted to lean over and kiss those lips. My cock hardened another inch at the thought of her naked body against mine. And most importantly, I wouldn’t be wearing a diaper.

My cock would be free to rub itself between her buttocks…

Foamy soap covering her breasts…

I swallowed audibly.

“Th-that would be nice, yes,” I said. She laughed heartily and brushed my cheek before she started the engine. Her laugh was a pleasant sound this time, not mocking. As if she was pleased with my reaction.

“That’s what I thought,” she said and reached out to pat my crotch, which produced a loud crinkle from the diaper and a loud squeak from me.


Chapter 9

She undressed me slowly.

Sliding her hands over my chest, pushing the shirt down from my shoulders and onto the floor. Her fingers travelled down my chest to my belly button, and then downwards to the area where a trail of hair had been only hours earlier.

She played with the lining of the diaper, teasing me.

Then, her hands rested on my thighs. Travelling upwards. One hand snuck around to my back and gave my butt a squeeze. The diaper crinkled loudly yet again.

Her other hand came to press firmly against my front.

I tried my best to control my breathing. I looked down as that hand started unbuttoning my jeans to reveal more and more of my wet diaper. She glanced up and smiled at me before she tugged at the jeans and pulled them down. Left standing in only my diaper, I felt silly.

She leaned closer.

Her breath hit my lips and I suppressed a moan. Moments later, those lips met mine and the moan I’d held back, escaped in a muffled sound.

Her hand cupped my padded crotch and slowly stroked the contours of my cock through the soaked material. I moaned and pushed my hips forward to meet the pressure of her hand.

I should’ve resisted the urge to do so.

I should’ve pulled back.

I should’ve done anything but to submit to the embarrassing and humiliating need that I felt to please this woman. But it felt so good when she squeezed her hand right there. It felt so good when the wetness of the diaper pressed against my genitals.

It felt so good and I couldn’t bring myself to care about the implications of my acts of humiliations at that moment.

All that consumed my thoughts at that moment was her. Her scent, a mixture of citrus and salty desire. Her blue-grey eyes, cloudy with want, staring straight into mine. Her soft hair that cascaded down her shoulders, the tips of it framing the mounds of flesh under her collar bone.

How close she was to me. How her hand created that oh-so-pleasurable sensation against my cock. She leaned even closer. Her breasts pressed against me, rubbing my nipples. Too soon, she broke the kiss and gazed down at me.

“Let’s get this off, shall we?” she said and squeezed my diaper. I groaned and pushed myself against her again. I panted and nodded when she moved her hand away.

Her expert fingers pulled off one tab after the other. With a thud, the diaper slid to the floor.

The raunchy odour of my own body fluids wafted up and made my nose wrinkle. The smell of my loss of control over myself. I looked down at the diaper. My ears grew warm and I turned away from her. I didn’t want her to look at me. Gentle fingers cupped my chin and pulled my face firmly back towards her.

“Hey, Perry. Honey, look at me.” Her voice was soft and full of warmth. I raised my eyes tentatively. Those blue-grey eyes searched my expression, looking for something that I didn’t know. The side of her mouth curved upwards in a warm smile.

“Oh, Perry,” she said and closed her hand around mine with her one free hand. I sucked in a breath as she lead it under her skirt. My fingers brushed against soft, curly wisps of hair. She urged me further until my skin brushed against her opening. Wet, slick desire coated my fingers. She sighed into my ear and guided me inside. I pushed and my fingers were immediately rewarded with her moist excitement. I blinked at her, confused. Surely, I wasn’t the one turning her on? How could she be turned on by a grown man who’d just pissed himself?

“Can’t you feel how turned on you’ve made me, Perry?” she asked in a husky voice. I blinked again, not sure I’d heard her right.

“Perry,” she said, raw desire coursing through her throat. I nodded.

“So please don’t be ashamed. Enjoy it,” she whispered and kissed me again.

As she kissed me this time, she pushed me in the direction of the shower. All my insecurities disappeared during that moment as burning desire rippled through my body.

She broke our kiss to turn on the water. She smiled and pushed me inside the cubicle. I shuddered as the not-yet-warm water splashed drops on my skin. She turned her head towards me. Goosebumps prickled my skin and the Adam’s apple in my throat bobbed as I swallowed.

She smirked when she saw that she had my attention and bent down to pick up my wet diaper and toss it in the bin. I wanted to look away, her action a clear reminder of my earlier embarrassment.

She turned her body towards me and met my eyes again. The temperature rose several degrees inside the cubicle as I watched her undress with teasing slowness. I let any earlier thoughts get washed down the drain with the water and focused instead on the woman in front of me.

There was something so very naughty about watching her through the glass wall. Something that made me think of naughty boys who tried to catch glimpses of naked women when they thought no one was looking.

She peeled off her clothes with agonising slowness. Fuck, but she was beautiful. A part of me wanted to rush out of the shower and tear the rest of her clothes off. Instead, I closed a fist around my cock and started pumping myself in a slow rhythm while I watched her strip.

Or at least that’s what I started to do. But as soon as my hand closed around my member, she tilted her head and stopped undressing. She raised an eyebrow. I swallowed and removed my hand again. She smiled, pleased, and continued popping the buttons through the button holes in her blouse.

I ached to touch myself. Or her. Anything, anything that would give me a promise of release.

The blouse slid down her arms and landed in a white crumpled heap on top of the dark grey-tiled floor. She heaved her breath, pushing her breasts forward and over her bra. They threatened to spill out over the lace as she reached behind her back to undo that clasp for the second time that day.

As the bra came undone, I was rewarded with the sight of her perfectly shaped breasts. They were even more perfect than I’d remembered. Tiny, pink buds poked outward excitedly in the middle of round, pale flesh. They seemed to beg to be licked. To be touched.

I followed the movement of her elegant arms, reaching for the zipper at the side of her skirt. It slid down her long legs to reveal the wisps of hair I’d felt earlier, gathered in a triangle shape between her legs. She stepped out of the skirt and glided towards me.

In a few steps, she’d closed the distance between us and pushed me back inside the shower. Her feminine lips met mine as my back hit the shower wall. 


Chapter 10

She grabbed the soap. She smiled a lazy smile and began to coat her body with the foam. The slippery object made patterns on her body.

She slid it around her breasts. It mixed with the water and dripped down her stomach. It travelled down to her crotch in long teasing lines of foamy water.

She leaned past me, her breasts brushing my body as she did so, and placed the soap back in the dispenser. I moaned. Her lips pressed against mine.

Soon, her hands guided mine to her breasts. I was happy to comply. The soap had made them smooth and soft, and my hands slid across her skin without resistance.

The soft curls between her legs rubbed against my hairless skin. I gasped at the contact, my skin more sensitive now than ever before. Her lips smiled against mine and she reached a hand down to cup my buttocks. I let go of her breasts and reached my arms up to lean on her for support. She moved her lips away from mine and trailed soft kisses along my jawline.

My pulse raced, beating frantically in my throat. Her lips reached the point in my neck where the jawline meets the ear lobe.

She paused. Her breath felt chill in the warm shower stall. I sucked in a breath. When she moved again, her nose brushed my neck. It was cold where her mouth was hot. She flicked out her tongue and licked my neck, tasting it before she bit down. I screamed in pleasure.

She let out a chuckle, which vibrated against my skin. Her hand, which was still firmly pressed around my butt, pushed me closer. I let out a loud moan when my cock got trapped between our bodies as a result of her movement.

Her mouth lifted off my skin and let go of my neck. I was panting as if I’d run a marathon. She smirked and nudged my behind with her hand. At the same time, she turned her own body and in a few moments, she’d switched our positions so that her back was against the shower wall.

She leaned back and smiled. She reached her hands up to my hair and tugged it. I closed my eyes and tilted my head back into the pull of her hands.

When she applied pressure to the top of my head a second later, I let myself get pushed down until I was kneeling in front of her. Her dripping pussy was right in front of me.

I gazed up at her through the water from the shower. From where I sat, the splattering and drumming sound of the water seemed to shut out the rest of the world. All that remained were the two of us. She stroked my hair and spread her legs slightly.

“That’s exactly how I like my boys. Kneeling at my feet and ready to serve,” she said and pressed my head gently towards the bud that was waiting between her legs.

When I was close enough, I opened my mouth and placed my lips around her hooded clit. She sighed and stroked her fingers through my hair. Hesitantly, I flicked my tongue over the bud. When she let out another sigh and pushed me closer, I flicked my tongue over it again. This time with slightly more confidence. As I continued to slide, flick and taste her, I slid a hand up her leg. Without removing my mouth, I glanced up at her, silently asking for permission as I brushed my finger over her waiting pussy.

She smiled down at me. Encouraged, I inserted a finger while I continued to slide my tongue back and forth under her hood.

“That’s the closest you’re ever going to get to being inside me, baby,” she said. Her words, which should’ve made me feel worse, made my cock twitch and harden further. I let out a moan, muffled by the intimate part of her body.

I curved my finger slightly towards me and stroked the wall inside her. Her fingers tensed on my scalp. Encouraged, I inserted a second finger. She started to push her hips towards me, in a manner that reminded me of the way I had dominated previous lovers. Only now, I was on the receiving end of the treatment with my senses focused on her. I moaned again and lapped at her skin eagerly while I worked up a steady pace with my fingers.

Her moans were amplified by the acoustic shower walls and kept me rock hard. Each sound from her lips renewed my vigour and I lapped and licked and sucked her sensitive skin all the while refraining from touching myself.

After a while, her thighs clenched the sides my head. Her knees buckled and the pressure on top of my head increased as her body pushed down. Her hands pulled my hair and her moans were all but screams.

“Don’t you dare stop now,” she managed to gasp in-between moans.

“I’m so— OH!” she moaned. I stayed completely still, except for my tongue and fingers. All my focus turned to keep the rhythm I’d worked up. The pressure around my head increased.  

“Oh yes! Go on— go! Oh yes… Just like— ah! That— Oh! Oh! Oh, yes! Fuuuck!” she screamed her pleasure and clutched my head as if it was a life jacket. Juices flowed down my fingers. I curled my fingers in one last stroke inside her before I let her ride out her orgasm in my mouth. I didn’t move. 


Chapter 11

I kept as still as I could until she pushed me away and helped me get back on my feet. She kissed me before she turned me around to face the wall, her mouth close to my ear.

“Good boy,” she murmured. Her hands reached for the soap again and this time, my body was the focus of it. I watched her hands slide over my hairless body, leaving it smooth and slippery.

When her hands found my cock, I gasped at the contact. I bucked my hips forward and watched as it slid inside her palm. She tsked.

“Now, we can play a little, honey, but I don’t want you to cum now. I want you to learn that all the messes from your pee-pee belong in the diaper when you’re staying at my place. Nod if you understand,” she said. I nodded.

Her hands felt so good on my cock. I craved the attention from her touches. She continued to tease me, sliding her hand up and down my shaft.

Her breasts pressed against my back. It was too much for me and I could already feel my orgasm building up. She chuckled and let go of my member.

“I told you, no cummies outside the diaper,” she turned off the water. I made a grimace.

“Well, baby, the sooner you have your diaper on, the sooner you have my permission to make cummies,” she said and smiled.

I had to admit that it wasn’t very tempting to be put back in diapers after I finally felt clean again. But my hard-on wanted release and I felt my will break to hers.

She stepped out of the shower and handed me a towel.

She brushed me down. My cock was rock hard the entire time. After we were both dry, she placed the towels on the floor and gestured towards them. She held up a diaper for me. It looked bigger and thicker than the previous one I’d been wearing, and it was blue with a childish print of spaceships on it.

“Let’s get this diaper on you so we can go to bed,” she said. I was about to protest that I didn’t have a habit of wetting the bed, but fear of being denied an orgasm made me shut up.

I lay down obediently with my cock still embarrassingly erect despite that I was about to be put in another diaper.

She knelt between my legs. Her naked skin brushed mine. I stared hungrily at her body as she slid the diaper underneath me. I wanted to beg her for an orgasm. But I managed to refrain from it like I had found a secret reserve of dignity somewhere.

She shook her head and glanced down between my legs as she reached down to grab the front of the nappy.

“You really have to stop being hard when I put the diaper on, or I’m going to have to put this little baby in a cage,” she said. I blushed.

As much as I told myself that I didn’t like being diapered, something told me that a cock cage would be even worse.

Her full breasts were pulled by gravity as she moved her body to manoeuvre the diaper. My cock twitched in excitement. She didn’t exactly need to remind me with her words that I was hard while she diapered me. I managed that quite well on my own.

Frida tilted her head and pulled the diaper up to cover my crotch.

“But…I suppose that can wait for now. It’s so much fun to watch you get hard in your diapers. Even if your cock is quite small, it’s still so visible when the diaper stands out like that.” She’d just finished diapering me and looked down at my crotch pointedly.

She got up and extended a hand for me to grab. I stared at it. Hadn’t she said that I could have an orgasm when I was wearing my diapers again?

“Come on, let’s get ready for bed,” she said. I swallowed my disappointment and let her pull me up. I glanced down at myself. The diaper bulged around my waist.

“Ah, um…could I wear a t-shirt at least?” I asked. She shook her head.

“No, silly. If I sleep naked, I don’t see the problem with you sleeping in the diaper.”

“Um… OK,” I said and hung my head in defeat.

I followed her into the kitchen, where she filled a large glass with water. She turned to me and held it out for me to grab.

“Every evening, I want you to drink this before we go to bed.” 

“B-b-but—”

“Look, from the smell of your pee earlier, I’m not very impressed with your ability to stay hydrated. You’ve just gotten rid of a lot of liquids, in addition to a very hot shower, which means that you need to refill. So go on. Drink up, before I make you drink another,” she said and cut off my protests. She pulled down a smaller glass and filled that one up, too.

“See? Even I need a refill after that hot and steamy shower,” she said and winked at me.

“That’s not fair, yours is much smaller.” I sounded like a petulant child.

“Well, baby. I have sense enough to stay hydrated throughout the day. Do you even know how much you’ve had to drink today?” she said. I thought for a moment and then shook my head.

“I didn’t think so. Men like you…” she looked pointedly down at my diaper, “…well… I mean, boys like you,” she corrected herself. I blushed.

“… you need to drink about two and a half litres per day… That’s about five pints per day. I expect you to drink this much while you stay here, you know. And if you fail to keep track of it, I’ll assume that you’ve miscalculated and we need to start all over again. Extra drinks for any exertions, of course,” she said and patted my diaper.

“So I think it’ll do you good to drink at least half a glass more before bedtime, after all.”

“But I’m not going to be able to hold all that fluid in all night!”

“Aren’t you glad you’re wearing a diaper then?” her grin had something wicked to it. Even though complained about the treatment, that small part of me that enjoyed this game became more prominent for each teasing remark that came from her lips. I did my best to suppress it. I really couldn’t give in this easily. I was heading down a path of no return, and if I didn’t slow down, I was sure that this gorgeous woman was going to break me.

She took the glass away from me once it was empty and filled it half way up before handing it back.

“Go on, drink up. Afterwards, we can go to bed… And you’ll get your reward for being such a good boy,” she stroked the front of my diaper while she spoke. I groaned. If that was all I needed to do to get my orgasm, drinking that glass of water wouldn’t be the end of the world. I chugged down the glass with record speed and placed the glass down on the counter.

She stepped closer.

“Good boy,” she whispered. Moments later, the wetness of her tongue hit a sensitive spot right below my ear and I gasped. Her hands slid around me and moved downwards with intent before they stopped to press lightly down right under my belly button. The liquids I’d just drunk shifted inside me, cool and heavy.  She released her hold on me and moved to take my hand, instead.

“Let’s go to bed, baby.”


Chapter 12

I was only a few steps behind her with the perfect view of her back.

Her round ass swayed from side to side following the teasing movement of her hips. My ass, too, swayed from side to side but there was nothing elegant about the teasing way my oversized diaper shifted with my steps. Where she was walking in front of me with elegance, I was trailing behind her silly and awkward with a shameful boner creating a tent at the front of my nappy.

Her bedroom was sparsely furnished. A chair with a few items of clothing, a closet, and in the middle, a king size four post bed.

She lead me to it and pushed me down. She stood over me and studied me before she lowered herself onto the bed. With predatory movements, she crawled towards me and covered my body with hers. She grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head with one hand. With her free hand, she reached down and started stroking the front of my diaper. She grinned down at me.

“Does my little boy want to make cummies in his diaper? I bet you do, you naughty little boy.”

“Y-yes,” I said in a breathless voice. She chuckled and continued to rub my diaper. The soft material rubbed against my cock.

She pressed my wrists down into the mattress and kissed me. As she moved her head, the smell of her shampoo filled the room. She let go of my lips and smiled down at me.

“Do you want me to touch your cock, baby? You want me to open up the diaper and touch your little pee-pee?”

“Y-yes! Y-yes please,” I said. I couldn’t believe my luck and wasn’t going to waste the chance at having my cock stroked by her. The thought of it alone was enough to drive me crazy with need.

She grinned, released my wrists and undid the tapes on my diaper. I let out a shaky breath as her hand wrapped around my cock. She pumped up and down. With each pump, her breasts danced over me.

“Does it feel good? Does it feel good when I touch you here? When I touch your little pee-pee?”

“Yes,” I said. I closed my eyes and gave in to the sensations. The pressure that built inside me as she stroked my cock. The feeling of her pulling my foreskin down and up and down and up. Her thumb rubbing over the slit at the tip of my dick.

“Good boy. Now, I want you to let me know when you’re getting close so we can make your little pee-pee make its dribbles into the diaper, ok?” She said. I nodded.

“Good,” she said. I could already feel how close I was to losing control. I tried to think of something else, something to slow down the inevitable humiliation.

“You like this, don’t you? You like that I’m in control of you. You like that I make you wet your diaper with your little pee-pee juices. Hm?”

“Y-yes.” Her words swarmed around in my brain, making the want and need rise in me. I wanted to cum to her touches.

“You want to cum, baby?” It was as though she was able to read my thoughts.

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Beg me to cum.”

“Please, please make me cum,” I pleaded.

“You can do better than that. I want you to plead to be allowed to cum in your diaper. I want you to show me exactly how much you want to cum.”

“M-may I please cum, Miss? Please, please let me cum in my diaper. I want it so badly, please,” I whimpered. My hips were desperately trying to move to make her comply to my pleading.

“Heh, that is what you want, isn’t it? You want to make cummies in your diapers, you little slut.”

“Yes, please, please. That’s exactly what I want. Please,” I pleaded again. Breathless now.

“Go ahead, baby, make your sticky mess,” she said and aimed my cock at the diaper. I moaned. My cock twitched and seconds later, my seed shoot from the tip of my cock and into the diaper. 

“Oh, there’s a good boy!” Her praise reached through my orgasm as I bucked my hips, riding out the wave of pleasure. She tugged my cock a few more times, pumping out the last of my drops before she let go. I sagged back into the mattress, my body heavy with satisfaction.

I watched Frida through heavy eyelids. She folded the front of the nappy up again and closed the tapes around my waist, effectively securing it in place. She lay down beside me and started trailing patterns over my chest with her finger.

