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He stared at his student's test results. He couldn't quite believe what he was seeing. Derek Peterson, one of the hunks on the soccer team. A student. He was paired up with him. He looked the document over again. He sighed and glanced over at a photograph of himself and another man wearing suits and smiling. He shook his head. He couldn't be paired up with a student. It would cause all sorts of trouble. A knock on the door made him put down the papers. He turned towards his office door. A woman stuck her head in the door. 

"Ah, Diane, come in." Diane grinned from ear to ear. 

"I can't believe it. Guess what, guess what?” She jumped from one foot to another. 

“Gordon's been paired up with me," she blurted out before Sean had a chance to reply. Gordon was the captain on the soccer team. Even the straight male teachers admired the ass on that boy- he corrected himself - man. They were 18 now. Which was the whole reason why he found himself in this mess to begin with. They, like every other institution held tests for their students at the end of the year when they turned 18. They were then ready to enter the world of partnership and would take compatibility tests to map out their preferences and partners that would suit them. 

"That's great, Diane." He glanced back down at the test results. Diane came closer. 

"What's wrong, Sean?” Sean looked back up. He bit his lip. 

"I've been paired up with Derek." Diane's eyes lit up further. 

"Oh, that's great, honey! That means-" 

"I'm not ready." He put the paper back on top of the pile. 

“It’s been two years.” Diane paused and came closer before smacking the back of his head. She sat down on Sean’s desk. 

"You know the tests aren't conclusive. You don't have to marry the guy. You just...have some fun." She glanced down at the paper.  She grabbed it and lifted it up to examine it closer. 

”Sean… This boy's perfect for you." She exclaimed after reading his profile. 

"I never thought the guy would score as submissive," She hummed. 

"Guess I was wrong." She eyed Sean from the corner of her eye. 

"You know…” She glanced back and forth between the paper sheet and the other lecturer before starting again. 

“From the looks of it, he might just be what you're after, Sean. A little boytoy to do as you please with." Sean sighed again and looked at Diane. 

"Well, I don’t really want a boytoy.” He reached out for the paper in Diane’s hand, and snatched them out of her hands.

“But…I can't just leave the poor kid without anything. We all know that once the tests are done, they stay with the partner either until they decide to take a new test or until they decide to be bound." Diane nodded. Sean let out a long sigh before he straightened up in his chair. 

"I better call the kid's parents.” 

Diane laughed and tip-toed out while Sean picked up his phone. 

"Oh, I really do feel a tad bit sorry for him, Sean. I do hope he's ready for this." Sean smiled a small smile back at her and dialed the number on his phone. 

"Hello, this is Mr. Peterson. How can I be of help?" Short and straight to the point. At least it would be a quick call.

"Mr. Peterson, this is Mr. Roliwan calling...” When there was no response at the other end, he continued “Derek's tutor?" 

"Ah, yes, Mr Roliwan,” the man said. 

"I'm calling in regards to your son's test results." 

"Yes?" 

"Yes. He's been matched successfully in the system and will be picked up by the partner today." He didn’t quite know why he didn’t add that he was their son’s new partner. He didn't even know how long he would be. The boy was attractive, that was not a problem. But… 

"Ah, excellent. Thank you for calling, please tell him to send us his new address. And that we wouldn't mind having visits from time to time." Sean could hear him repeat his wife in the background. He nodded, then realised that the father could not hear him nodding and opened his mouth instead. 

“Of course. Thank you for your time and have a lovely day.” He slammed the phone down, gathered the papers and headed for his classroom. 

Derek stared at his test results. ‘Submissive type - Humiliation. More attracted to other males’ He folded the paper quickly and glanced around to see if anyone had seen it. They all seemed engrossed in their own papers. He felt a clasp on his back. He turned to see Gordon. 

"Hey, man. So how'd it go? They find a partner for you?" Derek nodded. 

"Yea, but I don't know which one yet. The announcements are going to be made today." Gordon grinned at him.

"Yea, I know.” Gordon sat down. He leaned closer. 

“Excited?" Derek shook his head. 

"Why the fuck not? This is what we've been waiting for all year!" Derek shrugged. Gordon's expression went from incredulous to suspicious. He grabbed the paper from Derek's hands and unfolded it. 

"Ah. I see." He looked at Derek. 

"I know you have this macho bullshit to live up to from home, but this-“ Gordon pointed at the paper before continuing. 

"This is not something you can run away from." Derek shrugged and looked away. 

"Can I see yours?" Gordon handed him his sheet. ‘Switch with more streaks of dominance - sadomasochism. Bisexual.’  He looked at Gordon. 

"Well, at least you have that going for you." Gordon shrugged. 

“Look, I'm confident in myself. I don't mind being slapped around a little, and I don't mind doing the slapping either. Or… at least that’s what I fantasise about when I-” He moved his hand up and down before extending his fingers in an ‘explosion’. Derek looked away, slightly embarrassed at his friend’s bluntness. 

"Look, it's all easy for you. You're not completely on the sub side of things.” He paused. 

“And you could still be paired up with a woman, so your parents won’t kill you.” Derek finished in a low voice. Gordon shrugged 

“My parents don’t care either way.” Their conversation was cut short when the door opened and revealed Mr. Roliwan. They sat down. Derek followed the lecturer with his eyes. He was a tall man in his late twenties or early thirties. Goosebumps were running up and down his arms every time the lecturer looked in his direction. 

”Class,” he started. 

"I understand that you are impatient today, and I have to admit I won’t mind an early day either.” The class started murmuring. He increased the volume of his voice. 

“Which is why-” He paused to make sure that everyone was silent before continuing. 

“I have decided that after you've been given your partner sheets, you can use the rest of this class to contact them.” A happy murmur spread out throughout the class. Mr. Roliwan called up name after name. Apparently it was not listed alphabetically. Derek watched pupil after pupil disappear out the door until he was the only one left. They were allowed to leave as soon as the sheets were in their hands with all the contact information. Derek thought it was ridiculous to hand the sheets out in the morning. It would have been so much better to do it at the end of the day. Mr. Roliwan looked at him with his clear green eyes. Derek stood up and walked up to him. He swallowed a lump in his throat. He felt his hands being clammy. He grabbed the sheet from Mr. Roliwan and pulled it. Eventually, Mr. Roliwan let go of the sheet. Derek breathed and walked towards the door with the sheet in his hand. 

"Would you mind closing the door, Derek. I need to talk to you." Derek turned around with a confused expression. 

“I suggest you look at the paper in your hand?” Mr. Roliwan pushed his glasses up on his nose. Derek closed the door and leaned against it. He unfolded the paper and looked up at Mr. Roliwan who curled his lips upwards slightly in a small smile. 

”I called your parents this morning to tell them that your new partner would pick you up after the last lecture today.” He smiled apologetically. 

“I’m sorry about this. I’ll make sure you get partnered up with someone new as quickly as possible.“ He shrugged. 

“Until then, you can live with me.” Derek stared at him from the door. He shook his head. 

"No, Sir. I really don't mind. But..." He looked down at his shoes. He felt his cheeks flush 

”If I can say something?” Mr. Roliwan stared at him without blinking, waiting for the rest of the sentence. 

