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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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“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.

You can find the full story on Amazon here.
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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.

The full story is available on Amazon here.
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Derek stared at the door to the changing room. He didn't want to go in. He put his hand on the handle and pushed it down. He stepped inside the locker room and glanced around. He'd been early, hoping to escape everyone else changing at the same time. He let out a sigh of relief. No one was there. He took off his jeans and rummaged around in his bag to find his soccer shorts. He glanced around self-consciously while his hand was digging through his bag, very aware of his vulnerable situation if someone should choose to come in at this very moment. He found the shorts and quickly stepped into them. He sighed again when he stepped in front of the mirror and he glanced at himself from the side. He tried desperately to see if it was noticeable that he was wearing a diaper. He wasn't sure. He was afraid the diapers might show if someone looked up his shorts, but it was unlikely to happen. He reassured himself that he would be fine, went back to his locker and took out his shoes. With one foot on the bench he started tying his 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…
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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 on Amazon here.
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