“I think you should make a little wee-wee before going to sleep,” she murmured and brushed her other hand lightly over my diaper. I twitched slightly as the diaper made contact with my over-sensitive, post-orgasmic skin. Now that she mentioned it, I did notice that I needed to release my bladder.

“It’s OK to let go. It’s what I want you to do. You’re not doing anything wrong. Come on, wet your diaper for me, baby,” she said.

I turned my head to look at her. Now that I’d spurted my climax into the nappy, the shame of it started to gnaw at me. I looked away. If I pissed my diaper now, it would feel like even more of a defeat.

“I— I don’t want to wet my diaper,” I said. She slid her hand up my belly and rested it over my bladder.

“It doesn’t matter if you want to wet your diaper or not, honey. Don’t you remember what happened earlier at the restaurant today?” she said. I looked away, not meeting her gaze.

“Hm? What did you do in your diapees in the restaurant?”

“Come on, you know what I did,” I said.

“Yes, I do. But I want to hear you say it. What did you do in your diapees?”

“I peed,” I muttered.

“Yes, you did. Because you couldn’t hold it like a big boy, could you?” she pressed down on my bladder. I opened my mouth to answer but I couldn’t get anything out. I shook my head instead.

“No that’s right. You couldn’t. Which means that you lost the bet. And you need to tinkle in the diaper,” she smiled before she continued, “Go on, baby. Just go pee-pee in your diapers. I know what it’s like to need the bathroom after an orgasm.”

She was right, of course. The more she spoke, the more she put pressure on my belly, and the more I felt the need to release my bladder build up. I tried to relax so I could let go of the liquids but something held me back.

“Go on, baby. Pee yourself for me. I want you to do it,” she whispered. While she was talking, that something that held me back, loosened up. It was like she hooked straight into my subconscious by telling me that I had her permission to wet. More than that, she wanted me to wet myself. And as she said it, my resolve broke further. Soon enough, my cock released a stream of piss which flowed into the diaper.

“That’s a good boy,” she said, stroking the diaper with her hand as it filled up. I glanced down. The nappy swelled under her hand, making it larger than it had been only a few minutes earlier. She brushed her lips against my cheek.

“Good boy. Such a good little boy for me. You like making these messes in your diaper, don’t you? You dirty little boy,” she murmured. And despite myself, a warm feeling spread inside me at her praising words.

“Yes,” I answered before I was even aware I’d made the decision to say it. Her face lit up in a bright smile that shone just for me. Her hand stroked across my wet crotch again.

“I bet you want me to take off the diapers before you go to sleep, don’t you?” she said. Before I got a chance to answer, she continued, “but these diapers are decidedly wet, and I can hardly trust someone who wets his diapers into my bed without wearing one, now can I?” she stroked her hand over my diaper and I moaned. If I hadn’t just had an orgasm, I was sure my cock would be rising again.

“C-can I at least have a change?” I said. She shook her head.

“No, no, you silly boy. Now you’re just trying to prolong your bedtime.” Her words had a finality to it. Rather than responding, I let her pull the covers over us. Her breath was warm against my skin as she slid behind me and placed her hand on my diaper. She kissed my shoulder. I listened to her breath in the darkness. It didn’t take long before it grew steadier. And not long after, I fell asleep listening to her sleep-filled breathing, not knowing what she had in store for the rest of the week. 


Chapter 13

When I woke up the next morning, my bladder hurt. The pain of it was crippling. The water I’d consumed the evening before had brought it passed the point of a simple need and over to the point of something inevitable waiting to happen. I was amazed that I hadn’t woken up sooner by the sheer amount of force that pressed against my bladder.

I was about to get up to use the bathroom when the loud crinkle of my diapers caught my attention. That’s when I remembered. Everything that had happened the day before came crashing back to me. My ears got warmer as I shifted and felt the piss from the day before pool inside the diaper. 

I considered getting up, anyway, but Frida’s arm was still firmly locked around me, resting on my crotch and made it difficult to move.

I really needed to pee, and I had to figure something out soon. Obviously, I could just let go and wet the diapers even more. But there was still something holding me back. Why was it still so difficult for me to just let go in the diapers? It wasn’t like I had anything to prove anymore, since the diapers were already wet from last night.

Another pang of crippling pain shot through me. I whimpered and twisted as if it would somehow make the pain go away. It resided and I closed my eyes, the decision made.

I relaxed. It didn’t take as long as I’d expected it to, my need to piss overwhelmed any training I’d been given to hold myself. The hiss of pee expelled from my cock with such a force that I felt it as it hit the inside of the diaper. The receding pressure on my bladder was such a relief that I let out a moan.

“Good, you’re awake, baby. Let’s check your diaper…” said Frida. The piss continued its rush and I blushed. There was no way she couldn’t tell I was wetting myself right next to her. I tensed as she moved her hand upwards to the lining of the diaper. She pinched the material between her thumb and long finger and pulled the diaper slightly away from my skin. The intense stale smell of morning piss that arose from my diaper made my cheeks even warmer. I glanced down and saw the last spurts of piss leave my dick.

“Oh, wow. Look at you go. Not a very big boy thing to do, wetting your diaper like this?” said Frida. I closed my eyes as she placed the lining back close to my skin again. Her hand slid down and squeezed the front of the nappy, making sure to squish the liquid around. To my dismay, I felt my cock grow hard under her administration.

“This is really full. You filled your diaper like a little boy with your big accident, didn’t you?” she said. I moaned and tried my best to stop myself from pressing myself against her hand.

“And it feels to me like you want to make a little sticky accident too, don’t you?” she asked. I shook my head.

“No? Little Woody here certainly seems to like the attention,” she said and rubbed her hand over my nappy. This time, I couldn’t stop my hips from thrusting into her hand.

“Oh, yes he certainly does.”

“P-Please take off the nappy, Miss.”

“Oh, no we can’t do that… If I take off your diaper, then you’ll make your little messes everywhere, won’t you?”

“B-but-“

“Do you want me to stop touching you?” Her words rang through my mind. Stop touching me? No. No, I really didn’t want that. The way she squeezed my cock through the wet layers that separated my skin from hers made my toes curl.

“No,” I gasped.

“No? Then I suggest you be quiet about taking the diaper off or I’ll stop touching you like this,” she said. I whimpered but kept my mouth closed this time. She drew her eyebrows together in mock sympathy.

“Awww, is it frustrating that the diaper is so thick, baby?” she said. I looked at her through heavy eyelids. I blinked, trying to process what she said. It was as if everything she said was being processed through a closed door, and every time I wanted to hear her properly, I had to open the door first. Only, I’d forgotten how to open a door. I blinked my eyes again. Before I could figure out how to respond, her hand squeezed my shaft and I let out a long moan.

“Well, it seems like it’s not exactly a problem, seeing as how excited your little pee-pee is…” she smiled. I grunted and shoved my padded cock into her waiting hand. Shamelessly, I repeated the movement, humping her hand without caring about how I was humiliating myself.

My cock was sliding inside the squishy material, lubricated by my own piss and spunk.

“That’s it,” she said. She pressed closer to me, her hand pushing firmly down on my crotch in time with my thrusts. Her breasts lay softly against my back, like soft pillows on my skin.“I’m in charge here, do you understand?” she whispered.

“Yes”

“So if you want to cum, the only way you’re going to be able to do that is like this. With my hands rubbing your diaper. Understand?” Her hand rubbed my wet diaper in steady strokes up and down. Down and up again, repeating the pattern and driving me insane with want.

“Y-yes”

“You want to cum, don’t you?” she asked.

I was conflicted about cumming in my diaper again. My brain was telling me that I was being ridiculous for wanting to hump myself to an orgasm in a diaper. But I was getting increasingly desperate and would do anything she said that would bring me over the edge.

“Y-yes, please,” I heard my voice say. Her mouth pressed against my neck in a soft kiss.

“Then cum,” she whispered in my ear. Her words broke my resolve. And through my desire-fogged mind, a part of me realised that this time, I’d broken faster than the previous day.

My hips thrust vigorously against her hand. The soggy material of my used diapers felt really good around my cock. Warm and forbidden, a taboo item which, in its naughtiness, somehow managed to make me feel freer than I’d felt in a long time. I grunted and buried my face in the pillow. My teeth closed around the linen and I let out a muffled yell into it.

“That’s it, baby, let it go,” she said, her free hand stroke through my hair.

“Good boy. Good boy… You really are a little boy. You like your diapers so much you can’t help fucking them… I bet you’d rather be fucking the diaper than fucking me…” she said. And as her last word left her lips, my balls contracted. No, no, no. Not now, not yet. But it was too late. With a loud moan into the pillow, I finally spurted my seed into the diaper.

I lifted my head from the pillow and gulped in large lungfuls of air. Her words had been so humiliating but I couldn’t help but wonder if maybe she was right.

“N-I…” I started but cut off my own protest. I didn’t know what to say. I’d known when I was coming to her place that she’d be dominating me. I suppose I even knew that there was a risk that I wouldn’t actually penetrate her with my cock. But to hear her suggest that maybe that’s what I wanted… or even worse, that I actually wanted to fuck my diaper…. That was something else altogether.

Was that all I was ever going to do with her? Never fuck her properly and always wearing a diaper? Now that I thought about it, an image of sliding myself into her hit me.

I’d never experience that. She had told me that earlier. But somehow, it suddenly felt more real. A sense of loss welled up inside me, despite the fact that my cock had never actually been inside her.

“Aww, it’s OK, baby. Your wee-wee is too small for me, and that’s why you have to make your messes in your pampers. But you know what… that’s why you need to work on your oral skills…”


Chapter 14

My jaw and tongue ached from the cunnilingus, but her screams of pleasure had been enough to stop me from complaining.

“Now, how about we get you some clean diapers and some breakfast?” she said. I reached for my trousers.

“No, silly boy. You don’t need pants to cover your diapers when we’re at home. Come on,” she grabbed my hand and helped me up from the bed. I cast a glance behind at the crumpled trousers on the floor before I turned back and followed her out of the room.

“I bet you’re excited about what I’ve got in store for you today,” she said while she cleaned away the dishes.

I followed her movement with my eyes. Suspicion crept through my thoughts and the feeling seemed to manifest in my chest. And yet, my dick gave a little twitch of excitement at her words.

The possibilities flew across my mind and I wondered if she would actually tell me what we were doing or not. She put the glasses and plates into the dishwasher. I lingered at the tall sippy cup she’d made me drink from. She’d made me drink three times as much as she had drunk herself and I knew it wasn’t going to end well for me. Though, I supposed that depended on your perspective.

She closed the machine and walked back to me. She placed her hands on my shoulders. With her movement, her perfume wafted towards me. She smiled and snaked her hands down my naked upper body heading straight for the diaper.

“Now, I’m just going to check your diaper very quickly before we get dressed, baby…” she murmured in my ear. My dick responded to her immediately. Seriously? What was this woman doing to me to make my cock hard at the mere mention of a diaper check?

She chuckled and pulled the front of the diaper slightly away from my skin, peering down before she let her hand slide down inside the diaper. She brushed against my cock which rose to greet her. I moaned and she chuckled again.

“You like that, huh? You didn’t get enough fun this morning? Well, too bad…”

She gave my cock a few teasing tugs and strokes before she removed her hand again. I let out a sound of frustration and felt her hand around my throat.

“Awww, is the poor little boy not getting his way? Well, sweetie, you’ve got to learn that we can’t always get what we want. Now come on, let’s get you dressed.”

I followed her back to her bedroom where she opened her dresser. She bent down and my eyes landed on her round bottom. My cock was still hard and the thought from yesterday, that I would never be able to put my cock between those mounds, came back to me. But as my cock twitched and rubbed inside the diaper, I knew that I would be satisfied if I could be allowed to grind my diapered cock against it.

A triumphant sound brought me back to the present. She pulled out something that I couldn’t quite see from one of the drawers. She turned around and held up the piece of clothing. It unfolded by a force of gravity and I realised that it was an overall. Over the overalls, her face was lit up in a grin.

“I got you something to wear for the day, baby” she said. I shook my head.

“Is that really necessary? I’ll look like a child.”

“But baby…you are wearing diapers. And you do wet them, just like a little boy.” She winked and patted the bed for me to sit down. I swallowed. My face burned at the accusation. Because they were true.

“Besides, that is not why I want you to wear these. See these buttons?” She held up the overalls for me and pointed to a set of buttons between the legs. I nodded.

“Well, they make diaper changes quicker and easier for us. Now, since we’re going to be out all day… I don’t think you want to wear the same diaper all those hours, do you? ‘Cause if that’s what you want…” she said and let the end of the sentence hang unfinished in the air. I quickly shook my head.

“No? Well, why don’t you sit down so we can get this on you, then? Honestly, I’d have thought you’d be happy to wear this, considering how you’ve been asking me if you can wear something to cover up your diapers all day.”

She continued to talk like this while she put my legs inside the overalls, pulling me back up to stand and then fastening the straps in the front.

“There we go. And your diapers are barely visible. So long as they’re dry, anyway,” she said and smirked. Damn, I had  forgotten about that. And the amounts of liquids she’d made me drink that day… My diaper was going to swell into a thick bulky mass between my legs. What if we were going somewhere public… And crowded? To my horror, my cock actually jumped excitedly at the thought. I blushed.

“P—please, no? Can’t I just use the toilets while we’re out of the house?” I asked.

She stared at me for a long while. Her eyes narrowed.

“If you were a big boy, you’d be able to hold yourself, wouldn’t you?” she said. Oh, this part sounded familiar. I would only make more trouble for myself by responding. I glanced down at my feet. She put a finger under my chin and forced me to look at her.

“But you’re not able to hold yourself, are you?”

“Well, if I—”

“Yes or no. Did you wet your diapers yesterday?”

“Yes, but—”

“No buts. You either wet yourself, or you didn’t.” She looked me straight in my eyes. I swallowed and nodded.

“Good.” She let go of my chin and turned around.

Despite my protests, my dick was now completely hard from her strict demeanour, a fact I suspected didn’t skip passed her detection. My blush deepened at the thought that I seemed to enjoy how she forced me to wear the diapers.

We stepped into her car. Frida insisted on putting my seatbelt on and swatted my hand away when I tried to do it myself before she walked around the car to sit down in the driver’s seat. She opened the bag she’d been carrying with her from the house and I glimpsed several diapers with childish prints.

I felt the heat rise to my cheeks knowing that they were all for me. They were with us because I was going to wet myself. Even if I wanted to hold myself… Well, if yesterday had taught me anything, it was that I was going to have an accident, whether I wanted to or not.

She found what she was looking for and pulled out a baby bottle from the diaper bag before she reached back and placed the bag in the backseat.

“I want all the liquids gone by the time we get to our destination. Understood?” She said and held the bottle towards me. I nodded and grabbed the bottle with my hand. She smiled and gave me a peck on the cheek. The engine hummed and soon, we were off.

I watched the road, quietly wondering where we were going. The landscape was so different from the British London area I was used to.

I made sure to take sips from the bottle with regular intervals. The nipple was unfamiliar in my mouth yet somehow relaxing.

The car hit a bump and I suddenly realised how much in need I was of finding a bathroom. As soon as the thought hit me, I remembered that I was wearing a diaper and that bathrooms were completely out of the question. Despite knowing on a logical level that I would save myself from a lot of worrying if I just relaxed and wet the diaper right then, I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. Because, if I just started wetting the diaper every time I needed to pee, then how long would it take before I actually lost control? I bit down on the nipple while I tried to think about anything but my growing need to pee.

While I was occupied with these thoughts, we’d arrived at our destination without me realising.

She stopped her car at a large parking lot. The car made a slight jolt when she put on the hand break brought me back to the present. She turned to face me and eyed the empty bottle with a pleased smile.

“Good boy,” she said and kissed me. The words swelled in my chest and for a moment, I almost lost control of my bladder.

I unclasped my seatbelt and was suddenly nervous that she would bring the bottle with us. I watched her hand carefully as she reached for it. When she put it down into the cup holder between our seats, I relaxed a little. She didn’t seem to notice my worry, or if she did, she ignored it and instead reached back to grab the diaper bag.

She hadn’t said anything about where we were going and I hadn’t asked. When I looked out of the window, I could see several amusement rides over the tree line. Despite myself and the growing need to pee, I could feel excitement rise in my chest, thudding away along with my heart.

“It’s an amusement park?” I asked, unable to keep the excitement away from my voice. She smiled at me and nodded.

“Yes.”


Chapter 15

There was a queue at the gate. I felt the water from the breakfast pressing at my bladder and glanced around nervously. I wanted to press my hands to my crotch and had to restrain myself with every bit of willpower I had. Frida bent down and whispered in my ear: “Don’t worry, baby. Your diapers aren’t visible so long as they’re dry.”

My eyes darted at the people closest to us in the line. I was terrified at the thought any of them might’ve overheard anything. Logically, I knew there wasn’t a big chance of anyone hearing her whisper, but to my paranoid ears, it had almost sounded like a shout. I turned back to her and nodded, too afraid to respond with words in case I lost control of my bladder. She smiled and pinched my cheek.

“You’re so damn adorable,” she said. I squirmed under the belittling tone of her voice. But I couldn’t stop a warm feeling from spreading inside my chest at her compliment.

I still didn’t want to admit that I loved the attention she gave me. I didn’t want to consider what it meant that, more and more, I seemed to enjoy the embarrassments I suffered when I was with her.

My bladder twisted uncomfortably in the lower pits of my stomach. I threw a quick glance around at the people. Past experiences from holding myself too long told me that if I didn’t pee soon, the pain would kick in. But I couldn’t just wet myself right here and now, could I? Surely, someone would notice?

I darted my eyes back and forth through the crowd weighing my options. True, the pain I’d experienced when I tried to hold myself for too long wasn’t anything I was too keen on going through again. But was it better than peeing myself here in front of all these people? At least if I did and asked for a change, perhaps Frida would have pity on me and put me into a fresh one. After all, that was why she’d brought the diaper bag, right?

Besides, I already knew I was going to have to use the diapers at some point. I had already lost several bets by tricking myself into believing I could somehow outsmart her. Or, a small voice whispered in my head, perhaps I wanted to lose all along…?

I pushed the thought away before I could dwell on it any further. My stomach twisted. Another reminder that I had to make a decision soon. If I was going to wet the diaper at some point today, perhaps I should just let go now? What was the point in waiting until it started to hurt? It wasn’t exactly as if I would gain dignity points if I waited another hour before I gave in to the pressure. Besides, what if I waited so long that I couldn’t hold back and risked overflowing the nappy? I shuddered at the thought. If anyone around us had any doubts what was causing the bulk between my legs, the wet spots would certainly give it away, then.

The line inched us forwards slowly while the thoughts continued to churn in my mind. I shuffled my feet along, following the stream of people leading up to the entrance. Another tug from my bladder made me remember the incredible feeling of letting go in the restaurant the day before. How it had felt to finally allow myself to get release after holding it for so long. And how the warm liquid had gathered around my genitals before escaping into the absorbent diaper. 

