

Preview:

“I’d like to take control of you for the next… let’s say two weeks, instead,” Mr Jeffries said, before adding with a smirk: “...Longer, if you decide you like it.”

Nicholas nodded, feeling his cock stiffening in his starchy school trousers.

“And by control, I mean control of everything…” Mr Jeffries said, trailing off, as he walked behind his desk once more, smoothly pulling open the drawer and pulling something out.

Something white.

Something thick.

...Something crinkly.

“...Starting with taking control of your bathroom privileges.”

Nicky was sure his jaw was hanging open as he stared at the object in his teacher’s hand. Surely, Mr Jeffries was joking, or Nick was hallucinating and that wasn’t an adult-sized diaper he was holding.

Blinking a few times did nothing to make it disappear, so Nick looked desperately at Mr Jeffries for an explanation.

“Well, Mr Lincoln?” Mr Jeffries said, casually. “Two weeks of diapers, spanking, and… other things… Or six weeks of detention?”

Nicholas’ mind was still reeling with Mr Jeffries’s proposal, but he sensed he wouldn’t have that long to decide…

The teenager steadfastly refused to accept he could possibly actually be interested in having sex with his professor, let alone that the idea of being submissively diapered by him was a turn-on. So instead he focused on the length of time he’d have to serve if he chose this punishment.

“Only two weeks?”

“Only two weeks,” Mr Jeffries repeated, smirking. “And nobody ever has to know about it.”

Nicky swallowed. Two weeks. Two weeks of being diapered and… doing whatever else Mr Jeffries wanted…

***

Bad Boy: Diapered by his Hunky Professor

“Ohhh shit, Nicky, you’re gonna get in so much trouble.”

Nicholas Lincoln’s best friend Jack watched with amusement as the other boy carefully drew another detailed, veiny penis on the next locker along. He’d drawn the outline of a penis in thick black sharpie on every other locker, while some of the other boys laughed and watched.

Only Jack was there now, which was fine by Nicky. He didn’t know what it was about Jack, but the admiration he got from, and entertainment he gave to the other boys wasn’t nearly as much of a motivation for mischief as Jack’s interest. And Jack found Nicky’s antics hilarious.

The teachers said they were a bad influence on each other, but what did they know? Jack had transferred schools a year ago, and the pair had been instantly drawn to each other. They smoked together, skipped class together, and generally caused trouble whenever they were in the same room.

When they weren’t in the same room, they were texting under their desks. Nicky had never been a stellar student, but now it seemed like the only reason he came to school was to see Jack. In heartfelt, late night talks, the two boys made plans, to form a band, to leave town, to travel together after school.

They didn’t talk about their feelings much. Which suited Nicky fine… He didn’t want to think too hard about why he liked spending time with Jack. Why sometimes before he slept, Jack popped into his head, and he felt his pulse race and his mouth turn dry. Why sometimes thinking about cute girls, even from behind, didn’t work, and for a split second before his peak he thought about Jack instead, before running to the shower to wash off his shame.

“Check it out,” Nick said, adding curly pubic hair to the last penis he drew.

“Yo, Nicky,” Jack suddenly said, worriedly sitting up straight. “...I heard some shit, man.”

“No way,” Nicky replied. “Coach went home, right?”

“Maybe it wasn’t coach?”

Nick opened his mouth to shoot back some irritated retort, but froze, hearing a noise himself… It sounded like footsteps.

“Fuck! Fuck!” he hissed, grabbing his pens and trying to stuff them into his pockets. “Jack, run!”

Jack didn’t need to be told twice. His rubber-bottomed shoes squeaked on the floor as he hurried away, looking back worriedly at Nicky. Even in the midst of his panic, it made Nicky’s heart jump to see his friend concerned for him. Jack was such a good guy...

Nicky tried to gather everything together so there wouldn’t be any incriminating evidence, tearing his backpack off the hood, grappling with the zip as he struggled to open it. Unfortunately, Jack’s rapid departure seemed to have caught the attention of whoever was down the hall - now Nicky could hear the footsteps getting rapidly closer, heading straight for the boy’s locker room.

