

Preview:

Mac smirked, spreading the front of the diaper out across Toby’s stomach. The sensation was a uniquely kinky one, soft, buttery plastic against his hairless skin, and thick padding pressing up against his groin. Toby’s toes curled as he felt Mac fastening the diaper securely around his waist, tight and taut across his plump hips. His cock was nestled in the thick cotton-like material, throbbing in time with his pounding heart.

“You look sexy, baby boy,” Mac murmured, as he undid his own jeans, letting them drop to the floor. “How’s my little guy like his diapers?”

Toby had no idea why that was such a turn on, but it was. Reminding himself nobody would ever find out about this, he shyly nodded, moaning as Mac pressed his hand firmly against the diaper, stroking his cock through them.

“Y-yes, Daddy,” Toby mumbled, apple-cheeked and whimpering. “It makes my cock hard, Daddy.”

“Such a filthy mouth on this li’l guy,” Mac chuckled. “...Wanna help Daddy put his on?”

“Ummmm…” Toby looked a little surprised, having thought it was only him who was supposed to be in diapers. “...S… sure?”

“Atta boy,” Mac smirked, laying back, his erection pointed at the ceiling. “Sometimes Daddies like diapers too…”

“I can tell,” Toby murmured, giving a coy smile. “... Um, like this?”

His hands were shaking, but Mac slowly guided him through the process of diapering another man. Being diapered had felt like receiving an act of dominance, but Toby didn’t feel dominant in the slightest doing this for the older man. He felt like a nervous little boy being walked through something simple for the first time… by his Daddy.

***
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Diapered by his Daddy Bear - pt 1

1.                     Toby

Toby Jackman’s heart pounded along with the thumping baseline from inside the club. He’d waited four months after his 21st birthday before he finally dared to venture out to a real live gay bar, dragged there at the insistence of his friends.

It wasn’t like he was afraid of being seen, and people figuring out he was gay. For one thing, Toby was pretty much pegged as gay wherever he went. Most people assumed it well before he ever came out. Telling people when he was younger was almost unnecessary, but Toby did it anyway, wanting to make sure people weren’t just joking when they expressed support.

Everybody took it well. And it wasn’t that Toby was inexperienced - he’d experimented lots with his friends, gay, bi and ‘straight’. He guessed he just seemed approachable - a chubby, effeminate boy who was open and easygoing about his sexuality - but knew how to keep a secret.

In honesty, Toby was just… nervous. About going to his first Real Live Gay Club. It would have sounded stupid if he said it out loud, but he was worried about somehow being a gay man wrong, in front of all these other guys.

How was he supposed to act? Playing up his natural flamboyance - or affecting a masculine scowl? Would guys like that he carried a little extra pudge - or would they make a bee-line for one of his skinnier, more ripped friends?

Toby longed to be dramatic and effeminate, loud and proud like some of the other, taller, skinnier men in line. Toby enviously eyed another boy who wore a form-fitting mesh crop-top and leather shorts that left little to the imagination as they clung to his rear. Meanwhile, Toby remained awkwardly hunched over, his hands shoved deep into the pockets of his purple hoodie, feeling himself start to sweat under the layers already. Maybe he could take it off once he was inside, in the dark?

Frowning, Toby considered if he should have even come tonight. His friends seemed a world away, all three of them talking and laughing, none of them seeming nervous at all. Of course they’d been here before… But maybe Toby just didn’t fit in here?

“You okay, bro?” one of them, Kieron, asked as he saw Toby looking over sullenly. “C’mon, this is gonna be a good time.”

“Yeah, come onnn, Tobes,” Ricky said, grinning. “You might meet somebody cuuuute…”

“M-maybe, yeah,” Toby replied, feeling his cheeks glowing.

Okay, maybe this wouldn’t be too bad, if he got to go home with a guy… as a trio of hairy, muscular, heavy men went by, Toby found himself eyeing them as they walked away, noting the salt and pepper colors in their hair. He just barely stopped himself from drooling, but his friends had obviously noticed, and Ricky winked at him before moving up along the line.

Toby had a type, and it sure wasn’t skinny guys his own age. Toby liked bears, Daddy bears specifically. He loved to bottom for an older guy, although he hadn’t had much opportunity before now. Hopefully tonight he could have a gruff, tough, cuddlable grizzly on his back, pounding him into the mattress before the night was over.