“I actually-”  He didn’t recognise his own voice. He looked up at the teacher from under his bangs. 

“I really find you attractive, Sir.” The words came out in a single breath of air. His heart stopped beating for a moment. Mr. Roliwan’s lips became a thin line. He took four long strides towards Derek and slammed his hands above Derek’s head. Derek swallowed and looked up. 

“S-Sir?” He felt Mr. Roliwan’s hand under his chin and felt it being lifted up towards the older man. Mr. Roliwan leaned closer. His lips hovered so close to Derek’s that he felt every breath against his skin. 

“I am not an easy man, Derek. My tastes are somewhat…eccentric.” Derek tried pushing his head forwards to seal the kiss with the other man. Mr. Roliwan pushed back. 

“Nah-uh. If you want to get involved with me, Derek, there are certain things you might not want. I will push you to your limit.” Mr. Roliwan pressed his body against Derek. Derek gasped as he felt their groins pushing together. He felt himself starting to grow.  

“And over it.” Derek drew a shaky breath. 

“I want you, Sir. I want all of it.” Mr. Roliwan put a finger on his lips. 

“I want you to be absolutely sure about what you say yes to, boy.” The older man grabbed Derek’s hips.

“Ah.” Derek’s eyes flew open at his own moan. Mr. Roliwan’s lips gave fluttering kisses along Derek’s jaw until they reached his ear. 

“Unzip my jeans, Derek.” Derek’s hands flew down to the front of the teacher’s trousers. His hands were shaking. He unbuttoned the top and grabbed the zipper. He drew a shaky breath and stared at the movement, hypnotised by it. Mr. Roliwan closed his eyes, leaned his hand on the wall next to Derek’s head. He looked down. Then whispered into Derek’s ear again. 

“Take my cock out.” Derek’s hands were still shaking as he carefully placed his fingers on the lining of the older man’s underwear. He pulled it down slightly and brought one hand inside the man’s trousers. He wrapped his hand around his cock. His eyes widened. He pulled it out. He let out a deep breath. A huge cock hung limply over the lining. Mr. Roliwan wrapped his hand around his member. 

“Now, boy. This is the time to speak up if you don’t want this.” Mr. Roliwan tilted his head back and examined the younger man. He smiled. 

“You’re going to stand still right there-” He leaned closer to Derek’s ear. 

“-and take my piss as I gush it over your crotch.” Derek felt his breath quicken. He gasped and felt himself grow harder. He moaned as he felt the lips touch his own. He started moving his arms to touch the man. Mr. Roliwan broke the kiss. 

“No. Hands flat behind you.” Derek placed his palms against the flat surface of the door. He took a deep breath. Mr. Roliwan bent his head and looked down at his cock. Derek followed his gaze. The big red flesh was aiming straight at his own crotch. A stream of yellow piss erupted from the head. He closed his eyes. The warmth was spreading through his crotch. His own member was throbbing on the inside of his trousers. Trapped against the cage that was his jeans. The flow stopped. Mr. Roliwan stepped back and looked at him. 

“Well, look at you. You’re full of piss like a little boy who just wet himself.” Derek opened his mouth. Mr. Roliwan’s stared at Derek’s crotch. He smiled. 

“You little pervert. You’re hard, too.” He tucked his cock back into his trousers. 

“I know just what to do with little boys who wet themselves.” Derek wanted to protest. He hadn’t actually wet himself and Mr. Roliwan knew that. 

“Take off your jeans. And your underwear.” Derek followed the instructions. The wet clothes lied in a pile on the floor. 

“Lock the door and go over to lean over my desk, Peterson.” 

“Yes, Sir.” Derek followed Mr. Roliwan with his eyes. The teacher walked over to his by the blackboard. He opened it and took something out. He placed the items next to Derek. Derek’s eyes were bulging when he realised what the white item on the desk was. He turned around to look at the teacher. He felt his ass sting with a smack. He let out a yelp and felt his dick smack against the surface of the desk. Mr. Roliwan reached for the baby-wipes and shortly after Derek felt the wet cloth against his skin. 

“Do you not think it fair that you wear diapers if you wet yourself, Derek?” Derek looked at the surface of the desk. 

“I…well, Sir. I didn’t really wet myself.” The teacher smiled and grazed his teeth over Derek’s neck. 

“Are your clothes not full of piss?” 

“Yes, Sir, but-“               

“Then surely, that is a sign that you wet yourself?” Derek felt another wipe caress his dick. He moaned. 

“Oh, someone’s enjoying himself.” Derek let out another shaky breath. 

“Spread your legs.” Derek did as instructed. He saw Mr. Roliwan grab the white object and heard the rustling from the diaper being unfolded. He felt the fabric being fitted under him. 

“Turn around, boy.” He did as instructed. Mr. Roliwan’s hands were on him in seconds and lifted him up to sit on the desk. The teacher reached his arms around him and grabbed the fabric from the other side. He held up Derek’s t-shirt and grabbed the front of the diaper, fastening the tapes from the back. Derek gasped when the fabric touched his cock. He shuddered and his vision grew cloudy. Sean leaned close to Derek and kissed his neck. Derek let out a moan when he felt the older man put pressure on his cock. He started grinding himself onto the hand. Lips meeting lips. 

"You're a horny little boy, aren't you?" Sean smiled at the younger man. Derek moaned back and kissed the other man back. He felt himself erupting into the diapers. He blushed at Mr. Roliwan. 

"Awww...did you make your diapers a little sticky?" He smiled. 

"It's a good thing we put you in those diapers, then… isn't it?" Derek looked away, embarrassment and guilt flooding over him. Sean placed a hand under Derek's chin and kissed him. 

"You are so fucking sexy right now, you know that?" Derek shuddered. He shook his head a little.

"You want proof? Here's your proof." Sean grabbed Derek's hand and led it to Sean's crotch. Derek's eyes widened. He felt the dick throb with each heartbeat. He kept his hand placed over Derek's until the younger man started rubbing experimentally outside Sean’s trousers. Only then did he let go. 

"Take it out and suck it like a bitch." Derek slid off the desk and landed on his knees in front of his teacher. He stared up at him. Mr. Roliwan grabbed his cock and slapped Derek in the face with it. 

"Come on, little boy. Aren't you hungry?" Derek nodded. He opened his mouth and lapped at the head of the cock. He batted his eyelashes upwards, questioning his moves. A shaky breath from his teacher worked as encouragement. He grew bolder and placed his mouth lips around the dick while flicking his tongue around it. He felt a hand grab a tusk of his hair and looked up, his eyes full of question. 

"Oh, fuck yes. That's hot." Derek pulled his head back and tried swallowing more of Mr. Roliwan's cock on his second go. He didn't even manage to get half the cock in. It was massive. He felt Sean’s hand running through his hair and yelped. The vibrations from his throat made the older man moan and thrust his hips forwards. Derek leaned into the touch and tried to keep up with the sucking at the same time. After he'd kept going for some time, Mr. Roliwan pulled his cock out of Derek's mouth and started stroking himself frantically. 

"Open your mouth." Derek complied. 