At the thought of yesterday’s release, my body started to make the decision for me and I felt a slow stream exit through the slit at the tip of my cock. I hesitated for a brief moment. Should I try to hold back before I lost complete control? But as the piss continued to flow out of me, it felt so good that I started to lose myself to the sensation.

I closed my eyes and relaxed. It was like I’d removed a cork from a bottle. As soon as I relaxed, the pee gushed out with such a force that it created a pocket of air between my dick and the diaper. The hiss of it reached my ears but it was too late to stop. It streamed out of my cock and pooled between my legs before the piss got soaked up by the absorbent material.

I had to bite my lip in order to hold back a moan at the sheer pleasure of my release.

Finally empty but with considerably more bulk between my legs, I opened my eyes. The first thing that met me was Frida looking straight back at me with a knowing smile. The now familiar warmth of a blush crept up my neck.

I had actually wanted to release my bladder so much that I’d simply stopped caring that I was in the middle of a crowd with what looked like hundreds of people.

Frida lowered her gaze to eye my crotch for just long enough to make me uncomfortable before they travelled up to meet my eyes again. In that exchange, it felt like I knew what she said. I could almost hear her voice in my head, asking me in her teasing tone if I’d had an accident. I blushed and averted my gaze.

The queue moved and I let Frida take my hand and pull me along.

If I’d thought the diaper was big and bulky before, it was nothing compared to what it felt like now. With every step I took, I had to concentrate in order to walk normally and not waddle. Had the diaper I wore at the restaurant been this thick? Surely not. It hadn’t been this difficult to walk then as it was now, had it?

As if that wasn’t bad enough, my cock twitched excitedly inside the diaper. As if it remembered how it had been allowed to cum inside a wet diaper this morning and now wanted to repeat the experience.

The queue stopped and we stopped with it. An image flashed across my mind. Of Frida checking my diaper in front of everyone in the queue, stroking me to an orgasm and teasing me for liking it.

Horrified, I pushed the thought away, afraid of my own desires.

Something pressed against my butt and I tried to turn around. I realised quickly that it was Frida’s hand when I crashed straight into her. She looked down at me and smiled as she gave my padded bottom another squeeze. She leaned closer and whispered in my ear: “Let’s take care of that as soon as we’ve gotten through the gates, hm?”

I nodded and cursed my pale complexion for making my blushes so visible.


Chapter 16

She dragged me into a handicap toilet as soon as we were through the queue. She locked the door behind her and pushed me over to a solid changing table in one of the corners.

I jumped up and leaned my back against the wall. She pushed my legs apart and positioned herself between them.

“This’ll do. Sit still,” she said and placed her fingers on the buttons by my crotch. I turned my eyes away and looked up. Directly facing the changing table, was a mirror. The angles gave me a perfect view of her back as she worked. The skirt she wore really accentuated her bottom well when she bent over. My cock twitched inside the diaper at the sight of her. I turned my eyes back and glanced down, only to notice that the nappy had changed its colour at the lowest point outside my crotch.

She pressed a hand on the diaper and gave it a squeeze, exactly where the discolouring had occurred. The pressure caused some of the liquids to get wrung out of the material and drip over my cock. I sucked in a breath. She tsked and shook her head.

“Baby, I can see you’re wet. But this diaper is far from full yet. It can actually take quite a bit more of your pee-pee,” she said and started buttoning up my crotch again. I simply looked at her hands in confusion. Why was she buttoning me without giving me a change? What had she said? The diaper isn’t full yet… I hadn’t considered that she might not give me a change straight away. If it had crossed my mind, I could’ve held myself longer. Damn.

“But—”

“No buts. Do you know how expensive these diapers are, hm?” she said. I shook my head.

“No, well. I can tell you that they are quite expensive. But only the best is good for my little boy, no? Unfortunately, I think I might’ve started to spoil you a little by changing you as soon as you get wet,” she said and glanced at her watch before she continued: “It’s barely past 10 am, and if you’re going to wet yourself once every hour, we’re going to go through a bag of diapers before the week is up. No, you need to get used to being wet, little one. But don’t worry, I’ll change you before it leaks. That’s a promise.” She winked at me and I opened my mouth to protest again. She paused her buttoning to look at me and rested a hand on my leg. The room was silent except for the soft breathing and the steady drumbeat of our hearts.

“Remember that you have a safe word if things go too far for you,” she said and broke the silence. I blinked. I hadn’t even thought about that. I considered it for a split second. Then I met her eyes. They were full of concern and… affection?

I shook my head.

“No, I… Uh… I want this,” I said.

My voice came out like a squeak, barely audible. She finished buttoning the crotch and pulled me down from the changing table. Before I could do anything, her arms wrapped around me in a tight embrace. I leaned into the hug. After a few short moments, I became aware of how soft and how close her breasts were. My cock twitched again and started to grow. I turned my lower body slightly away from her and tried to think of something else.

She released me and turned around to wash her hands at the sink.

“Come on, let’s go have some fun! And let’s make sure to replenish your fluids, too,” she winked at me and laughed at my expression.

When we came out of the stall, she placed me on a bench and came back a few minutes later with one large and one small cup of soda. She handed me the large one.

“Drink up, we don’t want you to get dehydrated now, do we?” she said and smiled.


Chapter 17

I was just sitting down on a roller coaster when I felt that the soda was ready to leave my system. We’d ridden several rides since we entered the park and moving around in the bulky wet diaper had finally started to get easier.

Now, the need hit me so suddenly that I didn’t have time to prepare for it. It felt like the need to pee hit me harder than it had earlier. Like I was going to lose control of my bladder sooner. I prayed that I wouldn’t pee myself on the ride. I was worried that with the amount of soda I’d drunk, the diaper wouldn’t be able to take it all and would start leaking. And now I was stuck in the seat with nowhere to go.

Then the ride started to move. It gained speed quickly. And as it swooped down and made my stomach flip, I couldn’t hold it anymore. The pee gushed out of me like a torrent, straight into the already wet nappy.

When the ride finally stopped, I was certain that my cheeks were red from embarrassment. I unbuckled and got up from my seat, glancing back in a manner that I hoped was discreet to see if there were any wet spots in the seat.

I held my breath. And let out a sigh of relief when it was clear, and hoped my trousers were equally spotless.

Frida went to pick up the diaper bag from the bag area next to the ride. A gust of wind had blown the flap open and made the contents visible to anyone who glanced at it. A couple of people looked at the bag and then at us as Frida picked it up. I was certain that I could feel a couple of them stare at my crotch as well. No wonder, with all the liquids it now held, I was sure it was visible through my trousers.

My face burned from embarrassment as I let Frida pull me down the stairs from the ride. She caught my eyes and grinned as she watched me struggle to maintain a normal walk.

She pulled me into a secluded corner of the park, in between two buildings. She pressed me against the wall and looked down at me. The diaper bag slid to the ground. It felt like she could see through me with those piercing eyes of hers. I felt her hand on my crotch and cast a nervous glance towards the opening between the buildings. She kissed me on my cheek and tsked. It was a strangely secluded area, and the shadows from the two buildings on either side would make it more difficult for anyone who looked our way to actually see anything. The sounds from the main area of the amusement park somehow seemed a little muffled as well.

“You are such a little boy… Did the excitement from the ride make you go pee-pee in your diapers again?” she murmured. I looked away. I didn’t want to acknowledge what I’d done. But I couldn’t exactly lie about it either. I had, after all, peed myself on the ride. And the way I’d lost control up there hadn’t felt as much like a conscious decision as it had with my earlier ‘accidents’.

She grinned at me and started unbuttoning my trousers. My hands raced down and started to push hers away. My eyes kept darting over to the opening between the buildings. She firmly pushed my hands away and continued unbuttoning my trousers.

“Don’t you dare. If you don’t want me to check your diaper, then you need to stop wetting yourself, don’t you?” she said. I bit my lip and looked down, embarrassment eating me up from inside at her words. And I couldn’t help but get excited at how she was strictly administering me like this in semi-public. Was she actually going to change my diaper here?

“That’s right. You should be embarrassed, little one. Big boys shouldn’t need to wear diapers, should they?” she said in a low voice. Her breath speeded up with each button she popped open, heaving her breasts out in an unsteady rhythm. I closed my eyes. I didn’t want to get hard from this. And if I kept watching her doing this to me, I wouldn’t be able to stop myself from getting hard. But I couldn’t bring the mental image of what I must look like to anyone who happened to pass by and catch a glimpse of the scene. That thought made me blush furiously. And another result of the thought was my growing erection.

She started to rub my diaper and I opened my eyes to glance down.

“Awww, someone needs a change, doesn’t he?”

“This little fella sure wants one… Or maybe he’s just excited to see me,” she added and grinned. She turned her face to grab the diaper bag with a hand.

“It’s a good thing we brought the diaper supplies, don’t you think?” she said.

“Please…” I said.

“Please, what?” She arched an eyebrow.

“Please…don’t do this here,” I said, my voice was barely a whisper. But it was a lie. I wanted it. And my cock wanted it.

She stopped rubbing my diapers and pressed herself closer to me. Her hand moved away from my diaper, only to be replaced by her leg.

“Do you want a change, or do you want to keep waddling around in your dirty diapers?”

“I…I…”

“The more you fuss, the more you risk someone seeing you, little one. Either way, if you want a diaper change, this is where you get one. Yes or no?” she asked. I glanced from her to the opening and back again. Then down between my legs. At least, the buttons between my legs meant that it would be easy to remain somewhat decent and the nappy change wouldn’t take too long. 

“You better give me an answer soon, otherwise I’ll button up your trousers and you’ll have to wear the diapers for longer… And I don’t think they can take another wetting without leaking. Of course, if you want to test it, that’s up to you,” she said.

“No, please. Don’t make me wear them any longer.”

“No? So which is it, make up your mind.”

“I…would like a diaper change…”

“Please…?” I added when she didn’t respond straight away. That seemed to do the trick, judging from the grin that spread on her face.

“That’s my good boy.” 


Chapter 18

Somehow, she managed to place herself so that her back was facing the entrance of our little, secluded space. Anyone who might glance our way would find it more difficult to see me in my diapered state. Even so, my heart was pumping so hard that I felt the vibrations of it through my skin.

She kept one hand on the diaper while she let the other hand removed the tapes from the sides. The chill autumn air hit my moist skin the moment the warm diaper left it and a shudder went through me. It was certainly enough to make my dick soften slightly. She bent down and brought out a wipe. It was cold, but because of the wind, it didn’t make much of a difference.

Wherever she moved her hand, it seemed to me that the wind that blew on my skin was slightly colder than where it hit the rest of my skin. My cock had shrivelled up completely and I could tell that it was getting pathetically small, shrinking in on itself.

“Awww, is your little pee-pee cold, baby?” She used the wipe to slide over my cock, but unlike earlier, my cock remained soft.

“Nothing? Hm. I suppose I can’t expect anything else from a little diaperboy…” She bent down and placed the wipe inside the soiled nappy and picked up a fresh diaper from the diaper bag. I couldn’t help but breathe out a sigh of relief at the thought of the warm comfort the diaper would bring after the cold autumn air. She pushed the diaper between my legs while I was still standing leaned against the wall.

True enough, I felt warmer immediately after she pulled the diaper closed around me to shut out the wind. She smiled and buttoned my trousers. Just as she straightened up, a voice called out from behind her. I froze at the unfamiliar Swedish words and peered past her shoulder. There just at the entrance of our little hideaway were the outlines of a man and a woman. It was the woman who had spoken.

She called again and their silhouettes grew larger as they came closer. Frida turned her head towards the couple and replied something else I didn’t understand. They were close enough that I could make out their faces now. The woman’s eyes flickered down to my crotch. I followed her gaze. One of the buttons between my legs hadn’t been closed properly! The tips of my ears burned. I dropped my hands down and tried to position them in such a way that they hid it naturally. I suspect it failed miserably.

The man behind her laughed. I looked up. He wore an expression of curious amusement, an expression which was reflected on the woman next to him. He said something to the woman, who laughed a little back. They were about to turn when the woman pointed to something on the ground. I followed her finger with my eyes. The diaper. I closed my eyes.

‘This isn’t happening. This isn’t happening…’ the phrase rolled over in my mind again and again while the couple exchanged a few more incomprehensible words in their foreign language.

The sound of the couple’s footsteps grew fainter as they walked back into the bustle of the park. I opened my eyes and watched as their backs grew smaller before they disappeared into the crowd outside. It went quiet for a few moments. Frida blew out a long breath as if she’d been holding it.

“Phew, well. That could’ve gone worse,” she said. I stared at her horrified.

“Worse?” I said. She shrugged.

“They could’ve been someone I didn’t know,” she said.

“You knew them!?” I asked. She just smiled.

“Yes. Which is lucky for you. Imagine what would’ve happened if I hadn’t known them. But… since I do know them, and because Kia seemed very intrigued when she saw your diaper, I invited her over for tea on Saturday,” she said. I opened my mouth.

“You did what?” I couldn’t tell if I was more terrified, angry or turned-on by the entire ordeal. She stepped closer and placed her hand under my chin, pushing it upwards to meet her eyes.

“Honey,” she said. The way she said it made my blood turn to ice in my veins. A dangerously sweet voice. The kind of voice that seems more dangerous the sweeter it is. And hers was drenched in syrup. I tried to swallow a lump that suddenly formed in my throat.

“You just let me change your piss-soaked diaper in the middle of an amusement park. Because you went potty in your pants like a little boy. You agreed to let me be in charge. So let me be in charge. So long as you’re wearing diapers, you are not in a position to question my decisions. Understand?” She squeezed her fingers into my cheek.

“Yes,” I answered meekly. She held my gaze for a moment longer before she let go. I rubbed my hand over moon shaped dents left by her nails. She turned away and picked up my nappy and begun to fold it in on itself. I watched her with hundreds of unanswered questions still on my mind. I hesitated. Where was the line of what I could ask her without sounding like I was questioning her?

“What uh… What did you tell them?” Was the question I eventually settled for.

“Oh, I just told them that you’d been such a little boy that you’d completely soaked your diaper, and that I’d had to find the first place available to take care of it. This had been easier than to find a restroom,” she said. I stiffened.

“Oh, would you relax? There’s no harm done. We all had a laugh about it, you have something to keep your dick hard the next time you get to cum, and we’ve certainly made their day more amusing,” she said. I couldn’t think of anything to respond. I should’ve known that she’d noticed my hard-on.

“Come on, we better wash our hands. Here,” she said, handed me the used diaper and patted my butt.

I rushed to follow her into the lit area of the park. I didn’t have time to notice that I was holding my used diaper until the sudden exposure of the crowd made me realise it. While I tried my best to hide the bulky item, I looked around frantically, trying to find a trash can to dispose of it as quickly as possible. There was one at the other side of the gravelled path.

It felt like everyone’s eyes were on me during the entire length of the walk and I was sure my cheeks were beet red from embarrassment. I tossed it away in the bin and the moment I heard the thud from it landing inside, it felt like a stone was lifted from my shoulders. I returned to Frida and she took my hand and ushered me in the direction of a restroom to clean our hands.

Back in the car when we’d left the park, Frida burst into laughter.

“Oh my god, you should have seen the expression on your face when Kia and John arrived!” she said. I looked at her horrified.

My heart was still thumping away in my chest, pumping adrenaline through my system. She gasped for breath between her laughing fits and my lips pulled upwards into a smile at her contagious laugh. I leaned back in the car seat and sighed. Frida took a few breaths and finally stopped laughing. Then she turned towards me and met my eyes. Her mouth quivered and moments later, we both burst out laughing.

“Oh, god, stop! I’m going to wet myself!” I groaned when I’d finally calmed down enough to say something.

“Wouldn’t be the first time,” she said. That only made her laugh harder and soon, the laughing fit started all over again.

When we finally managed to get the laughing fits under control, Frida let out a long breath and started the engine. As she pulled out of the parking lot, she cast a sidelong glance at me.

“You were so good today… I’m going to give you a big reward when we get home,” she winked and turned onto the road. 


Chapter 19

She pulled me closer to her and kissed me all the way from the car and up to the front door to her house. She fumbled with the lock behind her back, her lips still pressed against mine in a passionate embrace.

The excitement from earlier had built up the tension in the car on the ride back home. And the minute Frida parked the car and turned off the engine, she’d leaned over to my seat and started kissing me. Before long, she was sitting on my lap. A tiny voice was apprehensive about the position, remembering what had happened that first time in the park when she’d sat on my lap.

She finally managed to unlock the front door and dragged me inside. We made it into the living room. She placed a hand on my chest and applied gentle pressure. I let her push me and took a reluctant step backwards.

“Let’s get you out of these clothes, hm?” she said and pulled the suspenders on the overalls out of their fastenings before she grabbed my shirt.

“B-but the windows!” I said, glancing at the large glass windows in the room. She kissed me again.

“What about the windows, baby?”

“They’re open. And… Well, what if someone sees?”

“What are you afraid they’ll see, sweetie? Your diapers?” She grinned and threw my shirt on the floor.

“Y-yes,” I stuttered.

“You silly boy… Everyone knows that little boys wear diapers. Why would you be any different?” She tilted her head as if she was genuinely interested in hearing my answer.

“Well, because…I’m not a little boy, I’m an adult…”

“Oh dear, I thought we’d been through this…I was going to give you a reward for behaving so well at the amusement park earlier today… But it seems you need to learn a lesson first,” she said and pulled down the bottom part of my overalls. I felt completely exposed wearing only my big, bulky nappy. I glanced nervously at one of the windows. I bit my bottom lip.

She took my hand and started to walk towards it.

“Now, you’ll stay here for ten minutes, just like this. Understand?” she said. My heart had started to race again. Stand like this for ten minutes? Anyone would be able to see me. My cock twitched inside its padded cage. I closed my eyes and nodded.

“Good boy,” she said. From the reflection in the window, I watched her move away from me.

Thump-thump. Thump-thump.

It felt like my heart was trying to leap out of my chest while the events of the day replayed themselves through my mind.

I was wondering how visible I would actually be to anyone who might happen to walk past the window. But after a moment’s reflection, I thought it best to leave it alone.

The entire time, my heart kept beating frantically in my chest. Ten minutes, she’s said. Each minute felt like hours as they slowly ticked by. I wanted to close my eyes as if closing my eyes would make anything that appeared outside the window disappear. But like a deer staring right into the headlights of a car, I couldn’t bring myself to look away from the street. From time to time, a car passed by.

Could they see me?

During it all, my dick continued to shame me by refusing to soften entirely. 

It was her footsteps that alerted me that the ten minutes were over.

“Your ten minutes are done, baby. Now, how about we get that reward for you, huh?” she said. I started to turn around, but she placed her hands on me and kept me firmly in place.

“Ah-uh, stay right where you are.” She started rubbing my cock through the diaper.

“Oh, wow! You’re still dry? What a good boy…” she said. My dick hardened further under her administrations. I let out a moan and pushed myself against her.

“That’s right. Show me how much you want me to touch you,” she said. I moaned again. It should be illegal to be as good with their hands as she was. She kissed the back of my neck.