It was ironic that he was attracted to men who carried some extra weight but he was so self-conscious about it himself. But he thought the rules were different for Daddy chasers. Still, the thought of a bigger, stronger man’s thick hips slamming himself home again and again into his own plump backside as he moaned and gripped the sheets… Toby shivered.

If he could pick up one of the sexy older guys walking by, this would definitely be worth it.

“Hey, Toby, we’re going in,” Justin called to him as the line began to move. “See you in there, right?”

“Y-yeah,” Toby replied, eyes wide as he passed through the neon lit doors of the thumping, flashing club.

***

2. Mac

Alone again, Macallister Cauldon nursed his beer, sitting at the bar with his back to the boisterous dancing going on behind him. He’d been persuaded to come out and drink with his friends - they knew what he liked, and this club was full of cute, single young men who’d catch the muscular bear’s eye…

But Mac didn’t think he’d ever find anybody interested in him… Especially not with his unusual kinks.

Lots of men liked being called ‘Daddy’, but Mac took it to an extreme. Mac liked diapers - on him, and on the boys he brought home. To him there was nothing more erotic than dressing a grown man in a thick diaper and t-shirt, making him blush, spanking him for being naughty and then making him beg to cum in his pampers.

It wasn’t too hard to find a guy who’d play along for a one night stand, and as soon as they reached his apartment, Mac was always very upfront about what he liked - and shrugged off rejection easily. The hard part came when he looked for a more committed relationship.

Deep down Mac desperately wanted to be a baby boy’s Daddy, for real, not just in the bedroom. But it was hard enough to find a young guy to commit anyway… Let alone one who was interested in submitting totally and wearing diapers 24/7 for Mac.

“No luck?” Mac’s friend, Derrick, asked, as he leaned over the taller man at the bar. “Come on buddy. Must be somebody you’re scoping out…”

“Nope,” Mac replied, not even turning around. “...Troy probably picked off anybody I’d be interested in anyway.”

Troy was something of a rival to Mac. It was reasonably playful most of the time, but sexy, suave Troy managed to pick up young men more easily, quickly pushing them into a heady DDLB relationship before they knew what was happening - and then left just as quickly when the boys couldn’t cope with the new overwhelming feelings.

While Mac didn’t consider himself a particularly sexy man, he knew what he had to offer was good too. Stability, love, and honesty. But that didn’t seem to be as attractive as a big wallet and a silver tongue…

Mac knew it was a shitty way to think, but sometimes he felt upset that Troy ‘stole’ any available boys he might be interested in. That was another reason not to even look. Anyone who’d be happy to play at being Mac’s diapered baby boy would be turned off it forever by Troy’s rogue, irresponsible Daddying.

“Troy’s not here tonight,” Derrick said, perching on a bar stool. “Think he picked up some guy last weekend.”

“Poor fella,” Mac commiserated - but he swivelled around on the stool, his interest slightly renewed. May as well take a peek…

There were a lot of skinny, cute guys on the club floor that Mac would have loved to take home with him. But being adorable wasn’t the only thing Mac was looking for. As he slowly slipped his beer, he looked closely at the faces of the boys laughing and dancing out in front of him.

If you’d asked Mac what he was looking for, he wouldn’t have been able to tell you, not exactly. But he knew when he saw it. That special spark, the look of childish innocence in a full grown man, appled cheeks and mild hesitation, shyness, a certain way of moving… Anything that might suggest that this boy could benefit from a firm hand and a padded backside… And a Daddy to provide it.

When Mac saw the boy in the purple hoodie, his heart skipped a beat.

In the heat of the club, Toby had undone it, revealing the white tee underneath, decorated with the logo of some band Mac had never heard of. He danced awkwardly, nervously, looking to the other guys around him for confirmation he was doing it right.

Mac felt his heart start pounding again as he noticed his adorable slightly rounded face, the soft mousy brown hair falling around his face, the remarkably thick eyelashes. Mac found himself inexplicably drawn to the boy - and without a word of explanation to Derrick, he stood up off the stool and started to walk over decisively.