"That's it, that's it. Oh, good boy." Derek jumped back a little when the first shot hit his mouth. He felt the hand keep him in place and tried his best to keep his mouth open. The dick was shoved back into his mouth and he felt the rest of the seeds spur down the back of his mouth. Derek was pulled up by Mr. Roliwan into a lazy, sloppy kiss. Mr. Roliwan pulled back and looked down at Derek. He smirked. 

"I think we better get you some trousers." Derek instinctively pushed his hands in front of his crotch and blushed. 

"Do you have a change with you?" Derek nodded weakly. 

"I've my soccer gear with me." Mr. Roliwan grinned. 

"Excellent." Derek bit his lips and looked at the older man. 

"But-“ He looked down. He was once again grabbed and pulled to look into Mr. Roliwan's eyes. 

"But what?" 

"But won't the-” Derek swallowed and looked to the side. His voice was failing him. He looked up and opened his mouth again.

“-the diaper…” It came out as a mere whisper. He gulped and gathered the last bit of courage to speak.

“-be very visible underneath my soccer shorts?" Mr. Roliwan grinned. 

"Possibly. But that's your problem, not mine. You can, of course strut around without anything to cover up the diaper at all. But I assume that is not something you want?" Derek shook his head. He was spun around by the stronger man and a light tap on his butt made him jump slightly. 

"Well, step to it." Derek walked over to his desk and bent down to rummage through his bag. 

"Nice view." Derek felt his cheeks redden, but at least this time he didn't give the teacher the satisfaction of seeing his blush. He pulled out his white soccer shorts and pulled them over his legs. To Derek, the bulge seemed so obvious. The older man stepped behind him and pulled his arms around him. 

“Don’t worry. It’s fine. I’ve got a plastic bag in one of my drawers, put your wet clothes in that and put them on the bottom of your bag. No one will notice.” He pulled the younger man around to face him again. 

“OK?” Derek nodded and bit his lip again. He looked up and leaned in for a chaste kiss. Mr. Roliwan walked over to the door and unlocked it. 

“You should probably move on to your next class, Peterson.” Derek nodded. As he was passing his teacher through the door, the older man leaned down close to his ear. 

“Text me if you have an accident in your new diapers… and remember little boys don’t get to use the toilet.” Derek took the piece of paper that Mr. Roliwan was handing him and pocketed it. He looked at the man with huge eyes.

“I also want you to text me if you need to use the bathroom, and I want picture proof of any accidents.” Derek nodded. 

“Good boy.” Mr. Roliwan smacked the young man’s butt. Derek gasped. The sound was like a magnifier in his ears. If anyone walked passed, he was sure they’d notice the unnatural sound that pad made? 

Sean watched his pupil disappear down the hall and stepped inside the classroom again. He let his gaze wander around the classroom. Sean stepped over to his desk and pulled out a baby wipe from the box that was still on the desk. He wiped down the surface and put the box back in his bag. He pulled his bag over his shoulder and stepped out of the classroom. He stepped into his office and sat down on his office chair where he continued to ponder on the day's events. The day had been short thus far, but the things that had happened between receiving the notification from the system and now. He glanced at his watch. One hour he'd spent with the boy. He heard a knock on his door and looked up, torn from his thoughts. Diane stuck her head inside with a grin on her face. She stepped inside his office without waiting for an invitation. She closed the door before she dropped a bag of soccer balls on the floor next to it. 

"How are we feeling?" Sean took off his glasses, leaned back and rubbed his face. When he looked up, a concerned Diane was resting on his desk. His face broke into an easy smile, and he saw her relax. 

"It went well, then? The two of you are getting along?" Sean nodded. 

"I think so." Sean looked at a photograph on his desk. He tilted it to face down on his desk. Diane lifted an eyebrow, but did not mention it. 

"Have you spoken to your match yet?" Diane grinned, then broke out in a laugh. 

"Spoken? Oh honey, there wasn't much speaking going on, I'll tell you that!" Sean met her smiling eyes with his. 

"I thought I spotted a limp when you walked in my door." She stuck out her tongue at him. She brought a hand in front of her and studied her nails theatrically. 

"I'll have you know, he's a very healthy kinky, young man." 

"How did his parents take it?” Diane looked down at her shoes, which seemed to have become extremely fascinating all of a sudden. 

"Well...they'll know...in time." Sean shook his head. 

"Well, it's not like I'm much better." Both of Diane's eyebrows flew towards the ceiling this time. 

"Really? You? I don’t believe it. You’re actually…The impeccable Sean Roliwan embarrassed?" Sean leaned back in his chair. He waited a moment before he replied. 

"Well...I know of his parents...his father is quite...conservative. He is still of the old ways. He doesn't quite approve of the new system unless they conform to the old standards." Diane's expression turned grim and she nodded. 

"I don't really know much about Gordon's parents." Her eyes glazed over, Sean was sure she was referring to her earlier comment. Not much talking, indeed… Sean picked up a book from his desk and swatted it at Diane. 

"Go! Call them. Begone foul witch!" The book hit hear playfully with each syllable. She cackled and stood up from his desk. 

"Fine, fine. But be nice. Oh, and pleeease give me the gory details. But now, I've got soccer with the boys." She grinned and lifted a sack of soccer balls over her shoulder. When she stepped outside, Sean flipped the frame back up to stand on his desk. He wrapped his hand around it and picked it up. He smiled sadly at the handsome figure that was smiling back at him from inside the frame. 

A text popped up on Sean’s screen fifteen minutes later. 

Diane:‘Is that what I think it is underneath Derek Peterson’s soccer shorts?’ He put his cell down on the desk without replying. A new text arrived. 

Diane: ‘Sean Roliwan you dirty, dirty motherfucker.’ He smiled to himself before he turned back to try and get some work done. 

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 shoe laces. 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 shoe laces. 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 around 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 shoe laces. 

Derek ran laps on the field. He had needed to take a piss since 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 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. As quickly as it had started, it stopped. He moaned in agony. He breathed and tried to relax again. This time the stream flowed longer. He looked down. The diaper was swelling so quickly he could easily see it through the soccer shorts. He desperately tried stopping the flow before it would become too visible, but it was too late. The flow was already running at full speed. It eventually slowed down to a small trickle before it finally stopped. He pulled down the shorts and brought out the camera on his phone. His dick was growing inside the wet fabric trying to impress his teacher from its cage. He switched the angle so the wetness indicator on the diaper was clearly visible and sent the picture to Mr. Roliwan. A reply showed up on his screen. 

‘Good boy.’ Derek sat back down on the toilet seat. He flinched at the squelching sound from the diaper when he sat down. He hid his face in his hands. He shifted his weight. The fabric was now completely different from the soft feathery touch it had earlier. Now, the granules that made the diaper absorbent had made the material soggy, and it clung to his skin. In horror, he realised that his dick had grown hard. 

‘If you come to my office, I’ll give you a change and help you take care of that extra problem…since you were so good and followed my instructions.’ The words on the screen did not help his current predicament. Derek pulled up his shorts again and put his hand on the door handle. He hesitated for a moment before he opened the door. He stepped out and prayed that none of his team mates would have gotten back from practice yet. He grabbed his bag and flung it over his shoulder. He heard the door open behind him and sped up his walk. Easy chatter came from behind him, he rushed out the door and hurried along the corridor before anyone had a chance of calling after him. He glanced up and down the hall while he walked with quick steps towards Mr. Roliwan’s office. His heart was racing in his chest, he expected to meet someone at the end of every corner. He felt the diaper sag further down towards gravity with each step. His cheeks were burning with shame. He tried to pull up the diaper discretely by fisting the lining through his pockets and keep a steady pull on them. 

