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I was walking aimlessly around a house with endless corridors trying to find a bathroom. It felt as though I was walking around for ages when I finally rounded a corner that lead me to a narrow corridor. At the end of the corridor, there was a door. Somehow, I knew that the bathroom would be on the other side of that door. I just knew it. But I walked, and I kept walking without reaching the door. I came halfway when the door swung open and revealed the toilet bowl to me. I started running. The walls on either side of me seemed to move as if I was running the wrong way on a travellator. Running, and running without getting anywhere. Then, in fast forward motion, the door came closer until I was standing in front of the bowl whipping out my cock. I sighed leaning on the wall in front of me, listening to the sound of splashing water.

I opened my eyes and froze. It felt like I was still peeing. Did I just wet the bed? I sneaked a glance at the sleeping man next to me. A snore escaped him, and I nearly jumped out of my skin. I kept one eye on him as I slipped a hand under the cover to check the bedsheets underneath me. I let out a sigh of relief when they were dry. I thought to myself that it had just been a dream and slipped back to sleep.

I woke up a couple of hours later utterly exhausted. It barely registered in my mind that Quentin was missing from his regular spot next to me because the heat he usually radiated was suddenly gone. I shivered when I turned my head to check the time on my phone. My head nearly exploded from the pain the tiny movement caused me. A whimper escaped my lips. My eyes shut closed again and I’d already forgotten the time. Moments later, the sound of footsteps reached my ears.

“My poor little pup,” Quentin said and placed a finger on my forehead, brushing away a stray lock of hair. I opened my eyes and looked at him.

“I hate it when you call me that,” I said. He laughed. I would never tell him that I actually enjoyed being called his puppy.

"Don't worry, the first shift is always the worst, Art," he smiled down at me and replaced his fingers on my forehead with a kiss. His voice was like honey to my ears. A deep baritone with just the right amount of gruff. Despite my weakened state, I couldn't help but feel a tiny jolt in my cock as his lips brushed my ear, his breath giving the illusion of prolonging the contact. As my cock twitched, it started straining against the soft material of my boxers. Wait…something decidedly felt different. It was like- but before I could follow up on the thought, Quentin asked: "Can I get you anything, Pup?" his interrogating eyes drilled into mine. They always made me feel like he could read my soul, just by looking at me. I hesitated a moment, the human part of me screaming that I shouldn't be a bother, shouldn't make him go out of his way for me… but the wolf part of me was shouting slightly louder: mate. Mate safe. I smiled up at him. He was looking at me with concern in his honey-coloured eyes. If anyone knew about my inner battle, it would be him.

"I wouldn't mind a little tea if you're offering?" I said after another moment of consideration. He nodded. Whatever he'd seen in my eyes wasn't enough to make him relax his shoulders, but at least it was enough to stall an interrogation.

"Of course, Pup," he said and made his way out of the room. I watched the muscles shift under the shirt of his retreating back and remembered the night I'd become his mate. It was not uncommon for a werewolf to take a human mate but from what I'd understood, it was common for the human mate to take the mark and become part of the pack eventually… if they survived their first shift. The train of thought was interrupted as I shifted. I groaned as every muscle in my body protested the movement. The close proximity to your mate, in addition to a werewolf's improved healing abilities, was supposed to speed up the healing process, but it still felt as if my body was covered in bruises. I'd been one of the lucky ones. I took a deep breath and with effort, I managed to sit up. As I moved, I noticed a strange sensation around my crotch. Confusion bled into my consciousness. I let a hand slide under the blanket and inside my pajama bottoms.

“Are you being a naughty puppy?” Quentin’s voice from the doorway made me jump and pull my hand out from underneath the covers. When I started stuttering excuses, Quentin’s face transformed from its serious default to a grin.

"I'm messing with you, Pup," he said. In three long strides, he'd closed the distance between himself and the bed. One hand reached out and ruffled my hair, while the other placed the teacup on the nightstand. The bed dipped as he sat down. I scooted to the side to make room for him and noticed a rustling noise that followed my movement. Whenever I moved, the strange sensation around my crotch was amplified. It was as if my nether regions had been wrapped in soft warm blankets. Now lying on my side, I stiffened as I felt Quentin's arm wrap around me.

“How are you feeling?” he asked. It took me a moment to register the question. Then my over-analysing brain set in. Why was he asking this? Did he know something was wrong? What if I’d done something weird in my sleep? What if I’d actually wet myself when I woke up earlier, I just didn’t register it…I inhaled as discreetly as I could manage. Was that a hint of urine?

“Art? Did you hear me?” he grabbed my chin and turned my head toward him, and I gazed into his concerned honey-coloured eyes over my shoulder.

“Are you ok?” I nodded and looked away. Then bit my lip. I glanced back at him.

"Only just…" I hesitated before continuing: "Um. I. There's something…" I felt my cheeks turn red and I was suddenly hyper-aware of his proximity. His hand on my chest, his breath brushing against my neck, his muscles against my back.

“Never mind, I…I’m just tired. It was… a long night” he chucked into my neck.

“Well, that is certainly true,” Quentin said. Had it been enough to calm his small inquisition? Thoughts and doubts continued to buzz around in my head. Quentin shifted behind me, his body moving closer, hugging mine closer to his. I stiffened. What if he noticed something? I moved his hands away reluctant, but firm and wriggled out of his embrace. I didn’t want to freak him out and let him know what was wrong before I knew it myself.

“I’m sorry, I just need some rest, honey,” I looked at him with what I hoped was a set of pleading eyes and he kissed my cheek.