He had to have this boy, and if he had his way, he’d be diapering that pudgy cutie by the end of the night…

***

3. Toby

After a few minutes of sweating on the dancefloor in his thick hoodie, the heat of the club finally overwhelmed Toby’s shyness about exposing any part of his body. First he unzipped the hoodie, and then, as that proved inadequate, he peeled it off completely, tying it around his waist.

Toby blushed as his lightly-tanned, slightly chubby arms were now on display, feeling as if every man was watching and judging him. He smiled nervously as one of his friends grabbed his hand, and they danced together for a moment, trying to lose himself in the beat while his heart pounded to one that was far quicker.

Toby was wrong that everybody was watching him - but one man was. As anxious as he was, Toby instantly noticed the muscular, plaid-wearing man approaching him from the other side of the room.

He couldn’t be coming towards him, could he? As he dared a glance, Toby saw that the man looked like he’d been ripped from the pages of Toby’s filthiest fantasies. He wore a red plaid shirt rolled up over bulging triceps, coated in thick, coarse hair. The man clearly hadn’t shaved in several days, and Toby shivered as he imagined what it would feel like for that scratchiness to be rubbing against his own tender skin as their lips met.

Flushing, Toby turned away, back to his friends.

‘Don’t stare, don’t stare, don’t stare,’ he repeated like a manic mantra in his head as he tried not to fool himself into thinking that guy was coming towards him.

But even out of the corner of his eye he could see that Mac kept approaching, and suddenly, he felt a tap on his shoulder. Swallowing, he turned around, his blue-green eyes enormous as he slowly looked upwards at the muscular hunk in front of him.

Was that the sound of angels singing - or was the DJ just playing Eurythmics again?

“Hey there, little guy,” the man said, with a vaguely southern voice that had been softened by years of living in a big city. “Can I have this dance?”

“Uh, uh, uh,” Toby replied, stammering, before he shook himself out of it. “...Sure.”

His heart hammering, Toby let himself slip away from his friends without even thinking to say goodbye. Instead of being unable to stop thinking whether anybody else was watching him, now Toby couldn’t tear his own eyes away from the masculine figure in front of him… and Mac’s amused expression hinted that he felt the same.

“Don’t be so nervous, kid,” the man urged, placing his hand on Toby’s shoulder, squeezing it reassuringly. “You’re real cute.”
 

“H, hah, well, so are you,” Toby replied, smiling shyly as he began to move again to the music. He trembled slightly as he felt the man’s hand sliding down his his side, onto his hip… and then cupping his plump backside, both hands pulling him closer at once.

“Ohh,” Toby murmured softly, feeling Mac massaging the warm roundness of his ass right there on the dance floor.

It felt so naughty, but nobody cared, nobody even seemed to notice. Hesitantly, Toby reached up, his hands resting lightly on the man’s muscular shoulders. As he felt those strong hands massaging and kneading his ass through his jeans, he tentatively moved his own his forwards, pressing his crotch against Mac’s. He swore the older man was hard through his jeans, and the throaty growl he gave seemed to confirm it - but perhaps that was just the thickness of the material, hard and stiff, suggesting Mac was a working man.

“That’s a good boy,” the man murmured. “What’s your name, buddy? I’m Mac.”

“I, I’m Toby,” the younger man replied, his hands trailing lightly up and down the brick house of man in front of him.

Occasionally he groped a muscle boldly, as the two moved sensually together, hands on one another’s bodies, exploring, teasing, feeling. ‘Mac’... such a solid name, so strong. Toby’s heart fluttered as he boldly pushed his lips up towards the older man, and was delighted when Mac took control of the kiss, passionately, forcefully.

In one fluid motion, Toby felt himself being spun around, so now he was facing out into the throng of dancing men. He squealed, squeezing his legs together to hide the erection he was sure was obvious beneath his jeans - but a moment later he completely forgot about that as he felt Mac grinding his own crotch against his plump ass.

“You don’t come out here often, do you, little guy?” Mac murmured into Toby’s ear as his hands slid down to his hips, lips kissing softly at his neck. “Is this okay? Y’seem tense.”

“N-no! I mean, yes!” Toby said frantically, looking back at Mac with his heart pounding in his head. “I love it… I’ve always… I have kind of a thing, for, for bears… older guys… Daddies.”

