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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Um,” I looked at the floor.

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

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

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

“What do you mean worried?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Look,” he said with a guilty expression.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s not right…I…”

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

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

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

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

“Like what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Yes, Sir.’

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

‘Yes, Sir.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I want a video as you wet yourself. You can rub yourself through your diapers, but no orgasm…Oh and I almost forgot to mention that the gentleman sitting next to me in this meeting has enjoyed watching your pictures before, so be my good boy and put on a good show.' I stared at the text, not knowing if I was more mortified or excited. I pulled off my t-shirt and turned on the camera. I closed my eyes focusing on letting go and waited for my dick to soften enough to start a dribble. The wait in-between was agonising, the need for release increasing by each second. I let out a deep sigh of relief when the first trickle finally came. Soon after, the rest of my piss poured through and into the diaper, making it swell visibly. But I was too preoccupied with the feeling of precious release to be embarrassed. Warm liquid washed over my cock and ran down to embrace my balls making a tiny pool for a short while before the absorbent material soaked it up. I let a hand move down to rest in front of the diaper, feeling the material get warmer as it filled up. That feeling of release after holding my piss in made me forget about the shamefulness of a grown man wetting himself for a moment. It made me forget about the camera. The only thing that occupied my thoughts was the sweet release of piss rushing out of my cock. The last drops trickled out, and I pressed lightly down with my hand. A small noise at the back of my throat escaped when I felt the wet material press against my skin. I grew harder again. There was something about the naughtiness of the situation. Something about the taboo of wearing wet diapers that made me want to cum. I opened my eyes and looked straight into the camera, imagining my Master at the other end. I stroked the outside of the diapers for a few more seconds. I knew that if I didn’t stop soon, I wouldn’t be able to resist cumming. I forced myself to remove my hand before I got too horny to quit playing with myself and ended the recording. I felt heat rising to my cheeks as I watched the playback before hitting ‘send’. It was very obvious how much I enjoyed this by the state of my erection, which was fully visible through the diaper. A text popped in a minute later.

‘That’s my good little diaper slut.’ I slid my hand down the front of the diaper again, desperately wanting to slip my hand inside to get off. I closed my eyes and focused on keeping my hand still. Another ping from my cell made me open my eyes again.

‘My colleague wants to meet you.’ I blinked. Then blushed as my cock twitched at the thought of a stranger seeing me like this. I couldn’t tell if he was joking with me or not. Then again, it was usually difficult to tell with him, even in person. I put my t-shirt back on, shivering a little from the cold.

‘Can I change my diaper, Sir?’ I wrote.

‘No.’ I looked at the text, not sure how to respond in order to avoid punishment. But before I could think of something, another message ticked in.

‘You will be allowed a change when you text me an hour before your lunch. I hope I don’t need to point out that You are not allowed to take lunch unusually early to get a diaper change sooner.'

‘Yes, Sir. No, Sir’ I replied, hoping that he would see that I responded to both his orders.

When the clock turned 11, I texted Sir to confirm if it was OK to take lunch an hour from then. The reply ticked in, only seconds later.

‘Yes. However, you have to keep the fresh diaper dry until I say so.’ Butterflies fluttered in my stomach, and I could tell that he was planning something. Before I changed, I closed my eyes and let the piss flood into the already full diaper. Nervously, I checked the openings around my legs, and the towel I was sitting on to make sure I hadn't leaked. I nodded satisfied and muttered a silent thanks to the resilient brand of diapers. My dick was raging hard inside the soggy diapers. When I took it off, a putrid smell of urine mixed with the air. I blushed a little at the smell and how pathetic my cock looked dripping precum over the soaked material. I snapped a picture and sent it to Rick. The reply came fast with a picture of his hard cock and a message attached to it.

‘You're such a little boy. Look at my cock. This is what a big boy dick looks like. This is why we have to keep you in diapers, isn't it?'

‘Yes, Sir.’

I received a video while I was putting the new diaper on. My Master was filming his cock while he was being sucked off by one of his colleagues. Over the sounds of his cock bobbing in and out of the man’s mouth, was my Master’s voice.

“That’s right, baby. Master needs to be satisfied, doesn’t he? I bet you’re dribbling little precummies into your diapers at this, aren’t you? Little diaperboy..." the video lasted several minutes, and I stared at it with fascinated eyes, wanting to stroke myself to the film. Instead, I bit my lip and focused on keeping my hands away from my crotch. He finished by burying himself in the man's throat, and I licked my lips longingly, almost feeling his cum dripping down my throat through the camera. He turned the camera around to himself and smiled.

“You liked that, didn’t you? You little pervert.” He winked at me through the camera before he added:

“One more thing, instead of one glass, you’ll drink two glasses now. Then, one more glass before you go for lunch at twelve.” The clip ended. I realised that I was breathing heavily. It was going to be difficult to keep my hands out of my pants after that display. The humiliation of being cuckolded and diapered was driving me insane with lust.

At twelve o’clock sharp, a new message ticked in: ‘Now get dressed, and have your last drink.’ When I read it, my bladder felt like it was about to burst. I got dressed in a pair of jeans, and made sure my t-shirt covered the most visible part of the diaper. Already needing to go, I didn’t really want to drink more. However, I knew that my master would punish me if I disobeyed. And he always somehow found out if I followed his orders or not. So rather than complaining, I filled my glass one more time and emptied it.

‘Ready, Sir.’

‘Good. I want you to go and have your lunch somewhere crowded and public today. I want you to go to a café. Order your food and drink, find a table, and let me know when you’ve gotten there.’ Excitement spread through me.

‘And one more thing. Hold it until I say you can let go.’ My cock was growing harder by the minute. I needed to calm down before going out. I glanced at myself in the mirror, checking to make sure that the diaper bulge wasn’t too suspicious. Then, I closed my eyes and tried to focus on what I was going to order to take my mind away from my need to piss and hopefully make my erection go away.

I took a few steps inside the crowded café. It felt like everyone could see straight through me, and that someone would confront me about my diaper at any moment. Luckily, no one seemed to care enough to actually point anything out, and I ordered my food and found a seat in one of the corners. When I was seated, I fished my phone out of my pocket. Sitting down put extra pressure on my bladder. I slowed my breathing trying desperately to focus on something else. Such as typing a message for my Master. I let my fingers tap the screen before I hit ‘send’.

‘Just sat down with my food and drink, Sir.’

‘Good boy. Are there many people around?’ I glanced around. Apart from one other empty table, the room was full.

‘Almost all the tables are taken, Sir.’ 

‘If you need to pee, you have my permission to piss yourself. But remain where you are.’

‘Thank you, Sir.’ I didn’t dare to close my eyes, afraid that it anyone would take one glance at my expression and deduce what I was doing. I took a nervous look around. No one seemed to be looking in my direction. Everyone seemed preoccupied with each other or their own food to pay any attention to others. I tried to relax while I picked up my cup of tea, focusing on the thin stream of cloud that steamed up from the cup. I willed my bladder to release. Every fibre of my body wanted to let go of the liquid that had been gathering up inside me. But the unfamiliar setting was making it difficult for me to relax and let go. I sat like this for several minutes, just meditating into the cup and hoping that no one was watching me when the first drops trickled out and into the absorbent material of the diaper. The pee continued to flow out of me and into the diaper, and I lifted my cup to drink while I let go, hoping it would make me seem less conspicuous. I felt the material of the diaper put pressure on my cock as it expanded in my trousers - and being held back by the sturdy fabric of the jeans. I enjoyed the sensation, and felt to my horror, that I was growing hard where I was sitting. I hid my face behind my cup. No, no, no, the thought turning into a mantra in my head. To distract myself I picked up my phone from my pocket and sent a text to Rick.

‘I’m wet, Sir,’ I wrote.

‘Good. Now tell me what you're feeling. Look around at all the people that are in the room. And you wet yourself in front of them all? You're a naughty little boy, aren't you? I bet the people who are sitting closest to you wonder where that smell of pee is coming from. It's not going to take long before they figure out that it's you.' If I could see my face in a mirror right then, I would've seen a bright red flush spreading across my cheeks. I knew that what he was doing was playing with my psyche, but I couldn't stop myself from glancing around to see if anyone was looking at me. Nor did it stop myself from inhaling to see if I really did smell like urine.

‘I feel like everyone can see me. All I want to do is hump my wet diaper exactly at this spot where I am, and not care if anyone sees it.’

‘Not yet,’ was the reply. I put my phone away and opened my lunch. There was no way that texting Rick was going to help distract me from my turned-on state.

The walk home was agonising. The moment I stood up, the diaper shifted slightly inside my trousers, and I could feel it shifting and pressing the wet material to my cock with every step. But the worst part was my erection. I was struggling to keep it down and expected someone to point it out at any moment.

I shut the door behind me and leaned on it for support. I closed my eyes. Then brought out my phone to send Rick a text.

‘I’m back home, Sir. I‘m so hard.  I think I might cum just thinking about it.’