"Of course, Pup". With that, he stood up. The bed felt empty as soon as he'd left. A part of me regretted sending him off. I listened to his footsteps retreat and waited a few extra moments before I sighed and pulled aside the covers. I gazed down myself. There was definitely something different. My pajama pants looked bulkier than they usually did. I lifted the hem of the pajama bottom and surprise washed over me. A tangy smell of old urine hit my nostrils. How had I not smelled that earlier? Had Quentin noticed it? Worry washed over me as the realisation hit me. A diaper. I was wearing a diaper. Why was I wearing a diaper? I stared down at myself for a long while, unable to do anything else. It took another few minutes before I managed to reach the conclusion that unless I'd put it on in my sleep, the only other person who'd be responsible for it, would be Quentin. Confusion and a slight twinge of hurt ripped through me. Why had he done this to me? Was this part of a ritual of some kind? Hurt turned to irritation. He couldn't just do this to me. I gritted my teeth and wobbled into the en-suite bathroom. I slipped off the diaper while I turned on the water. The questions kept sweeping through my head. I looked down at the diaper on the floor. A big yellow stain coloured a large portion of the inside. I made a face of disgust at myself and tossed the thing into the trash bin in a corner.

Quentin sat in his armchair with a book when I came out from the shower. I wanted to push up the glasses that were sliding down his nose. But I reminded myself that I wanted some answers before I gave in to my snuggle needs.

“Quentin, I need to ask you something…” He looked up at me with that intense gaze of his. I dug a fingernail into my palm until it started hurting. The pain helped me focus, and not run straight into his arms.

"Why, of course, fire away," Quentin said. I opened my mouth to begin but found that I didn't know what to say. I felt silly all of a sudden, as if it had all been a trick of my mind. I squeezed my middle finger nail a little harder into the skin and took a deep breath.

“Um,” I looked at the floor.

“Well, I feel silly for asking, but…” I gathered some courage from somewhere and managed to blurt it out.

“I just want an explanation for why I was wearing a diaper” the last word was barely audible, I coughed and finished the sentence: “when I woke up this morning.” I looked up from the spot on the floor that had been holding my gaze for a while. Quentin’s eyebrows had shot together in a look of worry and slight confusion before realisation dawned on his face. Suddenly, his face broke out in a grin and a deep chuckle erupted from the tall man. He stood up and advanced towards me. I shook my head a little. What gave him the right to laugh at me? Was this a joke to him? Had this been some kind of prank? A tiny voice inside me reminded me that the diaper had actually been wet when I woke up. And hadn’t I dreamt about relieving myself…? I shushed the tiny voice and shooed it to the back of my mind. I took a step backwards, as Quentin advanced closer to me.

"You have no idea how worried you just made me," Quentin was smiling at me.

“What do you mean worried?”

“From the look on your face, I thought something terrible had happened,” Quentin said. I shook my head and stepped back.

“Quentin. I don’t understand what’s going on.” Quentin stopped advancing towards me. It was like he finally realised that I’d been stepping away from him. A moment passed where none of us moved. Then he raised both his hands. His eyes sought mine until they captured my gaze. Inside those honeyed eyes was a storm as wild as a beast. And inside that wildness, ran my wolf with his. He held my gaze steady.

"Arthur. Trust me," his command was short and low. There was something dangerous hiding in his tone. Something desperate. I bowed my head. He advanced towards me again slower this time, as if I might flee if he spooked me. The wolf part of me smiled because he knew I would never flee from my mate. Even if I did, I would always return. Mate was safe, mate meant home. Quentin reached me and pulled me into his arms. His musky scent engulfed me, reminding me to relax. I tilted my vulnerable neck offering it to Quentin. Seconds later, I felt his tongue trace an artery. It felt like my heart pulsed wherever his tongue was. I let out a shaky breath, then felt his teeth grazing my neck. They were hard and sharp against the softness of my skin. Offering him this vulnerable part of myself allowed him to reinsert his dominance and strengthen the bond between our animal counterparts. The wolf part of me wanted to take over, I could feel my dick respond to Quentin's touches. But the human part of me needed answers first. As he slipped his tongue over mine, my wolf rose mercilessly to the top, pushing the human parts aside. I felt my senses heighten like nothing I had ever felt before and I knew I was losing control. His hands felt like they were on fire, burning their way through my skin. I started tearing at Quentin's clothes. Didn't he understand that they were a hindrance to me? I pulled away from him and heaved my breath. With the inhale, the spicy aroma of his skin mixed with the air that entered my lungs. A growl rattled from the back o my throat. Mine. My eyes met his. I held his gaze and parted my lips in a primal grin. My hands traveled down his torso. A sudden ripple of impatience coursed through me, and I tore open his shirt. I needed to feel his skin against my fingers. Another pang of possessiveness hit me. I leaned forwards, still holding his gaze and lapped my tongue out to trail a path down the pack of muscles which had been hiding underneath his clothes. Deep inside me, the human part of me tried to convince the wolf that we still needed some answers. My eyes left Quentin's and watched his muscles flex underneath my hands. Need, desire, and possessiveness came at me so strong that it threatened to overwhelm me. Before I could stop myself, piss started flowing out of me. It streamed down my leg and into a puddle on the floor. I could only watch in horror as the wolf part of me continued his shameless display, claiming my mate with my scent. The beast moaned and pressed my body - our body - closer to Quentin.