Suddenly, the dimly-lit, muskily-scented room was filled with brilliant white light. Nicky flinched as the flashlight shone in his eyes, but a moment later, he could see who was holding it, pointing right at him

It was Mr. Jeffries, the photography teacher.

Mr. Jeffries was young, and most of the girls (and a few of the boys) rated him as the most attractive teacher in the school. He had slightly spiked black hair, and carefully trimmed stubble that looked stylishly casual instead of lazy. He wore suits, but they wore modern, carefully pressed ones, that matched his black-framed, angular glasses… and complimented his slender but masculine body.

Nicky knew Mr. Jeffries wasn’t one of the teachers that really enjoyed punishing students - but he also didn’t take any crap. As the light shined into Nicholas’ eyes, he swallowed, hard, knowing he was definitely going to be in trouble for this.

“What are you doing?” Mr Jeffries hissed, angrily. When Nick didn’t respond, his heart pounding in his throat, the older man moved the beam of light over to the lockers.

“What the fuck, Nicholas?” he said, and the boy jumped slightly, surprised to hear a teacher use that word. “...This is pathetic.”

“S-sorry,” Nicky stammered in reply, still holding the sharpie stupidly. He cringed at his own response, glad Jack wasn’t there to see it.

“You’re a bright boy, Nicky,” Mr Jeffries said, sighing. “Why do you keep pulling things like this?”

“I’m sorry, sir,” Nick responded, noticing he had that same nervous, dry-in-the-mouth, tight-in-the-pants feeling talking to Jeffries as he did around Jack.

Mr Jeffries reached over… and snatched the pen out of the boy’s hand, his mouth a hard line. For a moment, Nicky swore the handsome teacher was eyeing him up, and wasn’t sure how he felt about it - but then the older man pulled back, shaking his head as he looked down at him, lip curled in distaste.

“You have detention, in room F103, after classes tomorrow,” Mr Jeffries said, firmly, as he turned to leave. “...Every day for the next six weeks.”

“But sir!” Nicky protested, words dying in his mouth as he caught Mr Jeffries steely gaze, looking back at him in the dim light.

“Don’t even try, Nick,” he said, grabbing the doorhandle. “...And you’d better have left before I come back, or it’ll be eight weeks instead.”

With that, Mr Jeffries left, letting the door slam shut behind him.

Nicky winced. The next six weeks were gonna suuuuck…

***

“Can’t you just ditch, man?” Jack asked him at lunch the next day, handing the joint over to Nicky. “You’ve skipped out on detention before.”

Nick hoped his light blush would be hidden as he took a puff of the burning herb, coughing slightly as he breathed out.

“N-no, I can’t,” he said, frowning. “I want to, man, believe me… But he seemed so pissed. I think this would be like, expulsion-level, if I don’t go.”

“Fuck,” Jack replied, rolling the joint between his fingers. Nicky watched, finding the movement of the little roll of weed almost hypnotic. “...We’d better ash this and go to class. My Mom’s gonna be pissed if she gets another letter home.”

That was their life. How little could they do - without getting into more trouble? This week they’d be playing (relatively) dutiful students, so they could leave a nice long gap between absences. It was like a game they played with the faculty, except Nicky didn’t think any of the teachers really enjoyed it like he and Jack did.

As Nicky walked away to English, he wasn’t really sure why he lied to his best friend.

Not entirely - it was probably true that he might be expelled if he didn’t go to the detention, and he really, really didn’t want his parents to find out what he’d been doing. But that wasn’t the main reason he was going to this detention.

Something about that smouldering gaze yesterday from Mr Jeffries had stirred something inside him. He could barely even admit it to himself, but he wanted to see where a look like that might lead when they were both alone after hours.

And that wasn’t the kind of thing he could tell Jack about, ever.

***

Mr Jeffries was already inside the classroom when Nicky arrived. Before he went in, he checked his hair in the reflective surface of the door window, trying to calm his thumping heart before he grasped the door handle.

It was detention. Nicky could go through detention in his sleep… So why was he so nervous this time? He adjusted his striped school tie a few times too, hoping it was straight. Taking a deep breath out through his nose, he pushed the door open and walked in.

“Hey, sir,” he said, casually as he walked to the middle desk at the front of the room.