“Mr. Peterson!” A voice called from down the hall. 

“Mr. Saunders. I-” Derek turned around and smiled tightly at the professor.

“I’m sorry, I can’t talk right now!” He yelled over his shoulder and sped up his pace. He stopped in front of mr. Roliwan’s office door and knocked. 

“Come in.” He opened it. The man behind the desk smiled at him.  

“Take off your shorts, Derek.” Derek swallowed, closed the door and pushed down his shorts. 

“Good boy. Now come here and sit on my lap so I can feel how wet you are.” Derek walked over to Mr. Roliwan and climbed onto his lap. 

"There's a good boy.” Derek felt his teacher's hand stroke the fabric. He felt the hard-on the older man was sporting through the fabric. He ground his hips toward the older man from instinct. The wetness of the diaper worked as a moisturiser. He heard it squelch with every movement he made with his hips. The sound was embarrassing and arousing at the same time. He bit his lips and blushed. The desire in the older man's eyes burned when he caught them. He leaned closer to Mr. Roliwan to kiss him. Mr. Roliwan grabbed Derek's head and pulled him closer. He elicited a moan when their lips met. 

"You can only come in your diapers, Derek, remember?" Derek nodded. 

"Good." He moved his had to feel the front of the diaper. It was so full of Derek's piss from holding it in for so long. He moaned into the touch. 

"I'm going to fuck that little ass of yours today." Derek ground his hips harder, pushing his crotch into the older man like his life depended on it. 

"Get up." The change in tone was sudden. Derek climbed off the teacher's lap and was pushed forwards over the desk within minutes. He felt the lining of his diaper being pushed down slightly and felt the thick cock slide between his ass cheeks. Mr. Roliwan grunted and continued to grind his cock in the space between Derek's ass cheeks until Derek felt bursts of seed shoot down and hit his lower back. His cock was begging for attention. Mr. Roliwan turned him around. 

"Do you want to come?" Derek nodded. 

"Then hump my leg." Derek flung his arms around the teacher's neck for support and carefully placed his diapered crotch over Mr. Roliwan's thigh before he started grinding himself back and forth. It felt as though his dick was going to explode any moment. 

"I'm sorry to disturb, but-" Derek looked at the door where a grinning Miss Franklyn stood. The surprise of being caught was what pushed him over the edge. He shot his warm seed into the already soaked diaper and felt his energy drain away from him. Mr. Roliwan caught Derek with his strong arms and Miss Franklyn put a hand to her mouth to stifle her giggle. She turned her back to them to give them some privacy while Mr. Roliwan tucked away his dick. Mr. Roliwan coughed and Diane turned around. Derek was very aware of his still vulnerable state next to the neat looking man. He felt his body burning under her gaze. 

“Well, that explains your stomach pain.” Mr. Roliwan looked up at Miss Franklyn. 

“Excuse me?” He looked back down at Derek who writhed slightly under his examining stare. 

“I saw he was suffering some stomach cramps during practice, but I would have noticed that diaper if it was full.” The lie trickled over her lips. Of course she’d seen the padding around the young man’s rear. Mr. Roliwan’s eyes narrowed, still focused on Derek. 

“Did you hold yourself on purpose? You can get kidney problems from that. I will deal with you later.” He turned to Miss. Franklyn, who smiled. 

“I was just wondering if he was all right. Turns out he’s more than fine, so I’ll um…” She smiled again. 

“I’ll leave the two of you alone, and …um…have fun.” She winked and closed the door behind her. Derek felt like he wanted a hole to open up in the ground and swallow him whole.  

Sean had sent him to class with a red bottom and a clean diaper. Derek slunk down in his seat on the back row, wincing slightly from the pain. Well, sting more than pain really. He was happy for once that he had extra padding to keep his bottom from the hard surface of the chair. He looked up at the teacher of the class this morning. Sean caught his eye and raised an eyebrow before turning his head towards the blackboard. Derek looked down on his papers in front of him. He'd no fucking idea what was going on during the rest of the session. He stared firmly down at his papers. Before he'd gone to the classroom, Sean had made him drink a whole bottle of water. He was still feeling slightly nauseated from the fullness of the water. He'd felt the liquid squelch around in his stomach when he moved. He shifted. And now he was paying for it. He had to pee. Bad. He looked around the room. He really tried holding it back. He really did. He closed his eyes. Fuck. It was just gushing out. He had absolutely no control of it. A small irrational voice was starting to panic that the diaper wasn't going to be able to hold in all the liquid. He desperately pressed his legs together, hoping they would help. But the floodgates continued streaming into the diaper with an alarming haste. He sighed and slunk further down into his seat, hoping that no one would notice. The noise rang too loud in his own ears that it seemed a near impossibility that no one else would notice that water fall. He glanced at his classmates. They were all busy watching the teacher and scribbling down their stuff on their notepads. Derek bent down over his own notepad and pretended to scribble. Absentmindedly his left hand rested on his crotch. He felt the swelling. There was no way that would go unnoticed. Why was he wearing such a large diaper at school? Crap. He stared at the blank note sheet in front of him. He was getting an erection. When had that become the norm? Ah, yes, he thought about the events that had taken place in the last few hours- Shit, had it only been a few hours? He thought back. Then decided it was a bad idea feeding his erection with more material. He thought about the spanking session earlier. He leaned closer to the table and removed his hand, only just realising where his hand was placed. He shook his head at his own stupidity and tried shifting his focus to the class. He gave up. He started doodling on the paper in front of him. When the alarm bell rang to signal the end of the day, a flood of relief washed over him. Derek slowly packed his things into the bag and watched the people around him leave. He looked up at Sean. Then looked down again blushing while the lecturer approached him. 

"Did I see someone have an accident in my class?" he asked. Derek's eyes widened in panic and he quickly turned his head around to scan the classroom. The last person was just heading out the door. His heart felt like it stopped beating for a second. They kept walking. He let out a sigh. He looked up at the lecturer again before nodding under slightly closed eyelids. Sean bent down and lifted Derek's chin. He leaned his lips close to his ears. 

"It's OK, you're my good little boy, aren't you?” Derek nodded. Sean pushed Derek’s chin away and smiled at him. 

"Let's get you home so we can give you a change, shall we?" Derek nodded. He wanted to ask for a change straight away, but was afraid of the consequences. He stood up and followed the older man. Immediately after standing up, he felt gravity pulling the heavy diaper downwards toward the earth. Derek was blushing. He grabbed his jacket and started praying for the first time in his life that the jacket reached his butt. Sean grabbed Derek's hand and gave him a slight pull all the way to his vehicle. 

They entered Sean's apartment. It was a light and airy apartment. Derek felt the diaper squeeze into his skin, his jeans making sure that it was really pressing his privates. He didn't want to admit it, but he actually thought it felt pretty nice. He looked at Sean and followed him into the bedroom. 