Toby thought he saw a brief smirk on Mac’s face, but a moment later the man was lunging for him again, passionately kissing and fondling him there on the dance floor. Toby felt the older man’s teeth catch his lip and nibble lightly as he pulled away, tiny pinpricks of pain through the intoxicating pleasure.

“Do you wanna go back to mine?” Mac asked, and at first Toby didn’t register what he’d said.

When Toby did hear him, he went bright red, looking like a deer in headlights as he stared for several long seconds at the older man. Long enough that Mac began to worry a little.

“I mean, no pressure, kid,” he said, gruff, although his own cheeks were a little red. “If this is as far as you-”

“No! Oh God, no, hah, I’m, I’m sorry,” Toby stammered, flushing. “I… I definitely wanna go home with you. It’s just. Kind of one of my biggest fantasies…”

“Oh?” Mac asked, sliding his hand into Toby’s back pocket as he led the boy towards the exit. “What is?”

“...Being picked up by a sexy Daddy bear… and… and pounded into his mattress…” Toby said, biting his lip.

Mac chuckled.

“Let’s see if we can’t make both of our fantasies come true tonight, yeah?”

***

4. Mac

The cute little cub - Toby, right? - Mac had gone up to was as fun to dance with as he was to look at. Mac had been able to tell the little guy was nervous, but he seemed almost as enthusiastic as Mac himself was. That combination was delightfully childish in a grown man,and it made Mac hopeful for the rest of the evening.

Now they both sat in the front of Mac’s pickup truck, driving back to his place. Toby had asked if he could put the radio on, and Mac had obliged, and now they sat in relative silence, listening to the sound of country music as Toby peered out of the window. It wasn’t awkward, despite the fact they’d just met.

It was as if the journey was temporarily turning the heat between them down to a low simmer. Perhaps not quite burning as passionately as it had been in the club, or would be again soon, but even though they were relative strangers, Mac could feel the emotional warmth radiating from Toby.

The boy’s hand rested on the center console, and occasionally Mac’s hand would brush his fingers when he reached for the stick shift. It would have been simply avoided if either man moved their hand - but it didn’t seem like either of them wanted to, small smiles and blushes on their faces as they drove.

While Toby seemed relieved to have finally gotten the ‘hard part’ over, Mac’s own heart was pounding in his chest. He’d had plenty of practice, and it was true that rejection never knocked him back much. But it was still a little scary, and real exciting, to ask a stranger to wear a diaper for you for the first time.

As they drove along, Mac went over what he was going to say in his head. He’d practiced a thousand times. He needed to be open about his desires, and what he wanted, and make it clear that was what he really, really liked - but he also needed to emphasize that Toby was free to leave, that he’d even drive him himself, if he wanted. Mac was a big guy. He knew he could be intimidating - he’d hate for this to be something any guy he slept with regretted.

Sometimes, the boys went home after he asked - usually in a cab he paid for. Sometimes they just had regular sex.

But more often than you’d think, Mac would end up diapering another young man and bringing him to filthy orgasm through his new padding.

Mac glanced over at Toby, who was looking out of the window at the still black night with a wistful smile on his face. Mac’s fists clenched around the steering wheel. He hoped tonight would be a night like that… but you had to prepare for disappointment sometimes.

Sooner than he expected, they pulled into his apartments’ parking lot, and the passion between them that had dulled to a low-burning ember as they drove flared to life again. Lips met lips as Mac’s hand blindly groped for his doorhandle, pulling away only momentarily as he unlocked the front door to his modest townhouse.

“F-fuck, nice place,” Toby managed through gasps and whimpers of pleasure as he found himself moving up the stairs towards Mac’s bedroom, the older man leaving a trail of licks and nibbles along his newly exposed collarbone.

“Mmm,” Mac murmured, not in the mood for small talk. “Bedroom’s through there.”

“Oh! Oh, sorry,” Toby stammered, allowing himself to be shoved through the entryway. “Oh! You’re st-strong.”

Mac smirked, and now Toby was on the bed, and they were kissing again, two hot, masculine figures, pressed together, feeling the warmth of each others’ bodies. Mac peeled off Toby’s t-shirt, and the boy watched eagerly as Mac unbuttoned his plaid shirt.