“Because you do want me to touch you, don’t you?” she said.

“Yes,” I said, my voice breathless.

“Imagine what people would think about you if they see you through the window like this… Hard. In your diapees,” she murmured and parted her soft lips on my neck. She sucked the sensitive skin lightly. I pushed myself into her hand again and gasped. In between her sucks and bites she kept murmuring, teasing me with her words.

“You naughty boy… You want to be watched, don’t you, baby?”

Fuck. How had she been able to figure that out? I’d barely figured it out myself, much less allowed myself to actually consider it and accept it as a truth. I tensed. She chuckled.

“Oh, yes, I know. Don’t you think I’ve noticed how excited you’ve gotten from wearing diapers in public?”

I shook my head. I didn’t want it to be true.

“No?” she asked. I shook my head again.

“No what? Why are you shaking your head? Are you saying that it’s not true? That you don’t like wearing diapers?” she let out another chuckle and rubbed my cock through the thick material.

“Oh, baby, you’re not fooling anyone. You love this. You’re my little diaper boy,” she said and I groaned. She was right, of course. It was so damn difficult to think when she was rubbing her hand over my dick like that.

“Maybe I should make you stand here another hour or so, so that all the people who walk past on their way home from work can get something to look at…”

“N… No, please don’t do that.”

“No?” she asked and let her hand follow the outline of my cock through the diaper. From the base and the entire, unimpressive, length to the tip. From there, her hand continued to wander. Up the front of the diaper, her hand went. And soon, her warm fingers splayed over the lower part of my torso.

She placed another kiss on my neck. I shuddered and felt my skin prickle. Her lips moved upwards. Her tongue lapped out and tasted the tender skin below my ear.

My legs buckled under my weight. Her lips twitched in a grin against my skin before they moved to place another kiss right below the previous one. I moaned louder as she found a particularly tender spot in the nape of my neck.

Her teeth scraped lightly at the sensitive skin. My hips jerked forwards, desperately searching for something to push against. I whimpered.

Slipping one arm around me to keep me in place, she started to glide the hand on my torso downwards. I held my breath as she inched her way into my diaper and continued down, down. Until her fingers brushed lightly against the tip of my cock.

The instant her hand brushed my cock, her teeth bit down on the sensitive skin in my neck again. Stars danced at the edges of my vision. I clenched my jaw and tightened my fists. Nails dug into the skin of my palms. It was all I could do to not cum right then and there.

Her hand wrapped around my cock and I bucked my hips into the grip desperately.

“So eager for your reward…”

Her hand tugged and stroked. Occasionally, she stroked her thumb over the sensitive slit at the very tip of my cock.

Her hands pinched my nipple. I gasped, the feeling once familiar and unfamiliar.

I wanted her to move quicker and tried to buck my hips to make her accommodate me. Instead, she stopped moving her hand up and down my cock and used the other hand to smack my padded butt with a thump.

“Stand. Still,” she said in a low growl. Afraid I wouldn’t get to cum if I didn’t do as she said, I tried my best to follow her instruction.

She slid the hand from my butt to my hip bone and with a firm grip, kept me in place. When I didn’t move, the hand that held my cock slowly started moving again. I let out a breath and felt my eyelids drift downwards. Through half-slitted eyes, the street outside seemed blurry. Any movement far away.

She leaned impossibly closer. Her breath brushed the skin on the side of my neck. I blinked.

“Can you see the pretty woman walking on the other side of the street?” she whispered in my ear, adding spice to the strokes with her words. I wasn’t sure I wanted to know if there was a woman on the other side of the street or not. But I opened my eyes, unable to resist the pull of curiosity. There, across the street, was indeed a young woman strolling carelessly forwards in a blue and yellow summer dress.

“Yes,” I said.

“If I turned on the lights in here… Do you think she would be able to see you?” she asked and let her hand slide all the way down to the base of my cock, dipping even lower until she found my balls.

“I, for one, certainly think she would… Perhaps she would stop, turn around and stare at you through the window…? See how helplessly turned-on you are. How hard your pee-pee is inside your diapee…” She gave my balls a squeeze and I whimpered.

“Please…”

“Please what, baby? You want me to turn the light on?”

“No!” The answer shot out of me. Panic-mixed desire pumped in my veins.

I felt her smile against my skin again and fell silent.

For several minutes, the only sounds in the room were our breaths and the rustling from the diaper every time she tugged my cock.

Every time I was on the brink of an orgasm, she would somehow sense it and slow down her movements until I was no longer at the edge.

When she’d done this five times, I whimpered pathetically.

“What’s wrong, baby?” she asked, knowing full well what was wrong, of course.

“Is someone not getting what he wants?” She continued and stroked her thumb lazily over my slit, spreading my pre-cum over the mushroom cap. I shuddered from the contact with my over-sensitive skin.

“P—please.”

“Please what? Use your words, baby. Otherwise… How can I know what you want?” she continued to stroke my cock slowly while she spoke.

“P-please… M—may—may I cum, please?”

“There’s a good boy…” she pulled her hand down my shaft, moving my foreskin with it. She kissed my neck again and slid her hand back up with just the right amount of pressure.

I released a shaking breath.

“This is your reward, baby. Enjoy it,” she said and continued to pump my cock. My legs started to shake and her arm around me was the only thing that kept me from losing my balance completely. I was completely at her mercy, lost to the sensation of my impending climax.

Her rhythm increased with each stroke and too soon, I felt my balls contract. The stars danced around the edges of my vision again.

“Oh God, I—I’m, I’m—” I screamed and felt my cock twitch. I was powerless to the needs of my body as thick threads of silky fluids shot out of me and into the diaper.

Her hand slowed down to pump my cock in time with the pulses of my seed until I was completely spent.


Chapter 20

When I woke up, it had already started getting dark outside. I glanced around the room. I was lying on the couch with a blanket covering me. How had I gotten here? The last thing I remembered was…

I blushed. The last thing I remembered was standing in front of the mirror as Frida jacked me off.

But if I was on the couch, it meant that either I’d managed to get here myself after my last exertion — without remembering it. I found this slightly unlikely.

Or, the second option, was that Frida had carried me over here on her own. Even though I was slightly scrawny, it surprised me that she’d go through the trouble of carrying me over to the couch. She could’ve just left me on the floor instead.

I sat up and winced. The shift in position made me aware of how the sperm from earlier clung to my cock. The blanket slid down my shoulders and rested on my lap.

Something else became apparent when I sat up. My bladder had filled up significantly during the last few hours, something that was very difficult to ignore as the pressure increased from my sitting position. I bit my lip. Maybe it was time to talk to Frida about maybe stopping this game for a bit?

I was tired, even though I’d just woken up, and I didn’t feel like wetting my diaper again. I just wanted to go take a piss in the loo like a normal guy, have a shower, and then sit down and watch telly or something similarly normal before going to bed.

I pulled the blanket around me again, protecting myself from the slightly chilly air in the room.

There was a light coming from the kitchen. I turned my head towards it. Frida whistled a happy tune to herself while she produced the unmistakable sounds of food being made. I got up, immediately the pressure on my bladder receded slightly.

I stopped in the doorway to watch as Frida continued with her cooking. The nappy crinkled every time the blanket brushed it and made it difficult to sneak over to her. I had to try to ask her to remove it, at least.

She cast a glance up at me before she went back to chopping some carrots.

“Ah, you’re awake,” she said.

“Yea… Um…” I shifted my feet, not quite sure how to phrase my question.

“I was just wondering… Um…” I started again. I glanced up at her, as if seeing her expression would somehow help me find it. Of course, it only made it worse and I looked away again.

“It’s just this whole diaper-thing… I’m uh… I’m not sure I want to do it anymore… I—I just want to use the bathroom…” I finished lamely.

I’m not sure what I was expecting. Now that I look back at it, I think I was actually testing her. To see how far she would go to keep up the game if I didn’t use the safeword. To see if I could manage to manipulate her this time, or call it quits without using the safeword.

I stared at the floor. The minutes ticked by and the only sound was the continued chopping of vegetables. It was unbearable. I glanced up at her. She must’ve sensed that I looked at her because she turned her face to me and paused her chopping.

“You know the rules. If you’re wet, you just need to ask for a change,” she said in a dismissive tone and went back to the vegetables. I stared at the repetitive movement of the knife blade as it cut through each item with sharp precision.

“N—no, that’s not it… I just—” I was interrupted as she slammed the knife down on the cutting board and turned to me. Her mouth was s thin line.

“That’s it, young man. It seems that I need to show you some harsher punishments than what you endured earlier.” She turned around and grabbed a spatula. In three quick strides, she closed the distance between us.

She grabbed my wrist and pulled me with her to one of the kitchen chairs, sat down and pulled me across her lap. Realisation of what she was about to do hit me.

“I’m sorry, Miss! I won’t ask again! I’m sorry!” But my pleading got me nowhere.

“Oh, you’ll be sorry. I’ll make sure of that.” With that, she pulled down my diaper just enough to show the skin on my behind.

A split-second later, the smack from wood hitting my skin cracked through the air.

I cried out at the sharp pain. She didn’t give me time to adjust to the pain before a new smack landed across my cheeks.

One of her legs was pressing firmly against my bladder. I tried to remove some of the pressure by supporting my weight with my legs. But every time the spatula hit me, I lost balance slightly.

Sharp stings followed one another and soon I couldn’t focus on anything other than the pain.

Suddenly, my body released a torrent of piss into the diaper. The pleasure of my released need mixed with the pains from her blows. I cried out, not knowing full well if the sound was caused by the hits to my bottom or from my bladder’s release.

She continued to hit my skin with the wooden object until I’d completely emptied my bladder. Then the hits stopped.

“Did someone have an accident? Hm? Did someone we their diapee while lying across my lap?” she said. Her previously harsh tone had been replaced with a softer, comforting voice.

I whimpered and nodded my head.

My face brushed against the soft fabric of her skirt. It was cool against my burning cheeks.

Somehow, through the embarrassment and humiliation of it all, I had a tiny feeling that I’d known something like this would happen. And I’d still done it. Almost as if I’d been trying to provoke it. As if… I wanted it?

“Aww, it’s ok baby,” she said and stroked my tender backside before she pulled the diaper back over it. When my sore butt came in contact with the material, it stung like nothing I’d ever felt before.

“Wasn’t that unnecessary, baby? I didn’t want to do that to you. But you understand that I had to, don’t you?” she said. I nodded.

“Now, Frida is going to make everything better as soon as you’ve apologised properly,” she said and helped me to a sitting position, straddling her lap. The position added pressure against my now sore bottom. I winced. She made me feel like a small child who’d just been scolded. And I suspected that was exactly what she wanted. My legs dangled just above the floor on either side of her lap, which didn’t exactly make me feel bigger and manlier.

“Well, I’m waiting… Do you have something you wish to say to me?” she said and tipped my head upwards to meet her eyes.

“I’m sorry I asked you to take off my diapers,” I said after a few more moments of silence.

“And why are you sorry that you asked that? Did you learn anything?” she prompted. Her hand rested on the front of my diaper, making sure to squeeze a little so that the piss-soaked diaper pressed against my skin.

“I’m sorry I asked you to take them off because…” I looked away. Why did she have to make me say it?

“Because I wet myself…” I whispered.

“That’s right. And when you wet yourself, you need to wear diapers, don’t you?” she said. I nodded, still not meeting her eyes.

“Now, the next time you decide to be a big boy, you should be careful or Miss Frida might let you do exactly that… Let you try to be a big boy… And won’t you feel like the silliest little boy if you wet your pants outside without wearing diapers?” she said. I met her eyes, surprised. Surely not? …She wouldn’t do that? My eyes widened at the potential disaster she described. She nodded and smiled.

“So, I don’t want to hear any more silly talk from you about not wearing diapers… Now, let’s get you changed and have some dinner.”


Chapter 21

When I woke up the next morning, there was no confusion about where I was. And in addition, I could feel my morning wood pressing inside the diaper.

It was strange. I had only been wearing diapers for three days. And yet, when I felt my hard cock press against the diaper, all I wanted to do was to rub myself through the fabric. I turned to look at Frida, only to find the space next to me empty.

I glanced around in the room as if expecting to find her. But apart from me, the room was empty.

I strained my ears. Outside, there was a muffled sound, which carried through the walls of the bedroom. It took me a short moment before I recognised Frida’s voice. I couldn’t recognise any of the words and assumed she was speaking on the phone in her native tongue.

I tuned her out and relaxed back on the bed. As I shifted position, my hard cock reminded me of its neglect.

I cast a quick glance at the door. It was closed. I was sure I’d be able to hear her footsteps if she came back. Slowly, I let a hand slide down to rest outside the diaper. It was dry, despite the water Frida continued to force me to drink before I went to bed.

The now familiar sensation of my full bladder made me wince. I wasn’t sure which was worse. My hard-on or my need to pee.

I stroked my cock absentmindedly through the diaper as I considered what I should do.

From outside, her footsteps pacing back and forth and snippets of conversation filtered through the walls.

I continued to stroke my cock. As I did, the want for release grew stronger and stronger. The need to piss battled my urge for an orgasm. Neither managing to grow stronger than the other.

I bit my lips knowing full well that Frida might come in at any moment. And if she came in and found me stroking myself, there was no way I could manage to convince her that I only got hard when she was close by. 

But it didn’t sound like she was going to finish her conversation anytime soon. And I was sure I’d be able to hear her and stop myself before she came into the room.

The resolve hit me and I turned myself onto my stomach. I ground my padded crotch down and along the bedsheets. I held back a moan as the shift in position put more pressure on my bladder. The need to pee and my arousal turned to a mixed concoction of need. One, just as strong as the other.

I pushed my hips forward and let out a shuddering breath as my cock rubbed between the soft folds of cushioning.

I grabbed my pillow and buried my face in it to muffle any sounds that might escape my throat. A warm sensation spread from my chest and through my entire body as I pushed my hips back and forth with increasing speed.

My cock twitched. I gasped. I was so close. So fucking close, I could feel it. I groaned and bit down into the pillow, my thrusts growing hard and desperate as my orgasm built inside me. 

Then, with a final thrust, I felt a torrent release from my cock and spread through the diaper. Cum and piss shot out through the head with such force that I was afraid it might not hold and start leaking. But that part of me was quickly silenced by the part of me that was only able to feel that torrent stream out of me.

I felt every muscle relax, completely spent and satisfied.

Then, I the shame crept into my mind. It spread through me, whispering that I should be ashamed of myself. That I wasn’t a man. That any real man would’ve left and gone back home. And this time, I couldn’t even put the blame on Frida for ordering me to humiliate myself. I had done it completely of my own accord.

A slow clap from behind me pulled me out of my thoughts. I turned around slowly and saw Frida standing at the foot end of the bed with a wry smile.

“Bravo! Aren’t you just the naughtiest little boy? Good luck trying to convince me that you don’t like your diapers after that little display…” she said. I was at a loss for words to say.

“I’m not going to punish you… This time…” she sat down on the bed next to me. The bed dipped and the shift of weight on the bed caused a gust of urine-scented air to drift from under the covers.

She wrinkled her nose but to my surprise, she didn’t point out the smell. She cleared her throat.

“I actually came in to tell you that I’ve been called into work. I’m technically on holiday but what can I say? I’ve explained to them that I have a guest over, and I’ve managed to arrange it so that you can stay in our lunch room while I work. I’ve also put together a little task list for you, as I have a few errands that we needed to do today, so if you don’t mind…” she paused briefly before she continued.

“Besides, you won’t have to stay at the office without having anything to do and…I’m really sorry about this…” she wrung her hands in her lap and… Was she biting her lip? I was surprised at her vulnerable display of emotions, not being used to seeing her like this. I sat up, ignoring the smell as best I could and placed a hand over hers.

“Hey, it’s ok. I get it. Believe me. If I wasn’t physically removed from London, they’d be talking me into coming in during my holiday, too,” I said. She gave me a grateful smile and pulled me into her arms for a hug.

“Great, now… How about we get you out of these smelly diapers…?”

I’d wanted to ask her if it was really necessary to wear diapers when she was going to be working, anyway. But her threat from the evening before was still fresh in my memory and I thought I’d already pushed my luck on that one enough times over the past few days.

She didn’t say anything during the diaper change this time and I discovered to my surprise that I actually missed her teasing remarks. I studied her thoughtful expression as she cleaned me with baby wipes and wondered what went on behind that expression. Was she afraid that I’d get angry because she had to work? That somehow, her having to take a break from her holiday with me made her less attractive to me?

“There we go, now just put on some jeans, and your bulk will hardly be visible,” she said when she was finished.

She got up and left to dispose of the nappy while I fumbled with my jeans. It felt like a massive privilege to be allowed to wear clothes again, and I was especially happy with the black jeans after yesterday’s outfit.

“Don’t forget your diaper bag, Perry,” she called over her shoulder as she disappeared through the door.

‘Your diaper bag’. The words repeated in my head and made me feel a strange familiarity about wearing diapers around her. Or was it perhaps that I felt a familiarity with her commanding me? Even though it had only been a couple of days…

She held my hand as we walked towards her office building. I kept having the feeling that everyone could see through my jeans and straight at my diaper. She’d made me drink a large glass of water before we left and I wondered how long it would take for it to make its way through my system. I imagined that I could already feel how it sloshed and slid its way downwards. 

She stopped in front of the building where she worked and handed me a list.

“Ok, so here’s the list of groceries we need, in addition to some smaller items from other shops in this area. This cash should cover all of it. If not, you can just come find me in my office. She bent down and kissed me. When we pulled apart, I waved and turned around to start exploring and find the shops on the list.

“Oh, before you go,” she said. I turned back to her and watched as she extended a bottle of water towards me. I took it from her and looked down at it. More water. Oh dear. 

“It better be empty before you get back,” she winked and patted my butt. She was rewarded with a loud, crinkly thump that could just as well have been as loud as an explosion. At least, that was what it sounded like to my ears.

I glanced around, trying to see if anyone had noticed. My frantic reaction made Frida laugh. I blushed and waved again before I walked off. Her laughter rang in my ears for several minutes after she’d disappeared into her office building. 


Chapter 22

By the time I found the supermarket, I could already feel that the liquids were working their way through me. I glanced at the time. ‘Ok, if you just find the stuff on the list, you can be in and out again in fifteen minutes…’ I thought to myself. ‘And then what…? It’s not like she’s going to allow you to use the bathroom later…’ I ignored the last part and stepped inside.

I spent at least half an hour inside the supermarket. I had clearly underestimated how easy it would be to find the things on the list. When I finally made it to the till I was relieved to find that there was barely any queue. I felt sorry for the poor lady behind the counter who had to interpret my short grunts of communication.

When I fished out my wallet with Frida’s notes from the diaper bag, the lid opened and for a moment, the unmistakable contents were visible to anyone who looked. I glanced behind me and met the eyes of a beautiful young woman. A blush crept onto my cheeks and I quickly closed the lid on the bag but not before she’d eyed the items inside it. I turned back to the lady at the register in a hurried movement, handed her the money and stared fixedly at a point on the surface of the till in front of me.

