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Chapter One 
he ticking of the clock on the mantel was easily heard. The only other 
sound that she could hear in the room was the beating of her own heart, 
faster and stronger than normal. The appointed hour was approaching, 

but not fast enough – or too fast, depending on how she was thinking at the time. She 
was terrified and expectant all in one. 

It’s been so long since I’ve done this! What the hell am I doing this for? 

Alison took a deep breath, calmed her nerves and shifted slightly on the couch. 
She took the adult pacifier in her hand and slipped it into her mouth. Instantly, she felt 
calmer – if embarrassed by it. 

“It will be alright. You know it will,” she said aloud, attempting to convince 
herself. “You deserve this. It’s been long enough.” 

She remained unconvinced. 

There were still twenty minutes until three o’clock in the afternoon – the 
appointed hour.  

The fifty-three-year-old divorcee stood nervously and walked once again to the 
bedroom to confirm that she looked presentable. The full-length mirror did not lie. It 
never did. She was middle-aged, past her prime, carrying weight where she needed it 
least and feeling the passage of years - hard years of love-less angst that had left marks 
that neither makeup nor an expensive new outfit could fully hide. She smoothed the 
wrinkles of her dress, smiling briefly at the pointless of the exercise. Within a half-hour, 
that newly purchased dress would be off, along with her new and uncharacteristically 
sexy underwear… she hoped. 

She walked slowly past the ‘other bedroom’ making sure the door was closed. 
She didn’t want him to see that room – her nursery. Not a nursery for the children she 
never gave birth to, but for the infant she still remained. A crib, changing table, piles of 
diapers and plastic pants and more toys than any child could ever want. It was her 
secret – her terrible, wonderful and embarrassing secret. 

“You’re fine,” she reassured herself, before walking back to the couch to resume 
her wait. “I’m sure he’s seen worse!” 

For a few moments, her mind drifted back to the previous week when she had 
allowed herself once again the guilty pleasure of looking at men on the internet. Not just 
any men, but the handsome, athletic and well-built ones, the types that would never 
give her a glance and never really had. Young men, twenty years younger than her. She 
saw them naked, looked them over before dropping her eyes to the object of her desire 
– the penis.  

It had been six years since she had last had sex; twenty years since she had last 
made love. Three minutes in an unpleasant one-sided scramble had been her entire 
experience of sex for two decades, a period so long and so utterly devoid of joy that she 
had suppressed her needs and urges to the point where a celibate nun was a more 
sexual being than her. And the baby inside screamed for love and attention and got none 
in return. 
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In the end, after weeks of indecision, Alison rang the number she had nearly 
dialled so many times. She booked a male escort and as soon as she had done so, 
vomited and cried on her bed for an hour. 

But she did not cancel. There was an imperative to this decision that transcended 
her fears, her moral stalemate and pushed past the seemingly tawdry nature of the 
transaction.  

“I want to be wanted,” she thought to herself. “I want to feel a real man touch 
me!” 

“Oh, what the hell!” she said aloud to the disinterested mantle clock. “I just want 
to get screwed!” 

Alison’s reverie was halted by the sound of a car door opening and closing. It was 
a quiet street and it was almost exactly three o’clock. She knew who it was; who it had 
to be. 

The doorbell rang. 

“Oh God,” she stammered. “He’s here!” 

Alison had no idea what the man who had been sent to ‘entertain’ her would look 
like. The website promised much, but she was scarred from life enough to know that she 
would not get the marvellous creations that adorned their website. As long as he wasn’t 
fat and knew his way around a woman she would be happy. Her expectations were low. 
Life had taught her to keep them that way. The only thing that had come close to her 
vagina in years were her diapers. 

Calming her fears and excitement, she opened the door. 

“Hello, Alison.”  

The voice came through the still-closed security door. ”I believe you are 
expecting me. My name is Alex…” 

Alex could see nothing through the door, but Alison could see perfectly. He was a 
lot younger than she was expecting and was momentarily thrown. 

“Come in,” she said nervously as she opened the security door. 

