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“That’s it, Mr. Cross, detention after school today,” the teacher said. I was fuming. I’d signed up for an experimental course that relied on unconventional disciplinary methods. But I still hadn’t quite gotten used to the institution’s way of punishing the participants.

“But I’m an adult, and it hardly seems fair—“ I started.

“I don’t care that you’re over 18. At this institution, if you act like a child, we treat you like a child.” And just like that, I’d earned myself detention. I decided to shut up before I got myself into more trouble.

The classes had ended and all the other participants had left for the day. I was the only one who’d been foolish enough to earn myself detention. I wriggled in my seat. I should have gone to the bathroom before I stepped inside the classroom. I glanced at the teacher. He was a handsome man in his late 30s, I guessed. Dark hair with a fringe which he kept brushing away from his face.

I put my hand up.

“Yes, Mr. Cross?” he said without looking at me.

“Uh, well…I need to use the bathroom, Sir.

“When you are in detention, you better stay put at your desk, Mr. Cross.” I bore my eyes down on the page in front of me and crossed my legs. I seriously needed to pee. I glanced at the clock on the wall. It was ages until detention was over.

“Please Mr. Bryant. I’m stuck here for the next two hours, I’ll wet myself at this rate!” He looked at me for a long while before he stood up from his desk. I let out a big sigh of relief, thinking that he would escort me to the bathroom.

“Mr. Cross, if you would step up to my desk?” I stood up with my legs trembling slightly.

“Take off your trousers.”

“Wh…what?”

“I said ‘take off your trousers’.”

“I heard that, but…”

“But what? Was it difficult to understand?”

“No…no, I just…” I wriggled under his gaze.

“Listen, at this academy, we discipline our students by unconventional methods. You agreed to them when you signed the papers. So, either drop your trousers or leave the program. It’s up to you.” I looked at him, hesitated a little but then unbuttoned and pulled down my jeans.

“Your underwear as well.” Reluctantly, I lowered these as well. I could see something shift in Mr. Bryant’s eyes, which lingered on my exposed genitals for a few seconds before he opened the drawer on his desk. He pulled out a white object from the drawer. I realised what it was immediately. I’d heard other students talk about his punishment, but had regarded it as a myth.

"Now, what's going to happen, is that I'm going to put this diaper on you. That way, we won't have any problems with you sneaking off during detention." He unfolded the diaper while he spoke to me. I considered refusing and telling him that I'd rather hold it, but decided that it would probably be worse that way. He put the diaper on the desk unfolded and instructed me to lie down. For a moment I stood without moving. I was torn between pride and shame. My fear of soaking my trousers with my current pressing bladder eventually won the battle, and I lay down on top of the diaper on his desk. The fabric felt strange and unfamiliar underneath me. By a stretch of the imagination, it could seem like really soft underwear. Mr Bryant leaned closer. I could smell his aftershave, it had a slight hint of peppermint hidden in the fragrance. His hands lifted the front of the diaper and I felt my cock rubbing the soft material. My breath came in short shallow waves. He pulled the tapes around my waist. As he did so, he leaned closer to me. Did he have an erection? I tried to get a glimpse of his crotch, but I was afraid he'd notice me staring and looked away. He finished taping me up but didn't move. His hands were still resting on my waist. His face was so close that I could smell his breath, a mixture of tobacco and chewing gum.

“Sir, are you going to stand this close all day?”

“Careful, Mr Cross, or you’ll earn yourself another detention.”

“I’m sorry, Mr Bryant.”

"Good," he said, shortly followed by: "apology accepted. Just…Don't do it again." He hadn't moved, even though I'd pointed out his closeness. Instead, he moved a hand to rest on my crotch.

“How much do you need to pee, Jaden?” He asked. He hesitated a moment.

“I may call you Jaden, yes?” he said. I nodded and realised that a nod only answered one of the questions.

“I…I’m about to burst, Sir.” I didn’t recognise my own voice as it came out.

“Prove to me that you weren’t trying to escape detention by using the bathroom trick.”

“S-Sorry?”

“I want you to wet your diaper right here in front of me.” At this, he gave me a little squeeze. I took an involuntary intake of breath.

“B-b-but shouldn’t I try to hold it?” My dick stiffened slightly at the thought of wetting myself in front of someone else. To do such an act that was so frowned upon in society.