‘You have my permission to cum, little one. But you have to film it, and you are not allowed to throw away the wet diaper.' I groaned, moved into the bedroom. I placed the camera, so it faced me and started to strip. I took off my shirt, knowing full well that the diaper would be visible over the linings of my jeans. I let a hand travel down to fondle my crotch. A moan escaped my lips. I looked at the camera lens and tried to imagine that Rick was watching me from the other side. That somehow he was sitting on a chair right behind the camera, watching me strip for him. Watching me be desperate for his touch on me. That somehow, he was equally turned on by my wetness and need as I was. That he would tire of waiting, grow impatient and make his way over to me. I let out another groan. I closed my eyes and imagined that his hands were the ones that unbuttoned my jeans and not my own. The need for him grew stronger. I pulled my jeans off, and I was left only wearing my diaper. My cock instantly grew to its full length - which isn't really saying much - finally free from the restrictive jeans fabric. My diapers were drooping. I let a hand touch the front of the plastic-y material and squeezed. It felt warm to the touch, and as I squeezed, the wetness inside once again clung to my skin. I had to focus hard to not have an orgasm right then and there. That would certainly lead to punishment from my master as soon as he got back from his business trip. I started rubbing myself through the diaper fabric. All the water I'd been drinking throughout the day, made my bladder feel like it was constantly full, even though it wasn't long since I'd relieved myself. The combined feelings of having to pee and the physical sensation of the wet diaper against my skin was driving me crazy. It struck me that I must look ridiculous, humping my hand while wearing a diaper, but this thought only made my cock harder. I imagined Rick as he watched the video tape with a hard cock and a mocking smile, sitting next to his colleague. I held back a whimper at the thought of this stranger watching me like this. I bit my lip, a trickle of precum mixing with my own urine and soaking into the fabric. With a force of willpower, I managed to stop rubbing myself for a short while and sat down on the bed. I faced the camera with my legs under me in a kneeling position. My fingers were shaking, and my breath was shallow. I peeled off the tapes, and placed one hand in front of my diaper, lowering it slowly so it wouldn't fall on the bed with a thud. I spread my legs slightly, straddling my used diaper. I'd worn it for so long that the first pee had taken on a faint familiar smell. I could hear my shaky breath, and locking my eyes onto the camera lens, I grabbed y cock with a trembling hand. I gasped and bucked my hips instinctively. When my hips moved, they pressed my butt cheeks down on the wet material. The wetness sending me a reminder of my own actions, my cock jolted. I gasped, and with one hand pulled the foreskin from the tip, the other hand traveling up my chest and pinched a nipple. I moaned, my thumb swirling over the head of my cock, rubbing the precum like lubricant around the head. I felt my balls scrunch together and opened my eyes in surprise. My orgasm washed over me in a sudden jerk. It came so suddenly, I groaned and bucked my hips, aiming the cock down towards the diaper. I screamed out my release, the feeling of it so strong that it was difficult to do anything else. My mind blanked out.

All I wanted to do, was to lie down and fall asleep. But somehow I managed to get up, end the recording and send it to Rick.

‘<3 You’re such a good boy, baby. Such a good boy that I’ve decided to take an earlier flight home... and my colleague is coming with me. Now, you'll have no more diaper changes today. Instead, you'll put those wet diapers back on, after you've punctured the plastic backing. Two more diapers on the outside, then plastic pants to be on the safe side. Drink lots of fluids and get a lot of sleep. Master will be there tonight. And you, my little one, won't be getting much sleep when I get there.' I felt my heart jump at this. Rick would be coming home early. Then his other words registered. He was bringing his colleague. Oh god. Embarrassment surged through me like it always did when I'd had an orgasm with diaper play. I looked over to the bed where the soggy material was lying. It wasn't very tempting to put it back on. I knew it was going to be cold and clammy against my skin now. And for a moment, I considered defying master's orders. But I knew that defying him would have consequences that were much worse than wearing a cold, clammy diaper for a few hours. I went to work on the diaper, cutting flings into the plastic backing with a knife. I did the same thing to the middle diaper layer, then put the soggy diaper back on. I had to use some extra tapes to seal it on. With the three layers and the plastic pants, there was absolutely no hiding that I was wearing diapers. I just crossed my fingers that I wouldn't be going out anymore that day, put on some loose fitting pajamas. Before I went to bed, I gulped down a bottle of water, refilled it and brought it with me to the bedroom. It was difficult to sleep. Even with proper curtains that blocked the sun out, it was difficult to fall asleep. The diaper was uncomfortable, and I was too excited about Rick coming home. 

I must’ve fallen asleep at some point, because the next time I opened my eyes, it was dark outside. I glanced at the watch next to the bed, and it was sometime in the evening already. A sharp twinge of pain surged through my stomach, and I realised that I’d gone to sleep with a bladder that was quickly filling up. Now, I needed desperately to let go. Before I managed to relax my muscles and let the piss flow, I heard the key turn in the lock. The door opened, and I heard chatter in the hallway.

“Shh, he might be asleep, let me go and have a look at him," I heard Rick's voice say. There were some more sounds from the hallway before the bedroom door opened.

“Hey, baby,” Rick said, stroking my hair.

“Has someone been a naughty boy today? Hm? Let me check if someone’s been a naughty boy” His hand moved under the covers and stroked my diapers.

“Oh wow, you really wet yourself earlier…naughty little boy. What do you think our guest is going to think about that?” All the while he spoke, I was battling with the urge to pee. He glanced at the water bottle next to the bed.

“Looks like you haven’t drunk all your water, little one. We can’t have that. With all the wee and stickies that are in here, you need to refill your body. Otherwise, you're going to end up dehydrated." He unscrewed the cap on the bottle and held the bottle to my mouth. I drank compliantly and tried my best not to grimace when I felt my stomach filling up with more fluids. The need to pee was getting bad, and I could feel the pain of a straining bladder. When I'd consumed the water, he spoke again:

“Well, let’s not be rude to our guest, but go and say hi,” he grinned down at me, gave me a quick kiss.

"But…I'm…I'm wet, and I'm…well, I'm wearing a diaper. He's going to see it."

"Of course he's going to see it, silly. You've got nothing to hide. Everyone knows that little boys wet themselves and therefore need to wear diapers."

“But I’m not-“

“You’re not what?” His hand pressed my diapers.

“You’re not a little boy? You’re an adult, is that it? Let’s take a look at the evidence. You’re wearing diapers, just like a little boy, because, remind me, why are you wearing diapers, Owen?”

"Because I pee myself."

“That’s right. Because you pee yourself. Now, is that something adults do?”

“No.”

"No, that's what I thought. So, stop complaining and making excuses and come and say hello to my friend." I let him help me up from the bed. I was pulling on my shirt as if trying to hide the big bulk around my waist.

"Stop pulling your shirt, or I'll remove your pajama bottoms."

"Maybe I should remove your pajama bottoms anyway. It'll teach you not to be so embarrassed about your diapers in front of strangers." He opened the door, and pushed me gently but firmly out in front of him.

"Owen, this gentleman is Gary. Gary is going to stay a couple of days so that the three of us can have some fun." He was a handsome man. I could see his eyes move towards my diaper area and linger. I felt warmth lead to my cheeks and probably making them red. At that moment, I couldn't hold back my pee any longer. It gushed out from my dick and into my bladder. I could hear it make a splattering sound as it hit the walls of the diapers with force.

"Owen…are you having an accident in front of the nice man?" I hid my face behind my hands, and for a short moment, I wanted to stop the flood from filling my diaper. But the feeling of letting go was such a relief that it occupied every part of my mind as it happened. It was almost orgasmic to let go of the piss that I'd been holding for several hours in my sleep. When the flood turned to a trickle and eventually stopped, Rick placed his hands on my layer of diapers.

“You’re such a naughty little boy, wetting yourself right in front of our guest. What is he going to think about you now, hm?”

"As you can see, there's a reason why I have to keep him in diapers." He pulled my pants down so that I was standing in the hall with them, with my pajama bottoms around my ankles and my diapers on full display.

“Oh, you wet a lot, didn’t you, baby? You really still think you’re an adult?”

“You know what I think? I think you need to wear this for a while longer. You haven’t soaked them all the way through yet, after all. Now, we’re going to go to the living room, and Master is going to make his guest feel welcome. Why don’t you come watch?” My dick was so hard from the humiliation of wetting myself. To top up the embarrassment further, he was going to fuck someone else in front of me. I started to waddle after Sir and Gary.

"Oh, please, I don't think you need those pajama bottoms, baby. It's hardly a secret that you wear diapers, and those pajama bottoms are doing nothing to hide that fact, anyway." I did as he said, and left the pajama bottoms, and continued to follow them. Rick looked at me and placed a blanket on the floor, along with a pillow.

“Here you go, dearie. I don’t think we can have you on the couch. You smell. I can smell your urine even through those plastic pants of yours.” He shook his head and wrinkled his nose.

“And that tells me that you haven’t been very good at staying hydrated, now have you?” I looked down at my feet and shook my head.

I sat down on the blanket, wincing slightly from the squelching sound my diaper made when I sat down. I glanced up at my Master, who was now leaning towards our guest. They were busy whispering in each other's ears. Rick kept his gaze locked on mine even while he spoke to Gary. A chuckle left Gary's lips, and he too looked down at me.

“He does look rather cute in his oversized diapers.”

“Well, you see, since he’s such a little mr. Pottypants, sometimes, I need to enjoy the company of handsome men like yourself.” Gary looked hesitant.

“Are you sure this is ok? I mean, he’s your boyfriend, isn’t he?”

“Oh, he’s completely fine with this. Just look at how hard this is making him. My little boy likes to be humiliated like this. Isn’t that right, Mr. Pottypants?” I blushed and cursed my cock for giving me away. My Master leaned even closer to Gary, pulled him closer and started kissing him on our couch. He was moaning into the kiss, and I noticed that I was watching with my mouth open. Rick met my eyes while he kissed the other man.