"Sit on the bed, if you would please. I'll go get a change for you." He smiled and kissed him on the forehead as Derek sat down on the bed. He looked around. The bedroom was huge. He closed his eyes in anticipation, wanting Mr. Roliwan's hands on his body again. He wanted the older man to give him a change, to rub his hands over him, to touch him indecently. He heard footsteps approaching and looked up. Sean was standing in the doorway looking ravishingly sexy with his crooked smile, a diaper in one hand and a pack of baby wipes balancing on top of a towel in the other hand. He came closer and pushed Derek back onto the covers of the bed. Derek felt Mr. Roliwan's knee press up to his crotch and gave a sigh. He felt himself growing inside the soft, and soggy material that was covering his lower body. He gasped. The old man placed the material next to him on the bed and grabbed his wrists over Derek's head. He leaned close to his mouth and hovered. Derek's eyes fluttered and looked at his mouth hypnotised. Derek leaned closer to catch the lips from Sir. He pulled back. 

"Uh-uh. Say please." 

"Please?" 

"Please what?" 

"Please, Sir?" 

"I still don't know what you want, little one." 

"Please kiss me.” Sean raised an eyebrow. 

“Sir." 

"Good boy." Mr. Roliwan muttered before he covered Derek's lips with his own, biting down on the plump bottom lip of the younger male. He stuck out a tongue, and desperate lips parted for him, giving him access. A long moan escaped the young man and he bucked his hips to meet Mr. Roliwan's leg which was still pressing firmly on Derek's crotch. Mr. Roliwan pulled back and moved one hand down to rub on the outside of Derek's crotch. He moaned. He was hard. They both were. Derek's eyes travelled to the huge bulge visible in his teacher's trousers. His eyes widened hungry. He tried reaching for the cock with hungry hands, but was reminded of his lack of freedom when his wrists were pressed harder down into the mattress. He moaned and buckled again. With his free hand, Mr. Roliwan started unbuttoning his trousers and slowly slid his boxers down, revealing his coke can-thick veined pink cock. He grinned. Then he turned Derek around. He pulled down Derek's diaper and spat on his hand. Derek felt the fingers of the old man rubbing his spit around Derek's ass hole. He whimpered into the pillow. He pressed against the fingers. His world stood still for a moment as he felt the fingers slide inside him. Well, finger, singular for now. It didn't hurt. He had experimented with his own fingers in the past, but it was nothing like it when he felt someone else's fingers touching him back there. He moaned into the pillow and humped his hips forwards, pressing his cock into the soggy material surrounding it. 

"There's a good boy. You want another finger?” Derek could only moan in response. He felt another finger enter him and completely lost himself to the sensation. He felt another session of spittle end up on his ass and being rubbed inside. After a while, the fingers stopped. He looked backwards, but his head was quickly stuffed back in place. He felt something cold and slick hit his entrance. Then the fingers returned, stroking and probing at his hole, making sure as much as possible of the liquid seeped inside him. The fingers were replaced by something slightly bigger. He guessed it was a small anal toy from the stiffness. He started meeting the thrusts of his teacher's hand with his hips while he moaned. 

After a long while with this, the toys getting slightly bigger every time, the last toy finally disappeared and was replaced by something quite larger. He moaned into the pillow. His teacher chuckled into his ear as he lubed himself up and pushed himself at the entrance. He slid the tip in slowly. The young man underneath him moaned and started pressing his hips back, hungry for his meaty cock. He slammed home in one go and the young man screamed. His vision went white for a split second, and he realised that he'd spilled his seed into his diaper. The combination of being fucked with toys for so long, edging himself by humping his diaper on the mattress and then finally feeling the cock inside him made him make one creampie inside the diaper. He gasped for breath, and felt his tense muscles clamp down around the huge girth of the cock. Then Mr. Roliwan started slamming into him mercilessly. Derek couldn't care less. Finally spent, he was in a state of post-orgasmic bliss. Soon after, he could feel Mr. Roliwan shoot his sperm inside his ass before pulling out again. Mr. Roliwan rolled off him and kissed his shoulder. He was breathing hard and closed his eyes. Then he sat up, no they both fell asleep before any diaper change was made. They both dozed off into a light post-orgasmic sleep. 

Derek woke up from the light slumber and realised he had to pee again. Nervous, he glanced to his side to see if his teacher was awake. He opened his eyes lazily and smiled at Derek. Derek looked down into the pillow and muttered something unintelligible. He felt a hand touch his shoulder. 

"What was that, sweetie?" He pulled his face away from the pillow and looked at his teacher, his facial expression pained. 

"I really, really have to pee, Sir." Mr. Roliwan smiled and touched the diaper. 

"Ah. Get up from the bed." Derek did as instructed. 

"Take off those jeans and put them over there." He pointed a finger at a corner of the room. Derek followed the instructions. He felt silly standing in the middle of the floor in knee-length football socks, a t-shirt and a soggy diaper. 

"Now I think we both know how this goes by now, don’t we?” Derek glanced to the side. 

“Wet yourself like the little boy you are, Derek." 

"But." Derek touched the diaper self-consciously. 

"But the diaper will leak, Sir." Mr. Roliwan smiled at the worried teenager. 

"Little boys don’t worry about such things, do they?” He answered his own question. 

“No, of course they don’t, they just wet themselves whenever they have to go, something you’ve demonstrated quite well lately. Go on.” Derek closed his eyes and concentrated on letting go. It was difficult with the older man looking at him. He could feel the stare through his closed eyelids. There. A trickle started from the tip of his penis and leaked into the diaper. He was sure it wouldn’t hold. He was right. He felt the pee trail down his inner thigh. First flowing over the leak protection, ironically, and then make its way down his legs. He scrunched his eyes together and clenched his fists. It was like he tried to relieve himself and hold back at the same time. He gave up and surrendered to the feeling of blissful release. He felt the pressure subside and looked down to find himself standing in a small puddle of his own making on the floor. Mr. Roliwan stood up and approached him. He was shaking his head. 

"Tsk, tsk. Look what you've done. You really couldn't hold yourself, could you?” Derek bent his head in shame. 

"You're such a little boy. Maybe these diapers aren't thick enough for you." Mr. Roliwan grinned at him. Derek looked up with huge blue eyes. 

"Well, how about you jump in the shower and clean yourself, and then I'll take care of the mess you've made, hm?" He asked. Derek nodded. 

"Just let me take these off you first." Mr. Roliwan moved to unfasten the tapes on the diaper. 

"Oh my, this is really heavy." He grinned. 

"Bathroom's that way." He looked down at Derek's feet. 

"Better take those off, too." Indicating at his wet socks. Derek bent down and pulled off his socks before he went to the bathroom to shower.When he came out of the shower, he stepped into the bedroom again to find a bigger diaper waiting for him. His eyes rounded. 

"Come on." Mr. Roliwan patted the bed. Derek sat down and leaned back to lie down. He watched Mr. Roliwan unfold the diaper and lifted up his hips to accommodate him when he moved the material to slide it underneath Derek’s butt. The feeling was welcome after the previous feeling of the soggy diaper. The older man closed the dick inside the diaper, trapping the already growing erection. Derek was slightly embarrassed about his attraction to this act. Since when did he enjoy being diapered? He hadn't even fantasised about that before. The teacher pressed down his hand on the front of the diaper, and Derek's cock made a happy twitch. Then he grabbed Derek's hands to help him sit up. His legs were forced apart by the thickness of the diaper. He stood up and felt ridiculous when he started to walk to follow Mr. Roliwan. He waddled after his teacher. 

