Vignette #1: The Boss

The boardroom was currently filled with the company’s top executives, the oaken horseshoe-shaped table seating all 20 of them with ease. All of them were dressed in their finest suits on top, and a pair of designer diapers on the bottom. In front of them stood their boss, a large imposing bear with a stern expression. He wore a black and white suit top which matched his black and white designer diaper he wore on the bottom. He was currently in the middle of a passionate speech concerning the company’s dramatic increase in revenue in the last fiscal year, and his plan to keep them on this upward trend. In between key points he would reach for his adult-sized sippy cup that stood on a table to the side, the large bear making a mental note to either buy a bigger one or have another on standby, considering he had just gone through an entire liter of water in just 20 minutes. He was nearing the end of his speech when he felt a pressure building in his bladder, the ursine paying it little mind even as his hands began reaching for his padded crotch, the big bear squirming slightly where he stood. A whisper came from one of the executives. 

“Look! I think the boss is gonna have an accident!”

“You’re right! I think we’re gonna get to see him piddle right in front of us, what an honor!”

The boss could hear the whispers from his staff, but he was still in denial about the situation, stuttering through the rest of his speech as he began doing a pee dance. The excited whispers grew stronger and more plentiful, until everyone was eagerly anticipating getting to see their boss piss himself. Sweating at this point, the ursine could not deny the situation any longer. Placing his legs apart from each other, his feet pointed inward, the large bear squinted his eyes shut and clenched his fists.

“I…I’m gonna…I’m gonna go potty!”

And with that he relaxed his bladder, the room going completely silent before the unmistakable sound of piss hitting diaper filled the room.

“Oh my gosh I can’t believe I’m getting to see the boss tinkle right in front of me!”

“I gotta pee-pee too so I can join in!”

One after another, the executives joined in with their boss, sighs and moans of release ringing through the meeting room as 21 people were filling their diapers. Some stood up to show off their designer diapers getting full and soggy, others leaned back as they reveled in the feeling of filling their diapers up with warm, musky piss. As soon as it had begun, one by one the streams of piss died down, many of the directors reaching hands down to start pleasuring themselves while their diapers were still warm and fresh. One stream that did not die down however, was the boss’, his seeming to even get more powerful as he went on, his diaper so full it threatened to burst. 

“Look! I think the boss’ diapee is gonna fall off him!”

Tape began to slowly unravel as the black and white designer diaper became heavier and heavier, until finally the thing burst at the seams. The boss’ big overflowed diaper fell with a wet ‘splat on the floor, the bear’s impressive, rock-hard 9” cock continuing to spray piss all across the floor. Wanting to get done with pissing, the large ursine used his muscles to squeeze down on his bladder, sending a large blast of bear piss flying across the room, go so far as to hit the conference table at the bottom of the horseshoe-shaped furniture. Breathing heavily as his stream died down to a trickle, dripping into the already soaked diaper, the large bear made a mental note to buy bigger diapers in the future.
Vignette #2: Piddler on the Roof

A trio of friends were making their up to the roof, climbing through the slanted window in one of the boys’ room. Nick, the lanky maned wolf who was the owner of said room, climbed up first. Once he did, he turned around to receive a six-pack of beer from his two friends down in his room. Soon enough the two other boys, a rat and a hyena, made their way up as well, the three boys finding a spot on the roof to lounge. None of them were actually old enough to drink yet, so Nick had bribed his older brother to buy some for them. The three of them were definitely a pair of delinquents, all of them dressed in the same kind of alternative clothing; distressed leather jackets, band t-shirts and skinny jeans that accentuated the diapers they wore underneath quite well. As Nick sat down on the shingled floor with a crinkle, he tossed one beer each to his two friends and began cracking open his own with a lighter. Once he popped the cap off, the wolf boy slammed the bottle back, taking a big swig of the illegal nectar, reveling not only in its taste, but at the feeling of breaking a rule. The others soon joined him, the three boys looking up at the stars as they kept taking swigs of the beer. Soon enough Nick had finished his first bottle, the teen chucking the bottle off the roof and down into the garden below, landing with the dull sound of glass bottle hitting dirt.
“Dude, what if your dad finds out?”
“Yeah, won’t he like, flip his shit at you?”