"Or is it that you were trying to escape detention? You wouldn't be doing anything wrong if you wet yourself. After all, the purpose of a diaper is, in fact, to hold those fluids. Go on, show me." Another squeeze. I closed my eyes. My bladder hurt from the extended holding. It would be a relief to let go. I tried to relax and let go but something was stopping the flood. I took a deep breath and tried to imagine a waterfall, the sound of piss hitting the water in a toilet bowl, but it didn't work. My bladder hurt more, and I shuddered. I needed to pee but I wasn't able to let go. I opened my eyes and looked straight at Mr Bryant.

"I'm sorry, I really want to let go, but I can't." Tears were welling up in my eyes now from the pain that the pressure on my bladder gave me.

“I’m sorry,” I repeated.

“Shhh, stand up,” he said and stepped back to give me some room. I stood up and my eyes fell on the door. It had a large window in the middle. I realised in horror that anyone who walked past would be able to see me like this, wearing a diaper, vulnerable and with a terrible need to take a piss. Hands around my waist brought me out of my thoughts. I felt him pressing his body against my back.

“Ok, now, put your hands here like this,” he guided my hand in front of the diaper.

“And close your eyes,” he continued.

“Now imagine that you are standing in front of the toilet, you are unbuttoning your jeans, you grab your cock and aim at the bowl. Now let go.” His voice was low, his breath brushing against my ear as he spoke. Piss rushed out from my cock, but rather than the familiar feeling of piss leaving the cock and falling into a toilet bowl, the warm liquid sloshed around my genitals before getting absorbed into the fabric of the diaper. I opened my eyes, looking straight at the window in the door. My heart thumped. What if anyone stopped and looked in? I stared straight ahead, the piss continuing to rush out until it slowed down to a trickle before it stopped completely. I wasn’t able to hold back a sigh of relief.

"There you go. Good boy. That wasn't so difficult now, was it?" His breath tickled my neck. His hand grabbed my crotch and squeezed. I gasped and felt my cock get hard. The naughtiness of my actions turning me on in a way that I had never felt before. I moaned while his hand rubbed the front of my crotch, making the diaper press closer to my skin, the wetness that had been absorbed into the fabric rubbing my cock. The smell of my own fluids hit my nostrils every time he pressed down on the diaper, eliciting another moan from my lips. His hard-on pressed into my back and I pushed myself back against it. Desire rushed through me. The events and the nature of them were driving me crazy. He grabbed my hips and manoeuvred me around so I was facing the desk with him still behind me. One hand left my hip, moving slowly up my body until it reached between my shoulder blades. He pushed gently, and I let my body respond to the push until I felt the desk against my chest. My arms gripped the edges of it. My cock felt trapped between the wetness of the diaper and the desk, held in place by the weight of Mr Bryant behind me.

“Good boy, good boy…Good naughty boy, “ Mr Bryant said. His hands were groping the backside of my diaper, letting his hand travel between my legs and check the stiffness of my cock, still trapped against the desk. He was breathing harder and harder behind me. I gasped and my hips instinctively bucked when his hand grazed my balls through the diaper.

“S-sir…”

“Well, this can’t be very comfortable for you, staying here all wet like this…” he said. I groaned and tried to shift my weight to create some friction for my cock.

"Though from your reactions, one might suggest that you're a little too comfortable." He dragged one hand down the back of my diaper, pulling the backside down to expose my butt cheeks. Cold air hit my wet butt cheeks while my cock was still trapped in the diaper. I heard his drawer open and close. Moments later, slick lube travelled down my crack and dripped down to my balls. I gasped, he pressed a finger against my hole. It lingered for a few moments before he slipped it inside. I was wriggling underneath his touches, desperately trying to get any friction on my cock. I heard him fumble with his zipper behind me and felt my cock give a little jolt of anticipation.

"Good boy," he said, while he pressed the tip of his cock against my entrance. His head pushed through my tight ring. Pain rushed through me at this invasion, yet the pain only added to my sensations and made me more turned on than before. He pushed himself all the way to the base of his shaft. I gasped. My diaper was resting directly underneath my butt cheeks and with all the sensations hitting me at once, I was unable to hold back a moan. When he started to move, my body responded to his. My hands dug into the wooden desk and I let out loud moans as I settled into the rhythm of the ritual.

“That’s it… you like my cock, diaperboy, hm?” He grunted and slammed into me again.

“Y-yes, Sir!”