I was humping the pillow on the floor shamelessly while Gary rode my Master’s lap. I was humping the pillow completely without being able to do anything to stop it. The sight in front of my eyes was driving me crazy with desire, and when Rick’s eyes found mine again, his cock buried balls-deep inside Gary, I spurted my seed into the material of the diaper.

Master walked Gary to the door, and I could hear them talk from where I was lying.

“Well, thanks for stopping by, and if you’re ever in the neighbourhood, feel free to come over for some fun.” The door closed and Rick entered the room seconds later. He kissed me and told me what a good boy I’d been. I smiled back at him and snuggled into his arms.

Gary did come over for some more fun after that. So often, in fact, that he now keeps a spare toothbrush in our home.
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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 his 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 crept 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 held a 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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My heart was beating in my chest as I closed the door behind me. I put down my empty bottle of water before I called out: "Hello? Anyone home?" I paused for a moment, holding my breath. Relief surged through me when the flat was quiet. I kicked off my shoes, threw my jacket onto the hanger, and headed for my room.

Once inside, I placed my bag on the bed and pulled out the package I'd picked up at the post office on my way home. It was soft in my hands. I unwrapped the package with fingers trembling from nervousness and built up energy. I studied the contents. When I saw that it was what I'd been expecting, I let out a shaking breath. I glanced around, as if nervous that anyone would see me. My eyes fell on the window, and, crossing the room in a fast stride, I closed the curtains before I turned back to the contents of my package. I glanced down unable to prevent a smile from spreading across my lips. My breathing quickened. My heart beat thumped hard against the surface of my skin.

Soft plastic parted as my fingers slid into the packing material, tearing it apart. A sweet faint smell similar to baby powder erupted from the package. I reached a hand into it and pulled out one of the folded items. My heart beat thumped in my ears and my cheeks warmed up as I felt my cock get hard. A part of me wanted to put away the package, hide it under my bed and forget it was there. But when I felt the plastic backing under my fingers, that part of me got pushed aside. I unfolded the diaper, placed it flat on the bed and hesitated for a brief moment before I slid my trousers and underwear down. My heart leapt and I glanced towards the door. Panic started spreading through me before I reminded myself that I'd locked it. I turned my attention back to the diaper. I lied down, placing my buttocks on the soft material. I reached for the front and lifted it to cover my crotch. I closed my eyes and let a hand trace my cock through the diaper. It felt soft and smooth, better than my regular underwear, I realised. I kept the diaper in place with one hand and reached for the tabs with my other, and pulled them over my waist, one by one, securing the diaper in place around my waist.

I caught sight of my reflection in the bedroom mirror. Flushed cheeks, a bulge inside the diapers that was quite visible underneath the layers… I let my hand drift down to press against my hard-on through the diaper material. Slowly, I started rubbing my hand up and down the length of my cock. Not able to watch myself in the mirror anymore, I closed my eyes and let out a breath. I was so turned on that it was difficult to not just cum then and there. I removed my hand before I got to the point when I knew I wouldn't be able to stop. I wanted to wait. I wanted to feel the desperation of needing to pee before touching myself. Perhaps I hadn't had enough to drink…I glanced at the door. No one was home, so it wouldn’t hurt to fill my bottle, would it? I bit my lip. Then, reaching a decision, I nodded, bent down to retrieve my jeans from the floor, and slid it up my legs.

I studied myself in the mirror, now looking for any signs that I was wearing a diaper under my jeans. It seemed to bulge out. I turned and looked at the outline of the diaper against my buttocks. I shook my head. It would be fine, no one was home anyway.

I stepped towards the bedroom door, opened it, and made my way to the kitchen with my water bottle. I turned on the tap. The running water made my cock twitch in anticipation. I held the bottle under the water and let it fill up. A surge went through my cock when it pressed against the kitchen counter as I filled my bottle. Shamelessly, I pressed my weight forwards, relishing in the feeling of the pressure against my cock. But the sound of the water had a second effect on me. It was as if my body suddenly realised that it had been drinking a lot of water. I closed my eyes and tried to relax and took a deep breath. I was practically torturing myself with the running water in my ears and my bladder ready to go. And yet nothing came out of my cock. I started alternating between tensing my muscles and relaxing without much effect. After a while, I opened my eyes and turned the water off with a slight feeling of defeat.

I twisted the cap onto the bottle. I stood still and listened to the quietness. My hand had travelled down to rest over the diaper bulge in my jeans. The sound of a click came from the hallway. I froze. The door squeaked as it opened. My other hand shot down to cover my crotch with the water bottle instinctively. Then I felt a surge through my cock as warm liquid started to spread from it and out into the diaper. A sound escaped my throat, and I immediately pulled my hand back up to cover my mouth.

"Hello?" Joseph's voice called from the hall. I did my best to not move a single muscle. Could I make it back to my room before he noticed me? There was no way I could make it back to my room while he was still in the hallway. He was moving. His footsteps reached all the way to where I was standing with my pee still running into my diaper. I was praying that he’d walk upstairs to his room.

"There you are," Joe's voice said just as I had finished the thought. I looked at him. A final burst of piss rushed into my diaper. I didn’t dare look down, afraid to see how much it had expanded. The tight jeans fabric pushed the diaper closer to my skin. He had to notice it. How could he not? I looked for any trace of suspicion on his face.

"Hey, ah…welcome back," I said, unable to meet his eyes. My fingers played with the sticker on my water bottle.

"Well, anyway, I uh, I was just on my way to my room," I said. I looked at my fingers moving and forced them to stay still. I felt his gaze on me. It pierced through my skin. Why was he so damn handsome?

"Oh," he said. The tone of his voice made me look up. Was it just wishful thinking, or did he seem disappointed? Of course, it was just wishful thinking. I cursed myself for even letting myself think, for a moment, that there'd be anything other than friendship between us. I forced out a smile before I turned around and walked towards my room. At the door, I hesitated for a moment before I turned my head to look at him. His shoulders had slumped down and a wrinkle creased the space between his eyebrows.

"Did you…uh…want anything?" I asked. In my mind, I was shaking my head at my own weakness for the guy.

"I just…I thought I'd ask if you wanted to watch a movie or anything, but if you're busy…" I shook my head.

"No, no I-" I said, a little too fast. I shifted my weight from one foot to the other, and I felt the wet diaper be pushed against my skin. Why couldn’t I, just once, think before I opened my big mouth?

"Great! I'll turn on the tv and…then we could…y’know…watch Netflix 'n chill," he said and wriggled his eyebrows suggestively. Just like that, he’d gone from gloomy to cheerful. I laughed. It sounded painfully forced in my own ears. He had to notice that? Did he know that I had feelings for him? Did he know it and tease me on purpose? But how could I resist those big puppy eyes? He turned around and started walking towards the living room.

“You coming?” He said over his shoulder.

“Ah. Give me a sec. I…It’s a bit chilly, so let me just grab a blanket from my room," I said and winced as the words came out. It had to be the worst excuse in the history of bad excuses.

"Sure," he said and disappeared around the corner. I opened the door to my room and rushed inside.

I leaned against the door as if I was trying to hold it back. Or perhaps I was simply trying to hold on to something. My mind raced through my options. I'd wet myself and I couldn't very well just take off the diaper and jump into clean underwear without washing properly. It'd take too long and might come off as suspicious if I jumped into the shower. Would I be able to change my diaper before he would come looking for me? I looked at the pack of diapers considering it. I pushed myself away from the door and walked towards the mirror. The least I could do was to check how full the diaper was. I unbuttoned my jeans. My heart started to beat hard against my chest. I pulled the trousers down and placed my hands on the diaper. The wetness indicator was coloured faintly blue between my legs. But it didn't reach that much further up. I had bought a type that should hold fairly heavy wetting. But I was still nervous that it would leak.

Joe’s approaching footsteps interrupted my train of thought.

"Mike? You alive in there?" he asked. I bent down and pulled my jeans up in a frantic hurried movement. The door handle tipped down. Trembling fingers made the buttoning difficult.

"Yea, yeah, I'm alive…just-" I was cut off by the door, which started to push open. I'd forgotten to lock it. Fuck, fuck, fuck. I was still missing a couple of buttons. His fingers reached out to touch the door frame. His head would pop up any moment. I pulled down my t-shirt and turned away from the mirror. From the corner of my eyes, I could see the pack of diapers still lying on top of the bed. I hurried over, grabbed my duvet and threw it over the pack.

"You coming?" I turned to look at him in the opening of the door.

"Yea, yeah. Just, I was just grabbing this," I said, grabbing a colourful blanket from a chair in the corner. He disappeared from view and I rushed my hands down to fix another button on my jeans before I reached the door. Had he noticed anything? Had my t-shirt covered the diaper lining over my jeans? I managed to close one more button before I reached the door and sent a silent prayer that my trousers wouldn't slide off.

When I came out into the living room, I held the blanket in front of me like a colourful shield. Joe grabbed the edge of the sofa and leapt into it. By the time I'd walked around the couch, he'd grabbed the controller and started scrolling through the titles. I huddled in the corner and pulled the blanket over me. I glanced at him sideways while he was looking at the screen. What if he smelled the pee? Or worse, what if I had to pee again, and it started leaking? What if- Joe's voice had interrupted me. I blinked. I had no idea what he'd said. He was looking at me expectantly while I stared at him like an idiot. I tried smiling and gave him a nod. He furrowed his brow in confusion. In other words, nodding was not the right response. Damn, it usually works.