“Ah, Nicholas,” Mr Jeffries said, distractedly, flicking through some photos on his desk. “Take a seat. I’ll be right with you.”

Nick didn’t say anything, just pulled out his chair and sat down, pulling his backpack off. He wondered what Jeffries was going to have him doing…

“Thanks for bearing with me,” Mr Jeffries said, with a hint of a smile as he pushed his work away, standing up and walking around to the front of the desk, leaning on it. “...So. Do you understand why you’re here?”

“U-um,” Nick flushed. “Cuz I graffitied the locker room, sir?”

Mr Jeffries smirked.

“What did you graffiti it with, Mr Lincoln?”

“...Cocks, sir.”

“Well. You wouldn’t be the first teenage boy to be obsessed with cocks, Nick,” Mr Jeffries said, standing up. There was that little hint of a smile again, the way his eyes hinted at something Nicky wasn’t sure was really there...

“And what do you think a suitable punishment would be?” Mr Jeffries continued. “...Do you think this… six weeks of detention, is reasonable?”

“Uhh… Seems a bit harsh, sir,” Nicky said, shrugging. “I’ve never had more than a week before, like.”

“Hmm,” Mr Jeffries said, pacing. “...Do you think maybe there might be another, more suitable form of discipline for your crimes?”

Nicky didn’t consider himself good with words or picking up on hints. But Mr Jeffries’s voice seemed like it was dripping with innuendo, the older man smirking with a raised eyebrow as he leaned against the desk again, waiting for Nick’s response. Or maybe it was just wishful thinking?

‘What are you wishing for, then?’ a little voice in Nick’s head said, and he blushed, stammering as he realized he hadn’t responded for quite a while, Mr Jeffries’s expression growing slowly more and more amused.

“Um, like, maybe uh, a week’s detention?” Nicky suggested nervously. His palms were sweating…

“I don’t think so,” Mr Jeffries said. “...I’ll cut right to the chase, since I think you’re going to have a hard time guessing what I mean.”

Nick sat up a little straighter to listen as Mr Jeffries went on.

“I’m happy to offer you an… alternative punishment. One not approved by the school board,” he said, as Nicky listened, eyes wide. “It would be a strictly confidential arrangement. I would trust you not to tell anybody else about it… and I’d promise not to tell anybody, either. Are you with me so far?”

Nick licked his lips, nodding slowly. Was Mr Jeffries asking to have sex with him? Well… if that was what it took to get out of six weeks detention…

“I’d like to take control of you for the next… let’s say two weeks, instead,” Mr Jeffries said, before adding with a smirk: “...Longer, if you decide you like it.”

Nicholas nodded, feeling his cock stiffening in his starchy school trousers.

“And by control, I mean control of everything…” Mr Jeffries said, trailing off, as he walked behind his desk once more, smoothly pulling open the drawer and pulling something out.

Something white.

Something thick.

...Something crinkly.

“...Starting with taking control of your bathroom privileges.”

Nicky was sure his jaw was hanging open as he stared at the object in his teacher’s hand. Surely, Mr Jeffries was joking, or Nick was hallucinating and that wasn’t an adult-sized diaper he was holding.

Blinking a few times did nothing to make it disappear, so Nick looked desperately at Mr Jeffries for an explanation.

“Well, Mr Lincoln?” Mr Jeffries said, casually. “Two weeks of diapers, spanking, and… other things… Or six weeks of detention?”

Nicholas’ mind was still reeling with Mr Jeffries’s proposal, but he sensed he wouldn’t have that long to decide…

The teenager steadfastly refused to accept he could possibly actually be interested in having sex with his professor, let alone that the idea of being submissively diapered by him was a turn-on. So instead he focused on the length of time he’d have to serve if he chose this punishment.

“Only two weeks?”

“Only two weeks,” Mr Jeffries repeated, smirking. “And nobody ever has to know about it.”

Nicky swallowed. Two weeks. Two weeks of being diapered and… doing whatever else Mr Jeffries wanted.

“...Okay,” Nicky finally replied, nodding dumbly. “...If you’re sure nobody else will find out?”

“I’ll make sure of it,” Mr Jeffries replied firmly.