“You look very lovely today, Alison,” he said graciously. “These are for you.” 

Alex produced a small bunch of red roses that had been hidden behind him.  

“Do you have anything I could place them in?”  

Alison walked to the kitchen followed closely by Alex and found a nondescript 
vase.  As she placed the roses one-by-one into the vase she felt him come up behind her 
and lean into her.  

He smells so good! 

He put his arms around her and she shook so badly that she dropped a rose onto 
the bench. He turned her around so that they were facing each other, deftly picked up 
the dropped rose and placed it into the vase.  

She was putty in his hands.  

Alex had been there for only three minutes. 
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“I think it is time to go to the bedroom, my love,” he said quietly in her ear, as if 
there were anyone else around to hear.  

He was of average height, perhaps only four or five inches taller than her. 

Taking her hand, he led her gently out of the kitchen and down the hallway. He 
knew where the bedroom was. He always knew. He had been in a hundred such 
bedrooms. He looked briefly at the closed door to the ‘other bedroom’ and wondered…  

“Let’s leave the door open, shall we?” he said with promise hanging off his every 
word. “We have nothing to hide and you are a very beautiful woman.” 

Alison’s fears simply evaporated as she watched the attractive young man walk 
towards her and motion her to sit on the bed.  

Slowly and deliberately, Alex took each foot, undid the straps of her shoes and 
slipped them off. 

“Now the dress,” he commanded hypnotically. 

Alison stood and her soon-to-be lover unzipped the newly-worn dress and gently 
pulled it to the floor. She gave an involuntary grin as she felt him pull the dress over her 
ample hips. There was no way any clothes were going to just fall off of her. 

He knows what he is doing! 

And suddenly she was at ease, standing before a man twenty-five years her 
junior wearing only her bra and panties.  

Panties… How long has it been since I wore just panties?  

Wordlessly, Alex turned and invited Alison to take off his jacket. She did so and 
then slowly, with trembling hands undid the buttons on his shirt.  

He took Alison’s hands into his own and pulled her nearly naked body against his 
own. Slowly and deliberately he tilted his head and moved towards her. Her eyes closed. 
Her mouth opened slightly as his lips touched hers. For a few short moments, their lips 
caressed each other’s and then she felt his tongue slide seductively inside her mouth. 

Her resistance melted and she was scarcely aware of his hands expertly 
unclasping her bra and throwing it to the floor. Time stopped in its tracks as the quilt 
was thrown off the bed and Alex shoved her gently onto it. In an instant, his designer 
jeans and shoes were off and he stood beside her wearing only his underwear, just as 
she was.  

Feeling like the giddy teenager who had once looked in anticipation at the first 
cock she had ever seen, she waited breathlessly for him to reveal all.  

But not yet. 

Alex slipped into the bed next to her and almost immediately began to slide his 
hands all over her body.  

Beginning with her feet, he gently massaged them, slowly moving his hands up 
her freshly shaven legs. They moved slowly up until his hands were only moments away 
from her panties.  

And then he stopped. 
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Alison felt a rush. It was the rush she had not felt in… forever. She also felt a 
quiver of excitement in her pussy, another feeling that had long since abandoned her. 

His hands cupped her breasts and admired them. 

“You have beautiful breasts, Alison,” he spoke with words full of promise and 
desire. 

His mouth latched onto her nipple and Alison swooned. His lips on her breasts 
were magic to her. She wondered briefly if this was like breast-feeding with a mouth 
seeking to swallow her up. He moved to her other breast and the pattern repeated itself 
once again. 

She moaned in pleasure.  It had truly been a long, long time and that waiting was 
about to end. 

Time no longer mattered. Alison was lost in a desire that was unexpected. She 
wanted to give herself to him totally and completely.  

He was so young. She was so much older. 

It didn’t matter. 

He kissed her stomach, getting lower and lower until his lips reached the top of 
her panties. 

His eyes locked onto hers. She knew what to do. 

She lifted her hips slightly. He grabbed the sides of her panties and pulled them 
down. 