“Arthur,” Quentin said. His hands gripped mine and stopped them from wandering across his body. I saw him take a deep breath. My wolf struggled for a bare second before he stepped down, releasing control. I let out a breath and slumped, leaning my weight on him. After a while, I glanced up at him, embarrassment colouring my cheeks. His eyes were dangerously light. It was a clear sign that his wolf was close to the surface. I couldn’t look into his eyes for long, the shame burned through me. The smell of urine a constant reminder of what I…even if my wolf had been the one with the need to mark himself, I’d been the one to lose control of my body to him in the first place.

“Arthur,” Quentin said again. This time, the tone of his voice was more insisting. I blinked away the tears that threatened to well up and spill down my cheeks. I tried to turn away and move away from his grip, but instead of letting me go, Quentin pulled me closer. Slightly panicked, I tried to push away. Didn’t he realise that he was going to get my piss on his clothes?

"Shh…Arthur, listen to me." The command in his voice this time was impossible to misunderstand. I looked at him, unable to resist.

“I’m listening,” I said. My voice sounded weak to my own ears. The corners of his mouth curled upwards in a soft smile.

"It's fine." His fingers stroke my cheek brushed away the strands of hair that always seemed to linger on my forehead, then he kissed me.

“Why don’t you jump in the shower. I’ll clean up here, and join you straight after.” I opened my mouth to speak, but he held up a finger to silence me.

“Then, I owe you an explanation.” I closed my mouth and simply nodded. I winced as I turned around, the wet fabric clinging to my skin. My feet made wet slapping sounds as I walked, and I cringed with every step.

The running water was warm and welcome against my skin after the wet and cold patches on my clothes. I didn't notice the door open and shut. I felt his skin against mine in the shower, but I smelled him before I turned around to face him. He was looking at me with concern in his eyes. I smiled reassuringly to him, which he took as encouragement. He reached past me and grabbed the soap container. With a squirt, he applied the soap to his hand, then started to rub me in with the liquid. Hands wandered over my chest, down my torso. One corner of his mouth pulled up, revealing a half grin. I groaned as he massaged every bit of my body except where I wanted it the most. My back now turned towards him, his naked skin caressing mine. He slipped a hand through my hair and tugged lightly. I yelped and leaned my arms against the wall to keep my balance. My breathing became quicker and shallower, he slipped his other hand to my front and trailed my skin with a finger. The movement was so agonisingly slow that I had to restrain myself from pushing his hand towards my crotch. My fingers gripped the edges of the tiles on the wall. When he finally reached my cock, my back arched and pushed my hips into his hard member behind me. I groaned. He chuckled.

"Patience, Pup," with slow fingers, he tugged the foreskin down my shaft, allowing water to wash down over the head. I gasped at the sensation of the sensitive skin being engulfed in hot water and heard Quentin chuckle behind me again, his breath sending goosebumps across my flesh. I moaned and leaned into his touch, and for once my wolf and human parts agreed on something. I felt the pressure build up in the pit of my stomach with a warm sensation. Before I was aware it was happening, I felt my balls contract and send seed shooting from the slit in my cock and spatter the wall. I shouted my release, eyes rolling at the back of my skull. After a moment, the tension left my body, and I slumped against Quentin. My muscles relaxing in the aftermath of my orgasm. We stood like this for a while, with Quentin supporting my limp frame. Hot water from the shower head adding to my growing drowsiness. I felt Quentin stroke my skin with his fingertips, my skin sensitive after in the afterglow. He shifted his body behind me. I smiled lazily and turned around, wrapping my arms around his neck. He returned my smile and kissed me. A long passionate kiss. He pressed me closer as if he wanted to absorb me through his skin. He grabbed my lips and I felt his shaft press between our stomachs. I looked down and guilt ran through me for my own selfishness. I gazed up into his eyes. I kissed him again. Water was running down, undiscriminating. I let my hands roam and explore my older lover until they reached his cock. Then, I broke our kiss and kept his gaze while I lowered myself to my knees, at eye level with his erection. I glanced at it for a moment, water running down from the tip, streaming down wherever it found creases. I followed a stream with my eyes as it moved down the muscles of Quentin's legs. I grabbed his leg with a hand and altered the course of the water slightly. I moved my eyes back to his shaft and placed my other hand at the base. Then, I moved closer, opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue to lap at the head. A faint flavour of his skin still remained, even through the water. I turned my gaze up to meet his again and held it. With a hand still around the base of his member, I opened my mouth and closed it around the tip. I saw him draw a sharp intake of breath and a feeling of smugness crept at the back of my head. I matched the pace of my hand with my head and managed a nice steady rhythm, all the while keeping my eyes locked on his. Forgotten for a moment, was the shame from earlier. His hand rested in my hair. It was easy to tell that he used an enormous amount of effort in order to refrain from fucking my face. I moaned, creating vibrations at the back of my throat. Quentin made a strangled noise and closed his eyes. His fingers tensed in my hair. When I pulled back from his cock, Quentin's grip shifted, so his hands were at the back of my head. Before I'd reached the tip. Quentin took control of the speed by firmly pushing my head back towards the base of his cock. I struggled to keep the speed he set and closed my eyes to focus on his hands in my hair. I became acutely aware of every little shift he made with his hands and allowed my instincts to take over. Through our mated bond, I was able to sense, albeit vaguely, Quentin's desires. While it was clear to me that he was getting close to the edge through the increased rapidness he pounded his flesh in and out of my mouth that bond we shared as mates told me with certainty that he was close. I let go of the hand I'd held wrapped at the base and grabbed both his legs, hardened with muscle from years of running. I moaned as I felt the tip of his dick hit the back of my throat. I opened my eyes again to look at him. I wanted to see his face when he climbed over the edge. He was staring down at me with yellow intense eyes. His hair wet and dripping water down at me. With a grunt and a last shove, Quentin tensed. I felt his cock jolt inside my mouth and rewarded me with his milking juices. His legs trembled slightly under my hands and through our bond, I knew that he was tired and spent. I stood up and snuck inside his embrace sliding my arms around his waist. We stood like this for a little while, letting the water run down our bodies, washing away our sweat.