It felt as if all eyes in the store were on me. I tried to tell myself that it was just a figment of my imagination. But logic and emotion don’t always agree. And I knew for a fact that the beautiful woman behind me knew. I imagined how her eyes stared at the suspicious bulk at the seat of my pants.

In my nervousness, it felt as though my bladder had shrunk to the size of a pea. I tried desperately to hold back the drops that were threatening to leak passed the dam which held back my piss.

The lady behind the till handed me the change. I grabbed it and hurried back to the bagging area. While I tried to shove the groceries into the bags as fast as I could, I kept saying a mantra inside myself. I thought: ‘Don’t wet yourself in front of these ladies…don’t wet yourself in front of these ladies. Please just hold it a little longer’.

One single drop forced its way into the diaper. I glanced nervously to the side. The beautiful woman had finished paying and had stepped beside me to fill up her own bags with her items. I drew my eyes back to my groceries and shoved the last products into the bags without further incident. I grabbed them and started towards the exit.

If I could only make it outside the shop before I lost control…

I’d taken a few steps towards the exit when I noticed a door sign for the customer toilets. I stopped in my tracks and stared at it for a brief moment and then changed my course.

I didn’t even think about the consequences. At that moment, all I managed to think about was how to get there in time. I could already feel more water pressing at the gates, and a few drops managed to squeeze past my control.

Each second it took me to get there felt agonising.

I was just a few steps away from the door when I felt a trickle leave my cock and seep into the diaper. No, no, no, no, no. This wasn’t happening. I was so close.

I lifted my hand and pressed the door handle down.

Another squirt of pee left my cock. I froze and somehow managed to clench the muscles shut and stop more pee from leaving my body. At least for the moment.

I took a deep breath with my nose. ‘Just get passed the door. You can do it,’ I told myself.

I opened the door and stepped inside. As soon as I was on the other side of the door, I put the shopping bags next to the door. With a hand pressed to my crotch, I used the other to fumble with the lock. Why wouldn’t it just lock?

Another burst of pee dribbled into the diaper. I whimpered. It was a desperate whining sound, a sound of frustration.

-Click-

The sound of the lock was like music to my ears. I could’ve kissed it, if I hadn’t been so desperate to get my nappy off in order to empty myself into the toilet bowl. I turned around and fumbled with the buttons on my jeans.

“Come on, come on. Just get them off, damn it!” I muttered to myself. I pushed one button through the top hole in my jeans and looked up. The toilet was right there. I was so close I was…

As if on instinct, the sight of the toilet sent another gush of piss running straight into the nappy. I clenched my jaw and strained every fibre of my body to push back the rest of the torrent. I cursed. The piss had started to pool between my legs. I tried harder.

After what seemed like an eternity, the flow stopped and I pulled down the nappy just enough to release my cock and aim it down at the bowl.

I closed my eyes and smiled at the familiar position of standing with my dick pointing into a toilet. It felt like such a long time since the last time I’d experienced it. And then, I let go.

Except…nothing happened.

When the sound of splashing water didn’t come, I glanced down at my limp cock. I furrowed my eyebrows. Why…?

Then I noticed that the pressure on my bladder was gone. I cursed. I must’ve emptied myself into the diaper earlier, and it must’ve been a lot more than I thought it had been.

Defeated, I slid the nappy back up and watched my dick disappear behind it. The moisture pressed not entirely unpleasantly against my intimate body parts. I glanced down at it. The diaper, I realised, had become more than just a symbol of Frida’s control over me. Because, in just a few days, my body had started to internalise and learn to accept the nappy as a part of my new self. I shuddered. What if I couldn’t stop my body from reacting like this when I was leaving on Sunday? What if I started wetting myself when I wasn’t wearing diapers, too? Because the worst part about what had just happened was that I’d actually lost control. I’d been so worried and intent on making it to the toilet on time, and when I’d finally had the opportunity to do so, I’d emptied myself into the nappy, after all.

And at the same time, I hadn’t enjoyed the blissful feeling of emptying my bladder after a long agonising wait, like I had the earlier times. A dark corner of my mind knew that I missed that sensation, but I wasn’t sure that it was something I wanted to admit. No yet.

I turned and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. The diapers, which had been white with paw prints earlier, had now gotten a distinct yellow tint at its lowest point. I eyed the diaper bag, considering if I should change myself right here.

I have to admit that I was tempted. But I was afraid that if I did it myself, I wouldn’t fasten it properly, and whenever I wet myself next, it would cause the diaper to leak. I let out a resigned sigh and quickly buttoned my jeans. I stepped over to the sink, washed my hands, picked up the bags and left the room. 


Chapter 23

The other errands had been quicker, albeit wetter, and half an hour later, I stepped inside Frida’s office building. I was lead to a waiting area where I sat down on one of the many chairs and waited. As I sat down, I winced at the squelch my diaper made when the liquids shifted from my weight. I grimaced. The cool piss furthest away from my skin pushed closer, its coldness uncomfortable against the warmth of my groin.

I looked down at my hands, trying my best to not look at the other people in the room. Could they see that I was wearing a diaper? I lifted my nose and took a deep breath as subtly as I could.

I wasn’t able to smell anything inconspicuous. But perhaps that was only because I was too close to it to notice. Perhaps someone else would sit down too close and catch a whiff of stale urine. Cold sweat trickled down my back.

What if I reeked, and I somehow just couldn’t notice it?

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat with paranoid thoughts swirling in my head until Frida stepped inside the room.

When I saw her, my tense shoulders instantly relaxed. She turned to me and her face lit in a brilliant smile. I got up and hurried over to her and embraced her.

“I’m sorry to have kept you waiting,” she said as we unwrapped our arms from the short hug.

“No problem,” I said and tried to twist my lips into a smile. I wasn’t sure if I managed it. 

I bent down to pick up the grocery bags. The skin on my neck prickled from her stare. I straightened and waited for her to start walking so I could follow her. Instead, she leaned close and said in a low murmur: “You know that everyone can see your diaper when you bend over like that, right…?” She leaned back again. My ears burned with a heat that was quickly spreading to the rest of my head. Before I could put down the grocery bags to adjust the shirt on my own, she leaned close and started pulling the back of my shirt down.

“That’s odd. I could’ve sworn I checked to make sure it wouldn’t be visible this morning… One should think you did this on purpose, seeing as this is the second time we’re in public and you expose yourself like that,” she said smiled before she turned and started walking.

I murmured a ‘thank you’ and hurried after her towards her office.

I glanced around the brightly lit room and compared it to my own tiny office back home. It was slightly depressing.

When I finished studying the shelves and the few personal items, my eyes stopped at her. She was eyeing me with an unreadable expression.

“Close the blinds for me, Perry,” she said.

Nervous energy jittered through my veins and my hands shook slightly as I followed her instruction. I turned back to her and swallowed.

“Good. Now, lock the door and get your tush over here so I can check your diaper,” she said.

I was unable to say anything with my suddenly dry mouth. I nodded. The click of the door rang in my ears. I was, in a sense, trapped inside a locked room with a dangerously attractive predator. And her focus was on me. I have to admit that the feeling was not all unpleasant.

I began to take a few steps toward her. With each step, the anticipation of what was to come became stronger.

“Isn’t someone—”

“Shhh, come here,” she interrupted. I walked the last few steps that separated us and stopped in front of her. She put her hands on the waistband of my jeans and I struggled to keep back a moan.

“Let’s see if someone’s managed to be a big boy when he was doing errands, hm?” she said and unbuttoned my jeans.

My eyes drifted back to the door and ran over the blinds, suddenly afraid that the door hadn’t been locked properly. Or perhaps someone would walk by and catch a glimpse of us through a slit in the blinds.

The buttons popped open with a satisfying sound. She tugged lightly at the fabric, and they slid down my smooth legs. I looked down, unable to see the crumpled trousers because of my diaper’s massive bulk.

She chuckled and took another step closer so that I looked straight at her cleavage. My cock jumped in delight at the sight.

She chuckled. I gasped. Her hand cupped my diaper gently.

“Awww, what do we have here? Looks like someone wasn’t able to hold it like a big boy and made a big pee-pee in his diaper, didn’t he?” she teased. I swallowed and nodded. She squeezed and pressed close enough to kiss me. Her lips hovered over my lips. In a breathless voice, she said: “I want you to tell me about it, baby. Did you wet yourself int the store? Maybe in front of a pretty lady at the check-out…”

I shook my head.

“No? You didn’t? Were you able to hold it all the way to my office, perhaps? And then you just couldn’t help yourself and peed yourself in front of all our clients in the waiting room?”

I shook my head again.

“Tell me,” she whispered. It blew hot air which danced like airy kisses over my lips. A shiver ran up my spine.

“I uh…I wet myself in the store,” I said.

“Go on,” she encouraged and pressed her hips against my diaper. I moaned as her weight pushed against my stiffening cock. At that moment, I wanted to give her anything she asked for. And yet, I hesitated for a brief moment before I broke. I told her about how I’d managed to get inside a bathroom. But instead of using it, how I’d wet myself before I got my cock out.

Instead of the chastising I’d expected, she chuckled again. I glanced confusedly up at her.

She touched her index finger on the tip of my nose. 

“You silly boy. You thought you were ready to use the big boy potty, and all you did was prove to us both that you need your diapers,” she said and removed her finger from my nose again.

My cheeks burned from embarrassment.

“I should punish you for trying to use the toilet… but I think that maybe we should start giving you some potty training instead.”

Potty training? The words registered, but I wasn’t really able to understand what she meant. Before I could ask, she opened the diaper bag and brought out a towel. She placed it on her desk and gestured for me to jump up on it.

She went to work quickly, carefully removing the tapes on either side. Cold air brushed over my genitals as the nappy flopped down on the towel.

“That is heavy. You must’ve really emptied yourself, huh?” she said.

With efficient movements, she removed the nappy from underneath me and replaced it with a fresh one.

She reached out a hand and pulled baby wipes out from a box and proceeded to wipe me clean. My cock grew to its full size as she wiped me down. She chuckled.

“You naughty boy. And in my office, too…” she winked and placed the last baby wipe inside the used diaper. Her hand closed around a bottle of talcum powder. Moments later, the light drizzle landed between my legs. Her breasts jiggled happily as she shook the bottle a few more times before she put it down. She smiled and started to secure the fresh diaper around my waist. I watched with resigned disappointment as my hard-on got tucked away behind the fluffy, childish print. Before I knew it, it was over, she had already helped me get back to my feet.

“There, all nice, fresh and dry. Try to not wet them straight away, baby,” she said. She threw the old nappy in a bin by her desk and reached for a bottle of anti-bac. The sterile smell of alcohol stung my nose.

I bent down to pick up my jeans. But before I got that far, she stopped me and picked them up for me. She held them open for me so that I could slide my legs inside. Reluctantly, I did as she wanted.

She pulled the trousers up. Of course, I was capable of putting my jeans on myself. The fact that she was doing it at present made me feel even more like an incompetent child.

When she was done, she patted my butt and turned to sit down in her chair.

“I’m just going to log out of my computer and then we can go home,” she said.

I tried to distract myself enough to lose my hard-on by studying her office a little closer. It failed.

My eyes drifted back towards her. Her cleavage was visible through the buttons of her shirt and her breasts moved slightly from side to side as she moved the mouse with her hand.

The sight made my cock twitch, practically begging for her attention. To be buried between her tits. To have her hands on me again. Anything but abandoning me hard in my nappy.

She glanced up from her computer. Her eyes travelled down to my crotch. A smile twitched at the corner of her lips. I looked down. My cock strained against the layers of clothing, creating a triangle that jutted out from my body.

“I was going to just leave straight away but you can’t go out like that, baby…Come here,” she said.

I approached her and she pulled me down to sit on her lap.

“Now, let’s take care of this before we leave, hm?” When her hand started unbuttoning my jeans again, I groaned and gave myself over to her.

“Someone’s a little naughty boy, isn’t he?” she said.

I couldn’t bring myself to reply. Instead, all I managed to do was focus on her touch. Her skin against mine. Her hand sliding down inside my diaper. Her fingers wrapping around my cock. I moaned.

“Shh. Quiet, baby. You don’t want my co-workers to hear you, do you?” she teased. I shuddered at the thought and shook my head.

“No. That’s what I thought. So why don’t you just try to be quiet and let me make you feel good instead, hm?”

I held my hand up to my mouth. It was all I could do to muffle my sounds.

She pumped my cock. Once, twice, three times. I could already feel how my balls contracted, desperate for release after the last few humiliating hours. I couldn’t stop myself. My cock twitched. And then, after an embarrassingly short amount of time, my seed surged through my cock and spluttered over her hands.

“Aww, that was fast. It’s like you want to give me more reasons to keep you diapered,” she said and giggled. She kissed my cheek and checked that the diaper was securely fastened before she rebuttoned my jeans. She rinsed her hands on a baby wipe, patted my butt and took my hand in hers, leading me out of the office.


Chapter 24

I yawned and stretched as we stepped inside and closed the door.

“Aww, sweetie, I hadn’t thought of that, but of course it must’ve been a long day for you,” Frida said. I shrugged.

“Nah, it’s just a yawn. I’m not really tired,” I said.

“Nonsense. It’s past four, and you need a nap. Come on,” she wrapped a hand around my wrist and tugged me towards her bedroom. I resisted the pull.

“Come on, I’m not tired. I don’t want—”

“Little mister,” she turned on me with a sudden twist.

“Did you forget who’s wearing the pants and who’s wearing the diapers in this house?” she said. I blushed.

“N-no, I just…” I said.

“You just what?”

“Nothing,” I mumbled.

“That’s what I thought you said,” she said and continued dragging me towards the bedroom. I didn’t resist this time.

She watched me undress until I stood in nothing but my diaper, my hard-on present as always when she reminded me of who was in charge.

“There’s my good boy. Now lie down on the bed for me, Baby,” she said. I slipped down onto the soft mattress. Already taller than me, she was certainly taller where she stood over me at the end of the bed. She turned to fetch something I couldn’t quite see. When she returned to wrap leather straps firmly around my wrists and ankles, I realised just how enforced this nap time was.

“There we go. All nice and tight,” she said. She glanced down at my tiny erection and giggled.

“Oh, someone is certainly excited about his nap-time, isn’t he?” she said. She leaned down, giving me a full view of her gorgeous cleavage. I moaned when she reached out a hand and started stroking my crotch.

She stroked until I was on the edge of another climax.

“I’m gonna—” I said. She removed her hand just before I could cum.

“Nuh-uh. I don’t think so,” she said.

“You’re going to be a good boy and have a nap,” she said and straightened. She reached a hand and produced a large baby bottle.

“But first, you need to drink this. We can’t have you going to sleep and risk getting dehydrated,” she said and shoved the nipple into my mouth. The drops slid effortlessly down my throat until I’d finished it.

“Good boy,” she said and put the bottle on the nightstand. I opened my mouth to reply, but before I could say anything she replaced the bottle with a pacifier. It had thick ribbons on either side, which she secured behind my head before she left me alone in the dull light of the room.

I lay there for what seemed like hours. My hard-on had softened, but never completely. Every time my mind wandered back to Frida and her touches, it started rising again.

What was the woman doing to me? It was as if I was under some sort of spell. I couldn’t get enough of her. I wondered what that said about me. She kept me in diapers, and yet it felt as if I was starting to crave them. Crave them because it felt like that’s what she wanted me to.

I glanced down at my abandoned erection. I would’ve done anything for her to come back into the room and let me have an orgasm.

With the pacifier in my mouth, I couldn’t even call for her. Only muffled sounds came out whenever I did.

I’d tried everything I could think of to relieve the pressure between my legs myself. I’d flung my hips up and down in a desperate attempt to create friction between my cock and my diaper. For a moment, I’d even thought it would work. But it only left me more frustrated and pent-up.

I heard her approaching footsteps and I froze. I turned my head towards the door. It opened.

Frida slid through it elegantly and approached me.

“Hi, baby. Did you sleep well?” she asked. I gave her a muffled reply through my pacifier.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Baby. I don’t understand what you’re saying,” she said. She tilted her head and lightly pushed her hand against my crotch. I nearly came when I felt her fingers push against the other side of my diaper.

“You’ve been so good and quiet during your nap, haven’t you?”

“Such a good little boy,” she continued and sat down next to me on the bed. I turned my head to look at her, pleading with my eyes that she let me cum.

“What’s the matter, baby? Didn’t you sleep well?” she said and removed the gag.

“Please, I’ll do anything.” The words were out of my mouth the instant the gag came out.

“Please, just let me cum, please,” I said.

“Anything, hm?” A small grin spread across her face.

“I’ll let you cum if…” She trailed her fingers lightly over my diaper.

“If you promise to be a good boy for the rest of the week. No more fussing about your diapers. No talking back to me. I want you to tell me exactly why you’ll listen to me,” she said. Her fingers continued to brush over my diaper. They were driving me crazy with their insistent tease.

“I-I’ll be good, I’ll be good, I promise. I’ll do as you say because… You’re an adult and I’m just a boy who wets his pampers. And Mistress knows best,” I said.

“Oh, good boy,” she said and kissed my cheek. Her hand pushed firmer around the outline of my cock. I moaned.

“Such a good boy. You want to be my good little boy, don’t you?” she said.

“Y-yes, I want to be your good little boy,” I said.

“You love it when I touch your diapers?”

“Yes!”

“Say it,”

“I love it when you touch my diapers,” I said. Sinking deeper under her spell.

“I want you to cum in your diapee for Mommy,” she said.

Wait… Mommy? Had she just called herself ‘Mommy’? She stroked my cock again and I moaned, forgetting what I was thinking about. All that mattered was that she would keep moving that hand.

“Do you want that, baby?” she asked.

“Yes!” I exclaimed, my climax inches away.

“Do it, baby,” she said, increasing the speed of her hand.

“Cum in your diaper for me,” she said.

I could feel myself slipping past the point of no return. My balls contracted. My cock twitched as something surged through it.

“That’s it, baby, cum for Mommy,” she said. I exploded into the soft comfortable cotton.

“M—Mommy!” I shouted my release, my mind grasping onto the last word I’d heard. My cock pulsed. Filmy ribbons pumped out, draining my energy. The final wave left my body and I blinked, trying to focus my eyes.

“Good boy,” she said and brushed my hair aside as I gave up trying to focus and instead slumped back in my restraints, finally dozing off.  


Chapter 25

“Good morning, baby,” Frida’s words greeted me. I opened my eyes and met her clear blue-grey eyes. I tried to move but quickly realised that I was still in the confines of yesterday’s restrains.

“I’m so proud of you, baby. You haven’t wet your nappies all night. So I’m going to let you use the potty today. Isn’t that nice? All you have to do is ask Mommy very nicely if you can use the potty,” she said. There it was again. ‘Mommy’. So I hadn’t imagined it, after all. My bladder twisted.

Potty. She wanted me to ask to use the potty. So that was what she had been talking about in the office yesterday…

“Well?” she asked. Her tone was expectant and I thought I could detect something slightly impatient in it, as well. My bladder twisted again. If I didn’t ask her right now, I’d surely have an accident. I sighed.