He walked swiftly towards the door, making sure it was locked firmly, and then releasing the blinds so they covered the little window. Nick felt his heart rate rise again. It was one thing to say he’d do this…  it was another to know it was actually about to happen.

“So… what should I do?” Nicky asked, nervously.

“Don’t be so afraid,” Mr Jeffries said, smiling. “Your job is just to relax, and let me guide you.”

He paused, cleaning off his desk, stacking papers and folders into one pile and then shoving them into his drawer. A moment later, he patted the wooden desk, beckoning Nicky over.

“Lay down for Daddy,” he said, grinning. “...Let’s get those trousers off.”

Nick tried to pretend his cock didn’t jerk when Jeffries called himself ‘Daddy’, but his hands still trembled as he undid his fly. The nerves weren’t about doing this with Mr Jeffries (other than maybe a little embarrassment at his own inexperience)... Despite knowing the door was closed and shuttered, he kept glancing over at it, afraid that somebody would come in at any moment and catch them in the act.

After a moment’s hesitation, he dropped the waistband of his pants, letting them fall to the ground. His white underpants were tented with the shape of his cock, and he whimpered in a very unmanly way as Mr Jeffries ran a finger along the underside of his quivering shaft.

“Very nice,” Mr Jeffries drawled. “...Get on the desk.”

Bright pink, Nicky hopped up onto the desk. He tensed and untensed his hands for a moment, trying to stop shaking, as he lay back on the desk, the cool wood against his lower back as his shirt rode up a little. Mr Jeffries slid his underwear down, leaving his burning-hot length pulsing in the cool air, pointed straight up at his own stomach.

“Goood boy,” Mr Jeffries murmured, and if Nick was surprised when he’d touched his cock, he was completely blown away as the older man placed a gentle kiss on its tip.

He gasped and jumped at the contact - but then it was gone, and suddenly, almost too soon, a diaper was being slid under his rear.

Nicholas tried with all his might to tell himself he wasn’t enjoying the comfortable sensation of padding under his backside That the glow on his face was purely from embarrassment, and not arousal… That he’d rather be anywhere else but here.

The way his dick twitched and leaked precum as Mr Jeffries pulled the front of the diaper up over it suggested otherwise - but the professor was kind enough not to mention it…

The plastic was spread tautly over his belly, pressing against the baby fat of youth. Mr Jeffries carefully positioned the landing zone, and then began to tape the diaper up, almost ritualistically. Nicky swallowed again - he hadn’t realised quite how… snug… it would be.

“There,” Mr Jeffries said, standing back and admiring his handiwork. “How does it feel?”

Nick bit his lip. He didn’t want to admit how comfortable it was, how he was fighting to keep his hips from rocking his member against the soft padding

“Um,” he said, hesitantly. “...It’s okay.”

“Go back to your desk,” Mr Jeffries commanded.

Nicky flushed as he heard the diaper loudly rustling as he sat up. It was impossible to forget he was wearing it from the noise alone, but even more noticeable was the thick padding that pushed his thighs apart slightly. He waddled over to his desk, cheeks bright red. He could sense Mr Jeffries’s eyes on him, watching his padded rear bobbing about.

Nicky sank down into his seat, the plastic of the chair sticking to his bare upper thighs. He felt completely exposed, glancing over at the door over and over to make sure nobody was coming in. He knew they were alone, but his heart hammered in his chest. Nicky found it hard to turn off the part of his brain that squealed nervously that they were in a classroom, half-naked in front of a teacher, and he had to keep reminding himself none of his classmates were around to laugh at him.

“S-sir,” the diapered boy mumbled. “Can I have my pants back?”

“Maybe later,” Mr Jeffries said, with a dismissive smirk. “...We have things to do first. And you look frankly delicious dressed like that.”

Nick felt strange nervous, excited butterflies in his stomach. There had certainly been hints, heavy ones, that Mr Jeffries was attracted to him… but now he came right out and made his feelings clear, and Nicky felt a jolt of arousal travel straight down to his throbbing erection.

“Since you’re so fascinated by penises,” Mr Jeffries said, grasping his fly and slowly undoing it. “Here’s one for you to study.”