"Let's get out of the shower so we can have that talk. Besides…" Quentin looked down at me with a half-grin, "…we're using all the hot water," he finished. We stepped out of the shower. I was still drying myself off with a towel when Quentin went over to the sink and came back with something white in one of his hands. It didn't take long before I realised what it was.

“Look,” he said with a guilty expression.

“I’m not going to force you to wear it, but…” he looked down at me with eyes that mirrored my own fear of rejection and hurt. I decided that whatever reason he had for putting me in a diaper, it had been a good one. And with my earlier lack of control, I’d already made a good guess at what that reason was. I looked down at the floor and nodded. I didn’t trust my own voice. He closed the distance between us and took the towel from my hands. He used it to gently dry off the rest of the water on my body. When he finished, he placed both towels on the floor and gestured for me to lie down. I felt more vulnerable lying on my back, ready for him to place a diaper around my waist than I did when I exposed my neck to him. I followed his movement with my eyes as he unwrapped the diaper. The cold air after the warm shower prickled my skin and made me shiver slightly.

"Just lift your hips for me," he said. I followed his instructions and allowed him to slip the fabric under me. He put a hand gently on one hip and applied a faint pressure. I lowered myself onto the diaper. The fabric was soft against my butt. I watched with fascinated eyes as Quentin worked his fingers to wrap the diaper into a snug fit. I wondered for a fleeting moment where he'd learned to do this. My cock responded to his close proximity and twitched inside the soft material. I would be lying to you if I told you that it didn't feel good when my cock rubbed against the softness inside the diaper. My cheeks reddened and I tried desperately to think of something else, not wanting to sport an erection so soon after my last orgasm, and particularly not while I was wearing a diaper. I pressed my hands on the floor, preparing to get up. Before I got that far, Quentin was pressing his lips against mine and I felt his warm body close to my skin. I whimpered. Any thoughts about pushing my erection down were gone from my mind. I could feel the wolf inside me get excited. I couldn't let him take over again. I opened my eyes and broke the kiss with my Alpha. Inside me, my wolf growled in frustration. I pushed him down with an effort. I hoped it would get easier in time. He was not pleased, and I guessed I was going to pay for that later. I placed a hand on Quentin's chest to stop him from advancing again without showing him outright rejection. If his wolf had taken over, it would not be wise to make any sudden movements that might suggest escape. He glanced down at me. The honey-colour had a lighter shade than usual, but he was far from losing control. Quentin sighed and pulled away from me.

“All right. Get dressed, I’ll explain once we have some clothes on.”

"Sit down," Quentin said. He was sitting in his large armchair. It looked tiny in comparison. I took a few steps towards the couch but before I could sit down on the couch, he'd pulled me onto his lap.

"I should've told you about this part sooner, but I was hoping you might be one of the exceptions. You see, when a newly turned werewolf loses control, you're not only losing control of your ability to see right from wrong, violence, and peace… you become entirely primal, allowing all and any pressing needs to happen. Until both your human and wolf parts have aligned and managed to create some sort of balance with each other…” here he paused for a moment, trying to find the right words. He looked at me.

“Well, often you’ll lose control in human form as well”. I shook my head.

“I don’t believe it, I’ve never…” I said and blushed.

“Lost control like that?” Quentin finished for me. I nodded.

"I believe you, pup. I learned it the hard way". He gazed somewhere into the distance, lost in his memory. My ears twitched and I studied his expression. He'd never spoken about his past before. There was something wild in his face. A furrowed line between his brows. A speck of dark black disrupting the golden shine of his eyes. Hurt. Anger. Fear. All expressions and none of them were fleeting across his face at the same time.

"When I woke up from my first turn, I was lying naked in a stranger's house. I knew something was wrong before I opened my eyes. The smell of blood, infection and other bodily fluids tore in my nostrils. When I opened my eyes, death and destruction surrounded me. I…I ran away from there, and I kept running. If someone had found me in that farmhouse…" His eyes had that look that people get when their mind is somewhere far away. I'd known that Quentin had been bitten by a rogue werewolf and that he had been drifting around from city to city for years before he found a pack. But I hadn't known what it meant. He turned his eyes towards mine. Hurt flashed inside my brain, I could barely breathe. I blinked once. When I opened my eyes again, he was looking away from me again. I exhaled and buried my nose into the nape of his neck. I inhaled his musky foresty scent. His pulse beat against my skin. I felt a hand slip underneath my shirt. His pulse beat stronger. Blood rushed to my ears, I heard the pumping sound of the arteries working. His breath seemed suddenly closer. I looked up and met his eyes again. The hurt that had been present only moments ago had almost disappeared, only to be replaced with lusty hunger. He moved his head closer to me. His breath tickled my lips. Underneath me, I could feel Quentin's member growing, even through the fabric and layers the diaper put between us. I tensed as I remembered what I was wearing. Surely, he couldn't be turned on by me as I was now. Had he forgotten I was wearing a diaper? Shame spread throughout me. Quentin's explanation had made me feel slightly better about having to wear one, but years of self-control and societal prejudice still ripped through me. He leaned closer. Before I could protest, his lips had caught mine. I opened my mouth, and an experienced tongue slipped in, gently caressing mine. The gentle caress quickly turned to a battle which I lost almost as fast as it had begun. He devoured my mouth like a starving man. The hand on my back tightened, and nails dug into my skin. My head was spinning and I ground my hips on top of his lap. He let out a growl and cupped my ass with his other hand, pressing the material of the diaper closer to my skin. I gasped and fought my wolf for control. I wanted to protest, to remind Quentin that I was wearing a diaper, but my wolf had already been suppressed several times today. And I wasn't sure I could detain it again.