Mac could feel the boy’s eyes on his body, and he stripped off slowly, enjoying feeling desirable. The older man could tell a Daddy chaser when he saw one, and again his internal bells rang with glee as he thought maybe he’d picked the perfect guy to bring home tonight.

At least he stood, bare-chested, Toby looking in awe at the thick layer of body hair covering every inch of him, masculine, musky, manly. He trailed his fingers through Mac’s curly chest hair, down slowly to his rounded stomach, shivering, as the older man climbed onto the bed once more.

Mac could see the line of the boy’s erection through his jeans, and he found himself in a similar state… But he had to ask something first before they could have some real fun.

“So,” he murmured huskily as he loomed over Toby, guessing (correctly) that the younger man would enjoy being reminded of the size difference between them. “You like Daddies?”

“U, um, yeah,” Toby muttered, bright red. “Guys my age aren’t hot to me, really.”

“Lucky for me, huh?” Mac drawled, and his hands slid down to Toby’s hips, grabbing his belt. “Now… How do you feel about callin’ me Daddy tonight?”

“I, I, um,” Toby stammered, his jeans sliding down, his erection tenting his boxer briefs. “...I feel, I’d like that….”

“You’d like that, sir,” Mac corrected, grinning, and Toby nodded. “...Well, what about going further, huh?”

Mac swallowed, trying to steel his nerves, as Toby puzzled over what he could mean. Something about this kid seemed so perfect and right, it would be more of a blow than usual if he turned Mac down…

“You know what ageplay is, kid?” Mac made himself ask. “Ever tried it?”

“Uh, uh, yeah,” Toby said, screwing up his expression. “Like, I’m, I’m your little boy? But like in a sexy way?”

“That’s right.”

“...That could be fun,” Toby murmured, blushing furiously. “S-since I’m… calling you Daddy, and everything.”

Mac tried not to smile too broadly just yet. That was only half the battle.

“Alright. So listen to me, boy,” he said, in a calm, even tone. “I’m into boys calling me Daddy, but I’m also interested in something else - cute guys in diapers.”

Toby’s eyebrows shut up, but Mac continued.

“Now if that’s too far for you, we’ll forget it,” he said. “And if you want to go home now and forget this old pervert ever picked you up, I can drive you, or call you a cab… But if you wanna explore, try this kink out with… Daddy… Well…”

He trailed off, his lip curved in a smirk, but Toby still seemed to be processing the ‘diapers’ revelation.

“So… What do you think?” Mac asked, after a moment.

“Uhhhhhhhhhhhhh…”

***

5. Toby

“Uhhhhhhhhhhh…”

Toby’s brain had short-circuited at some point during all the sexy talk. He was aware he’d been talking and responding normally, but all he could think was ‘hot guy!!!’ and ‘callhimDADDY!’...

Until Mac’s comment about diapers dragged Toby violently back to earth, and now he had to formulate a response on the spot, heart pounding in his chest. God, that sounded kinky… But was it kinky in a sexy way, or a scary way?

Toby tried to imagine it… Mac standing over him, smirking paternally, stroking him through a diaper while he cooed at him like a baby. Toby would be completely helpless, powerless, infantile...

Fuck. Fuck that was weird. But maybe a little hot? Toby whimpered softly, trying to reconcile the feelings swirling inside him.

...Nobody would have to know, he suddenly thought to himself. He didn’t think he and Mac ran in the same circles, and he was unlikely to tell anybody Toby knew. And Toby would never mention it to anyone. Maybe he could just… try it out?

“I… yeah,” Toby said, swallowing. “...We can do that.”

He tried to sound coolly nonchalant, but his bright red face probably gave him away. Mac relaxed too, smiling widely - but then his expression became playfully stern, and Toby felt his cock twitch as the older man headed to his closet.

He returned a moment later, holding two thick folded adult diapers. Toby felt his pulse race even harder as he looked at them, the naughtiness of what he was doing making his stomach swirl with mixed feelings of intrigue and fear.

“Lay back,” Mac commanded, and Toby did just that, feeling his chest hammering with nerves and excitement as he watched the diaper come closer.

