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

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

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

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

‘Yes, Sir.’

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

‘Yes, Sir.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Yes, Sir.’

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

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

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

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

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

‘Ready, Sir.’

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

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

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

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

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

‘Almost all the tables are taken, Sir.’ 

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

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

‘I’m wet, Sir,’ I wrote.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘You have my permission to cum, little one. But you have to film it, and you are not allowed to throw away the wet diaper.' I groaned, moved into the bedroom. I placed the camera, so it faced me and started to strip. I took off my shirt, knowing full well that the diaper would be visible over the linings of my jeans. I let a hand travel down to fondle my crotch. A moan escaped my lips. I looked at the camera lens and tried to imagine that Rick was watching me from the other side. That somehow he was sitting on a chair right behind the camera, watching me strip for him. Watching me be desperate for his touch on me. That somehow, he was equally turned on by my wetness and need as I was. That he would tire of waiting, grow impatient and make his way over to me. I let out another groan. I closed my eyes and imagined that his hands were the ones that unbuttoned my jeans and not my own. The need for him grew stronger. I pulled my jeans off, and I was left only wearing my diaper. My cock instantly grew to its full length - which isn't really saying much - finally free from the restrictive jeans fabric. My diapers were drooping. I let a hand touch the front of the plastic-y material and squeezed. It felt warm to the touch, and as I squeezed, the wetness inside once again clung to my skin. I had to focus hard to not have an orgasm right then and there. That would certainly lead to punishment from my master as soon as he got back from his business trip. I started rubbing myself through the diaper fabric. All the water I'd been drinking throughout the day, made my bladder feel like it was constantly full, even though it wasn't long since I'd relieved myself. The combined feelings of having to pee and the physical sensation of the wet diaper against my skin was driving me crazy. It struck me that I must look ridiculous, humping my hand while wearing a diaper, but this thought only made my cock harder. I imagined Rick as he watched the video tape with a hard cock and a mocking smile, sitting next to his colleague. I held back a whimper at the thought of this stranger watching me like this. I bit my lip, a trickle of precum mixing with my own urine and soaking into the fabric. With a force of willpower, I managed to stop rubbing myself for a short while and sat down on the bed. I faced the camera with my legs under me in a kneeling position. My fingers were shaking, and my breath was shallow. I peeled off the tapes, and placed one hand in front of my diaper, lowering it slowly so it wouldn't fall on the bed with a thud. I spread my legs slightly, straddling my used diaper. I'd worn it for so long that the first pee had taken on a faint familiar smell. I could hear my shaky breath, and locking my eyes onto the camera lens, I grabbed y cock with a trembling hand. I gasped and bucked my hips instinctively. When my hips moved, they pressed my butt cheeks down on the wet material. The wetness sending me a reminder of my own actions, my cock jolted. I gasped, and with one hand pulled the foreskin from the tip, the other hand traveling up my chest and pinched a nipple. I moaned, my thumb swirling over the head of my cock, rubbing the precum like lubricant around the head. I felt my balls scrunch together and opened my eyes in surprise. My orgasm washed over me in a sudden jerk. It came so suddenly, I groaned and bucked my hips, aiming the cock down towards the diaper. I screamed out my release, the feeling of it so strong that it was difficult to do anything else. My mind blanked out. [G1]

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

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

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

“Shh, he might be asleep, let me go and have a look at him," I heard Rick's voice say. There were some more sounds from the hallway before the bedroom door opened.[G2]

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

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

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

“Looks like you haven’t drunk all your water, little one. We can’t have that. With all the wee and stickies that are in here, you need to refill your body. Otherwise, you're going to end up dehydrated." He unscrewed the cap on the bottle and held the bottle to my mouth. I drank compliantly and tried my best not to grimace when I felt my stomach filling up with more fluids. The need to pee was getting bad, and I could feel the pain of a straining bladder. When I'd consumed the water, he spoke again: [G3][G4][G5][G6][G7][G8][G9]

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

"But…I'm…I'm wet, and I'm…well, I'm wearing a diaper. He's going to see it."[G10]

"Of course he's going to see it, silly. You've got nothing to hide. Everyone knows that little boys wet themselves and therefore need to wear diapers."[G11][G12][G13][G14]

“But I’m not-“

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

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

"Because I pee myself."[G15]

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

“No.”