“Can I please use the… potty?” I asked. Then, when she only looked at me, I hurriedly added: “Mommy.”

The brilliant smile I received in response made me think it might’ve been worth it.

“Good boy,” she said and started removing my restraints.

“Come on, let’s go find the potty,” she said once she was finished. I took the hand she held out for me and clung to it as if it was a lifeline.

My diaper lay in a corner of the bathroom, blissfully unused. Frida bent down to open the cupboard under her bathroom sink. A few moments later, she turned around with a bright pink potty in her hand.

“Here you go, sweetie,” she said and placed it on the floor in front of me.

I eyed it suspiciously. It was large enough to fit an adult, as if it had been made specifically for this. And considering the events of the past few days, I wouldn’t be surprised if Frida had bought it for this purpose. I was sure she’d planned this before I arrived.

My bladder gave me another reminder that I was running out of time. I looked up at Frida.

“What’s the matter, sweetie? Aren’t you going to show me what a big boy you are, after all?” she said. In two long strides, she had closed the distance between us and leaned closer.

“Do you need Mommy to help you make pee-pee in the potty?” she asked. Her tone was so belittling and emasculating. I hated myself for feeling a rush of adrenaline from it.

I shook my head. The movement sent a wave of hair locks to whip through the air from one side of my head to the other.

“No… Mommy,” I said. I didn’t meet her eyes as I stepped closer to the potty. I glanced at Frida hesitantly. She nodded her head encouragingly.  

I moved my hand slowly down to wrap around my cock and aimed it at the potty.

“No, no, no. Not like that,” she swatted my hand with a smack before I could start relieving myself. I yelped and looked at her.

I was confused. Didn’t she want me to use the potty, after all? Was she going to make me wet myself when I was this close to being promoted from diapers?

Before I could continue my train of thought, she grabbed my shoulders and turned me around.

“You have to sit down on the potty like this,” she said. Her hands pressed lightly at my shoulders. I let her guide me down to a sitting squat over the potty while I felt the familiar sensation of embarrassment colouring my cheeks.

I looked down as her warm hand wrapped around my cock and tucked it down to face the bowl of the potty.

“There we go. That’s better. Now make tinkles and show Mommy what a big boy you are,” she said. Her words made me feel like the exact opposite of a ‘big boy’.

I glanced down between my legs. Nothing happened. This couldn’t be happening. I needed to release my bladder right now. Surely, it was better to let go into the potty than using the diaper? I bit my lip.

“What’s the matter, sweetie? I thought you needed to make pee-pee?” she said. I met her eyes.

“I-I do!”

“Well, what’s taking you so long?” she asked. She must’ve known the effect of the added pressure she gave me by watching me. This was all part of her game.

“Just— just give me a moment,” I said.

I felt absolutely ridiculous sitting on a potty. But, a tiny voice at the back of my mind said, it was better than wearing a diaper, wasn’t it? I glanced at the diaper still lying on the floor. This was my fourth day wearing nappies, and already I’d become comfortable wearing… And using them. With a start, I realised that I had become more comfortable with wetting my diapers in front of her than I was at peeing into a potty while she was watching

I clenched my teeth. I was not going to stay that way. I had to regain control. I closed my eyes and forced my body to relax. And Frida remained mercifully quiet until the splash of my piss hitting the plastic ricocheted off the acoustics of her walls.

“Aww, who’s my big boy?” she asked. I opened my eyes and groaned. It felt so good to let the piss out of me.

“Tell me, who’s mommy’s big boy going pee-pee on the potty?”

“I- I am,” I said over the hissing sound of my piss leaving my cock. The pressure finally receded and the last contents of my bladder expelled with a final splash into the small pool that had gathered inside the potty.

“That’s right. You’re mommy’s big boy,” she said and rustled my hair while she picked up a washcloth. She reached between my legs and grabbed my cock. I looked down at her hands. My dick was so small, it couldn’t even fill her hand if she closed her hand around it. I stared at my member, which was now growing inside her grip as she swabbed it with the washcloth. She chuckled.

“Oh, baby. You may have shown Mommy that you’re big enough to use the potty. But you’re still not big enough to fit between mommy’s legs,” she said and put the cloth down without releasing her hold on my dick.

She stroked it and looked at me, studying me while she pumped my cock up and down. Up and down.

“Tell you what, though. If you can show mommy that you can be a big boy and use the potty all day, I’ll let you sleep naked in mommy’s bed tonight. Though, I promise that even if your cock is too small to fit between mommy’s legs, Mommy will rub your little pee-pee between her breasts until you cum on them — if you can show me what a big boy you are,” she said. My breath hitched at her words.

I nearly came right into her hands before she finished speaking. The image of it was enough. For the briefest of moments, it wasn’t her hands that rubbed my cock but her large breasts. I blinked and brought myself back to the present. I forced myself to take deep breaths and get my cock back under control.

“Oh, you’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Y-yes. I want that,” I said.

“Good,” she said and let go of my cock. It poked out, barely reaching over the edge of the potty. I got to my feet and swallowed my disappointment.

“Now baby, take the potty and pour your mess into the toilet. It’s important that you see where you’re supposed to go potty like a proper big boy. Then you know what you’re aiming for in the future,” she said. I nodded and followed her instructions.

The water inside the toilet whirled from the flush. It seemed like an eternity since the last time I’d used a toilet. Had it really just been four days?

I glanced at the diaper, which was still lying on the floor. And for a split second, nervousness that I’d wet myself if I wasn’t wearing a diaper, shot through me. I shook the feeling off. It wasn’t going to be a problem. I still felt it when my bladder needed a release. So all I had to do was ask her for permission to use the “potty”, and let her watch… My cock twitched. Why was that making me excited?

The water from the sink rushed over my hands. All nice and clean. I turned to Frida, who was holding something in her hand.

“All right, let’s get you dressed,” she said. I narrowed my eyes, staring fixedly at the thing in her hand.

“I thought you said I didn’t need to wear diapers,” I said.

“Oh, honey, these aren’t diapers. They’re training pants. You’ve shown mommy that you managed to hold it and go pee-pee on the potty. But just because you do it once, doesn’t mean that you’ve proven you’re completely potty trained. If you manage to keep these completely dry without a single dribble — of any messes — it means you won’t have to wear these either. And then, mommy will give back your man briefs. Of course, if you wet your training pants, then mommy has no choice but to put you back in your little boy diapers,” she said. I swallowed and reached out to grab the training pants.

After the intimacy of her diapering me, it almost felt strange to put the training pants on myself. I looked down at myself. The print was less childish than the prints on the diapers were, I had to admit that.

And though I could feel the added padding, they felt a lot more like regular underwear. Especially after the thick bulk of the diapers, she’d made me wear. As I stepped forwards, I was surprised at how easy it felt to move in them. Which meant that I’d gotten a lot more used to walking with much thicker padding between my legs than I thought I had.

“Good boy. Now, what do you want to do today?” she asked. I thought about it for a moment before I smiled, an idea hitting me.

“Do you have any board games?” I asked. She grinned, nodded and pulled me into the living room.


Chapter 26

We’d just finished a game when I felt the familiar twist on my bladder.

“Frid—” I started. She gave me one single look, and I started again.

“M-mommy,” I corrected myself.    

Yes, honey,” she said.

“C-can I use the potty?” I asked. She glanced down at the watch around her wrist.

“I thought you just went?”

“But that was hours ago!” Not to mention, she’d made me drink a large bottle of lemonade since then.

“Tell you what, I’m just going to go and make dinner. Finish your bottle and I’ll let you go potty just before we eat. How’s that sound?”

“Yes, mommy,” I muttered. She smiled and turned on the tv, handing me the controller to a gaming console.

“Here, since you’ve been such a big boy today, you can play a video game while mommy cooks,” she said. She ruffled her hand through my hair and disappeared into the kitchen.

I looked at the controller in my hand with glee. All thoughts of my tight bladder were gone. When was the last time I’d taken the time to play a video game? I honestly couldn’t remember.

I got so lost in the video game that it took me a few split-seconds to realise that my crotch was damp. My eyes widened and I looked down in horror. There were no visible stains on the trousers, so surely, I hadn’t leaked much? My focus on the video game disappeared. I spent the few remaining minutes until dinner to consider how I could avoid that Frida noticed.

When she stepped out of the kitchen, she smiled and grabbed my hand. I still hadn’t come up with a solution.

Inside the bathroom, she repeated the procedure from earlier. She started by pulling out the potty. I looked at it, feeling all the day’s newly won control and privilege slip between my fingers.

“All right, my little big boy. Let’s check if your big boy pants are still dry. I’m sure they are, seeing as you’re such a big boy,” she said.

Horrified, I realised that the last of my control was about to slip and Frida seeing the small stain in my underwear would be the least of my troubles. I clenched my muscles, trying desperately to hold back the flood that threatened to break through. She unbuttoned my trousers. I could do it. A few more seconds and I would be free to use the potty.

But I didn’t get that far. The last of my control slipped and I whimpered as the piss started gushing out of my cock.

She let go of my trousers and jumped back, away from me. She wore a mask of disappointment.

The pee rushed out and filled the training pants in a manner of seconds. They were not intended to hold the amount of pee that was currently streaming out of me with the force of a river during spring.

The final drops seeped out of my body. For several seconds, the only thing that made a sound in the room was the drip-drips from the hem of my trouser legs.

“Are you done,” she said and broke the silence. I looked down, shame colouring my face.

“Good,” she said and grabbed my hand. She dragged me over to the bathtub and bent me over the edge. From the corner of my eyes, I saw her return to the sink and pick up a wooden brush. I went cold. Surely not…

When she returned and yanked my pants down to my ankle in a single jerk, I knew my suspicions had been right. She placed a firm hand on my hip that seemed to dare me to even try to move.

“If you’d told mommy that you were going to have an accident or that you’re not a big boy and that you need your diapers… If you’d said that, we could’ve avoided this. But you need to learn that if you have a big accident like a little boy when you’re not wearing your diapers, it’ll have consequences. And you can forget about rubbing your tiny pee-pee between mommy’s breasts tonight. But maybe, if you’re a good boy who tells mommy what you did in your big boy pants and tell mommy that you need to wear your diapers… Mommy might let you wear a strap-on and fuck mommy with that tonight instead,” she said. And brought the brush to my buttock with a loud, wet smack.

“Ow!” I exclaimed. But I was given no time to recover from the first sting before the second met my butt. I whimpered through gritted teeth as she continued to deliver her blows to my ass. After a while she paused. I relaxed muscles I hadn’t even realised I’d been tensing.

“Shh, baby. I don’t want to do this to you. This hurts me just as much as it hurts you, you know?” she said and rubbed my backside. I shook my head.

“It’s not like I wet myself on purpose,” I said. If I’d seen her expression right then, I’d been seeing a smile of triumph.

“Oh, baby. I’m not punishing you for wetting yourself. Mommy would never do that to you when she knows what a little boy you are.”

“Then why—”

“I told you. Because you told mommy you were big enough to wear big boy underwear. If you had simply told me that you weren’t big enough to not wear your diapers, this brush would still be lying in the drawer.

“But mommy—”

Smack.

My whine was interrupted by the brush hitting my buttocks again.

“I’m sorry! Please stop, please, Mommy! I’m sorry,” I cried between painful sobs. The swats kept coming.

“I’m sorry, I’m not a big boy! I’m not a big boy, please stop. I’ll be good. Please, put me in diapers again. It hurts,” I whimpered. Her soft, cool hand replaced the harsh swats of the brush with caring strokes on my tender backside. The brush clattered to the floor next to me.

“Aww, my poor baby. Of course, mommy can diaper you, if that’s what you want,” she said.

I realised exactly the mistake I’d made and for a moment, I considered pulling back my statement. But the hairbrush at the edge of my sight made me hold back.

“But first, let’s get you cleaned up,” she said.


Chapter 27

I felt refreshed as I stepped out of the shower. It was extra nice to feel properly clean when it was a contrast to my new default piss-soaked state. My cock sprang back to life while she dried me with a soft towel.

The wet training pants and my trousers had been taken care of while I was in the shower and I could no longer see them.

I was pretty certain that she’d meant for me to lose and wet myself this time, just like before. But this time, I had really lost control of my bladder. It had been worse than the time in the store. It hadn’t been a conscious decision to let go the way it had that first day in the restaurant, either. This time, I hadn’t even noticed that I’d dribbled into the underwear until it was too late. No, this time had actually been a proper accident.

She pressed her large breasts against my back while she wrapped her arms around me to dry off my front. Fuck, she was so hot. Why did she have to be so attractive? It made me feel even more self-conscious about what she was turning me into.

Her hard nipples stood out through the fabric of her blouse and brushed over one of my shoulder blades. I shivered. In a few moments, she would place the towel on the floor so I could lie down on it. She would unfold one of the thick diapers, her arms pushing her breasts together as she bent over me…

I shuddered again as goosebumps popped up along my skin.

The air from her chuckle brushed over my ear when her hand brushed the towel over my erection.

“Aw, baby, we just got you clean. You don’t want to get dirty again already, now do you?” she asked.

Oh, but I did. I wanted her to kiss me, to rub my diaper and—

What? I froze.

Of course I didn’t want her to rub my diaper. I wanted her to rub my cock. Except… Deep down, I knew that if it turned her on to have me submissive and at her mercy in a diaper, then that’s what I wanted, too. 

“Come on. Lie down so we can get this diaper on you and eat dinner,” she said. She placed the towel on the floor.          

She unfurled the diaper and placed it on top of the towel before she gestured for me to lay down on it. The hour-glass shaped cotton lay there on the floor, a teasing invitation. I’d really thought I would avoid getting back in nappies when she brought out the potty that morning. I’d allowed myself to believe that I would regain control of my bodily functions. Instead, I’d lost control. For real, this time.

I dropped myself down onto the fluffy material and let her trap me inside the comfort of secure underwear once more.


Chapter 28

“I have to pee,” I said in a barely audible voice. It had been a few hours since my last accident. Frida looked up from her book and tilted her head to one side.

“Hm. Well. Maybe we should get the potty again and see if you can’t show me where big boys are supposed to make pee-pee,” she said. I hadn’t dared to hope that I’d be allowed to use the potty again after I soaked the training pants earlier. I nodded eagerly.

“Yes, please,” I said. She got up from the chair and ruffled my hair.

“Wait here,” she said and turned around, leaving the room.

I pressed my thighs together as soon as she was out of sight. My hands flew down and pressed down on my crotch. I really wanted to hold it this time. After a few seconds, the worst urgency disappeared and I straightened. I didn’t want Frida seeing me standing in such a position of desperation when she returned from wherever she’d gone. Probably to get the potty, considering what she’d said. My cheeks warmed again. But, it was still better than using the diaper. And the promise of using the potty again, instead of the diaper, gave me the little boost I needed to hold myself until she got back.

In her hand, she held the pink potty.

She caught my eyes and held my gaze as she stepped closer. She stopped inches away from me and grabbed my chin between two fingers.

“Tell Mommy that you’re still dry, baby,” she said.

“I am,” I said, swallowing a large lump in my throat.

“Are you? Let’s check this diaper,” she said. She moved her hand down and pulled the lining of the diaper out to peek down.

She looked up and smiled at me.

“Such a good boy. You really want to learn to be a big boy, don’t you?” she said. She let go of me and took a step backwards.

“Show Mommy how big boys sit on the potty, baby,” she said.

I hesitated, then moved my hand down to my nappy. My fingers reached for the tapes on the sides. She snapped out her hands and slapped the top of my hands before I could get that far.

“Nah-uh, baby. I didn’t tell you that you could take off your diapers,” she said. I drew my eyebrows together in confusion.

“But—” I started.

“Do you want to learn to use the potty like a big boy or not?” asked Frida.

I nodded.

“Use your words, sweetie,” she said.

“Y—yes.”

“That’s right. That’s my good boy. Then sit down on the potty, baby.”

“But I don’t understand—”

“I can’t take your diaper off again until I know that you know how to use the potty, now, can I? I won’t make that mistake again,” she said. I bit my lips as the warmth of my blush came cascading down my forehead.

“That makes sense, doesn’t it?” she asked. It wasn’t true but I couldn’t bring myself to argue with her. I nodded.

“Good. Now, show me how to sit on the potty, baby.”

I took a step towards the pink object on the floor, put my legs on either side of it and sat down, kneeling over the potty. The cold floor was hard against my shins. I looked down, not wanting to meet her eyes.

“That’s my good boy,” she said. Her body heat radiated off of her as she leaned forwards.

“Do you need to make a tinkle, baby?” she asked. I nodded.

“Do you want to show mommy that you can go pee-pee on the potty?” she was grinning. I glanced away and closed my eyes before I nodded.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Then pee for me,” she said. My head shot up so I could meet her eyes.

“But… I’m still wearing a diaper,” I said.

“Yes, you are,” she said, her voice patient and patronising.

“You are sitting on the potty to get used to using it. I can hardly take off your diapers without having trained you to use the potty first, now, can I? Or have you already forgotten what happened earlier today?” she said. I blushed and looked away again. I felt her gaze drill into me with heat like a lightning bolt.

It seemed like half an eternity before I finally managed to get the flow going while she was staring at me. When it finally came, I let out a small moan. A sound of raw emotion.

The warm liquid quickly filled up the inside of my diaper and I felt the material swell around my genitals. The piss formed and bent around the hard plastic of the potty, seeping into the available space until the diaper was soggy against my skin. The relief of finally releasing the content of my bladder made my cock slightly excited again. It twitched against the soft, cushioned prison wall.  

Embarrassment washed through my body as the flow gradually decreased until it eventually stopped. I had to stop getting aroused when I was wearing my diapers. But as my cock twitched again, I wasn’t quite sure how to stop it.

“That’s my good boy,” she said when I finished. My blush darkened and I looked up to see that her eyes were focused on my crotch, which I was sure had a distinct colour to mark the fullness of the nappy.

I wondered if it would have been better to at least be allowed to wear jeans over the diapers. At least, then it wouldn’t be so visible that I’d just wet myself.

She studied me for several seconds without saying anything. I bit my lip. What was she doing? Wasn’t she going to let me up? I didn’t dare ask.

Eventually, she smirked and said: “Well… I don’t think you’re quite ready to use the potty yet, little mister. Not until you’re able to control that little pee-pee of yours, anyway,” she winked and reached out a hand towards me. Relieved, I stretched my hand to meet it.

She was surprisingly strong. The way she tugged me up to a standing position seemed completely effortless. I thought back to the time I’d woken up on the couch. It didn’t seem impossible at all that she’d carried me there.

I glanced down at myself. The diapers sagged between my legs, pulled down by gravity. As I stared, I couldn’t escape the creeping sensation of knowing that I would be wearing diapers until it was time to leave. It was strange that it had taken so many days for it to sink in. But now, it suddenly felt more real.

As it sunk in, the secret part of me that wanted to stay, the part that didn’t want to lose the security and comfort that the diapers provided… that part came closer to the surface. And this time, I didn’t immediately shove the feeling away.