Nicky’s eyes were immediately drawn to Mr Jeffries’s crotch. Poking out of the pinstripe trousers and designer label boxer briefs was a dark beige shaft that looked like it was carved from marble. Trust the photography teacher to have the most photogenic dick in school.. Nick assumed, anyway. There was no denying it looked good aesthetically.

“I’ve always said we don’t have a good enough sex education program here at Buckwell Academy,” Mr Jeffries continued. “So this will be a hands-on lesson.”

He waited for Nick to take the hint - but when he didn’t, the older man grabbed Nicky’s hand with surprising gentleness, slowly moving it over to his cock. Nicky felt like his hand was being moved in slow motion, as his fingers were wrapped around another man’s cock for the first time. His heart pounded with excitement and curiosity, the whole thing feeling like some strange dream.

“Currently you’re grasping the shaft,” Mr Jeffries explained. “I expect you’re already familiar with that part of your own anatomy…”

Nicky nodded dumbly, his own erection hard as steel in his thick padding. Mr Jeffries gently moved his hand up and down, and Nicky obediently followed along, feeling the older man’s cock pulsing and alive under his movements.

“These are the glans, they can be very sensitive, especially if a man is uncut,” Mr Jeffries said, guiding Nick’s thumb up to his slightly-bulbous pink head. “I’m circumcised, so I don’t have a foreskin. But I’ve never had an issue with sensitivity...”

Nick nodded softly.

“M-me too,” he managed, feeling totally transfixed by this experience. “I mean, I’m circumcised, as well…”

“Most boys are in America,” Mr Jeffries said. “...Now, this little opening is the urethra. It’s where urine, pre-ejaculate, and ejaculate itself come out.”

As he spoke, a little trickle of clear, sticky liquid dribbled out, onto Nick’s hand from that very hole. Mr Jeffries cleared his throat, swallowing before continuing. It was obvious this was affecting him as much as it was Nicky.

“Underneath the head… here… That’s the frenulum. Rub it with your thumb…”

Nick obeyed without even thinking, stroking his thumb gently at the base of his teacher’s cockhead while his other fingers clasped the shaft tightly. Mr Jeffries groaned slightly as another trickle of precum dribbled out.

“And r-remember the testicles,” Mr Jeffries murmured. “Use a gentle hand on those…”

Nicky lifted his other hand, cautiously cupping Mr Jeffries’s balls. They felt full and heavy in his palm, and he gingerly kneaded them, eliciting another pleased grunt from his professor. Nick felt a strange sort of pride growing in his chest as his hand wrapped around the length more firmly, moving slowly up and down, feeling the shaft quiver in his hand.

His own cock leaked steadily into his diaper even without stimulation, and Nicky bit his lip, rolling his hips slightly to grind against the padding.

“A warm, moist opening can feel even more pleasant,” Mr Jeffries hinted, and Nicky’s eyes flicked upwards, confused.

“Your mouth,” Jeffries said, rolling his eyes. “Use that pretty mouth of yours.”

Nick blushed, but parted his lips obediently, taking the older man’s dripping cockhead into his mouth. It throbbed and leaked against his tongue, and he clumsily wrapped his lips around it, sliding his tongue across the swollen glans. He looked up at Mr Jeffries for his approval as he swirled around the head and licked gently at the sensitive spot underneath.

“Good baby,” Mr Jeffries said softly. “Suckle on Daddy’s special pacifier.”

Fuck, this was so perverted - but Nicky couldn’t deny it was exciting him too. This was so dirty even his filthy teenage mind had never imagined anything like this, being made into his teacher’s diapered pet in his own classroom, his eager cock tenting his diaper as he sucked Mr Jeffries’s cock. The first cock he’d ever sucked.

“Don’t forget to use your hands, too,” Mr Jeffries urged, grunting and tense as he looked down at the young man who was working his throbbing shaft. “That’s a good boy… Take it a little deeper now.”

Nicky felt a hand on the back of his head, encouraging him down further. He struggled slightly, and then relaxed, letting Mr Jeffries’s throbbing penis slide a few inches deeper into his mouth, rubbing against his tongue, nudging the back of his mouth. The salty taste of precum coated his tongue and dripped down his throat, but Nick found he loved the sensation. Breathing deep, he inhaled the muskiness of his teacher’s length, head slowly bobbing back and forth as his clenched fist moved up and down the thick erection it was wrapped around.