"So, what're you in the mood for?" he repeated. Oh. No wonder nodding hadn’t worked. I thought for a brief moment before I spoke: "Well, there's this really cool new animated movie that just came out.” Joe grinned.

"Honestly, you're such a child sometimes," he said. A blush crept up my neck. He had no idea how right he was.

"But I don't mind watching animated stuff." He flicked through the newly added stuff and stopped at the right title.

"Is it this one?" I nodded and he pressed play. Excitement ripped through me and I almost forgot the diaper for a moment as the intro music played through the speakers.

"It was a really good idea of you to bring the blanket. I'm freezing my ass off." I moved my eyes from the screen to Joe and grinned.

"I know right. There's nothing better than to snuggle up inside a blanket in front of a movie."

"Well, I'm sure I can think of a couple of things…" There he went and did it again. Didn’t he know how much my heart wanted him to mean it?

"I'll choose to ignore that," I said and stuck my tongue out to him while I tried to ignore my feelings. He scoffed. A few minutes into the movie, he turned to me again.

"You mind if I share your blanket?" I froze. He was already on his way over to me. A large part of me really wanted this. To let him get closer, to feel his body warm against mine. But I knew it would be a lie. And then…then there were my diapers. What if he found out about them? Before I could reach a conclusion, he'd already slipped under the blanket and pressed closer to me. My heart was beating in my chest. I could smell his skin under the aftershave. I shifted my body slightly so I could get more distance between us. But instead, Joe's arm reached out and pulled me closer to him. Now, my heart was beating so hard and so fast that I was sure he had to hear it. I turned my head towards the screen but I was unable to make out anything that came from that direction. All I could think about was how close I was to Joe and that he'd pulled me close. Maybe I could pretend he was into me…just for a little while. I brushed the thought aside as soon as it arrived.  That sort of thinking would only lead to more heartbreak later. Joe was cold, we were friends and I had a blanket. That was it. But with his hand absent-mindedly stroking my arm, it was hard to not think about it. I lay completely still as his hand brushed up and down in the repetitive movement, afraid that if I moved, he would stop. On the screen, the characters in the movie broke out in a musical number. But I couldn't for the life of me tell you what they were singing, or even what the movie was about. All I was able to focus on was the rhythm of his hand brushing up and down my arm. How close he was to me. How hard my heart was beating. He turned his head towards me. I tried my best to ignore it. But I don't need to tell you that it failed. I gave up before long and turned my head to face him. His gorgeous grey eyes were only a few inches away from me. My heart nearly stopped in my chest. He was moving closer. His breath was warm against my lips. He reached behind my head and pulled me closer. I couldn't fathom what was happening until his lips were on mine. Fireworks went off in my head. Joe was actually kissing me. I closed my eyes and let my lips respond to the kiss. He twisted his body towards me and slid an arm around my waist, dragging me closer. Then, my brain caught up and hit the panic button. Fuck. What if he found out about the diaper? I was convinced that he would reject me if he did. Before I was able to interrupt the embrace, he'd slid the arm to my butt and pulled me on top of his lap. I moaned as I felt his hard-on press against my rear. My mind was trying to figure out how to get away at the same time as it was too distracted by his closeness and what he was doing to me. I moaned into his mouth, lost in his mouth's embrace for a moment. When I felt him squeeze my butt, I yelped and placed a hand on his chest. Oh, no. Oh no, he was sure to find out now. He moved his lips away from mine, kissing a trail towards my ear and down my neck. I squirmed, waiting for the inevitable. I felt his hand slide up from my bottom to the lining of my jeans. I tensed and braced myself for what had to come. His hand paused as he reached the waistband. He must've felt the stiff texture of my diapers.

"Mh," Joe uttered. Oh no, this is it. 

"Your underwear," he was muttering into my neck as he slipped his hand down my trousers. I felt it slide outside my padded butt. His hand stopped moving. My face grew hotter by each second that passed, knowing that any moment, he'd discover what I was wearing. He pulled back from kissing my neck. I could feel his eyes studying me.

"Mike?" I didn't want to see his expression, afraid that it would be filled with rejection. But eventually, I lifted my gaze to look at him.

"Uh…this is kind of a weird question…but…are you wearing diapers?" I looked down in shame. My ears were burning. I tilted my chin down and up again. This was it. He would surely reject me now.

"But then you don't need to go to the bathroom, do you?"

"I-" I looked up at him in confusion. What? What kind of a question was that? He was grinning at me, one of his hands slid to the front of my trousers, giving it a light squeeze. I wasn't sure what to think. I could feel my cock respond to his touch. I moaned. One part of my brain battling with the other. On the one hand, I wanted answers. On the other hand, I was sitting on the lap of the man I'd wanted, pined after, since the first time I met him.

"W-wait, wait. P-Please," I managed to lean back and keep him away by placing my hand on his chest, physically pushing him away from me.

"Why…why aren't you disgusted?" I studied his expression, looking for any clues as to what he might think. His eyebrows drew together as if he was pondering the question. He sighed and placed a hand on top of mine. His heart beat against his chest underneath my hand. Thump-thump. Thump-thump. He looked away for a moment before he met my eyes. If I didn't know any better, I'd say he was blushing.

"Ah…well, to tell you the truth, I-" he paused. His eyes darted around the room as if he was searching for an answer in the paint on the walls. When his eyes returned to me, they stopped.

"I find it kinda…well, hot…" he gave me a lopsided smile. This time, I was certain that I saw a blush creep into his cheeks. A sense of calm washed over me. Calm and affection for this man. How could I ever think that he would hate me for wearing diapers? Even if he was to reject my romance for it, he was still my best friend. He wouldn't just reject me for something like that. I gave myself a mental kick for thinking of him like that.

"You do?" I said, matching his blush. His hand returned to my crotch, hesitantly. I bit my lip and peaked at him. I didn't stop him, instead, I nodded and placed my hand over his, pressing down a little firmer.

"Yea," his voice cracked. I stared at his lips. His tongue darted out and licked them, giving them a wet sheen. I leaned closer, wanting to feel that mouth against mine again. I moaned as he increased the pressure on my crotch with his hand. My arms reached out towards him and wrapped around his neck, pulling him closer. As close as we could get with our clothes still on. My cock stiffened inside the diaper, pressing against the soft fabric and leaking pre-cum into the absorbent material. His teeth caught the sensitive skin on my bottom lip. I gasped. His hands moved up to my hips, pressing into my hip bones. I couldn't stop my hips from bucking towards him. He wasn’t entirely unaffected either, if his hard-on was anything to judge by.

"J-joe," I moaned.

"Uhn, f-fuck, you're so hot," he said, licking and kissing his way down my neck. He growled in frustration when he reached the collar of my shirt. His hands quickly slipped from my hips to grab my shirt and pull it over my head. I lifted my arms and it slid off. It made a dull thump as it landed somewhere on the floor behind me. I wrapped my arms around myself out of instinct and looked away from Joe.

“Hey, baby. Don’t be shy,” he said. His hands peeled my arms gently away from my torso. I watched his hands slide over my upper body, playing with the lining of my diaper.

“You can feel what you’re doing to me, can’t you?” he asked and pressed his crotch upwards. I smiled weakly and met his eyes.

“Of course I can feel you…it’s hard to miss,” I said. He leaned in, wrapped his arms around me and kissed my lips before he placed his lips on my collarbone to continue where he left off. His lips were warm against my skin and it sent shivers down my spine.

“Ahh!” I exclaimed as his tongue circled one of my nipples. He pulled his head slightly away to look up at me and grinned before he continued his trail of kisses, replacing his tongue with his fingers. My hand grabbed his hair, feeling the soft strands slip through my fingers. He leaned away and slipped an arm under my bottom, the other around my waist.   I yelped as he lifted me up at the same time as he used his left arm to push me down on the couch. The world tilted as I fell down onto the soft cushions of the couch with him on top of me. I looked up at Joe. A wide grin was plastered on his face. I felt his leg press against my crotch, pushing the wet material against my genitals. I closed my eyes and moaned. All thoughts left my head until he placed one hand around my wrists and lifted them above my head. I pushed against the physical restraint, only to have him growl at me. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach at the sound and it felt like my mind was filled with comfortable fluffy cotton candy. I stopped restraining and he softened the pressure on my wrists a little.

"Good boy," he said almost inaudibly. Did I really hear that right? I thought I was dreaming, that I was imagining it all. A warm hand slid down my chest. I wriggled as he got closer and closer to the diaper. I was nervous that he wouldn't like it when he saw that I was wet. Sure, he'd said that he found it sexy that I was wearing a diaper, but would he think it was sexy when he found out that I'd wet them as well? Doubt started to cloud my mind, chasing the cotton candy clouds away. His hands reached my trousers and started to unbutton them. I opened my eyes and watched his face nervously. Air brushed against my legs as he slid the jeans off me. His lips transformed into a wide grin as he pressed his hand against the diaper.

"You’re a naughty boy, aren't you?" I bit my lips, unsure how to respond.

"So hard…now, I wonder…is that because you're wet or because I'm that good…or both…?" He gave my crotch a light squeeze as he finished his sentence. I moaned and pressed my crotch towards him.

“Bit full of yourself, aren’t you - Ahh!” I squeezed out the words between moans. He smacked me playfully on the side before he spoke: "Mmmh…I really like seeing you like this. So wanting, so…deliciously needy". While he spoke, his fingers moved to his trousers and started unbuttoning. I watched with hypnotised fascination as the buttons popped out of their holes one by one. Once opened, his cock, only hidden by a thin layer of cotton, protruded out from the jeans. My mouth watered as his hand slipped down to his underwear, guiding his cock through the hole in the front. He was massive. Nervousness mixed with my excitement.