Chapter 29

I stared fixedly at the large diaper Frida held in her hand.

“I can’t wear that!” I said.

“Why not?” she said with hands on her hips.

“It’s— I mean… There’s no way that I’ll be able to hide a diaper this thick,” I said, gesturing down at myself.

“Young man, if you don’t lie down this instant so I can put it on, I promise you’ll regret it. Two of these will quickly make you wish you only had one,” she added. I closed my mouth and lay down on the towel. But I didn’t stop glaring at her.

“Look, the only reason we’re doing this is that you wet your diaper so much that it started leaking in mommy’s bed last night. And if you have that big an accident at night, mommy is sure that you’ll risk a bigger accident during the day when you drink as much as you should be drinking. And you don’t want to leak all over the seat at the cinema today, do you?” she said. I shook my head.

She had a point. If my diapers leaked, that would be an even more terrible disaster than wearing thick diapers.

She unfastened the diaper tapes in a move that I’d seen so many times over the last few days. And yet, I couldn’t seem to get rid of the vague sensation of embarrassment from my actions as she removed the diaper from around my waist. I simply couldn’t stop feeling embarrassed whenever I peed myself. Even though I knew it was what she wanted me to do.  

The nappy opened up with a flop. My eyes were pulled towards it as if it was a magnetic force. The inside was stained yellow from my urine.

She tsked and wrung the washcloth before she brought it to my cock.

We both knew that I was physically capable of cleaning myself, just as we both knew that I was physically capable of using the toilet. Although, I was starting to think that it was only a matter of time before I would lose the capability of the latter.

Somehow, the knowledge that I lay there being pampered by this gorgeous woman by my own free will, and that I actually enjoyed it… That I had started wanting it, craving it. Somehow, that made it all the more embarrassing that she did.

My tiny erection aimed at her, a physical manifestation of my thoughts. She simply chuckled.

“Well, it would certainly seem that this little boy is getting well trained to enjoy his diapers and special diapering time with mommy, isn’t he?” she said. I remained quiet, knowing that denying it would get me in trouble. And agreeing would certainly lead me further under the spell she had cast on me. A spell that was already stronger than anything I’d felt before. And I couldn’t let this feeling continue. In just a few days, I would leave and all of this would just be a memory.

She chuckled and slid the new, thick diaper underneath me. I couldn’t manage to hold back a feeling of disappointment as I watched my hard-on disappear behind the thick padding under her hands.

“All right. Now that’s done, let’s get ready and leave so we don’t miss the movie,” she said.


Chapter 30

Her hands tugged at the waistband of my trousers.

“Are you dry, honey, or do you need a change before the movie?” she asked. My eyes darted around the room, frantically trying to see if anyone could’ve heard her.

“No, mommy, I’m still dry,” my voice was a whisper and I swatted her hand away. Her eyes glittered with amusement.

“I suppose you wouldn’t need a change yet, even if you were wet, considering how thick they are,” she said. I opened my mouth to retort but quickly shut it again when I spotted the ticket inspector. Frida handed our tickets over for inspection.

A few minutes later, we sat in the back row of an empty auditorium. The commercials were playing across the screen in front of us. It took me a short while to realise why I wasn’t able to understand any of it. But of course, then I remembered that I was in Sweden. And naturally, all the commercials were in Swedish. I simply allowed the images to flicker past me on the screen and zoned out the sound.

The cinema had announced the movie to start at 3 pm on their website. But when I glanced at my watch, I discovered that 3 pm was twenty minutes ago. It seemed that some things weren’t that different from one culture to the next, at least. But then again, I supposed there weren’t any large cultural differences between British and Swedish cultures. Sure, I’d noticed some, such as the fact that no one seemed to ask for milk or sugar in their coffees.

The doors opened and a staff member entered. He glanced around the room for a short while before disappearing again. A few seconds later, the movie started.

When she’d announced that we were seeing a movie today, I’d been delighted. I’d been expecting us to go watch the new action movie that was the latest hype. Or even a romantic comedy. But a children’s movie? The cartoon figures strode out on the screen. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d watched something like this. But, I had to admit, it was surprisingly engaging, even for an adult audience. But then again, they would have to be, considering all the parents who had to suffer through them. Frida leaned over with my soda cup and murmured:

“Remember to drink all your drink, honey. We don’t want you to get dehydrated.” I took it and stuck the straw into my mouth. Luckily, Swedish cinemas showed two different screenings of popular animated movies. One dubbed version and one in the original English language with Swedish subtitles.

The characters on the screen, an emu and a mole suddenly seemed to jump out of the screen and onto the seats in front of me. How strange. I couldn’t remember that we had ordered 3D tickets.

Except… We weren’t in the cinema anymore but sailing down a river.

And the emu, the mole and I were desperately trying to stay on deck of a dry boat.

Too fast. It was going too fast. And there was a waterfall, we were gonna…

I fell out of the boat. The water was surprisingly warm. It spread throughout my body in a comfortable ease. I smiled and let myself float in the water.

“Wake up, sweetie, the movie’s over.” Her voice was soft, murmuring in my ear. I blinked my eyes at the sudden light in the room. And there it was. The unmistakeable sensation of a wet diaper between my legs.

Frida wrinkled her nose.

“Do I smell a wet diaper?” she asked. I reached down to cover my crotch.

“I—” I said. I shifted in my seat, feeling how the diapers and the wetness inside shifted with my weight, adjusting to it. My butt was still stinging slightly from the treatment in the bathroom the day before and I glanced nervously at her.

“Aww, sweetie, mommy’s not going to punish you for wetting your diapers. That’s what your diapers are for, remember?” she said. I looked away and nodded.

“Good. Now, what do you say we find you a restroom so we can get you some clean pampers?” she said. I nodded again. She gathered up our belongings and took my hand. It was a warm comfort amidst my nervousness. I kept glancing around, trying to see if anyone noticed the diapers that surely created a bulge in my clothes at this point.

She pushed me inside the public restroom and locked the door behind her. It dawned on me how practical it was to have unisex toilets as I unbuttoned my jeans and let them slide down my legs to expose my diaper.

Frida stepped closer. Her scent invaded my senses and I felt how the smell alone was starting to arouse me.

“Oh, honey,” she said, placing a firm hand around the front of my pampers and squeezed.

“You haven’t even filled half the diaper,” she said. I looked down. My erection was prodding shamelessly at the diaper, making a tiny tent where it pushed at the fabric in a desperate attempt to reach Frida’s touch. She chuckled.

“Oh baby, are you that excited to make another mess in your diapees again already?” she asked.

“P-please, mommy,” I said. She stroked my diaper, rubbing my cock through the fabric. But she removed her hand almost as fast as she’d placed it there. I pouted, disappointed.

“Now, come on. Get your trousers back on, and then we’ll head home. We’ve got another long day ahead of us tomorrow, and you can’t be too tired when our guests arrive, now can you?” she smiled. I’d almost forgotten that. Frida’s tea party.

I pulled up my trousers obediently. As we headed out, a beautiful woman waited outside. She eyed us with a twinkle in her eye, as if she thought we’d been at it inside the toilet. As if to make sure that thought was disputed, Frida said: “All right, let me know when your diaper is full, sweetie.” My cheeks heated from embarrassment and I bent my head down.

The sound of the woman’s giggles reached us until we were out the doors. 


Chapter 31

I couldn’t sleep. Thoughts about the day that was to come were keeping my mind occupied and made it near impossible to fall asleep.

Frida’s friends were coming over for tea. She’d invited two more friends, in addition to Kia.

What would happen if I wet myself in front of them? Would Frida change my diaper in private, behind closed doors?

Or, would she…

I shuddered, goosebumps prickling my skin.

…Change me in front of everyone?

My cock twitched.

No, no, no. I couldn’t be excited by that!? This was getting out of hand. I’d never even thought about wearing diapers before I met Frida. And now, she’d done something to me. Now, it seemed that the mere thought of wearing diapers, of being changed by her, was enough to give me a hard-on like no other. My blush deepened as my cock hardened further in the darkness.

I glanced at Frida. Her light snores penetrated the air.

I let out a shuddering breath and reached down to rest a hand outside my diaper. I held back a groan.

The diaper formed itself around my cock. Frida had denied me an orgasm during the last diaper change. And pressing my hand against my cock right then felt incredible.

The plastic rustled under the sheets as I let my hand stroke over the diaper once. Inside, the diaper was a soft cloudy caress encasing my cock. I let out a quiet, shuddering breath, glancing sideways at Frida, afraid she might’ve woken.

But her soft snore was ever present.

I relaxed and stroked my hand across the plastic again. I shivered. My cock bucked forward, sliding into a crevice created inside the diaper. It was like fucking a cloud. That’s what it felt like. Heavenly.

I pushed my hand firmer against my crotch and tightened my grip on it. I cupped my hand around the outline of my shaft through the diaper. A soft whimper escaped my lips.

I froze and glanced at Frida. Her snoring stopped for a moment and she stirred.

I held my breath.

What would she do if she woke up and found me like this? Was I even allowed to touch myself? I wasn’t even aware that I was biting my bottom lip in thought until I released the soft flesh from my white hard teeth and felt a slight sting from the pressure.

I held my breath for a short moment longer while I listened to Frida’s breath settling back into a steady rhythm as the kind that only sleeping persons make. I released my breath.

My cock was now even harder, pre-cum leaking into the diaper, excited at the risk of discovery.

And of the endless, possible outcomes if she should wake. I breathed heavily, in a shaky breath that carried the traces of a moan. The traces were the only part I hadn’t been able to keep back as my hand ran down the plastic with a firm grip along the length of my cock.

The diaper absorbed the pre-cum as it continued to leak from my cock and into the fabric. I pushed my cock into the diaper with my hand

The moisture that gathered around the tip made the inside of the diaper slick from the natural lubricant. I shuddered as it made my cock glide smoothly against the diaper in long, pleasurable moves.

I cupped my balls with my free hand while I pressed my other hand up along the shaft.

The plastic backing rustled under the covers.

I reached the head of my member. It throbbed slightly under my fingers. I swirled the palm of my hand over it.

My breath hitched and I was so caught up in touching myself that I hadn’t noticed that Frida had stopped snoring until her voice interrupted me.

“What do you think you’re doing, baby?” she said.


Chapter 32

I froze. There was a click, followed by the soft glow from the lamp on her nightstand. I removed my hand from my diaper a moment too late as she threw off the covers.

“Oh, my,” she said. Her eyes rested on the hard outline of my cock through the diaper.

“Someone loves his diaper, doesn’t he? “ She smiled and stroked a hand lightly over my crotch. A smile played around the edges of her lips.

“I’m very happy that you love your diapers so much, baby. But mommy doesn’t want you to make stickies without her permission,” she said.

“But mommy, I’m wearing a diaper, so all the mess will stay inside,” I said in a croaking voice. She smiled as if she was proud of my observation.

“That’s true, honey. But mommy doesn’t want you to make stickies when she hasn’t given you permission to. Even if you’re being a good little boy and use your diapers for it,” said Frida. She stroked my diaper lightly once more.

When I tried to push myself upwards with my hips to increase the pressure against my cock, she pushed her other hand firmly down on my hips to keep them still. I whimpered but complied.

“You understand that I have to punish you for this, right?” she murmured into my ear as she slid closer.

My heart jumped to my throat. Her breasts were warm and soft against my side. I nodded and swallowed audibly.

“Yes, mommy,” I said. She smiled and turned. Her nightstand slid open with the sound of metal sliding against wood. She rummaged inside. I wasn’t able to see its contents, hidden as they were by her naked shape in front of me.

A few seconds later, she turned back to me with a triumphant smile. My eyes drifted down to her full breasts, wanting to press my mouth around her nipples. The sounds she’d made when I did that last time had been so raw, so full of need while her hand had worked herself. She moved her hand toward me and drew my eyes away from her breasts and over to the object in her hand. I froze.

As I watched it, the words from the threat she’d made several days ago came tumbling back into my head. That if I kept having a stiffie in my diaper, she’d have to lock it up. I swallowed.

She came closer.

“You have to learn, baby, that little boys don’t touch themselves without mommy’s permission. Now, all mommy’s nice, pretty lady-friends are going to see your locked-up little baby wee-wee and know how much you like your pampers,” she said and grinned.

But instead of horrifying me, the thought made my cock twitch in excitement. I blushed.

“I’m sorry, Mommy. I won’t do it again,” I said.

“No, you won’t,” she said and removed the lock from the cage.

I swallowed again.

She unfastened the tapes on my diaper.

“Please mommy, I’m sorry. I won’t try to make stickies without your permission again,” I said.

“I know. And if you ask nicely to make stickies, I might take this off tomorrow so you can show all the ladies what a naughty, little boy you are,” she said. She smiled and cupped my balls with one hand. I gasped at the contact. Her smile twisted into a cruel grimace as she squeezed my balls in a painful grip.

I yelped and twisted to get away but it only made her grip tighter, more painful. And then I felt the cold metal slip around my balls, quickly followed by the cold hardness encasing my now limp cock.

She clicked the lock back on. And just like that, my dick was out of service.

I glanced down between my legs at the tiny pink shape. It was almost difficult to comprehend what had just happened.

She bent down. Her hair obscured my line of sight. Her warm lips pushed against the cold, pink plastic of the cage. Immediately, my cock swelled to fill out the cage.

I whimpered at the painful tug between my legs as the sensitive skin there was unable to reach its tiny fullness.

She giggled and closed the diaper shut again, hiding away my shame.

“That’s better. Not be a good boy for mommy and put your head here,” she said and stroked a hand between her thighs.

I licked my lips and felt my cock wince in pain again as it tried, without success, to grow hard.

I put my head obediently between her legs. In front of me, her bud stuck out from flush, slick, pink flesh.

I glanced up at her. Her long, feminine hands stroked her breasts. A nipple got caught between her thumb and index finger. Her back arched with a moan from supple lips.

My cock swelled painfully at the sight. I whimpered.

“Taste me, baby. Put your lips on my wet pussy,” she said and grabbed my head with her hands.

I groaned and pushed my head closer to her.

Her sweet, musky need scented the air and flared through my nostrils right before my lips wrapped around her tiny bud.

“You’re such a naughty boy for touching yourself while mommy was sleeping. And now you can’t make cummies at all without asking mommy first,” she said.

I moaned into her arousal and delved into my task with enthusiasm. I licked and lapped at her, receiving moans of pleasure as rewards for my efforts.

“You’re mommy’s naughty boy, aren’t you? Say you’re mommy’s little naughty boy,” she commanded. Her hands pressed my head to her crotch, and I let out a muffled response into her wet pussy.

“That’s my good boy,” she said. Her body arched as she rocked closer to her orgasm.

“Oh yes, oh baby. You love your diapers. You love that I am in charge. You love giving your control to me. Mommy knows best, doesn’t she? Oh yes. Oh yes. Oh yes! Oh, baby…” She let out a single long moan and clamped her thighs closed around my head. I nipped carefully at the bud.

“Oh yes!” she screamed again and I felt her start to shudder around my tongue. Her body tensed for a single, short moment. And then, her orgasm cascaded through her body like an avalanche.

Her orgasm rocked her body for several moments.

I watched entranced until she let out a final spasm and relaxed back into her pillow with a sigh. She blinked lazily at me and lifted a hand, motioning for me to come closer.

I crawled over and rested my head against her chest.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

I’d almost fallen asleep when her soft chuckle brought me back to wakefulness. Her thigh pressed up against my diaper.

“A certain big, little boy got so excited by watching mommy that he peed his diaper again, didn’t he?” she said.

I blinked.

She pressed her thigh up against my warm, wet diaper and I realised she was right. I had wet the diaper. For the second time in one day, I hadn’t been able to even notice that I had wet the diaper until I had done it.

“Don’t worry, sweetie. Your pampers are thick and mommy will give you a change in the morning.   

She stroked my hair while my thoughts churned. And soon, I was fast asleep with her breasts as my pillows. 


Chapter 33

Frida approached me with a big bottle of water.

“Drink up, you need to stay hydrated when you keep making these messes in your diaper,” she handed me the bottle and stepped closer. Her hand pressed my diapered crotch.

“And then, how about we change your diaper before the guests arrive, hm?” I simply nodded, the bottle bobbing up and down as I did so.

“Mommy,” I said as she sprinkled a cloud of baby powder over my genitals. The soft powder did nothing to make me feel less emasculated.

I looked away.

“Yes, Sweetie?” she said.

“Do I have to wear a diaper while your friends are visiting?” I said. I regretted it the moment I’d said them.

“No, baby. I think it’s better if you wear two diapers. Mommy is going to be busy getting everything ready before the guests arrive, so it’ll be a while until you can get a change,” she said. I stared at her. I knew she was going to do it, too. My cock stirred and attempted to fill the cage she’d put me in last night. She chuckled and touched it lightly with a finger.

“Hello to you, too. I can see that you’re happy to see mommy. You want to wear two diapers, don’t you? Yes, you do. Mommy will even let you make cummies today… If you ask nicely when I’m done getting things ready,” she said before she put another nappy underneath me.

Before she got further, the doorbell rang. My eyes widened and I turned to face the door.

“Oh, that’s probably the guests. I say… They’re quite early. Don’t go anywhere, baby,” she said with a wink and stood up.

The door squeaked as she opened it. When I heard their happy greetings, I knew she’d been right. It had been her guests arriving early.

They chatted for several moments. I wasn’t sure whether to be relieved or disappointed that it took them so long to get into the living room.

I winced.

I felt more vulnerable than I’d ever been before where I was, lying on the floor. It wasn’t so much my exposed genitals that were the problem but the fact that I was lying with a pair of diapers underneath me. It was at least dry but the old diaper, heavy with use, was lying right next to me. It would make it very difficult to not put two and two together to figure out what was going on.

I wanted to sink into the floor. But I stayed put, like an obedient good boy and waited for them to come inside the room.

Their voices grew louder and the sound of their footsteps coming closer made me nervous. A moment later, Frida entered the living room accompanied by three other women.

When they saw me, they broke into laughter.

My eyes were drawn to their breasts. It was as though they had competed with each other about which one of them could have the largest cleavage. To my horror, I realised that my cock was starting to respond inside its cage to their skimpy outfits.

“Cecilia, Viktoria, Kia, meet my guest, Perry. Perry, these are my friends.” She pointed out each woman with her name.

“Hello again, little mister,” Kia said and winked.

“Oh my God, you weren’t joking when you said you put him in diapers!” Cecilia, a woman with short brown hair in a pixie cut said.

“Well, he keeps wetting himself, don’t you sweetie?” Frida said and stepped over to me.

She stopped right in front of me and peered down at my cock cage. Encouraged, her girlfriends stepped closer and stopped just behind her.

As if on cue, a stream of piss started to flow from my cock as the women watched. My eyes widened in horror and I clamped down my muscles to stop it but to no avail. Frida placed her hands on her hips.

“Baby, look what you did! You’ve made a big mess. Look at all the dribbles that didn’t make it into the diaper,” Frida said and shook her head.