“D-does this turn you on, Nicky?” Mr Jeffries growled, his fingers sliding into Nicky’s strawberry-blonde locks, guiding him up and down on his turgid shaft. “Being Daddy’s diapered little bitch, pleasuring another man with your cute little mouth..?”

Nick moaned his assent, closing his eyes as he lost himself in the sensation. God, how could he have lived without this before? He eagerly moved his mouth up and down, leaving a sheen of saliva on Mr Jeffries’s throbbing cock, his own erection pulsing angrily in his diaper. He could feel the erection filling his mouth swelling and growing stiffer and stiffer, and Mr Jeffries’s pushing motions had grown more urgent, his hips occasionally jerking and pushing it a short distance deeper into Nicky’s throat before he pulled back, groaning.

“N-nicholas,” Mr Jeffries murmured. “Daddy’s going to cum… Mmm… Oh fuck… Drink all of Daddy’s milk, baby boy!”

Just as he looked up to confirm what his professor was telling him, Nicky’s eyes flew wide as he felt the familiar throbbing, kicking sensation in his mouth, and a moment later the first jet of cum hit the back of his mouth.

Poor Nick was completely unprepared, and he coughed and spluttered, pulling his head back quickly and gulping as the semen burned his throat. The next load landed on his tongue, and another soon followed. In his confusion, his hand dropped away from Mr Jeffries’s shaft, and the man moaned as he grasped his own cock, eagerly milking his length into the waiting boy’s mouth.

Nick couldn’t quite keep up, and soon his lips slipped from around his teachers cock, the last jets of cum splattering across his pink lips, dribbling down his chin. He blinked, looking up at his satisfied teacher who stroked the back of his head affectionately.

“Good… good boy,” Mr Jeffries murmured. “...Did you swallow it all?”

“N-no, sir,” Nick admitted, blushing. “I’m sorry. I wasn’t expecting it.”

“Well, it was your first time, so I’m not too surprised…” Mr Jeffries said, sliding his softening cock back into his pants. “But still… Not swallowing my cum after Daddy ordered you to… That’s very naughty, baby.”

“It is?” Nicky asked.

“Oh yes,” Mr Jeffries replied. “Get over my desk. I think you need a spanking, little boy.”

“Uh, uh,” Nick said, even as he was standing up. “I don’t know if-”

“Be a good boy and take your punishment,” Mr Jeffries said, shoving him over the desk. “...I love seeing cute, diapered asses up in the air.”

Nicky grasped the desk gently, biting his lip, looking back to see Mr Jeffries slowly undoing his belt. His grip on the desk increased, and he whimpered audibly. Blowjobs were one thing, but being whipped with a belt? That seemed… extreme.

“S-sir, won’t that… Hurt?”

“That’s the point of a spanking,” Mr Jeffries replied with a smirk, rubbing his hand over Nicky’s padded backside. The touch felt distant yet pleasant, soothingly rubbing his rumpcheeks as the sound of crinkling filled the air…

“It’ll be through your diaper,” Mr Jeffries added. “So it won’t be too bad…”

Nicky said nothing, looking worried and conflicted. This would almost be easier if this was entirely something he hated the idea of. For some reason he found himself excited by the thought of his sexy, well-dressed teacher thwacking his quivering, diapered backside again and again until he was flushed and moaning from his punishment.

If Mr Jeffries was a pervert, Nicky guessed he was, too…

“AH!”

The belt came down unexpectedly, landing on Nicky’s padded backside. It was more noisy than painful, but it still made him yelp loudly, heart drumming in his ears. He gripped the desk more tightly, crying out again as the belt smacked his rump once more, thumping hard against the crinkly plastic of the diaper.

The padding diffused some of the stinging, but Nick could feel his bottom growing hot and sore, the aching almost pleasant.

“Naughty baby,” Mr Jeffries growled. “Are you getting pokey in your diapers, while your Daddy spanks you?”