"I hope you've played with your hole before, baby…because I'm going to fuck you hard." My breath was shaking and I felt my vision clouding. Of course, I'd played with myself. I'd jerked off with dildos, imagining what it would be like if it was his cock inside me. But none of them had his girth. And now, it was about to happen.

"Uhnnn," I moaned.

"Turn around, baby," he said and placed his hands on me, guiding my movement. I grabbed a pillow for support.

“Stay here,” he said. I followed him with my eyes as he left the room, curiosity swirling inside me. I wanted to get up and follow him, but I wasn’t sure what kind of punishment I’d get for it. In the end, I stayed.

When he came back a few moments later, he was carrying a small tube in one of his hands. He grinned and ruffled my hair.

"Good boy," he said and sat back down on top of me, pushing me further down into the cushions. His fingers pressed into my hips. I groaned at the touch. A hand slipped through one of the leg openings on my diaper, pushing it sideways. Cold air hit my wet skin. I felt something slick against my ass and soon after, I realised that he was pushing a finger inside me. It didn't take long until I was unable to think about anything other than his finger inside me. His finger sliding in and out. I moaned into the pillow as a second finger slid inside. I could feel myself adjusting to his stretching. It was strange how different and more erotic the sensation was when someone else was doing it to me. He continued to add fingers to my hole until he was seemed satisfied with my ability to adjust to his fingers. I groaned in disappointment and frustration as he pulled his fingers out. But when I felt something warm press against my puckered ring, disappointment was replaced with anticipation. I bucked my hips involuntarily and the wet material pushed around my cock. It twitched, precum leaking into the diaper, mixing with my pee. His cock pressed firmly against my opening. But rather than pushing inside, he rubbed his cock up and down my hole to tease me. I let out a frustrated sound and pushed back against him. He chuckled and continued rubbing himself up and down my entrance.

"Impatient little boy, aren't you?" Despite his words, he stopped rubbing himself around my hole and started pushing against it instead. I bit down on the pillow and did my best to relax to accommodate him. The mushroom cap of his head pressed past the tight ring of muscles. The private time with my sex toys was finally paying off. It stung but I was sure that without that, it would have hurt a lot more. Once the head was passed, my insides shifted and stretched as he continued to push inside. He continued to push inside until his cock was all the way inside me. Only then did he slow down and pause for a moment. I let out a breath I hadn't even realised I was holding. It felt like he was filling every inch as he brushed against my walls.

“You OK?” he murmured next to my ear. I nodded.

“Just give me a sec,” I said. I took a few slow breaths and the pain dulled.

“OK. You can…” he didn’t need more encouragement. He started moving inside me. His movement sent jolts of pain-mixed pleasure straight to my cock. I moaned. Every time he slammed inside, my cock was pressed into the wet diaper. It added an extra layer of physical pleasure to the act. Not to mention that at the back of my mind, I was constantly aware of the humiliation of it. The humiliation of being fucked by another man while I was wearing diapers soaked from my own pee. The worst part was that I was loving it. Every aspect of it. The fact that his weight on top of me made me feel like I was out of control at the same time as I was being protected. Or that we were doing this on the couch in the living room where anyone could walk in at any time. He was breathing heavily, pushing inside me, then pulling out again, only to repeat the action a moment later. The pushing and pulling increased in speed until I felt the warm shot of cum fill me up as he tensed. His cock spasmed and stopped moving for a few seconds, keeping his body still, straining behind me. After a short moment, he pushed himself in and out slowly a few more times, emptying his last drops inside me. He relaxed with a sigh and his cock started to get softer. As he pulled out, disappointment rushed through me. My still rock hard cock pulsed inside my diaper with needs unfulfilled.

He slid the diaper back, closing the opening at the leg as much as he could before I felt his hands gently pull at my side, encouraging me to turn around and face him. I somehow managed to roll around and looked up at him. But he wasn't returning my gaze. His eyes were fixed on my diaper. I blushed at the very visible tent my cock was making down there. He pressed a hand to it and smiled lazily at me.

"Now, let's take care of this, too, hm?" I nodded and my blush darkened. His hand rubbing my cock through the diaper felt incredibly good.

"You naughty little boy. Did you like my big cock inside you?" he asked. I gasped and nodded as his hand stroked the outside of the diaper in slow, lazy movements.

"Say it," he said.

“I… I liked your big cock inside me," I said in-between gasps of air.

"You did, didn't you…No wonder…since your little pee-pee is hardly proof of being a big boy…I bet you liked seeing what a big boy cock is supposed to look like…”

I moaned and pressed my cock against his hand. As I shifted my weight, I felt his cum start leaking out of my hole and into the diaper, mixing with my urine.

"That's why you're wearing diapers, isn't it?" he continued.

"Ahn…" I moaned. His strokes increased in speed.

"P-please,"

"Please what?"

"P-please let me cum?"

"You want to cum? You want to cum in your diapers?"

"Y-yes, please"

"You want to make your little baby stickies in your diaper?"

"Y-yes!"

"Then cum for me, baby. Cum in your diaper like a little boy.”

"OH!" I shouted as I felt my cock spasm inside the diaper and shoot out my orgasm.

I woke up a while after, disoriented from dozing off. The room smelled of sex. The credits were rolling on the screen. I felt his warm body against me. His chest rose and fell with his long heavy breaths. I reached out and brushed a lock of hair away from his eyes. His eyelids fluttered and he gazed at me through sleep-muddled eyes. He blinked confused a couple of times before his face lit up in a brilliant smile.

"That was…fun," he finished, reached out a hand and ruffled my hair. I blushed, looked away and nodded my agreement. I couldn't quite believe that it had actually happened. That Joe had slept with me. He leaned down to kiss me. Warm lips against my own. I sighed and slid an arm around his neck, pulling him closer to me. I felt his hand slide down my back and tensed when I felt it reach my diaper. But relaxed when my mind caught up with me, remembering that he knew. I shifted my position slightly to adapt to Joe's movement. As I shifted, the wetness from the fluids inside the diaper clung to my skin. Our joint cum, now stiff and uncomfortable to me, yet an exciting reminder of our earlier activities. I must've made a face because moments later, Joe pulled away from me and looked down at me with those dark grey eyes.

"Is everything all right?" he asked. I bit my lips. I wasn’t sure how to tell him that my diaper was uncomfortable and that I needed to go get a change. It was embarrassing, even if I knew that he’d accepted my diaper wearing earlier. There was a deep part of me that was still afraid of rejection. I glanced up at him.

"Well, um…" Why was it so difficult to say those words?

"Did I do something?"

"No! No, it's not that." My reply came immediately. The thought that he’d think that he was the one who’d done something wrong made my heart ache.

"I just…it's…my…" My voice disappeared into a tiny whisper that not even someone with super hearing would be able to hear.

"What?" he asked. I started fiddling with the skin around his collar bone as if the words would magically appear there. It was ridiculous, they were just a few words. All I had to say was that I needed a change. It's just to say them out loud. Joe already showed you that he doesn't mind your diapers, I told myself. Just say them, say the words. After a long while, I finally managed to squeeze out two words: "…My diaper…" The words were rushed and almost came out as one big word. I glanced at Joe, trying to figure out what he was thinking. Or what he was going to do, how he was going to react. I relaxed when I saw the corners of his mouth lift upwards in a smile.

"So that's what's bothering you…I thought it was something bad," he said and moved his hand to my crotch. I winced and felt warmth spread through my cheeks. The contents of my diaper were being pressed against my skin. And yet, something about it all made my cock stir. I wanted to push him away to stop him from finding out about my growing hard-on. But I couldn't bring myself to do so.

"No wonder…you're quite wet, aren't you…?" Not trusting my own voice, I nodded.

"Do you have more diapers?" I nodded again and looked at him. His smile grew wider.

"Then how about we get you a change, hm?" My mouth went dry at the thought of Joe changing my diaper. My cock jolted and grew harder. Joe's grin grew wicked. He leaned in to peck me once more on the cheek before he pulled away. He held out his hand for me. I grabbed it and let myself be pulled up. The blanket slipped off me and I suddenly felt naked and vulnerable in nothing but my diaper. Joe was still dressed and that seemed terribly unfair. Before I was able to reflect further on my situation, he'd grabbed my arm and was pulling me towards my bedroom.

"Well, where are they?” he asked and looked at me. Slightly embarrassed, I threw aside the duvet to reveal the rushed hiding spot I'd used for the pack of diapers.

"It was there when I was here earlier?" he asked. I nodded.

"You naughty boy…" I wriggled under his gaze. He stepped closer to me. I shivered as he placed his hands on my hips.

"Now what do you say we get this off you and put on a nice clean one, hm?" he said. I nodded.

"Yes, please.”

"Do you have a towel or something?" he looked at me and I pointed to a blanket on the floor. He reached down, picked it up and placed it on the bed. I felt his hands touch me again, gently guiding me to sit down on the bed. I was hyper-aware of the diaper around my waist. I wanted to focus on something else. Anything else. I looked down. The floor was cold underneath my feet. When I looked back up, I was eye-level with the upper half of his torso. I wanted to slide my hands under his shirt, feel the smooth strong muscles under it. I glanced down and gulped. His well-developed cock bulged in front of his jeans, putting my own cock to shame. I reached out with my hand, feeling it through the fabric. He was hard against my hand.