"Um. Sir." He turned around. 

"I'm...a little cold,” Derek offered as an explanation for his interruption. Mr. Roliwan looked the boy up and down, then turned and went to search for something in a closet. He offered a pyjama set with dinosaur prints to Derek. Derek stretched out his hand and pulled on the top, before putting one leg after the other into the pyjama bottoms. He caught a glimpse of himself in a long mirror. The clothing was very tight and the diaper bulge very visible. A redness spread from his neck to his ears making him look more ridiculous. 

Derek woke up slightly confused at his surroundings. He glanced around the room and looked to his side. There was a man lying next to him. He turned his head back to stare at the ceiling. What had happened yesterday? He played the day on repeat in his head. Ah. Yes, of course. The man next to him was of course Mr. Roliwan. He looked back at him. He seemed to be sleeping. There was a strange feeling in his nether regions. His cock was raging hard with his morning wood. The cock was feeling trapped in a silken fabric. He writhed. He was wet. It dawned on him as he shifted. He felt a hand move along his upper body. 

“Good morning." The gruff drawl of his teacher’s voice made him turn his head to see Mr Roliwan smiling at him. He closed his eyes and felt her hand rub against the fabric of his diaper. He gasped.

"Well, someone's excited in the morning, isn't he?" His grin grew wider. Sean rolled over and pinned him to the mattress. Then bent down to kiss Derek. He ground himself on top of his diaper and moaned. He kept kissing him and grinding himself on him until Derek came. He stopped grinding immediately and a smiled slowly creeped throughout his face. 

"My, my. Already?" He blushed.

“I… think it's time for breakfast.” Derek blinked confused at the sudden change of topic. He sat up and swung his legs over the edge of the bed. He glanced down at his bulging diaper, no longer hidden under the cover. 

"Oh, wow. It's a good thing we put that protection on you, isn't it?” Sean grinned at him. Derek swallowed audibly. 

"Now, this should be able to take more bursts from your bladder, so I think we'll have breakfast first, and then we'll give you a change before we head out.” Derek swallowed and his eyes rounded. 

"I have to wear them to outside?” He pleaded with his eyes. Sean looked at him. 

“Would you rather wet your pants without protection?” Derek shook his head. 

“No, but-“

"No, I didn't think so." He smiled down at him and kissed him again before he released his arms. Sean smiled to himself while he prepared the breakfast. He reached up for the tea shelf and brought down two boxes. His smile grew wider as he poured a small tea spoon of powder in the tea infuser along with the tea. He glanced at the young man to make sure that he was not watching. Then he poured the water into the cup, placed it in front of Derek and made himself a cup. A few moments later, he placed their food on the table. He watched closely while the young man sipped his tea during the meal and hid his smile behind his own cup. 

"How about we get you into a nice, fresh diaper?” Derek nodded and made his way to the bedroom while Sean opened the closet containing all the diapers. He looked over them before he took down a pile of small, but less bulky diapers and carried them to Derek's patiently waiting figure. He smiled down at the boy before pushing him down on the bed. He kept his hand on the boy's chest and slid over him, placing a knee between his legs. Derek gasped. He smiled down at the younger male. He leaned closer and kissed him while his hand moved down to Derek's padded crotch. He squeezed. 

"Don't get too excited. I'm not going to let you come again this morning." Derek nodded and took shaky breaths. He thought it was easier said than done while the more experienced man touched him. 

Sean's dick was hard and throbbing. The younger man looked at him through half-closed eyes filled with lust. Sean wanted him. He looked at the boy and grabbed his hand. He led it down to the front of Sean's boxers.

“Rub it.” Sean’s command was low, but there was no doubt about the power he commanded. It took everything he had not to erupt straight away. He willed himself not to move as the younger man hesitantly explored his cock. He felt Derek’s fingers growing bold enough to venture inside the boxers. Sean took a sharp intake of breath. His willpower had entered its last stage. He felt his hips start to thrust into the younger man's hand. He moaned and bent down to meet Derek’s lips with his own. He nibbled the lower lip and was rewarded with a moan. He buried his face in the crook of Derek’s neck, no longer caring whether the hand was still wrapped around him or not, so long as there was friction to release him of his increasingly desperate hunger for release. He grunted and bit down. His ecstasy flooding over the front of Derek's diaper. He kissed the younger man on the lips and slumped down beside him until his breath slowed down. 

He rustled Derek’s hair with a lazy hand before sitting up. He sighed to gather courage and stood up from the bed, walked over to the drawer and brought the pack of baby wipes out. He cleaned himself off quickly before gently unwrapping the strips on the side of the diaper to reveal an erect cock.

“You’re soaked.” 

Sean grinned down at the blushing boy. 

"I'm sorry." Sean smiled. 

"It's Ok. That's what these are for, isn't it?" He drew the old diaper out from under Derek and slid a new one in its place before folding the old one together into a neat triangular shape. He kept the front side of the diaper pressed over Derek's penis so as to prevent any sudden bursts of liquid from protruding outside of the diaper. He expertly folded the tapes closed on the sides and looked at the boy's face. He had closed his eyes, but whether it was due to embarrassment or arousal was difficult to tell. Sean brushed his hand over Derek's diapers making the young man’s eyes flutter. 

“Let’s get dressed, shall we?” 

Derek wriggled in his seat, Sean could see a small smile on his face and moved his hand to press it on the front of the new clean diaper before he started the car and started driving. An hour later, they stopped in front of a restaurant. 

”We're here." Sean smiled at Derek who was now wearing new jeans they’d picked up at a store half an hour earlier. Derek bit his lips, and opened his door. Sean smiled while he stared at the padded bottom exiting the car. It was hardly visible underneath the new jeans. Sean got out of the driver's seat and stepped over to Derek. He drew him close for a kiss and whispered in his ear. 

"Don't worry, sweetheart. They're hardly visible." Derek nodded into the crook of Sean's neck and grabbed his t-shirt. He leaned his head backwards and Sean pulled him closer (if possible) for a kiss. He grabbed Derek's hand and led him inside the restaurant. He smiled at the waiter. 

"Table for two, please." The waiter smiled pleasantly back and grabbed a couple of menus before walking them to a table in one of the corners. Sean sat down and smiled at Derek. 

"Would you like me to take drink orders, sir?" The waiter asked. 

"I think we'll just have a carafe with water, if you could, please.” The waiter nodded and scribbled on his pad before walking away. Sean opened his menu and scanned it. He glanced at Derek in between scanning his menu. He smiled and hid away behind the menu again. He closed his menu. He didn't quite know why he bothered looking through it. He already knew that he was having what he was having. The boy noticed that Sean was staring at him. He blushed as their eyes met, and quickly hid behind the menu again. Sean pulled his hands together under his chin as a support. The waiter returned with their water carafe, they made their orders and the waiter left with a neatly scribbled note. 

"Are you quite comfortable?" Sean smiled over the carafe. He was holding one glass with one hand, and the water carafe with the other, filling Derek's glass. He put down the glass and poured his own glass. He sipped the glass and leaned back. Derek nodded hesitantly. 