Nick shook his head, moaning, and then he yelped loudly as he felt the belt swat him again, and then again, lashing the bare underside of his thighs, leaving a bright red strip there. This was so filthily humiliating, his cock straining against his diaper and dribbling into it near constantly. Every fresh lick from the belt pushed his hips forwards, grinding him against the padding, and he bit his lip, trying to conceal the unbelievable pleasure he was feeling.

“Really, Nicky?” Mr Jeffries said, reaching underneath the boy, grasping Nick’s erection through his diaper. “I can tell you’re hard. Why don’t you just admit you’re enjoying this…”

“N-no,” Nick said, whimpering, face bright red. “I’m… I’m not gay… AH!”

The belt again slapped his diapered rear, harder this time.

“Oh really,” Mr Jeffries said. “I guess you don’t want me touching your little peepee, then.”

Nicky bit his lip, trembling as Mr Jeffries squeezed his cock through the diaper, moving his hand teasingly slowly back and forth.

“Little Nicky doesn’t want to be Daddy’s diapered baby boy?” Mr Jeffries continued. “You don’t want me to stroke you off until you cum, helplessly, in your thick pampers?”

Nicky groaned, squeezing his eyes shut. He couldn’t deny it any longer. His body was excited and eager for every touch of Mr Jeffries’s hand, hips rocking needily against his palm through the diaper. Pressing his face against the desk, he mumbled something.

“What was that?” Mr Jeffries asked, releasing his grip on Nicky’s erection.

“I said, please touch me, sir,” Nick blurted, face red with shame. “Please! Make me cum in my baby diapers for you...”

“That’s my good boy,” Mr Jeffries muttered approvingly, pressing his palm hard against the front of the diaper, stroking firmly up and down.

Nick moaned, feeling the teacher pressing his crotch against his rump. Every rock of the older man’s hips sent the teen’s eager shaft grinding against his thick diaper, the position making the taboo act even filthier even with clothes covering both of them.

Panting hotly, Nicky ground his dripping shaft against his pampers, whimpering as his teacher masturbated him, bent over his desk. He was so humiliated. He was so excited.

“Good baby, good baby,” Mr Jeffries murmured, leaning right over the smaller, younger man. “Hump against Daddy’s hand. It feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Y-yes, Daddy,” Nicky moaned breathlessly, hips humping like a desperate dog against the thick diaper, feeling pleasure quickly building in his crotch. “It feels so good to hump my pampers, Daddy.”

Mr Jeffries growled lustfully into Nick’s ear, his palm grinding harder and harder against the front of Nick’s tented diapers, hearing the boy’s breathing coming in gasps and moans as he got closer and closer. He could tell from the tension in his body he was going to cum, and soon, just needing a little more to push him over the edge…

“Ah! Sir!” Nick cried, grunting as his cock throbbed, sending a gout of hot, fresh cum straight into his diapers. “OHHH!”

“Good boy, cum for Daddy!” Mr Jeffries commanded, squeezing and massaging the stiff length through the diaper, milking his obedient diapered baby boy.

Nick moaned softly, as he emptied load after load into his padding, body shaking with the most intense orgasm he’d experienced in his young life. Trembling, he squealed as his balls clenched, spurting more cum into his diapers, hips grinding frantically as he rode out his orgasm, until finally, the last of his jizz dribbled out.

Moaning, the boy sagged over the desk, totally spent, and totally unable to deny the reality of what he’d just experienced. It had felt so good, and so right, doing this with another man.

Dimly, Nick felt a hand lifting his chin, and realized Mr Jeffries was trying to kiss him. Instead of pulling away, he tilted his head up to meet the older man despite his breathless tiredness, pressing his lips firmly against his teacher’s rougher ones.

Nick moaned, feeling the stubble against his face as they kissed, passionately, and when the man pulled away, he tried to stand. His legs wobbled, diaper slightly looser and clumping from all the attention it had been getting, but he couldn’t hide the happy, bashful smile on his face.

“Now, roll onto your back, and Daddy will change you into your big boy undies so you can go home,” Mr Jeffries commanded. “...But I expect to see you here again tomorrow.”

“Yes, sir,” Nicky replied dreamily, obediently rolling onto his back. He sighed happily, totally content as he heard the first tape being undone, feeling the sticky warmth being peeled away from his crotch.

He had a feeling detention would never be the same again...

OEBPS/image_8.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