“Of course you do,” he said. I gasped, bucking my hips. When he moved inside me, I could feel that he was brushing against something that made my toes tingle.

“Y-yes,” I repeated. His movements became more and more rapid, and every time he slammed into me, my cock was pressed into the diaper material, giving me exactly the friction I was craving. I clawed my fingers into the desk and groaned. Thrust after thrust, he pounded into me until he buried himself into me one more time, shooting his seeds into me. I felt his cock twitch inside me and lost myself to the sensation. My own cock twitched and spurted into the already wet diaper. I lied slumped over his desk when he moved out of me and slid the diaper back up. His seed dripped out of my hole and into the diaper. I stood up with an effort and winced at the slight pain. My knees were trembling under me. I turned around and faced him. He smiled down at me.

"I think you get to go home early for good behaviour." He sat down at the desk and scribbled something on a note. Then he handed me two slips of paper. He pointed to one, then the other.

“This is for going home early; a permission slip. And this is for tomorrow’s detention.”

“But I haven’t done anything!” He grinned with a twinkle in his eye.

“Oh, I’m sure we’ll figure something out.” It dawned on me that he simply wanted me back the next day. I grinned back and nodded. He let me put my trousers back on before he sent me home, still wearing the wet diaper and a stupid grin on my face. Let’s just say that I spent a lot of days in detention that year…
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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 into 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 into 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, much 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…
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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 at 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 against 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 in 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.’
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“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.
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The first thing that met me when I stepped into the hallway was a new shelf filled with adult sized diapers. I blinked in confusion before I picked one up.

“Darling, what’s this?” I asked my boyfriend. He looked up from his book and glanced from me to the diaper and back again. A grin spread across his face.

“This…” he stood up from the chair and strode towards me. He stopped in front of me and grabbed the diaper “…is your punishment, Oliver”.

“Punishment? For what?” I whined and backed away from him. Derek followed me until I felt my back hit the wall.

“You, my dear little one, have been whining like a little boy that I’m spending too much time at work instead of spending time with you…so…since your summer holiday starts today…I’ve taken some time off work in order to improve your behaviour with diaper discipline.” I felt conflicting emotions battle inside. On the one hand, I was starting to get really turned on by his commanding attitude…but diapers? I wasn’t sure about that part. He leaned closer to my neck and trailed light kisses along my artery.

“Of course…if you don’t want me to stay at home with you, I can always cancel my vacation…” he said while he trailed light kisses along my neck. I groaned.

“Of course…if I cancelled my vacation, I’d have to get a babysitter for you in order to pull through with this diaper discipline…” I looked at him in horror.

“You wouldn’t!” I said.

“Wouldn’t I?” he challenged.

“I hate it when you give me ultimatums like this,” I grumbled. He pulled away and looked down at me with a twinkle in his eyes. His expression turned innocent.

“Ultimatums? I’m just telling you that you have options, sweetie,” he said. I glared at him for a few seconds before I sighed.

“Fine. I want to spend time with you, damn it,” I said. He grinned.

“What was that?” he asked.

“I said I want to spend time with you,” I repeated.

“That wasn’t the deal. The deal was that you get to spend time with me if you wear a diaper, so what is it that you want?” he asked. I returned his gaze for several seconds before I broke the eye contact.

“I want to spend time with you… and wear diapers,” I said, not without a little grudge. But even so, I was unable to meet his eyes.

“Good boy,” he said and kissed my lips. At the contact with his lips, I sighed and melted into the touch. His hands slid around my waist. The warmth spread from his hands through my shirt and over my skin. My skin tingled under the touch of his hands as they moved down and cupped my ass. His strong arms lifted me up from the floor and I wrapped my legs around his hips. The hardness of his cock poked at me through his trousers and I felt my own dick get stiff in response. I moaned. He trailed kisses down my neck. Fingers grabbed harder over my jeans as they pressed into my buttocks. I gasped and felt his muscles shift with his movements. I’d barely registered that we were moving towards the bedroom before I felt the soft mattress of our bed against my back. He grabbed my wrists and pinned me down. I saw the flash of teeth before his face came closer and his lips met mine in a forceful kiss. I moaned as he bit down softly on my bottom lip. He pulled away, and I tried to follow after with my head, not wanting to break the kiss. But I could only get so far with my hands pinned above my head. He was grinning down at me.

‘Oh dear’, I thought, ‘that grin is never a good sign for me’.

The full story is available on Amazon here.
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