"Yes, sir. I- I'm fine." He lifted the glass and drank carefully before placing it back down. Sean did the same. They sat in awkward silence until the food arrived. 

"So, Derek. Tell me a bit more about yourself. Where are you from?" Derek put his water glass down. 

"Ah, well. I've lived here all my life." Sean nodded. 

"Do you have any plans after you finish University?" Derek shook his head. 

"Not really. I think I want to try my hands at programming." Sean smiled. 

"That's a good choice. It's a good market, plenty of jobs at the moment." Derek nodded. Sean added. 

"And it's something you can do from home." Derek's eyes widened. He'd picked up the hint all right. He looked down into his glass again and swallowed a few more gulps of water. They started eating when the food arrived. Sean enjoyed watching Derek's face while he struggled with keeping still. Derek really needed to go to the bathroom. He couldn't really quite ask to use the restroom when he'd pissed himself in the classroom just half an hour earlier. He looked to the side. But it would be even more disastrous if he didn't go. He looked up at Sean. 

"Look, Sir. Could you excuse me for a moment?" Sean lifted an eyebrow. 

"Why's that?" Derek bit his lips and grabbed the table edge from where he was sitting. 

"Well. I...just I need to use the restroom." Sean lifted his fork to his mouth and took a bite. 

"But didn't you just wet yourself 30 minutes ago?" Derek looked down and nodded. 

"And you are wearing diapers, are you not?" Derek nodded again. 

"Well. The way I see it, you just as well might use them if you need to go. If you want to prove to me that you don't need them, you should be able to hold yourself at least until we get back to my place. Does that really sound unreasonable to you"? Derek was about to open his mouth. But he closed it again. He glanced at the restroom sign and looked down at his food again. He pushed the food around on his plate and nodded. 

"That's what I thought. I know you can do it, sweetie." Sean put his hand on top of Derek’s and squeezed reassuringly. 

Derek nodded and looked up at the older man before looking down at his food again. 

"You're a good boy aren't you?" Derek nodded. He really wanted to be. 

"Well, finish up your food, once you're done, we can get back to my place and you'll be rewarded for being a big boy, OK?" Derek nodded again and started eating the food on his place. Derek sneaked glances at the older man in front of him. He had a few grey strikes in his hair, but otherwise the man looked a lot younger than he was. Derek shifted his weight again. He was really starting to doubt that he would be able to make it back to Sean's place without wetting himself. He put down his cutlery. 

"Sir." Sean looked up from his food. Derek leaned closer and spoke in a hushed manner. 

"I- I really don't think I can make it until we get to your place, can't I just-" Sean put down his cutlery and looked at Derek. Derek was starting to get nervous from the stare the older man gave him. 

"If you need to use the restroom, you can use your diaper. If you really can't hold yourself, you're actually telling me you're not a big boy after all. Didn't we just agree that if you were a big boy, you'd hold yourself until we got back to my place?" 

"Yes, but-" 

"No buts, that was what we decided, and that's how it'll be." Sean picked up his cutlery and continued eating, not sparing Derek a second glance. Derek stared at his glass. He really wanted to hold himself until they got back to Sean's place. Derek thought back to the earlier comment Mr. Roliwan had made about not wanting him to hurt himself, that he wanted Derek to let go. He didn't want to wet himself like a baby again. He made a decision. He clenched his fist and stood up. He walked towards the restroom. Sean called at him, but he didn't listen. He just continued walking towards the restroom with one goal in mind. When he stood up, he noticed that the pressure on his bladder increased. It was as if the liquid noticed which way gravity was pulling it, and it was heading towards the exit too quickly. He hurriedly stepped to the restroom. He opened the door and stepped inside. His breath quickened. Come on come on come on, he prayed to himself. Fuck.  He opened the stall, it was locked. He tried the next one. Also locked. There was a third stall, he sighed of relief, when the person who was inside it stepped out. He rushed over. He felt the need overwhelm him. Was that a trickle? He closed the door behind him. He fumbled with the button. He felt the pressure being released, he grabbed the zipper. 

“Fuck" He muttered under his breath. He was already pissing his diaper. “Why couldn't you just hold it for a few more seconds?” He frustratingly muttered to his cock. He finally managed to drag the zipper down. He grabbed the front of his diaper and hoped the flow would decrease. He opened the top edge of the diaper, and pulled it slightly out. He looked at the dick continuously pushing out liquids. He closed his head and leaned his head against the stall. Fuck. He closed the diaper back over his dick and relaxed and continued to let the flood stream into the diaper. The pee stopped gushing out. He closed the zipper back up and buttoned the jeans. He put the toilet seat down and sat on top of it, putting his head in his hands. His cheeks were burning from embarrassment. He shook his head. He didn't want to go back out. 

"Derek?" A voice sounded from the other side of his stall. He opened his mouth to reply, but nothing came out. 

"Derek, are you all right?" No. He was not all right. He, Derek, hunk on the soccer team had just wet himself without being able to stop himself and he was in a diaper, while desperately trying to make it to the bathroom. He closed his mouth again. 

"Derek? Please answer?" He stood up and opened the door to the stall. He put his hands embarrassed in front of the front of his jeans. Sean looked down and a faint smile took place on his face. He came over and pushed the younger man into a hug. 

"Sh, it's ok. It's OK, sweetie. It’s OK to have an accident.” The younger man pushed his face into the comfort of Sean’s t-shirt. He took a deep breath and pulled away. 

“Is it OK if we go back to your place now?” Sean smiled down at him and nodded. 

“Wash your hands, I’ll pay the bill and meet you outside.” 

The young man was silent on the drive home. Sean alternated between glancing at the young man and the road. Eventually he opened his mouth. 

“Look. Don’t beat yourself up about this. I…it’s not really your fault. I slipped something in your tea this morning.” Derek looked at him. He opened his mouth to speak, but shut it again. Derek shifted his gaze back to the road. 

“I wanted to see how you’d react if you weren’t able to control yourself.” Sean sighed. 

“It’s OK.” Derek shifted, making the material stick to his skin. He wasn’t sure why he had reacted differently at the restaurant. Derek found that he actually liked that he hadn’t been able to control himself. Or…he thought about it for a moment. He liked to dislike it because it added another layer of control the older man had over him. He placed a hand over Sean’s and smiled up at him. 

“Really.” He gave it a squeeze before he turned his gaze back out of the window. 

Derek was in his clean diapers, they were snuggled up on the couch ready to watch the next star wars movie to 'educate Derek' as Sean had put it. He was waiting for Sean to come back to the living room with the popcorn. He glanced at a photograph next to the TV. He stood up to inspect it closer. There were two people in the photograph. One of them was Sean, they were both wearing tuxedos. Derek tilted his head. He didn't recognise the man next to Sean. They seemed happy and were holding around each other. Derek felt a pang of jealousy rip through his chest. 