“Careful…” Quentin’s voice was near guttural, and I could tell he was close to losing control. All I could do in return was to let out a raspy sound from the back of my throat. I’d already lost the fight with my wolf. My second erection that day pressed against the soft insides of the diaper. But the more my wolf gained control of my body, the less I cared about wearing a diaper, and the more I cared about finding a solution for my current need. Need and desire washed over me until it filled every part of my mind. Somewhere in the distance, I could hear a growling. An animalistic raw sound of emotion. I blinked and somewhere at the back of my mind, I realised that I was the one who had made the sound.

“Arthur,” Quentin’s voice pressed through my consciousness. He’d pinned my arms behind my back and I realised my lips were parted in a snarl.

“Arthur,” his voice pressed again, a little more force behind the words this time. I struggled against the restraints his hands provided. It was useless, of course. He wasn’t just stronger than me, he was also far more experienced at using and controlling his wolf. My wolf was furious. It was entirely driven by immediate needs, and right now that need was a hard cock that was trapped behind several layers of fabric. I twisted my body on Quentin’s lap, desperately wanting to break free. A low warning growl escaped Quentin’s throat and a short while later, I felt his breath against my neck. I took a deep breath, and let his scent wash over me. Mate. I tilted my head back and felt his teeth graze the skin on my throat. My dick responded instantly to my vulnerable position and I wanted to press my hips harder against him. Yet, this dance of dominance was something my instinct-driven wolf understood. I whimpered and stopped struggling against his bonds. I felt my wolf slowly relax and release the control back into my hands. Quentin released my throat and moved his head back to gaze down at me. He met my eyes, and I cast mine down to show my submission to him.

“Good boy,” he said and released my arms. I rubbed my wrists and gazed down at red marks forming. Red marks that served as a reminder of who the master in this relationship was. It left me feeling calm and safe. A strange feeling like cotton was filling my mind in the most pleasant way. I lifted my arms and wrapped them around Quentin’s neck and buried my nose in the nape of it again. His arms stroked my back. I could still feel his erection pressing against my backside. I tried my best to ignore it. It didn’t work. He sighed.

“I don’t think it’s a good idea to be…intimate until you’ve gained control of your wolf, Arthur,” Quentin said. I pulled my arms from around his neck and leaned back, ready to protest. He put a finger to my mouth before I could open it.

“I’m not saying we can’t be close, or even that we can’t receive pleasure from one another,” he said.

“But,” I said. My eyebrows pressed together in confusion.

“Look, until you manage to control your wolf, the need to mark our home with your…” he paused for a moment, looking for the right word; “…scent is going to be too strong for you to be able to stop it.” His eyes studied my expression.

“And though I care for you deeply,  Arthur, my furniture is antique…and expensive,” he finished. I grimaced.

“But how long is that going to take?” My mind was reeling with frustration and for a moment I wondered if I’d made a bad decision by agreeing to take the mark.

“Usually, most wolves take a week,” he hesitated before he continued.

"For others…a few, it can take as much as a month," he looked away. A month. The words streamed through my mind. What if I had to wear diapers for a full month? I thought about it, chewing my lip, and decided that I could probably handle the diapers so long as I could sleep with Quentin. My dick ached for his touch. There had to be a way around it. Maybe…I felt my cheeks heat at the thought. I looked down at my lap and saw the tiny tent I was sporting, visible even through all the layers. I decided embarrassment was worth it if I didn't have to be celibate for a month. I gathered some courage to tell Quentin about my idea.

“What if…what if we don’t take it off?” I stole a glance at Quentin. He was watching me. The intensity of his gaze seemed to send sparks down my spine.

“I’m not quite sure what you mean, Pup,” he said. I frowned, trying to find the right words.

“Well, I mean, surely there’s got to be a way that would allow us to be um…intimate…but doesn’t allow my wolf to ruin your precious furniture.” I glanced at him, hoping he wouldn’t chastise me for making fun of him. He opened his mouth, a dangerous glint in his eyes. I quickly opened my mouth and added: “I’m not sure, it’s just…there’s got to be something we can do,” I said. Quentin closed his eyes and took on a thoughtful expression. He was silent for a long while before he spoke, his words coming slowly like he was tasting them as he spoke.

“We’d have to have towels conveniently stacked around the house. Perhaps some plastic sheets…or, I suppose puppy-pads would be more appropriate,” he grinned at his own joke. My cheeks flushed.

“I can’t help that I’m not in control yet,” I muttered. He pulled me into another hug.

“I’m only teasing you, Pup. This happens to almost all of us.” ‘Almost’. He’d said ‘almost’. A feeling of unfairness built up in me. Again, I wondered if I’d done the right thing by taking the mark. The comfort of his arms wrapped around me and his scent in my nose allowed my worry to wash away. I shifted my weight and noticed Quentin’s bulge was still pressing against me. I shifted my hips slightly.