He’d expected his erection to wane, but it stayed as stiff as ever as it was freed from the cotton-blend prison of his underwear. He moaned softly as Mac’s tongue ran along the underside of his shaft, barely noticing the diaper being slid under his rear as his hips arched upwards.

“Nnnn,” Toby groaned, looking down as Mac pulled the padding up between his legs. “F-fuck…”

“Hot?” Mac asked, and Toby nodded with humiliation burning on his cheeks.

Mac smirked, spreading the front of the diaper out across Toby’s stomach. The sensation was a uniquely kinky one, soft, buttery plastic against his hairless skin, and thick padding pressing up against his groin. Toby’s toes curled as he felt Mac fastening the diaper securely around his waist, tight and taut across his plump hips. His cock was nestled in the thick cotton-like material, throbbing in time with his pounding heart.

“You look sexy, baby boy,” Mac murmured, as he undid his own jeans, letting them drop to the floor. “How’s my little guy like his diapers?”

Toby had no idea why that was such a turn on, but it was. Reminding himself nobody would ever find out about this, he shyly nodded, moaning as Mac pressed his hand firmly against the diaper, stroking his cock through them.

“Y-yes, Daddy,” Toby mumbled, apple-cheeked and whimpering. “It makes my cock hard, Daddy.”

“Such a filthy mouth on this li’l guy,” Mac chuckled. “...Wanna help Daddy put his on?”

“Ummmm…” Toby looked a little surprised, having thought it was only him who was supposed to be in diapers. “...S… sure?”

“Atta boy,” Mac smirked, laying back, his erection pointed at the ceiling. “Sometimes Daddies like diapers too…”

“I can tell,” Toby murmured, giving a coy smile. “... Um, like this?”

His hands were shaking, but Mac slowly guided him through the process of diapering another man. Being diapered had felt like receiving an act of dominance, but Toby didn’t feel dominant in the slightest doing this for the older man. He felt like a nervous little boy being walked through something simple for the first time… by his Daddy.

“Nice job, kid,” Mac said, grinning with approval. “C’mere…”

Mac sat up, his legs parted slightly. Toby’s tape job wasn’t great despite Mac’s coaching, but the diaper held, straining slightly against the man’s firm penis. Toby watched, gawping… as Mac strained for a moment… and then began to wet his diaper.

Toby’s jaw must have been hanging open, because Mac looked up and winked, slowly pumping his hips as the padding across his crotch grew sodden and yellow. If Toby was honest, in particularly naughty moments he’d had fantasies about watersports, about the musky male scent of an alpha male’s urine. He’d never pictured this, but the smell still hit his nostrils hard, the filthy fantasies come real.

“Ya don’t need to go?” Mac asked, gesturing to Toby’s unused diaper. As if in a daze, he shook his head.

“I, I can’t,” he mumbled. “...Not with a hard on.”

“Too bad,” Mac said, shrugging. “...Now get your head down here and worship me, boy.”

“Y-yes Daddy!” Toby replied immediately, and got to his knees.

***

6. Mac

Mac could tell the boy was nervous, so he grabbed his chubby, spread hand and placed it on the soaked crotch of his diaper. The way Toby’s nostrils flared told him he wasn’t hating this, breathing the man’s musky scent in. The redness of his face expressed his humiliation perfectly - but he didn’t protest as Mac forced his head down to his crotch.

“You naughty diaper baby,” Mac murmured, as he ground his soaked diaper against Toby’s face. “That’s Daddy’s little slut…”

Toby’s only response was a desperate moan as his hand clenched across the sodden padding that was pressing against his nose. Mac watched with filthy delight, feeling that hand squeeze and tease his thick erection though the wet padding. He grunted, shoving his hips up to meet Toby’s attentions.

“Such a dirty boy,” Mac said. “Strokin’ Daddy’s cock like this… nghh… rubbin’ your filthy face against Daddy’s diaper…”

Panting, Toby nodded, looking up at Mac with wide, eager eyes. Mac could already tell he took naturally to this role, and he bit his lip as he fought not to just keep him on his knees.