She was naked. 

Even with her useless ex-husband, she had rarely been naked. 

She was so vulnerable. 

She was never vulnerable. She had long practised keeping intimacy at a safe 
distance. It was her way. Her diapers were more than just protection. They kept the 
world at bay. 

But not now. 

Her eyes dropped to his crotch and taking the cue, Alex quickly discarded his 
underwear. 

Alison’s eyes widened as she saw what hung before her. Not yet fully erect, his 
cock was already longer and bigger than the pathetic tool that had stabbed ever so 
shallowly into her pussy for so many wasted years.  

She felt some fear - fear she would not be able to take it all. But even as she 
closed her eyes, the fear evaporated only to be replaced with an electric tingling 
spreading through her body. 

It was coming from her pussy. 

Alex had his head between her legs, softly blowing on her exposed lips. And then 
he went down on her. 
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For the first time ever, Alison screamed in genuine sexual pleasure. A lifetime of 
dreadful sex was blown away as the skilful tongue circled her clit until settling right on 
her pleasure centre. 

Much later on, when he was gone, she would remember those first few moments 
as his tongue and mouth locked onto her. She could feel him finding her ‘spot’, 
discovering the position for maximum pleasure and once found, leapt upon with a 
frenzy of lust and longing. 

As she began to thrash about, she felt a finger enter her pussy.  

She was wet. Very wet. She was rarely wet. 

A second finger entered her and still the mouth was performing its magic. 

And as the pleasure built, it suddenly stopped. She opened her eyes and looked at 
him as he knelt between her legs. Then she looked down.  

Eight glorious inches of fully erect, rock-hard cock stared back at her. 

It was angry. It needed something. It wanted satisfaction. It needed her. 

Alex glanced briefly at the condom package on the bedside cupboard. 

“No,” whispered Alison. “Please don’t.” 

A huge smile erupted on the young man’s face as he placed the tip of his cock and 
rested it in the entrance to Alison’s waiting body. 

Slowly, inch by inch, Alex fed his cock into the waiting shaft of Alison’s vagina, 
locking eyes with her the entire time. 

She felt his length hit the end of her vagina at the same time as his balls touched 
down. 

It was time to make love. 

Alison grabbed him tightly and whispered in her ear. “Fuck me! I want you to 
fuck me as hard as you can!” 

Alex pulled back until his cock nearly was nearly out of her before plunging back 
in once more. Faster and faster he pushed, in and out.  

Sensing himself closing in on a climax, he slowed, postponing the inevitable until 
Alison had orgasmed first. 

While Alex fucked her, sometimes fast, sometimes slow, her hands drifted down 
and touched the super-aroused flesh of her clit. Every touch was electric. Her body was 
erupting in pleasure she had not known. 

He fucked her hard. He fucked her slow. And then he pulled out. 

Her disappointment was only temporary as his head nestled between her legs 
and his tongue began to work its magic on her clit. 

Only a few minutes went by before the climax that she had denied herself for so 
long built grew and crashed over her like a wave. Her body thrashed about and she 
screamed out in pleasure. 

“Make me cum! Make me cum!” she shouted. “Fuck me!  Fuck me again!” 
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As her orgasm began to subside, Alex mounted her once more, this time with an 
urgency and desperate need to find his own fulfilment inside her. 

“Fuck me, Alex,” she cried, real tears running down her face. “Cum inside me, 
please. Please!” 

He shuddered. She knew what it meant. 

She imagined she could feel the semen erupting from his cock and coating the 
inside of her pussy.  

She could feel his orgasm. 

He lay still on top of her, supporting most of his weight on his elbows. Then he 
kissed her deeply, passionately and with deep desire. 

“That was simply wonderful, Alison.”   

His forehead was beaded with sweat as he stayed embedded deep inside her, 
seemingly reluctant to withdraw.  

Alison was in a strange territory with a post-orgasmic penis still nestled inside 
her and its owner remaining there, talking with… 

Her. 