“You don’t give up, do you?” he asked. I grinned and shook my head. He kissed me and I sighed into the sign of affection, letting my body respond to his touches. A welcome hand unbuttoned my jeans and slipped inside, cupping the front of my diaper.

“You’re shameless,” he laughed. I smiled back and pressed myself against his hand. He responded by letting his hand stroke the length of my cock through my diaper.

“Did you even notice that you wet your diaper already?” he asked in that husky voice he got when he was turned on. I saw his nostrils flare, taking in the scent. How could he be turned on by this, a small voice asked at the back of my mind. I knew I should fell embarrassed because of the diaper but my desire to feel his touches, to be close to him, and to feel him inside me was stronger than my embarrassment this time. Then the words registered in my mind. Had I wet myself? How could I have wet myself without even noticing? Surely, if nothing else, then at least the wet diaper would feel uncomfortable against my skin? I shook my head. Quentin was probably just teasing me.

“That’s not right…I…”

“Are you calling me a liar?” Quentin asked. I shook my head again. He pressed the front of the diaper again, making me gasp. I felt it then. As he squeezed, the pressure on the wet diaper pressed liquid out from the material and onto my skin. I felt dirty. Like I had done something that wasn’t allowed. I’m ashamed to admit that it turned me on. There was something about the feeling of the changed texture that felt incredible when it rubbed my cock. Quentin grinned at me, something wicked shining through his eyes. I shook my head.

"No? Good." He leaned in for another kiss, cupped my ass and stood up from the chair. I yelped a little at my sudden loss of gravity and wrapped my legs around Quentin's waist instinctively. I didn't realise where he was taking me, too absorbed in the passionate embrace to notice. When he stopped, I unwrapped my legs from his waist and let myself be lowered to the floor. Excitement ripped through me as I turned around and saw the bed. He threw a towel onto the bed and I wondered when he'd picked that up. Before I could dwell more on the matter, he pushed me down to lie on it. He grinned and grabbed my trousers, still unbuttoned from earlier, and dragged them off me. I could feel my eyes clouding over from unreleased desire. I watched him work, allowed him to remove the rest of my clothes until all that was left was the diaper. I could tell through the bulge in his pants that he appreciated the view, though I had no idea why. I felt exposed and more naked than if I had actually been naked. A hand pressed against the front of the diaper.

“How about we get this off you, hm…? It can’t be very comfortable for you lying there all soggy and wet,” he said. I looked up at him and a tongue flickered out to moisten my lips. I nodded. With careful fingers, he peeled off the tapes on either side of my waist and peeled the front of the diaper down. The smell of urine hit me and warmed my cheeks slightly from embarrassment.

“Did you know that you’re really cute like that?” he asked. I shook my head.

“Like what?”

"Cheeks all flushed and red like a schoolboy talking to his first crush," he said and grinned. This only made me blush more. My blushing didn't stop me from enjoying the view when Quentin started undressing, though. He pulled his shirt up and exposed his muscles with it. I had to focus in order to not start drooling. Muscles that flexed and shifted as he moved. I licked my lips. His eyes met mine and held my gaze, hands traveling down to the waistband of his jeans. His fingers worked agonisingly slowly to unbutton it. My fingers were practically twitching to reach out and rip it open, but I managed to withhold the impulse. He pulled down the jeans and the only thing restraining his cock from standing at full attention, was a layer of cotton. He teased his fingers into the lining and pulled the underwear down at last. My eyes were locked onto his cock. It wasn't more than a few hours since I was choking on it last, but I wanted it again. I wanted to feel it inside me, to fill me up. I wanted him to mark me with his seed. I was leaning on my arms when he finally placed a knee on the bed. He moved slowly, showing his dominance over me with every move. He placed a hand next to mine, making me feel trapped by his body. But it was a trap I'd walked into willingly. His eyes locked onto mine and I felt his hand wrap around my cock. I opened my mouth to protest, to tell him that I wasn't clean, but before I could get that far, I felt his lips on mine and any protest was soon forgotten. He broke our kiss.

“Turn around, Pup,” he said. I complied. This time when my skin touched the fabric of the diaper, I felt it. My own urine, now slightly colder against my crotch. His weight shifted behind me and soon after, the slightly sweet smell of scented lube hit my nostrils. The smell warned me before I felt cold slick liquid pour onto my backside. Warm fingers replaced the coldness and I felt one of them slip inside me. I breathed heavily and clutched the bed covers with my hands. The sensation of his fingers inside me and the naughtiness of lying on a diaper with my own urine was somehow erotic to me. He worked my hole with one finger, stretching me. I moaned with every stroke. There is something about that feeling of having someone else take absolute control of your pleasure. Then he hit it. I lost all my other senses except the ability to focus on the sensation of his finger pushing against the bundle of nerves inside me. I realised I’d let out a loud noise, but I’d lost all ability to care. I pressed back against his hand, wanting him to press against it again. Instead, he slipped in another finger…and then hit the spot. I groaned and dug my cock into the diaper. From somewhere in the distance, I could hear his chuckle. At some point, he’d gotten several fingers inside me, stretching and pulling my entrance to make it compliant. He removed his fingers and I let out a frustrated growl at the emptiness they left. But it didn’t take long before I felt his cock press against my hole. One hand gripped my hip hard as he pushed himself through my entrance. I yelled out into the bedsheets at the force. The rest of my insides shifted to accommodate for his girth. Once inside, he stopped for a moment, allowing me to adjust. I gasped, pleasure and pain washing into one another until I lost the ability to distinguish the two sensations. I groaned and gripped the sheets.