"Mh…naughty boy," he said. I glanced up. His hands came to rest on my shoulders and pushed me down on top of the bed. If I’d managed to forget about the diaper for a short while, I was certainly reminded of it now, as I lay on the bed with him gazing down at me. I felt completely embarrassed for being at his mercy. For lying down in front of him in nothing but a diaper, like a child who couldn't take care of myself. But the embarrassment didn't come from that on its own. It came from supposedly being an adult. I was twenty, for crying out loud. And if I had to be honest with myself, I was enjoying it. Everything about it. Joe taking care of me, that I was wearing a diaper. The embarrassment of being an adult who’d wet myself. All of it.

Nothing happened for several seconds. Joe was simply studying me with his head tilted slightly. A predatory grin was plastered across his face. Finally, he leaned closer and placed a hand on my diaper. A part of me wanted to crawl backwards, away from that dangerous grin. But the part of me that wanted to feel his hand pressing against my cock was stronger. He lifted another hand to the tabs holding the diaper in place. The sound the tapes made when Joe pulled them off me, ripped through the air. I felt the protection loosen around my waist. I closed my eyes so I wouldn't have to look at anything. Joe pressed down his hand on top of the diaper as he slid it down. I let out a small moan. I couldn't stop my cock from responding to his touch. He chuckled.

"You do like your diapers, don't you…It's ok, you don't have to answer that, baby."

I lifted my hips to make it easier for him to slide the diaper out from underneath me. Next to me on the nightstand was a box of baby wipes. Joe reached for it and pulled out a napkin. The sweet scent mixed with the putrid smell of urine from my diaper. He slid the napkin around all the affected areas except my cock. His movements were agonisingly slow. He put the baby wipe away inside the diaper and pulled out another one. I gasped as it made contact with my cock.

"Look at your tiny pee-pee. He's so excited about his diaper change, isn't he? I'd almost start wondering what the point of cleaning you up is if you're going to leak pre-cum all over your clean nappies again…" I moaned and pressed my hips up to meet the napkin in his hand. He clicked his tongue and pulled the napkin away. I stuck out my bottom lip in a pout. He only laughed again and reached for the fresh diaper. He started unfolding it. I followed the movement with my eyes. The diaper rustled as he unfolded it. I lifted my hips as he slid it under me. It felt soft against my butt. I was comparing the experience to when I'd diapered myself earlier and I found that I liked having someone else do it for me. Made me less in control. Joe was towering over me where he was standing in front of me and increased the feeling of being out of control.

"Hm. We'll never manage to close the diaper when you're this excited, baby…we should take care of that, shouldn't we?" I was about to respond when he wrapped a hand around my cock. All thoughts of anything I was about to say disappeared. I gasped. His hand was warm. My eyes fluttered closed. His palm swirled around the head of my cock. Pre-cum leaked from the slit and got dragged around my cock with his movement. His breath brushed against my skin. I opened my eyes and glanced down at him. He was focused, eyes dark with lust. My eyes landed on his crotch, where I could see a very visible bulge. My breath got caught in my throat. A whimper escaped from between my lips. His gaze shifted from my cock to meet my eyes. A slow grin spread across his lips as he held my gaze. Slowly, his hand moved down my shaft without breaking eye contact. I moaned and bucked my hips towards him to meet his movement. He chuckled and pressed a hand on my hip to keep me still.

"Nah-uh. Stay still…" he said. I let out a shaky breath and forced myself to lie still. After a few moments, he released the pressure on my hip slightly while he raised an eyebrow in warning. His hand slid from my hip and down to cup my balls just as the other hand made it to the base of my cock. The combination of both hands in those two places made me gasp. He leaned closer to me and pressed his lips against mine without stopping his movements. I opened my lips and allowed him access. He slipped his tongue inside. I moaned at the touch. He gave my balls a slight squeeze which sent a jolt through my cock. I couldn't stop myself from throwing my legs around him, pulling him closer. I gasped as I felt his hard-on press against me through the fabric of his slacks. He chuckled, the sound muffled by my mouth. He moved his head back and bit down on my lower lip, pulling it with him as he pulled away. He paused for a moment before he let go of my lip. Air rushed to fill the space, slightly cold against my skin. He met my eyes while he stroked my dick.

"I want to be inside you again so bad, baby. I bet you're all tight for me, aren't you?" He let go of my cock and pushed his fingers into my mouth.

"Be a good boy and get them wet for me…" he said. I could taste myself on his fingers. The slightly bittersweet taste of pre-cum. He watched me with fascinated eyes.

"Good boy," he removed his fingers slowly by sliding them out of my mouth. I trembled underneath him. My eyes widened as his fingers rubbed against the ring of muscles around my anus. I bit my lip to refrain from pushing myself onto him. He grinned and a moment later, his finger pushed against my entrance. I gasped. His fingers brushed against my insides, pushing further inside. I closed my eyes.

"M…more," I said.

"More?" he repeated.

"Please…" I managed to gasp out. His breathing was getting heavier. I glanced down at his crotch. His hard-on made a huge bulge in his trousers. I swallowed, trying to get rid of the nervous lump in my throat. I wasn't sure how I was going to be able to fit his cock inside me when it felt like his finger was filling me up. Soon, a second finger joined the first. The ring of nerves expanded to allow his second finger to enter. I gasped as I felt him fill me up inside. I groaned and bucked my hips towards him. I half expected him to put his hand on my hips to stop me from moving again. But he didn't. I glanced down at him. And met his eyes. A shiver went up my spine. He did something with his fingers inside me. He brushed against something. It felt like he was tickling a specific spot inside me. I gasped as he stroked it again. I felt his gaze on me. But I couldn't manage to meet his eyes. I didn't want to see him watch me. I was already feeling so sensitive and in his power. I didn't want to meet his eyes as well.

"Ah!" I exclaimed as he curled his fingers, sliding over the spot inside me. I brought my hand up in front of my mouth to muffle any sounds that might escape. His warm breath rushed out, flowing across my cock. It was the only warning I got before his tongue lapped out, running up my cock as he pulled his fingers out from my hole. He reached the tip of my cock with his tongue. My breath hitched. His fingers were resting around the circle of nerves around my anus. I was unable to keep my eyes closed. I glanced down at him. He opened his mouth wider and I watched as the head of my cock disappeared into his mouth.

"Mmmph," I let out a muffled cry behind my hands. His chuckle vibrated through my cock. He applied a slight pressure with his fingers before they slid back inside me. I cried out as they went straight for the spot inside me, massaging it. For every stroke, I let out a muffled yelp. And for every yelp, he chuckled slightly and he licked my cock. A pressure started building up inside me. Warmth spread throughout my body. Just when I thought I couldn't take it any longer, he stopped. I groaned, not sure whether it was from frustration or relief. Cold air rushed towards my cock as the warm embrace of his mouth disappeared.

"Impatient, are we?" Joe asked and reached out an arm towards the nightstand. He pulled out a bottle of lube and a butt plug.  He grinned down at me. The bottle made a popping sound as he undid the cap. He tipped the bottle, holding it above his hand. A long line of liquid ran down from the opening and onto his hand. He put the bottle away and pressed his fingers inside me again. I gasped and bucked my hips. Pressing myself towards his hand. This time, he put two fingers straight inside me. Using those two fingers to stretch my hole. A third finger was added to the mix. I was starting to get used to the sensation when he pulled out and I felt something harder push against my hole. I glanced down between my legs. I only caught a glimpse of the butt plug as Joe started sliding it inside me.

"Oh!" I gasped. The cold end pushed past my anal ring. The smooth surface slipped inside me without problems, getting wider and wider until it felt like I was going to break if he pushed it further. He paused, keeping the plug inside me with a faint pressure. I could feel his searching eyes on me. I bit my lips and looked down at him. There was a question in his eyes. I nodded. He applied a little more force with his hand. I grabbed the sheets under me as it pushed inside, through the tense ring of muscles. I gasped and winced at the sudden pain. But just as soon as it had started, it subsided, leaving a dull throb around my hole. He continued pushing. Was it ever going to stop? Then, the plug brushed against that spot inside me. I gasped. Spots appeared in front of my eyes. I inhaled. Before I could return to my senses, Joe pulled the plug back a few inches before pushing it back inside. I gasped as he aimed right for the spot. A loud moan escaped my lips but I didn't care anymore. All I wanted was for him to keep pushing against that spot. And he did. Again and again. Every time he hit my prostate, I felt the pressure bringing me slightly closer to my release. Just when I thought I couldn't take it anymore, he pulled out the butt plug. I groaned in frustration.

"Again?" I muttered. I wanted to hit him. He chuckled and put away the butt plug. With nimble fingers, he unbuckled his belt. The buttons on his trousers made a pop as he undid them one after another. I soon forgot my frustration. I couldn't take my eyes away but watched in hypnotised fascination as he slid his trousers off. I licked my lips and swallowed nervously. The outline of his cock was clearly visible through the cotton of his underwear. A dark stain formed by the tip of his cock from pre-cum. He glanced at me from under his brow, hooked his thumb into the waistband of his boxer-briefs and pulled it down in a slow teasing movement. I bit my lip and tightened my grip on the sheets to keep myself from reaching out for him and pull it down faster. He paused, his grin grew wider.

"Tell me how much you want it, baby," Joe said.

"I...I...please"

"Please what?"

"I want you...I want your cock...please" I managed to say, in a barely audible whisper. He stroked his cock through the cotton.