Men normally ignored her.  Young men wanted young women. Single older men 
were usually single for very obvious and unpleasant reasons. And yet… 

He was talking to her. 

The hour was well and truly gone. She had only paid for an hour and yet here she 
was, lying naked and sated in bed with a man taking a genuine interest in her, 
conversing, touching, communicating and still with the deflated remains of a once-
rampant cock still clinging to her. 

“You are a remarkable woman, you know that?” 

Alison simply blushed self-consciously. 

“Wine!” he shouted as his penis finally emerged from within her. “We need some 
wine to celebrate!” 

“I’ve... er… got some in the fridge,” stammered Alison. She was unprepared for 
him staying around. She had expected him to be dressed and gone three minutes after 
he came. 

“Be back soon! Don’t disappear on me.” 

A few minutes later, Alex returned holding two glasses of white wine. 

“What are we celebrating?” Alison asked, genuinely surprised. 

“Great sex, great company and the promise of more!” 

They clinked glasses and while totally naked, enjoyed average wine, but first-
class conversation. 

It was nearly five o’clock.  
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Alex had made no effort to leave or to get dressed. Alison didn’t dare move in 
case the moment vanished. They continued to talk as if they were old friends until he 
abruptly sat up. 

“What’s good once, is great twice.” 

As if on cue, Alison looked down and saw his cock once again engorged and ready 
for action. 

Not another word was said for the next twenty minutes as Alex pushed himself 
back inside her and together they made love a second time. 

It was different than the first time. It was slower, more personal. It was no longer 
new, but rather the feeling of coming home.  

It was exquisite. Simply delicious. 

Finally, it was over and Alex stood to leave. Alison remained on the bed, naked 
and spread, satiated and glowing. 

“I wish you didn’t have to leave,” she whispered hoarsely. 

“I know, my love,” he replied, sitting on the edge of the bed. “But there is one 
thing I want to ask you about.” 

“Yes?” 

Alex ran his finger of a faint band of reddish skin just below her waist. 

Alison gulped. 

Then he ran his finger over the two matching bands on the tops of her legs. 

He knows! 

“Can you tell me what these are from?” he asked. 

Alison was silent for a few moments trying to save herself from an embarrassing 
admission. 

“They… are…” 

Alex put his finger on her lips and she stopped talking. 

“From plastic pants,” he said, completing her answer. 

Alison just nodded. 

“You don’t have to hide anything from me, my dear!”  

“I don’t?” Alison stammered. 

“Of course not!” he replied with a broad smile. “I know you wear diapers and I 
know you don’t sleep in this room!” 

“You know?” 

“My dear girl, I could tell from the moment I entered this room that you didn’t 
sleep in here. And when I saw the marks from your plastic pants, it was easy to work out 
why.” 

Alison began to tear up. Her wonderful, exciting and exquisite afternoon looked 
doomed to end in embarrassment. 
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Why didn’t I notice those marks and do something about them yesterday? 

“Don’t cry, please. Don’t cry. I don’t mind and in fact, it makes me want you even 
more.” 

“I’m sorry…” she stammered. 

“Don’t be sorry, Alison. Be who you are. And when I come back tomorrow 
afternoon, perhaps you can show me your proper bedroom?” 

“Tomorrow?” she exclaimed. “I haven’t booked you for tomorrow!” 

“Tomorrow’s my day off. So I want to come back here and finish what we started. 
How about 1 pm tomorrow? Is that okay?” 

Alison nodded, her smile returning. 

He wants to come back again? And he knows I wear diapers? Does he know about 
the rest? 

Alex went to leave the bedroom and just before he shut the door behind him he 
said, “That was a beautiful dress and panties, Alison, but tomorrow, how about dressing 
the way you really are, okay? I know my way around diapers.” 

And then the door closed behind him and soon, he was gone. She hugged herself 
tightly. 

Well, it seems I’m not dead after all! And he wants me in a diaper? 

Alison walked half-dazed to the ‘other room’ and opened the door. 

Is this where he wants to make love to me tomorrow? 

 

 

 

 

 