"Q…Quentin," I gasped, and pushed myself back towards him. He was quick to pick up my signal and pulled his hips backwards before slamming his cock back inside me. I could feel him coming closer to the edge through our bond, and part of his pleasure became mine, heightening my own pleasure several notches. With a swift hand, Quentin reached around my body and grabbed my cock. I gasped. As he pushed inside, hitting the bundle of nerves, his hand reached the tip of my cock, letting his fingers slide over it. My senses were overwhelming me. I moaned at his touch, losing myself to the moment. He picked up the pace behind me, ramming his cock up my ass. A warm sensation spread through my body, building up from the pit of my stomach. I became hyper-aware of the tiniest shift of his huge cock inside me. I let out a scream as he hit the bundle of nerves again. My cock spasmed in his hand, the tight ring pulsed around his member. Hot quick squirts of liquid leaked out from the tip of my cock and down into the absorbent diaper fabric. Quentin grunted, pushed himself into me with three hard thrusts and spurted his seed inside me. The hot squirts shot out, his cock straining and pulsing inside me. At that moment, with my body and mind too tired to control, the sound of trickling water hitting something reached my ears. It took me a moment to realise that I was pissing myself. Again. Or, more accurately, I was wetting the diaper under me, sending droplets of urine in all directions around the diaper. Behind me, I heard Quentin's chuckle. I tried to clench to stop the flow, but it was no use. My cock sputtered until my bladder was empty.

“It’s a good thing we took precautions, don’t you think?” Quentin asked. He had just finished washing us both down in the shower for the second time that day, and I was lying on top of a fresh diaper.

“I suppose,” I replied after a few moments. He wrapped the tapes around me before we got dressed and snuggled up on the couch for the remainder of the evening.

A couple of moons have passed since my first shift. I learned to manage the more basic of my needs after about a week…but by then Quentin and I had taken quite a liking to this new fetish roleplay. I hear the door close in the hall and footsteps that quickly approach. As Quentin leans down to get a welcome-home kiss and to check if I’m dry, I relax and release the piss I’ve been holding and let it flow into my diaper.
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My master and I were spending a couple of days apart and I had been told to expect messages with instructions that I needed to follow. I didn’t expect him home until Saturday afternoon, and this was a way for us to make the time spent apart a little more manageable. Ever since my master found out about my diaper fetish, he’d been finding new and increasingly embarrassing situations for me to explore my limits. I was sitting by the keyboard on my computer when a text ticked in from him on my phone. I glanced down at the text.

‘Good morning, little one. I trust you’ve slept well. Pick out a diaper from the pile. Put it on and send me a pic before you start work. You are not allowed a diaper-change without asking permission. They are numbered, so I will know if you cheat.’

Excitement rushed through me as I glanced down at the words. My cock was already stiffening at the thought of wearing the diapers, despite the protests my brain was making at sending pictures that could be used to embarrass me later. The longer I waited, the more I wanted it, and it didn’t take long before all thoughts about consequences were lost somewhere at the back of my mind. I got up to follow Master’s instructions, found the diaper with #1 on it and placed it under me. I loved the feeling of the soft clean diaper under my butt. I closed my eyes and pulled the front up to fasten the tabs at the sides. I suppressed the need to touch myself at the feeling of the diaper against my cock and pulled the tabs to a tight fit. I sat up and a feeling of missing Rick rushed through me. It wasn’t quite the same to do this on my own as when he was bent over me looking at me with teasing eyes, always quick with a remark. And yet, knowing that I was following his orders made it feel like my stomach was filled with butterflies. I shifted and twisted my body to test the fit, then ran my hands along the seams in the legs. Satisfied, I picked up my phone and snapped him a picture. The reply came instantly.

‘Good boy. You’re working from home today?’ I nodded and realised how silly it was to nod to a text and replied.

‘Yes, Sir.’

‘Good. You can wear a t-shirt, but no trousers. One glass of water every half hour.’

‘Yes, Sir.’

‘And one more thing. Text me an hour before you go to lunch.’

‘Yes, Sir.’ I finished and placed the phone on my desk.

I was typing away on my computer, trying to decipher where I'd gone wrong in my coding when the first rush from my bladder hit me. I pressed one hand to my crotch and closed my eyes until the need to relieve myself subsided a little. I was freelancing as a game developer creating app games. It was enough to make life comfortable. My timer went off and interrupted my work to signal that another thirty minutes had passed. Obediently, I got up to fill my glass. The rush of water running from the tap and filling the glass was enough to remind my body of its need to pee. I turned off the tap and stared at the glass before I placed it to my lips and chugged it down. I pulled my shirt down to cover as much of my diaper as possible where I was standing in the kitchen. Our flat was on the third floor, so there wasn't too much of a risk that neighbours would glance in, but our kitchen window didn't have curtains and…well, despite logically knowing that no one will glance in, I still felt vulnerable and exposed in only my diaper. Because... how could I know for certain that no one would manage to sneak a glance in through the window? The water ran down my throat and created more pressure in my belly. Whether that pressure was real or imagined, I'm not sure but I felt a spasm in my bladder nevertheless. I sat back down on my office chair and clutched my cock as if it would help to hold back the flow. It grew harder as the need to pee grew. I picked up my phone to text Rick.