Nick simply let out a ‘tch’, giving his friends a smug smile.

“Fuck him, he’s not gonna be home till late in the day tomorrow anyway, so who gives a shit.”

The rat and the hyena grinned, reveling in how cool their friend was, the two of them soon throwing their own bottles down into the garden. Nick was about to take a sip from his second bottle of the night when a challenge came from his hyena friend.

“Bet you can’t fuckin’ chug that beer, dude.”

Nick didn’t say a word, he simply upgraded his planned sip into a full on chug, giving his friend the middle finger as he neared the end, causing the two other boys to laugh and holler. Gulping down the last of the beer, Nick pulled the bottle from his lips, gave a loud belch and threw away his bottle.

“Don’t fuckin’ underestimate the king, bitch.”

“Oh yeah? Well look who doesn’t have any more beer left, you dumb idiot!”

Nick chucked the cardboard that had held the beer bottles together, which proved to be quite ineffective as it simply bounced off the cackling hyena.
“Fuck you, you asshole!”

The three boys laughed heartily, soon going back to simply looking up at the stars. It didn’t take long however, for something to happen. Nick was laying peacefully, enjoying the buzz from the beer, when he felt a pressure in his bladder. Lifting up his t-shirt, he could see his bladder making a faint bulge right below his navel, a tingle in his diapered dick confirming what was about to happen.

“Guys? I think I’m gonna tinkle in my diapees!”

The two other boys perked up, looking at their friend with widened eyes.

“Really? You gonna piddle for us?”
“You gonna wet your diapees here on the roof?”

Nick nodded his head, feeling himself become hard in his diaper.

“Yeah! Oh fuck, it’s happening, I’m gonna be such a naughty boy and have an accident! I can feel it coming, I-“

Nick let out a long whine as urine began gushing into his diaper, the sound of piss filling up a diaper loud and clear in the silent night.

“Oh shit, he’s really doing it! He’s going pee-pee in his diaper!”

“Fuck that’s so cool, he’s really having an accident!”

The maned wolf boy half whined, half moaned as he continued to wet himself, piss gushing into the poofy diaper as Nick emptied nearly a whole day’s worth of warm, musky boy piss.
“Mmff, shit, I think…I think I’m gonna leak!”

Sure enough, as the stream of piss kept flowing, the diaper’s ability to keep it all in began failing, eventually ending in two dark spots appearing on Nick’s thighs. As the boy kept pissing like a racehorse, the spots grew larger and larger until urine began flowing down the roof tiles, eventually reaching the bottom where it dripped into the storm drain. As this was going on, the other two boys weren’t far behind, straining their bladders until they too began wetting themselves, not wanting to  be left out on doing something so cool. At this point, Nick was fully hard, the boy using his kegel muscles to squirt out the last remaining streams of piss. Immediately, he flipped himself on to his hands and knees, the boy beginning to grind against the roof with reckless abandon. As his diaper was mushed against his crotch thanks to his skinny jeans, the soft interior acted like fleshjack, the feeling of sliding his dick into a cushion of his own warm, wet piss driving the boy wild. With a strained grunt, Nick came crashing over the edge, shooting rope after rope of potent teen cum into his diaper. Completely spent, the boy flopped against the roof tiles, listening to the gentle ‘psshhh’ coming from his friends as they too flooded their diapers. Nick was still enjoying his afterglow when his rat friend piped up.
“Hey, where are we supposed to dispose of our diapees?”

Nick let out a short ‘hehh’, the boy getting to his feet and dropping his pants. With skilled precision, he took his diaper off, rolled it up and chucked it into the garden, the thing landing with a wet ‘splat’. Nick turned to his friends, a grin plastered on his face, the trio bursting out laughing, the boys spending another good hour staring at the stars before going back inside.