“On the bed, baby,” Mac purred, gently tugging on the soft mousy brown hair his fingers were buried in. “An’ lay back for Daddy…”

***

7. Toby & Mac

His breathing heavy, Toby lay back on the bed, eyes wide as he watching Mac climb between his chubby spread thighs. A moment later, and he felt his ‘Daddy’s’ diapered crotch pressed against his own, stroking back and forth.

“Oh, Daddy!” he moaned, feeling the other man’s hard dick through the soaked padding. “Ngghhh!”

Mac grunted, grinding his cock hard against the diaper boy beneath him. His erection surged, throbbing, pre dripping into the already-soaked padding of the diaper. He could feel Toby’s hips pushing back up, eagerly to meet his thrusts, and Mac suddenly grasped them tightly, pulling Toby up more towards him.

They were like two animals as they grunted and moaned, thrusting against one another, both men lost in the taboo pleasure of the act. Toby panted hotly, imagining himself Daddy’s well-fucked little boy, his erection like steel as he whimpered and helplessly ground against Mac’s diaper and his own. He couldn’t have imagined this night would turn out like this, but he was so, so glad it had.

“Baby loves his pampers, doesn’t he?” Mac asked, breathless as their shafts stroked against each other clumsily, again and again, through the thick layers of fluff. “Ooo, that’s Daddy’s good baby boy…”

The room was so hot now, the scent of lust and sex and piss filling the air. Nothing was more arousing to Toby, and he felt his whole body slowly growing more and more tense as his orgasm approached. His eyes rolled back in his head with a soft moan as Mac rocked his body against the bed, fucking him into the mattress without ever entering him.

The diaper humping was so eager, so violent, that Toby wasn’t surprised as he felt his orgasm quickly building, grasping at the older man above him with clumsy hands.

“G-gunna, gunna cum, Daddy!” he panted, and Mac grunted affirmation, his hips moving faster and faster, on full throttle as he dashed towards his own goal.

There was nothing quite like grinding a wet diapered crotch against a squealing, well-padded little boy. Mac loved to be ‘Daddy’ in bed, loved humping a cute cub and hearing him gasp and moan, giving himself over to hedonistic, filthy pleasure. His own balls were pulling up more and more, heavy and full of cum, both men moaning, humping, clutching each other, until…

“OHHHH!” someone moaned, or perhaps it was both of them. They both felt their orgasms start as one.

Toby’s back arched desperately, and he gave strange jerking motions as he shoved his crotch up against the other man. His cock throbbed with overwhelming bliss as he emptied his balls into the dry padding, grunting and grinding against him as his orgasm pulsed through his body again and again.

Mac let out a bestial snarl as he came, merely shoving himself hard forwards, crotch pressed firmly against the bucking, writhing diaperboy beneath him. He grunted, jet after jet of hot thick cum exploding out of him. God, it felt good to be Daddy.

They rode out their peaks together, each of them feeling the sheer white lust of orgasm as it went on and on. The filthy and taboo sight and thought of them both in diapers, Toby being humped like a dog, Mac snarling and bucking against him… They kept cumming, seemingly endlessly…

Until Toby sagged, moaning softly, but spent…

A moment later, Mac followed suit, and rolled over to lay beside his exhausted baby boy. With a smirk, he wrapped his arm around Toby, kissing his cheek lightly. The afterglow was the best part, when he got to see his baby boys totally relaxed and happy in Daddy’s arms.

Toby looked over at the mature man, totally satisfied, a blissful smile on his lips. That was so weird… but he was glad he’d tried it…

His eyes fluttered slowly closed, and soon, he was sleeping, Mac looking down adoringly at the boy he was sure he’d never see again.

...But damn. What a night they’d had together.

End.

Toby Jackman, chubby twink/cub, first time on the gay scene, with his gay friends, oh man, he loves it, he needs a strong man to lead him by the hand, he’s always been attracted to older guys…

Mac(callister) Cauldon, hairy 40 year old bear, only out at club because his friends dragged him, they know what he likes he’s like ‘I’ll never meet a guy like that’, he notices Toby, sees his youthful look, nice, nice.

Dancing, grinding, calling Toby ‘little boy’, invites him home, diapers him, humpy diaper sex, wow, feels good.

Toby thinking about how he could never really do this long term, it’s so weird, but he’s enjoy the feeling of cuddling in Mac’s arms as the book end.
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