"No, that's what I thought. So, stop complaining and making excuses and come and say hello to my friend." I let him help me up from the bed. I was pulling on my shirt as if trying to hide the big bulk around my waist.[G16]

"Stop pulling your shirt, or I'll remove your pajama bottoms."[G17][G18]

"Maybe I should remove your pajama bottoms anyway. It'll teach you not to be so embarrassed about your diapers in front of strangers." He opened the door, and pushed me gently but firmly out in front of him.[G19][G20][G21][G22][G23][G24][G25][G26]

"Owen, this gentleman is Gary. Gary is going to stay a couple of days so that the three of us can have some fun." He was a handsome man. I could see his eyes move towards my diaper area and linger. I felt warmth lead to my cheeks and probably making them red. At that moment, I couldn't hold back my pee any longer. It gushed out from my dick and into my bladder. I could hear it make a splattering sound as it hit the walls of the diapers with force.[G27][G28]

"Owen…are you having an accident in front of the nice man?" I hid my face behind my hands, and for a short moment, I wanted to stop the flood from filling my diaper. But the feeling of letting go was such a relief that it occupied every part of my mind as it happened. It was almost orgasmic to let go of the piss that I'd been holding for several hours in my sleep. When the flood turned to a trickle and eventually stopped, Rick placed his hands on my layer of diapers.[G29][G30]

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

"As you can see, there's a reason why I have to keep him in diapers." He pulled my pants down so that I was standing in the hall with them, with my pajama bottoms around my ankles and my diapers on full display.[G31][G32]

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

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

"Oh, please, I don't think you need those pajama bottoms, baby. It's hardly a secret that you wear diapers, and those pajama bottoms are doing nothing to hide that fact, anyway." I did as he said, and left the pajama bottoms, and continued to follow them. Rick looked at me and placed a blanket on the floor, along with a pillow.[G33][G34][G35][G36][G37][G38][G39][G40]

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

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

I sat down on the blanket, wincing slightly from the squelching sound my diaper made when I sat down. I glanced up at my Master, who was now leaning towards our guest. They were busy whispering in each other's ears. Rick kept his gaze locked on mine even while he spoke to Gary. A chuckle left Gary's lips, and he too looked down at me.[G41][G42][G43]

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

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

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

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

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

Master walked Gary to the door, and I could hear them talk from where I was lying.[G44]

“Well, thanks for stopping by, and if you’re ever in the neighbourhood, feel free to come over for some fun.” The door closed and Rick entered the room seconds later. He kissed me and told me what a good boy I’d been. I smiled back at him and snuggled into his arms.[G45]

Gary did come over for some more fun after that. So often, in fact, that he now keeps a spare toothbrush in our home.
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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.[G47][G48]

"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 through his bag to find his change. Gordon shook his head.[G49][G50][G51][G52]

“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 the beginning of practice. For the umpteenth time during the practice, he considered whether or not to let go into the diaper. He tried relaxing to relieve the pain, but it wasn't as easy as it sounded. He bit his teeth together and shook his head inwardly. What was he doing? Wetting himself during practice… He would not do that. He would not do that. He repeated it one more time for good measure. His bladder was giving him a painful tinge. He grabbed his stomach with his hand and winced from the pain. He heard a whistle and turned around to look at coach Franklyn. She was pointing at him.[G53]

"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.  [G54][G55][G56]

"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.[G57]

‘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?'[G58]

‘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 the pain. He leaned his head on the door. Still nothing. He stood up and kept one hand on his stomach. The other moved down to the front of the diaper. He closed his eyes again and focused on imagining the toilet being the aim of his piss. He relaxed his sphincter, and a spurt of piss immediately hit the inside of the soft tissue…[G59][G60][G61][G62][G63][G64]

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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