As she spoke, the piss kept dribbling out of my cock. The warm liquid arched in the air before it landed on the diaper with a splash.

“Are you done?” asked Frida when the stream finally seemed to stop.

“Yes, mommy,” I whispered with my cheeks burning. The corners of her mouth pointed up in a smile and she knelt down between my legs.

“Well, let’s try to finish what we started, then,” she said.

“Look, he’s trying to get a hard-on!” Kia said. She brushed back her red hair and pointed at my cock. The women chuckled.

“I bet it doesn’t even get any bigger than that,” Cecilia said and cocked her head.

“I can assure you, girls. He doesn’t,” said Frida, her attention fixed on me.

“Well, I suppose I shouldn’t have left such a little baby all on his own without wearing his diaper, now, should I? Well, well, well, what have we here? Someone’s having naughty thoughts, isn’t he?” she said and started to put the newly wet diaper in place around my waist.

“I don’t think we’re going to do anything about that right now. Besides, you’ve proven that you like your diapers so much that the longer you’re patient and wear them, the more of a reward it is when you get to hump your diaper.” The three women giggled at her words.

“You actually make him hump his diaper?” Cecilia, the brunette asked.

“Oh yes, he loves it. Maybe we should make him put on a show later…” Frida said and strapped one tape in place. Then the others, neatly tucking my cock away inside the nappy. I let out a whimper and Frida stroked the front of my diaper.

“Awww, are you sad that you didn’t get to play with your pee-pee?” she asked and again, the women laughed.

I couldn’t hold back a moan as I felt her touch against my locked cock through the diaper. Frida’s friends were all standing there watching me getting more and more desperate as Frida stroked my diaper. I wanted to cum, and I didn’t care that they were all watching me writhing in a diaper.

“Please take my cage off, mommy,” I said. Frida removed her hand and got up. I whimpered my disappointment, which caused the three women to laugh at me again.

“Aww, did you want to cum, baby?” Frida teased. I nodded.

“Aww, you poor thing. Well, if you behave well, you might earn a treat later,” Frida said. I looked away.

“Can I at least wear some clothes?” I asked in a low voice.

“Since it’s a bit chilly, you can wear a t-shirt. I don’t see the point in covering that cute diapered tush of yours with trousers, though,” Frida grinned. I got up from my position on the floor and winced when I heard the loud crinkle from the diapers whenever I moved.

“Don’t forget to throw away the old diaper, sweetie. And bring the dirty towel, too,” Frida said. I nodded meekly and bent down to pick up the old diaper.

The diaper seemed to never stop crinkling as I moved. I blushed all the way to get my shirt until I got back to the living room where the three women were now engaged in conversation.

“He’s not very hard to miss, this boytoy of yours, with the rustling sound the diaper makes when he walks,” Viktoria said and brushed a long, black strand of hair behind her ear. Frida chuckled.

“No, it’s quite convenient. That way, I always know where he is. I just listen for the crinkle. Don’t I, Sweetie?” she turned to me for the last part. I nodded and sat down, pulling on my shirt as much as I could to try to cover my diaper.

“Don’t pull the shirt. You’ll ruin it, baby,” said Frida. I blushed and let go of my shirt. The diapers squelched as I sat down on the couch.

“Oh, no, sweetie. I want you on the floor kneeling by my legs,” Frida said. I glanced up at her for a moment. She stared straight at me and raised an eyebrow.

It was as if her eyes dared me to defy her. I slid down to the floor and took my place at her feet.

“Good boy,” said Frida.

They continued to talk for another few minutes when suddenly, Frida exclaimed: “Oh, but where are your manners? You haven’t offered my guests your services…”


Chapter 34

I looked at Frida before my eyes wandered on to her three friends who were looking at me with interest in their eyes. My mouth was watering and I licked my lips.

“His services?” Kia asked. Cecilia tipped her head at the same time as Viktoria opened her mouth to say something.

“I’m intrigued, boy, come here,” Viktoria’s grey eyes searched for mine and kept them with a steady gaze. Her painted lips parted in a slow smile. I looked up at Frida, who nodded encouragingly.

I swallowed and crawled over to the black haired beauty, replacing my space at Frida’s feet for Victoria’s.

“So…diaper-boy… Would you like to tell me what your services are?” said Viktoria. Her hand tipped my chin upwards forcefully to face her.

“‘Cause I saw your cock when I came in, and that certainly can’t be it,” she smirked, and all the women started laughing. I could feel the heat rise to my cheeks while my traitorous cock twitched inside its cage.

“N-no, ma’am. I uh— I use my tongue,” I licked my lips nervously.

My heart was beating so hard. I felt the pulse of it in my ears. She let go of my chin and was now pushing my head down until I was at eye level with her knees.

She slid them apart slowly.

My cock was stirring inside the thick layers of diapers.

Her thighs spread revealing more and more of her dark, pink lips. Her hands slid her skirts up her thighs.

I heard one of the women take a sip from her drink but I couldn’t take my eyes from the dark-haired beauty in front of me.

Something rustled behind me and moments later, Frida’s voice murmured in my ear: “You little pervert,” she said and rubbed my diaper.

“Does mommy’s little pervert want to come out and play?” said Frida.

“Yes, mommy. Please!” I said, my voice hoarse.

“Well, then. If you can be a good boy and put your head between Viktoria’s legs, then mommy will let your little pee-pee out of the cage to play,” said Frida.

I swallowed and let my head be guided forwards by Frida’s hands until my lips wrapped around Viktoria’s tart, little bud.

With Frida’s breasts pressing against my back, I lapped eagerly at the woman in front of me knowing there was a reward at the end. 


Chapter 35

My jaw ached as the last of Frida’s friend arched her back in pleasure under my tongue.

“Good boy,” Frida’s murmur brushed past my ear. I leaned back against her. Her fingers brushed lightly across my body with feathery strokes.

“I bet you want your reward, hm, baby?” said Frida.

“Yes, mommy”

“Yes? What is it you want?” she murmured into my ear. I glanced at the other women, nervously. Did I have to say this in front of all of them?

They eyed me with lazy curiosity, content as they were from the earlier ‘stress management’.

“I want to make stickies, mommy. Please,” I said, giving in to my desire.

“You want to make stickies in your wet pampers?” she said.

“Yes, mommy,” I said. Her fingers pulled off the tapes that kept my diaper in place. It landed on the floor with a heavy thump.

The cage opened with a click under her expert fingers. My cock swelled immediately. Before I could enjoy the newfound freedom, she lifted the diaper and taped it back in place around my waist.

“Now mommy’s friends can watch how hard your pee-pee is inside your pampers. Come on, show mommy’s friends how much you enjoyed licking their pussies,” said Frida.

“Look how hard he is! I bet his cock is dripping in his diaper just from seeing your pussy, Viktoria!”

“No wonder you keep him in diapers, Frida.”

“Oh, he is loving this, girls!”

“I can tell. His little pee-pee is making a tiny tent in his diaper!” Kia’s words produced a burst of laughter from the other women.

“Ask mommy nicely to make cummies in your diapers, baby,” Frida said. I looked up at her and bit my lips.

“Here?” I said.

“Oh, but baby, you don’t have to make stickies. If you don’t want to, mommy can put you back in the cage instead,” she smirked, knowing she’d won. I shook my head.

“No, mommy, please. Please let me make cummies in my diapees,” I said. My plea produced another round of laughter from the girls. It only seemed to turn me on more. Frida rubbed the front of my diaper, gripping my shaft with one hand and pushed the wet material around my shaft.

“Yes, baby, you can make cummies in your diaper,” said Frida. She removed her hand, only to place a pillow between my legs.

“Mommy wants you to hump the pillow like a naughty little boy. Would you like that?” she said.

“I— Yes, mommy,” I said.

I reached for the pillow with my hands and pushed it closer against the plastic of my diapers. The piss squished and surged around my cock. I pushed my hips outward. As I did, Frida took hold of my thighs and pulled them with surprising strength toward her. My upper body toppled forwards and I braced myself on my arms as I let her pull my legs back until I was lying facing down with the large pillow pressing against my crotch. With a light pressure from her hands on my hips, I thrust my hips down.

My cock glided inside the diaper, thrusting into the soft, wet cotton as I pushed myself onto the pillow. I grunted.

“You love your diapers, don’t you, baby?” Frida said.

“Yes, mommy!”

“You love making messes in your diapers…”

“Yes, mommy, yes! I love my diapers! I love making stickies in my pampers, I love my nappies, mommy!” I exclaimed. With all four women’s eyes on me, I grunted and pushed my padded crotch down against the pillow.

“Are you going to be mommy’s little boy and make stickies in your diapers?”

“Yes mommy,!” I shouted. I could feel my balls contracting. I increased my speed.

“Are you mommy’s little boy who wets his pampers?”

“Yes, yes, yes! I- Oh! I- Ah- I’m mommy’s little boy and I aaaahnh! Wet my DIAPERS!” I screamed my release as white silky ribbons shot out of my cock and filled my diapers.  


Chapter 36

I breathed heavily. Frida smiled and ruffled my hair before handing me a sippy cup.

“There you go, honey. You just sit there and be a good boy while the grown-ups talk, ok?” she said. I nodded to another chorus of giggles from the women.

I emptied my bottle. A few minutes later, Frida returned with another. I scowled at the container as she rustled my hair.

“Such a good boy,” she said and returned to her tea.

I looked down at my diapers. They had gotten so full that I was getting nervous they might have reached its full capacity. My pee had washed away the print over the entire front. How much longer could this diaper last?

I bit my lip.

I glanced at Frida, who was busy talking to her friends. I didn’t want to ask for a change in front of her friends. I’d embarrassed myself enough as it was, already. I shifted and felt the diaper move between my legs. I wasn’t sure I had much of a choice. I stood up and waddled my way over to Frida.

“And you should’ve seen how his diapers protruded from his clothes. The more he filled them, the thicker they got. And through it all, his tiny baby dick was hard!” said Frida. The girls laughed again while my cheeks flushed. Frida turned to me.

“What’s the matter, honey?” she said.

“I wet my diapers, mommy,” I said.

“Yes, you did, honey. That’s what little boys do. They wet their diapers,” she said.

“Please, mommy. Can I have a diaper change?”

“Aww, you want mommy to change your diaper? Hm, you don’t want to walk around in your pee-pee anymore?” said Kia. I shook my head, my cheeks burning.

“Come here so I can check your diaper,” Frida said.

I stepped closer, the heat in my cheeks increasing with each step. She reached out and placed a finger in the leg hole of my diapers.

“Oh, baby. Look at yourself. You’re not a big boy at all. Mommy was just telling her friends about your thick diapers from the other day, and I think you need to wear those again, seeing as your accidents just get bigger and bigger. All right, go find your pampers and bring them to mommy,” she said.

I returned and handed her the thick diaper.

“All right, lie down, sweetie,” she said.

“Can— can we do this in the bedroom?” I said.

“Silly boy, little boys who wet their diapers don’t get privacy. No, they get their diapers changed when and where mommy decides. Now stop being silly, and lie down,” she said. I complied. The three guests followed us over to the floor. Frida saw that I was looking at them and smiled at me.

“Mommy’s friends were just about to leave, but when you needed a diaper change, they all decided to stay and watch,” Frida said.

As she pulled the diaper down, my cock poked out once again.

“He’s so tiny. I still can’t believe just how small he is,” Cecilia said.

“Oh, I know. But it’s incredible how much mess such a teensy weensy, little penis can make, no?” said Frida and held up the used diapers.

I closed my eyes and let the humiliation wash over me along with the washcloth Frida brushed over my body.

“There we go, that’s better, isn’t it?” Frida said and patted my newly diapered crotch.

“Now, let’s go and say goodbye to these lovely women,” she said and took my hand, pulling me up.

I followed Frida and the other three women into the hallway, my diapered butt swinging from side to side more than it would without the extra padding. I hid behind Frida as best I could while her friends drove away until she finally closed the door from any potential prying eyes.  

“That went well, don’t you think?” Frida said and pulled me into a hug.

“I’m so proud of you, baby,” she whispered and ruffled my hair. A blossoming warm feeling spread through my chest and I leaned into the embrace.

The day after, this would all be over. Tears prickled behind my eyelids. Surprised, I blinked them away and forced back the large sensation of loss I got from the thought of leaving all of this behind. Most of all, of leaving her behind.


Chapter 37

I wasn’t able to sleep much the next night either.

In less than 24 hours, my plane would leave and I would leave this woman and this experience behind.

My cock was hard inside the diaper, despite the dark thoughts. But I knew better than to touch myself again.

I stared at the ceiling. Then, I turned my head and watched Frida’s sleeping form. She was so unlike anyone I’d ever met.

And she’d broken me. I knew this with certainty now. She’d completely broken me, and I wasn’t sure I’d ever want to or even manage to, have a relationship that didn’t involve diapers. And even if I did find a woman who’d want to pamper me, it wouldn’t be the same. They would never be her.

The sensitive flesh at the tip of my cock brushed the lining of the diaper.

The nappy was heavy between my legs and I knew I’d wet myself without noticing it again.

Suddenly, a thought hit me. How could I safely think that I could enter the aeroplane and not wear a diaper when I had started wetting my pants without even feeling it?

I chewed my lip.

Surely, I could manage it. All I needed to do, was to make sure that I didn’t drink as much as I had the previous week. And use the bathroom frequently, I added.

I nodded to myself in the darkness. That would probably work.

I watched her hands brush over my diaper the next morning. This was going to be the last time she removed my diapers. She peeled the tape off from the sides and the slightly stale piss from the nighttime diaper scented the air.

My heart sank as I watched her fold it together. It shouldn’t feel this bad to get back my freedom. But it did. That closed diaper suddenly made the fact that I was leaving so much more real.

“All right, you’d better jump in the shower and get ready,” said Frida. I tried to swallow a lump that had suddenly formed in my throat.

I blinked. Right. Shower. I nodded meekly and grabbed the heavy diaper to toss it on my way to the bathroom. 


Chapter 38

We were parked in front of the airport. The car was heavy with silence.

“You know…” she started and broke off in the middle of her sentence. I turned to face her.

She was gorgeous with her tall cheekbones. The long straight nose between those blue-grey eyes that could give me a hard-on with a single look. Or send me blushing with a strict gaze. Her heart-shaped mouth that could flutter kisses all along my skin in one moment and give teasing remarks the next.

“Yes?” I said when the silence drew on and I couldn’t think of anything else to say.

“I just… I’ve had a really good time this week. And,” she said and looked down at her hands.

Was she shy? This confident woman who had seen me naked, who had diapered me, was she shy?

“I just wish you could stay. I’ve got space enough… and there’re enough IT jobs available remotely. I mean, I’m even sure we’d have something at my company,” she said and stopped herself. She turned her head and looked outside the window of her driver’s seat.

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. I just… I just want you to know that you’ve been the perfect little submissive. No one else has ever been this… I mean, I’ve never found anyone who’s ever been able to put up with all my crazy,” she said. She turned back to me with a nervous laugh.

I stared at her, my mouth open.

“Well, I guess this is it, then?” she said and lifted her head to look at me. There was a question in her eyes, which I couldn’t figure out. I nodded and averted my eyes.

“I uh— guess so,” I said.

I reached for the door and pushed it open. She reached out before I could exit and pulled me towards her by tugging my shirt.

Her kiss was breathtaking. I moaned into the warm caress of her lips.

“Thank you,” she said.

Thank you? Why was she thanking me? If anything, I should be thanking her. I got out of the car.

Outside, I hesitated with my hand on the door handle.

“Uh… Well, I’ll uh… I’ll call you,” I said and closed the door.

She didn’t get out as I retrieved my luggage from the trunk. The moment they landed on the asphalt with a clunk, she sped away. I lifted my hand to wave and cursed myself.

I’ll call you? That was the best I could manage to say?

The luggage was heavier than I remembered it being as I lugged it into the waiting bustle of the airport.


Chapter 39

And this is where I am now. I hand the passport to the police officer who controls the passports at the gate. She smiles at me and hands it back with a “have a nice flight” in slightly accented English.

And I’m through.

I sit down in one of the chairs and open my bag. I’m sure I left my kindle in there. But as the lid of my bag falls open, my eyes catch something else. A note. Right next to a thick, disposable diaper with a baby print.

My heart skips a beat.

I retrieve the note, close the lid and dart my eyes to both sides to make sure no one’s watching. But just as I start reading the lines, someone sits down next to me and I can’t manage to make out a single word on the page.

I lift my eyes and spot a bathroom sign. I get up and make my way to it in a hurried fashion. Once inside, I open a stall and sit down.

Dear Perry,

This week has been incredible. If you’re reading this, you’re probably at the airport, inside the plane or at home, already. And it means that either I didn’t manage to ask you to stay, or you refused. I want you to know that this week has been amazing and that there will always be space for you in my home. Whether you should wish to visit… or stay permanently.

Love, Frida.

I’m not sure how long I sit inside the toilet stall. But it must’ve been some time because suddenly, a voice calls my name over the speaker, asking me to please board the plane.

I glance at the note again.

If I miss the plane…

No, I can’t do that. I push the thought away, get up and wash my hands before I scurry off to the counter and show a gentleman in an airline uniform my ticket.

I push my bag into the cabinet overhead and sit down. The endless stream of passengers flows into the aeroplane.

Something thumps down onto the floor and snatches my attention away from the long line of people.

I freeze and feel the familiar sensation of heat rush to my cheeks. It’s the diaper that I found in my bag earlier.

A young woman reaches down to pick it up.

“Um, excuse me, sir, is this yours?” she asks. I look up and meet her eyes, praying that she’ll just go away.

My eyes draw down to the diaper. And as I watch it, I can feel a few drops of pee leave my dick. I shoot up from my seat and manage to stop the piss from leaking further.

I grab the diaper from her. Then, I reach up to pull out my bag and hurry out from the aeroplane.

“I’m sorry, Sir, you can’t—” the aeroplane staff says as I walk out of the plane and down the hall.

“I’m terribly sorry, but I have to cancel my flight. There’s been a family emergency,” I say to the lady who was just ushering the last passenger onto the plane.

She has that annoyed look of someone who is dealing with a particularly unpleasant task and she knows she has to do it because she gets paid for it. A moment later, the look is replaced with a fake customer service smile.

“Of course,” she says.

I hand her my credit card.

“Unfortunately, we won’t be able to retrieve your luggage without delaying the flight,” she says.

“Don’t worry about that,” I say.

I exit the doors, having left the two security guards who escorted me behind, and hail a cab.

Her grey-blue eyes widen when she opens the door.

The front of my trousers grows damp as the piss starts to flow out of my cock. The fabric clings to my skin.

The steady drips from the piss hitting her front step makes her look down. She raises her head again and smirks.

“What did Mommy say about walking around with no diapers, young man?” she says and places her hands on her hips.

“I’m sorry, mommy. I couldn’t hold it anymore. Will you please put me in a diaper, mommy?” I ask and hand her the thick diaper from behind my back.

She grins and steps aside.

The door closes behind us, and I leave my old life behind as mommy takes my hand and leads me to the changing pad to be diapered once more.

The end
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