"This? Is this what you want?" he asked. I nodded.

"Yes…yes please," I repeated. He grinned and pulled the boxer-briefs further down to release his cock. He rested a knee on the bed and grabbed his cock. He grabbed the bottle of lube and poured it onto his cock while he massaged it. It was even bigger than I thought it would be. With long strokes, he rubbed the lube over his cock. He pushed my legs apart. I rested my head on the pillow and felt his cock head brush my anus. He looked at me. When I nodded, he started pushing himself into me. I clawed my nails into the sheets. I relaxed slightly as the capped head of his cock slipped through the ring of resistance. He grabbed my cock with one hand and started stroking me while he pushed himself the rest of his length inside me. I gasped when I felt all of his cock fill me up. He kept his hips still and allowed me to adjust to his size. He pulled his hand up and down my shaft in time with my breathing.

"P-ple-" I stuttered, unable to get out anything else. Joe exhaled and started moving inside me. As he moved, his thick cock brushed against the walls inside me. He gave my cock a few more strokes before he let go of it, instead grabbing my legs and lifting them up on his shoulders. He buried his cock inside me. I screamed as his cock hit my prostate. I looked straight into his eyes. A look of concentration mixed with his grin. He grabbed my hips to keep me from moving and pulled back before he rammed into me. I screamed again, feeling the warmth spreading from my balls. It was at that moment that I knew I wouldn't last long. Each thrust he made into me brought me closer to the edge. His thrusts became harder and wilder. His breathing quicker. Until he thrust himself deep inside me with a long groan. His cock pulsed. I could feel the surges of cum start to ebb out of his cock. My entire body tensed as my scrotum bunched up in response. I screamed my release as cum flowed out of my cock onto my skin. He moved his cock inside me slowly a few more times as he softened. He smiled down at me, bent down to kiss me before he pulled himself up with an effort of will. He grabbed his cock, wiping it on the diaper under me. I wondered where he found the energy as I lied watching him pull the diaper up around my waist, hiding my now limp cock inside. He gave my diaper a couple of pats with his hand before he climbed onto the bed behind me. I turned on my side to give him space. As I shifted, I felt his cum start to leak out of my ass and into the diaper. His arm slid around my waist. I let my fingers trail his protruding veins. For several moments we just listened to our breathing. I bit my lip before I dared to ask:

"So…does this mean you'll be my boyfriend…?"

"Well, I've already changed your diapers…I'd say that I'm more than just your boyfriend".
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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’. Despite my thought, I felt the corners of my mouth pull upwards and fought the urge to grin like an idiot back at him. Like a lamb walking straight into the wolf’s mouth. My cock pressed against the hard jeans fabric wanting to break free. At some point along the way to the bedroom, my shirt had come off and I felt the cotton from Derek’s shirt against my skin. The heat from his flesh leaked through the fabric and onto my hypersensitive skin. He moved an arm down my slim waist, causing the cotton to rub my nipple. I sucked air into my lungs and watched his grin widen further. Keeping the pressure on my wrists, his head moved down and I eagerly lifted my head in anticipation of a kiss. His hand flew back up from my waist and grabbed my throat. His fingers squeezed my jaw, keeping my head locked still facing him. I felt my thoughts grow still as if everything happened through a layer of pink cotton until all my senses only focused on Derek.

“Don’t. Move,” Derek said, taking care to put pressure on each word.

“Yes, Master,” I said. My pulse was thumping so hard, I could feel it in my ears. His eyes bore into mine for a long while before he let go of my wrists. I swallowed and felt my Adam's apple bob in my throat. I kept my arms pinned in the exact position he left them, trying my best to please him. His mouth trailed kisses down my throat where his hand had been moments before.

“Good boy,” he mumbled, the words muffled by my skin. I wanted to squirm under his touches. It felt like his hands were on fire and left a residue of heat where he touched me. I moaned as his mouth found my hip bone and I gave an involuntary twitch. His head lifted slightly and those green eyes of his stared into mine. My eyes widened when I realised that I’d defied his command to not move when I’d twitched.

“I…I’m sorry!”

“Are you, now?”

“Yes, yes, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to move!” He grinned and slid his hand down my hip bone towards my crotch. My eyes trailed his hand as it moved. It stopped and he pressed a single finger on my bulge.

“I’m sure you didn’t…” he slowly lowered his whole hand to cup my stiff cock. My breath came out in shallow gusts of air. His hand squeezed down. The pressure increased slightly with each second that passed.

“I suppose I can’t expect any more from you…” he said, and confusion clouded my mind, bringing me slightly away from subspace. Was he hurting my feelings on purpose? Wasn’t I being good? Was he disappointed with me? Before my brain could come up with more self-doubting questions, he spoke again:

“After all, I already knew you weren’t in complete control of your body.”

“What do you want me to say, Master? I said I’m sorry!” He smiled and starting unbuttoning my jeans.

“I know. I have ears.” He finished unbuttoning the last button and he moved his hands up to the top of the jeans. His fingers scraped lightly against my skin just as he started pulling the trousers off. I wanted to squirm again but bit down on my lip to try to refrain from moving and thus make my punishment worse. A thump reached my ears as the jeans hit the floor. Derek’s thighs were straddling me, forcing my legs together and I felt his hand on my underwear, pressing his thumb lightly at the tip of my erection. He clicked his tongue.

“Here as well. Your cock is dribbling pre-cum all over your underwear…it’s almost like you’re trying to prove to me that I’ve made the right decision by putting you in diaper discipline…not being able to control your body…just like a little boy.” He let go of my erection and smiled.

“Wh-what! No! I said I wanted to wear diapers to spend time with you, not because I need them. You know that!”

“Are you getting snarky with me?” I closed my mouth and shook my head.

“What was that I said about not moving?” He shifted so he could drag my underwear down my legs.

“I’ll decide whether you need diapers or not. And at the moment…” he studied the stain on my underwear pointedly, “I say you do.”  He got up, giving my mouth a peck before he bent down beside the bed. I heard him rustling with the drawer that belonged to the bed before his head came into sight again. My eyes clouded slightly with lust as I watched him pull up a rope from the drawer.

“Since you can’t seem to stop moving about, I think we need to see if we can teach you something about that…”

“M-master,” I said and let out a gasp of breath. He lifted a leg over my chest and straddled me. His weight kept me in place. I could tell that he was turned on, the tell-tale signs of his erection straining in his trousers only inches away from my face. I wanted him to unbutton himself and shove his cock down my throat. I wet my lips with my tongue. His hands pressing down on my wrists brought me back to the moment. He pressed down slightly firmer, the pressure against my pulse made my mind go momentarily blank. Soon after, I felt the slightly coarse hemp rope slide against my skin where his fingers had held only seconds before. My breath was heavy with anticipation. The rope tightened and I glanced up at the wrist that was being secured at the bedpost. My eyes moved up to Derek’s face, his eyes fixated on his own movements, expression locked in concentration. He let go and moved to my other wrist, which got the same treatment. He leaned back and looked down at me.

“They feel ok?” I nodded. He smiled.

“Good.” He bent down and kissed me before his weight left me again. He came back from the floor with a towel. He used his hands to spread my legs and placed himself between them. He reached out and tapped the bedsheets.

“Oh baby, you’ve leaked some of your pre-cum onto the bed.” He shook his head and trailed a finger along the crack that separated my butt cheeks to the tip of my cock before he wrapped a hand around my cock. With agonising slowness, he moved his hand up to the tip before pulling it down again.

“I should’ve put you in a diaper first to avoid this. I should have realised how little control you have over yourself, shouldn’t I?” I moaned and shook my head.

“No? You don’t think it’s fair?” he asked. I shuddered and he let go of my cock.

“I’m sorry. Please touch me again. Please, Master?”

“You want me to touch you?”

“Yes, Master.” He looked up at me, then down at my cock, which was begging for attention. Then he smiled and grabbed the towel, unfolded it and slid it under me. Several things fell out from inside the towel and landed next to him. I didn’t recognise the items at first, the angle made them difficult to see properly. Derek looked pleased and reached out an arm to pick up one of them. It dawned on me then that it was the diaper and I blushed furiously, trying my best to think of something that would make my erection go down. It was full of childish prints. I felt silly for not realising it immediately. But up until that point, a part of me had thought he might be joking about putting me in diapers. When he’d put me down on the bed and started kissing me, teasing me with his hands, his mouth…I’d thought that he was going to at least fuck me before putting me in a diaper. I realised that my bottom lip was sticking out in a pout. I felt ridiculous and vulnerable lying with my legs spread as if I couldn’t manage to take care of myself. He looked at me and stuck out his bottom lip in an imitation of mine.

“Awww, don’t pout, baby. It’s gonna be fine…we’re just going to put this on and everything will be all right.” He pushed a hand under my bottom and I felt him lift me with his strong arms. With his other hand, he slid the diaper under me, the rustling of the plastic reaching my ears. He lowered my butt again and I blushed as I felt the diaper against my skin. It wasn’t as bad as I’d feared. It was actually quite comfortable. He reached out and wrapped a hand around my cock.

“I didn’t know you wanted to wear the diaper this badly” I looked at him and strained against my bonds. He clicked his tongue and rubbed his thumb over the head of my penis.

“I…I don’t.”

“No? Then why are you so hard when you have a diaper under you?”

“I don’t know.”

“Hm…” He reached to the side and picked up a tube. I followed the tube with my eyes as he moved it over my crotch and turned it upside down. White powder drizzled down from the pack and down to my skin. It felt soft and pleasantly chilled against my hot skin. He put it away and grabbed the corners of the diaper with his hands.

