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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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“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.

The full story is available at:
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My master and I were spending a couple of days apart and I had been told to expect messages with instructions that I needed to follow. I didn’t expect him home until Saturday afternoon, and this was a way for us to make the time spent apart a little more manageable. Ever since my master found out about my diaper fetish, he’d been finding new and increasingly embarrassing situations for me to explore my limits. I was sitting by the keyboard on my computer when a text ticked in from him on my phone. I glanced down at the text.

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

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

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

‘Yes, Sir.’

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

‘Yes, Sir.’

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

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

I was typing away on my computer, trying to decipher where I’d gone wrong in my coding when the first rush from my bladder hit me. I pressed one hand to my crotch and closed my eyes until the need to relieve myself subsided a little. I was freelancing as a game developer creating app games. It was enough to make live 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.’

The full story is available at: https://www.amazon.com/Texting-Diapers-erotic-diaper-adventure-ebook/dp/B075LVZHG7/ref=sr_1_2?ie=UTF8&qid=1507548015&sr=8-2&keywords=dylan+katana


Bonus sample:

Diapered by my Teacher

An erotic yaoi novelette

By

Dylan Katana

© Dylan Katana 2016

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…

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