‘I’m about ready to burst. I’m hard, I need to pee, and I miss you xxx’

‘Mmmm, sounds good. I’m in a really boring meeting. Why don’t you show me how much you miss me?’ I snapped a photograph, my raging boner poking a tent in the front of the diaper.

‘My, my, someone’s excited. You wouldn’t even be able to guess the things that I want to do to you right now, little one.’ I rubbed my cock through the diaper while I read his words. Another message ticked in.

‘I want a video as you wet yourself. You can rub yourself through your diapers, but no orgasm…oh and I almost forgot to mention that the gentleman sitting next to me in this meeting has enjoyed watching your pictures before, so be my good boy and put on a good show.’

Available at: https://www.amazon.co.uk/Texting-Diapers-erotic-diaper-adventure-ebook/dp/B075LVZHG7/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1507536295&sr=8-1&keywords=dylan+katana
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Derek stared at the door to the changing room. He didn't want to go in. He put his hand on the handle and pushed it down. He stepped inside the locker room and glanced around. He'd been early, hoping to escape everyone else changing at the same time. He let out a sigh of relief. No one was there. He took off his jeans and rummaged around in his bag to find his soccer shorts. He glanced around self-consciously while his hand was digging through his bag, very aware of his vulnerable situation if someone should choose to come in at this very moment. He found the shorts and quickly stepped into them. He sighed again when he stepped in front of the mirror and he glanced at himself from the side. He tried desperately to see if it was noticeable that he was wearing a diaper. He wasn't sure. He was afraid the diapers might show if someone looked up his shorts, but it was unlikely to happen. He reassured himself that he would be fine, went back to his locker and took out his shoes. With one foot on the bench, he started tying his shoelaces. The door slammed shut behind him. He froze. Then continued to tie his laces with stiff movement.

"Hey, man! Aren't you early?"

"Gordon." He smiled stiffly and focused on tying his shoelaces. He felt a pat on his back and struggled not to panic. He stood up.

"Yea, I figured I’d-“ Gordon was staring at his crotch. Derek glanced down.

"What?" He said anxiously. He laughed nervously and put his hands in front of his crotch. Gordon's eyes narrowed, but he didn't say anything. He turned away and rummaged through his bag to find his change. Gordon shook his head.

“Nothing, nothing. Don’t worry about it. I just thought…” He stopped and shook his head again before laughing. He stripped and got changed into his training clothes. The rest of the team slowly started filling up the space. Derek gulped and bolted for the door.

"Hey, guys I uh, I'm gonna go out on the field. Slowpokes!" He stuck out his tongue and sprinted jogged out the door. Gordon stared after him. He could've sworn he heard crinkling every time Derek moved. He grinned and bent down to tie his shoelaces.

Derek ran laps on the field. He had needed to take a piss since the beginning of practice. For the umpteenth time during the practice, he considered whether or not to let go into the diaper. He tried relaxing to relieve the pain, but it wasn't as easy as it sounded. He bit his teeth together and shook his head inwardly. What was he doing? Wetting himself during practice… He would not do that. He would not do that. He repeated it one more time for good measure. His bladder was giving him a painful tinge. He grabbed his stomach with his hand and winced from the pain. He heard a whistle and turned around to look at coach Franklyn. She was pointing at him.

"Peterson!" She pointed off the track.

"I want a word with you. The rest of you put out cones for a zig-zag pass drill!" Derek sped up to a light jog to where Coach was pointing. Diane was looking at him with a stern look.

"Derek. You're not well, I can see it. I want you to step in the shower and take a break for the rest of the day."

"But coach-"

"No buts.” She put her hands on her hips.

"I really need this, coach." Diane shook her head.

"Look, kid. I can see you're in pain. I can give you a painkiller, but either you rest until you're feeling better or I'm sending you to the nurse." Derek hung his head down. He nodded and started walking towards the locker. Of course, he knew the reason for the pain. He glanced around the room and stepped inside the toilet. He picked up his phone and hovered his fingers in the message box for a moment before he started typing.

‘Sir. I really need to use the restroom.’ He closed his eyes and clicked ‘send’ an instant reply popped up on the screen.

‘Where do little boys pee when they need to use the restroom?’ Derek stared at the question before he replied.

‘They use a diaper, Sir.’

‘That’s right. And what are you wearing?’

‘A diaper, Sir.’

‘Yes, you are. And only little boys wear diapers, don't they?'

‘Yes, sir.’

‘So where do you pee?’ Derek pressed his hand on the front of his diaper. He felt to his terror that he was getting harder. He moved his hand away. If he got hard, he’d never be able to let go.

‘In my diaper, Sir?’

‘Good boy. I want you to send me a picture that tells me how much of a little boy you are.' Derek closed his eyes. He was sitting on the toilet seat. He could imagine he wasn't wearing one and just let go. He pressed and relaxed, trying to release the pressure that had built up inside him. Nothing happened. He touched his hands to his stomach. He winced from the pain. He leaned his head on the door. Still nothing. He stood up and kept one hand on his stomach, the other moved down to the front of the diaper. He closed his eyes again and focused on imagining the toilet being the aim of his piss. He relaxed his sphincter and a spurt of piss immediately hit the inside of the soft tissue…

The full story is available at: http://www.amazon.co.uk/Diapered-my-Teacher-yaoi-novella-ebook/dp/B01DN13PB8/ref=sr_1_2?ie=UTF8&qid=1459425041&sr=8-2&keywords=dylan+katana
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