“No wait. Please,” I pleaded and strained against the rope. He looked up at me with merciless eyes, lifted an eyebrow and pressed the front of the diaper down, trapping my cock inside. He reached over to the sides and pulled the tapes shut from each side. He rested a hand on the top while the other trailed the holes in the legs checking if it was securely in place. My cock didn’t get any time to soften before I felt the hand that was resting on top of the diaper rub me. I lifted my hips slightly to meet the pressure.

“Oh, you’ve been waiting for so long for my touch, haven’t you?”

“Mmmh, please. I want to feel your hand on my cock Master, pleease.” I nearly sobbed.

“Do you want me to stop rubbing you? Leave you here like this?” His hands paused and I shook my head.

“No, no, please Master. Don’t do that.”

“No?”

“No. Please keep rubbing me like that.” His other hand moved up to join the first and started rubbing my cock. I moaned and writhed to his touch.

“That’s what I thought. You like it when Master rubs your cock through your diapers, don’t you?”

“Y-yes.”

“Good…from now on, you make all your little boy dribbles in here. Master is the only big boy who can cum outside diapers…I’ll show you what a big boy cock looks like…you want that don’t you?”

“Y-yes, Master! Please!”

“But first, you must make your cummies in your diapers, little one.” His hands kept stroking me and I could feel the point of no return. I shamelessly bucked my hips and humped against his hands for the friction my cock so desperately wanted.

“Ah- N-No, mmm! Master!” I shot my eyes open and met his eyes.

“Cum for me, baby” his command hit me and I let out a deep groan as I shot my seed into the diaper. He kept rubbing me as I rode out my orgasm, draining me of every drop. I felt the last shot leave my cock and fell back on the bed, drained of energy. Derek patted my diaper as he got up. The touch made me shudder involuntarily from the sensitive touch. He came back moments later with a large baby bottle filled with water that he pressed against my lips.

“Drink up. I don’t want you to faint from dehydration after straining yourself.” I opened my mouth and let him put the nipple in my mouth. I gulped down a few mouthfuls before I tried to turn my face to signal that I didn’t want anymore. But Derek’s free hand on my cheek stopped me from pulling further. I looked at him. He was daring me to defy him. I obediently pushed away my defiance and kept swallowing until the bottle was empty.

“Good boy…now I think I promised you to show you what a big boy cock looks like…” he said and started unbuttoning his jeans. I licked my lips and watched one button after the other slide out of its hole. If I hadn’t been completely drained from my orgasm only minutes earlier, I know my cock would have hardened instantly at the sight of the slow reveal of his erection. The trousers slid down his legs, and he stood in front of me with his massive cock creating a tent in his underwear. He straddled my chest again and I instinctively opened my mouth wanting the taste of his cock. The cotton fabric of his underwear pressed against my mouth and I stuck out my tongue. The taste of him was faint through the fabric but still there and I could smell his lust.

“Mmm, good boy…” I wanted to touch him and pulled frustratingly at the ropes. I opened my mouth as much as possible, trying to get as much of his bulge in my mouth as possible. He pressed a hand on my head to gently push me away. I leaned my head back and watched as he pulled down his pants, revealing his gigantic erection. My mouth watered at the sight and I licked my lips.

“This is what a big boy cock looks like, baby. Take a good look. He grabbed his cock with one hand and leaned back, touching my diaper with the other hand.

“Maybe we’ll wait until your little pee-pee gets big like this before we let you out of the diapers again…” I moaned.

“Tell me you want my cock, baby.” I met his eyes and licked my lips again.

“I want your cock, Master. Please.” It was all he needed. He aimed for my mouth and I opened it to accommodate him, wrapping my lips around my teeth. I felt the head of his cock push in and his taste filled my mouth. Without stopping, he pushed his cock all the way down my throat until I felt his pubic hair against my nose. I took a deep breath with my nose, his scent filling me with every intake of breath. It was as if the world was still for a few seconds before he started moving. Slowly at first, all the way out so his mushroom tip barely escaped my lips and then straight down my throat again. With each thrust, his thrusts become faster and stronger.

“That’s it. My little cocksucker,” I moaned at his words. He grabbed my head and started thrusting frantically. I was unable to move and I loved every second of it. With one final thrust, I watched as his eyes widened as he buried himself in my throat. He let out a long groan. His cock pulsed inside my mouth and moments later, sperm shot out and slid down my throat. He moved his cock massaging my throat to pump out the last of his orgasm before he pulled out. A long string of semen and spit followed his softening cock out of my mouth and dribbled down on my chest. He bent down and kissed me with a smile.

“Good boy,” I smiled back at him, unable to speak with my violated throat. He climbed off my chest and lied down next to me. I yanked my wrist, wanting to wrap my arms around him and cursed inside at the ropes. He glanced up.

“Mmh, yes…I’ve decided that you’ll have to stay here all tied up while I go get some work done. I’ll be just next door if there is anything.” He smiled again, pecked me on the cheek before he stepped into the en-suite bathroom. I heard the sink start running. The sound of water made me suddenly realise how much I needed to use the bathroom. I squeezed my thighs together in an attempt to hold back some of the need I felt to pee. The water stopped, and Derek appeared in the doorway fully dressed.

“Derek,” I said, my voice hoarse from the rough treatment.

“Yes, baby?”

“I uh…I need to pee.” He grinned and came over to me.

“Well, well, well…already?” His hand rested on top of the diaper.

“Well, you know I can’t take off your diaper after you dribbled all over the sheets…and I already told you that you need some rest after that exertion…if you can’t hold yourself, I guess you’re just going to have to use the diaper.” He grinned, kissed me, then got up and opened the door to his office.

“I’ll keep the door slightly open, shout if you want anything.” I opened my mouth, then closed it, not quite knowing what to say. He disappeared into his office and I tugged at the ropes and groaned in frustration, not daring to make more noise than that. The rules he’d set for his work hours were clear: if I made too much noise, there would be consequences. I’d experienced that first-hand several times already.

I don’t know how long I’d been lying on the bed listening to the tapping on his keyboard while I struggled to hold back the urine from soaking my diaper. My bladder was starting to hurt and I was getting worried that holding it might lead to getting hurt. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as I weighed my options. I didn’t know how much longer I could hold my pee back. The pain was agonising and as a cramp hit me, all I wanted to do was to pee myself to get some relief from the pain. I closed my eyes and imagined standing in front of a urinal with my cock whipped out. The feeling of piss flowing through the urethra and exiting the hole at the tip. As I thought about it, I felt the piss leave my cock and warm liquid spread from the front of the diaper and around my crotch before running down the crack and pooling around my butt. I’d never felt anything as good as letting go right then and I couldn’t hold back a moan. I emptied my bladder and the pain subdued. I opened my eyes and looked straight into Derek’s. He leaned down and pressed a hand to my crotch.

“Did you wet your diaper?” I looked away.

“Did you wet your diaper like a little boy? It’s OK, you don’t have to answer. I can feel your warm pee-pee here.” He stroked the front of my diaper and to my horror, I felt my cock grow hard again.

“Oh, look at you…the little baby dick is getting a stiffie…did it feel that good to let go, hm?”

“I…ah!” I gasped as he pressed down on my cock. The softness from the fresh diaper now replaced with soggy wetness. I closed my eyes and felt his hands rub my cock against the material, using my piss inside the diaper as a lubricant. I hate to admit it, but it felt really good against my cock. I moaned and bucked my hips. I could see that he was getting hard too. When I met his eyes, they were dark with lust and with several quick movements, he’d managed to untie my wrists and flip me over to my stomach. I let out a gasp as I heard him unbuckle his belt behind me and drag down his pants. His hands pulled my soggy diapers down with force. Something cold squirted against my hole before fingers stretched me, making me ready for his manhood. I moaned and pressed back against his fingers.

“Master, please. I want your cock inside me,” I pleaded. He removed his fingers and I screamed as he slammed his rod into me. My cock was rubbing inside the diaper with every thrust and I heard it squish against my thighs every time he reached the base of his shaft. His fingers dug into my hips, holding on to them like an anchor. I could feel his cock stroke against the walls inside me with every move and I moaned with each caress. I let out a scream as he suddenly slammed into the bundle of nerves inside me. He chuckled from behind me and with the next push inside, he hit the spot again. And again. I felt my orgasm build up with every brush of my prostate and wriggled helplessly beneath Derek’s weight.

“Quite sensitive today, aren’t you?” His words sounded strained from his physical effort. I wasn’t able to reply. Instead, I moaned helplessly as he kept brushing against the spot. He started thrusting into me harder and harder, mercilessly using my hole for his needs. I bucked my hips desperately to give my cock some friction. It was all I could think about. My own cock squishing against the soggy diaper material and his dick hitting my prostate. It filled my mind until nothing else existed. My moans escaped my throat without care for neighbours or who else might hear me.

“Oh God, Master, I’m-“ was all I was able to say before I felt my cock spasm and shoot long threads of white sperm into the diaper. My muscles grew weak and I slumped on the bed, barely registering Derek’s continued thrusts inside me until he stopped moving, sperm shooting deep inside me. He pulled out and gave my butt a pat before he pulled the diaper back up to cover my bottom. His warm body wrapped around me and I soon disappeared into the first of many diaper wearing naps that summer.
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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 at 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 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 behind 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 was 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 inside 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 to 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 under 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 by 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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