"Do you know who it is?" Sean's voice made Derek turn around. The frame dropped to the ground. It shattered. For several moments, it seemed as though the world was stopped. When it started moving again, Sean was staring blankly at Derek without moving, Derek was trying to gather up all the pieces as quickly as possible. Sean turned around and left the room. Derek looked up and watched his back as he walked out. Derek bit his lip. He clenched his fist. Why did he always have to fuck things up? He continued to pick up the pieces of glass, but this time with less enthusiasm. He'd done something wrong. A pair of slippers came in view of his eyesight. A few seconds later, Sean bent down and scooped the largest glass pieces into a carton. The other hand had held a handheld broom hand-broom which now was placed on the floor. They cleaned in silence. Sean did not look at Derek. When the pieces were removed, he silently walked away from the living room again. Derek fiddled with his hands. He was unsure what to do. He stood up and walked into the kitchen. Sean was standing leaning over the kitchen sink. Derek walked up to him and carefully placed his arms around the older man. "I'm sorry". The older man said. Derek felt a drop of water his his palm. He leaned his forehead against the back of Sean's back. Derek took a deep breath. 

"That photograph was taken at my husband and my wedding five years ago." There was a long pause. 

"He died of cancer two years ago." Derek gave the older man a little squeeze with his arms. Then they made sweet, sweet love, Sean turned around and scooped Derek up into his arms, carried him to the bedroom. After that Sean turned to prop his head up on his arm. Derek scotched closer. 

“So, what do you want to do all weekend?” Sean smiled and leaned down gathering the young man into a kiss. 

“Continue fucking sounds like a good start.” Derek lifted a corner of his lips and glanced up at his teacher. Sean grinned back, grabbed his hand and led him to the bedroom. It was going to be a long, fun weekend. 
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"The only thing missing now is dessert. You don't happen to have any ice cream or anything around, Ivy?” Ivy shook her head after giving it a moment's consideration. 

"But...I do think I could go and get some. I have a few errands I should be running, anyway.” Ivy looked at me before she turned her head back towards Cassandra. 

“Really? You were just out a few hours ago?” Cassandra tilted her head. Ivy nodded.

“I know, but there were a few things I forgot to pick up.”

"You wouldn't mind keeping an eye on Andrew in the meanwhile, would you?" Cassandra shook her head. 

"I'm not...actually...a child..." I looked from one to the other. Ivy smiled. 

"Of course not, honey. Actually I think I might give you another chance to prove yourself.” I nodded eagerly. 

"Say, if you're still dry when I come back, I'll let you go without a diaper for the rest of the day, and you won't have to sleep with one tonight, doesn't that sound fair to you?" I grinned and nodded. It wasn't long since I'd had to relieve myself last and I doubted she would be gone for long. This was a sure win. Ivy checked her wallet, put on her shoes and stood in the hallway, ready to leave. 

“Oh. Of course, should I find that you have wet your diaper when I come back, I am not going to change that diaper until bedtime." I nodded again. I was pretty certain I could make it this time. Cassandra kissed Ivy on her cheek, and Ivy did the same gesture in return and she was out the door. Cassandra turned to me and grinned. 

"I am curious if she actually will follow up on that promise if you're wet when she comes back." I looked back and straightened my back, trying to get as much pride as possible with my current attire. 

"Well, it can't take more than 30 minutes or so, I'm hardly going to have um...an accident by that time." Cassandra grinned and stepped closer. I stepped backwards.

"Is that so?" I felt my back crash against the wall. I replied, a little more hesitant this time. 

"Y....yes." She stepped so close I could smell the dinner from earlier. She grabbed my hips and spun me around so I was facing the wall. 

"Wh...what are you doing?" 

"Shhhh...it's all right." I could feel her breath against my ear. She grabbed my hands with one hand. She was easy a head taller than me and quite a bit stronger, too. With the other hand, she grabbed the hem of my diaper and pushed it down. 

"Um." I started struggling when I felt her cock against the crack in my ass. 

"Un. Don’t-“ She was going to rape me! I tried to break free from her grasp, but I could just as well have been trying to hit a brick wall with my weak fists. My cock twitched from excitement and I forced my eyes shut. Nothing happened, and I started to relax. Then I felt a stream of urine hit my ball sack. The gush of piss trailed off and the absorbent material in the diaper took it all in. I let out a moan as I felt my member grow. Cassandra let out a chuckle by my ear as the flow turned to a trickle before it stopped. She pulled the diaper up and let her hand move forwards groping my crotch. 

"Oh, you little pervert. You liked that did you?" I groaned and pressed my crotch towards her hand. 

"You want me to fuck you, don't you? You want me to fill that little virgin hole of yours with my cum." I shook my head as my cock twitched in excitement. She whispered in my ear again.

"Liar." She pressed her growing dick against my padded rear. I felt her smile against me. 

"Go and bend over the couch." I reluctantly walked over to the couch. She had really emptied herself in my diaper, I felt gravity wanting to bring it down with each step. I laid down, my ass in the air, bent over the couch. I tried hard not to rub my crotch against the sofa to get release. I heard steps behind me. Then I felt a hand on my butt. 

"You're a dirty little boy, you know that?" I grunted. 

"You get hard from this? Wearing a diaper...well, let's see if we can help you with that." She pulled my diaper down, this time she let it slide down my legs and let it settle just above my knees. 

"It's been some time since I had the opportunity to fuck a cute little ass like this." I could hear her screw off the lid of a bottle form behind me. I yelped as I felt a cool liquid hit my ass. 

"Oh, come on it's just a little lube, don't be such a pussy.” I breathed hard and felt a finger on the hole. 

"Take a deep breath and then exhale.” I did as she instructed and felt her finger pushing in my entrance as I exhaled. It didn't feel bad, really. After a few pushes, she entered another. I felt more lube being added to the fingers as she moved. Then she hit something inside of me. I let out a surprised moan. 

"Bingo.” Her intensity increased and she kept pushing against the prostate, until eventually my dick started leaking. She started laughing. 

"Aw, poor little boy, you really have no control of anything that your dick does, do you?" She kept pressing a few more times, emptying me. I groaned. It was a strange feeling, coming without having my dick touched at all. And I felt relaxed, but unsatisfied. 

"No wonder you have to wear a diaper." I felt her cock against my puckered hole, but before I was able to have a reaction, she was sliding in. 

“Ah, man, you are tight!” She moaned as she slid the rest of her cock through my burning hole. 

"Since you've been so good, I'm going to to let you adjust for a moment.” She stood still with her hips and let her hand slide forwards to my limp and cum-soaked penis. She bit my neck and I let out a moan. She started to move her hips. It felt like my ass was on fire. It was stretched to the limit without much preparation. I gasped for air. 

"Oh, yes, that's good, move your hips, bitch.” I tried to follow her instructions, but I was unable to. She grabbed my hips and forcefully moved them in time with her own pace. Then she hit my prostate again and I couldn't help but let out a moan and I felt my cock twitch again. 

"Oh, you like being fucked in the ass, do you? I knew you'd like it, such a little diaper faggot like you." She proceeded to slam my ass with force, hitting my prostate each time. I started moaning and moving my hips. 

"Oh, my- Andrew! I didn't know you were such a little slut!" I registered Ivy’s voice amongst Cassandra's and my own moans… 

The full story is available at: http://www.amazon.co.uk/Diapered-Tranny-erotic-short-story-ebook/dp/B016OULXJG/ref=asap_bc?ie=UTF8
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