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	Chapter 1 – Alex

	 

	 

	 

	 

	God he was so easy. I laugh as I swirl the ice in my drink, thinking about what he must look like by now. That look on his face is so damn funny. The way it contorts, the blushing. Watching him go quiet, apprehensive. His eyes can’t even look at me, because they’re so filled with shame. He hates it and he loves it. But he just can’t seem to stop. So easy.

	 

	I set the drink down and walk back to the basement door, listening. I can hear him down there. Struggling. So damn funny. Ok, I suppose he’s been down there long enough. Long enough for the multiple suppositories to have found their use.

	 

	I usually don’t like watching right after I’ve applied those. Well, that’s not exactly true, sometimes I do enjoy watching. The look of panic, the sheer terror. Then the moment when it comes. Their face all red and contorted. I’ve taken more than one picture for my collection. No, I suppose it’s the smell I didn’t want to deal with today. Yuck. No, a drink sounded better so I came upstairs and left him down there.

	 

	Pretty funny scenario really. I love watching his shame, especially when I send him home. Without changing of course. So damn funny to watch him get all stutter faced into his car. He can usually only barely manage to sit with the huge mess in the seat of his pants. Well, his diapers really. The seat of his messy diapers. So damn funny.

	 

	I wonder how he usually feels as he’s driving home? Wondering if he’s going to get pulled over? I imagine he probably drives well below the speed limit, even though he’s burning to get home and change, driving real slow though, just in case that certain police officer might stop him. He’d have quite a story to talk about as the officer scrunched his (or even better her) nose in disbelief that they’d pulled over a man who shit his pants.

	 

	Hard to believe a woman like me can make money off of people like this. Dominating them, putting them into diapers like little babies, spanking them sometimes. Hard to believe adults get off on this kind of thing but hey? Who am I to judge or complain? And I make a good buck...

	 

	Ok, its time. I walk down the stairs and go into the back room. He hears me and turns. Just precious. He can’t speak of course because I gagged him with a large pacifier with loads and loads of twine. I love the look in his eyes. The pleading look. Yep. The smell. He did it. He couldn’t help himself of course. I walk over to him and test the bonds that tightly bind his hands and feet behind him. I love the hog-tie. Nothing like it. Yes, there’s nothing like a grown man in nothing but a disposable diaper tied up in a classic hog tie lying there writhing in their own stink pants.

	 

	Now I tease him. “How’s baby’s diapers feeling now Alex?” I say, emphasizing the word ‘baby’ as I pull his hair, forcing him to look up at me with those frightened eyes. I give him that stern motherly look that I know will have him hard in a manner of seconds. So easy to control the man’s sex. So easy. He doesn’t answer of course. I used an unbelievable amount of twine and they make those new pacifiers so nice with the holes on the sides. They’re perfect homemade gags, and oh so babyish. Like they were just made for the modern man. Well the modern “man” like this one. The “grown up” mommy’s boys who can’t seem to get rid of their diapers.

	 

	“Can’t talk baby boy? Got your binky in your mouth? Aww…. Judging by the smell in here, I’d say somebody did a big stinky in their di di! Did baby do a stinky in his di di for Mistress Samantha?” I say, at I pat his seat, forcing him to feel the mess shift in his “pants”. He grimaces as I push on his behind, unable to stop me, and I laugh out loud, smiling. I pat it a few more times to emphasize the point. “Little boys like you just can’t seem to hold it can you? No. Just too little I guess. It’s a good thing you have your big boy diapers on huh? Your big boy pants?” Alex blushes hard as I say ‘big boy pants’. He loves this but also burns inside when I tease him. When I remind him of how old he really is. A 32 year old man, who at heart really wants me to treat him like a 3 year old.

	 

	Now I perform the act. The act which will cause him both great joy and also bring tears of guilt and shame. I’m going to make him cum. He loves the build up, loves the initial release, but he hates, yes he absolutely hates the feeling of being in the diapers afterwards, especially when they’re messy. Once he’s spent, the fun’s gone. But not for me. No, that’s the best part, the time when I watch the true humiliation take over. The time when I get to see his defenses crumble, watch him realize with agony what I’ve made him do, what he’s allowed me to do to him. And it breaks him every time. Today, I might just leave him there for a while. Make him lie there and contemplate his state.

	 

	I don’t always bring him off, sometimes preferring to just leave him horny and compliant and sending him home like that, when I know he’ll be whacking himself off first thing when he gets home, if not before in his car. I like to keep things uncertain, as it helps to keep him on edge for what’s coming next. But not today. No, today I’m going to give it to him and enjoy fully the shame that I bring him.

	 

	I start to rub the front of his diaper, making sure that his cock is hard underneath, which of course it is. I usually tease him about the size of his cock but in truth it’s probably average. I don’t let him know that though. Never. I start to rub and he looks at me with a mix of terror and excitement. I start to tease him, “Does baby like that? Or maybe I should stop? What do you think?”

	 

	I pull off just to watch his reaction. He grunts and pleads with his eyes for me to continue even though he knows deep down he’s resigning himself to a sentence of torture when it’s over. Yes, this is the best part. I start rubbing him again, watching his face contort, as he struggles with his bonds helplessly. No way he could get out. I’m an expert at knots.

	 

	I continue teasing him, in a mocking babyish voice that I know really gets to him, “Pee yew. You’re so stinky Alex! You really had to go didn’t you? Do you like the thought of making a squirty in your already messy diapers? A little squirty squirt? I think someone does! Yes he does! That’s my baby! My baby Alex. Wants to squirty squirt in his di dis like a big boy! But he isn’t a big boy is he? Noooo. He’s just widdle. A widdle baby in diapers! You know baby, I’m not going to let you take these off in my house. Yes, that’s right. Don’t give me that look. Yes baby, you are going to drive home in these dirty diapers tonight. I’m so cruel aren’t I? But you love me so much! You just love it when your dommy mommy does this to you don’t you? Yes, you do. That’s right. Nod your widdle head for me. That’s it. How long do you think you’ll last today? Do you think you’ll last longer than a minute or so for mommy? You usually don’t last long do you baby?”

	 

	I watch him shake and spasm. I love to bring him off quickly, to demonstrate to him that he really has no control. To take the joy out of his orgasm, to make him cum quickly is just so funny to me. Because I really do enjoy watching the after show even more.

	 

	I ramp it up, moving my hand over his diaper, yes over his diaper, I never touch his actual penis (well maybe a little when I change him) while I’m rubbing him. I love to make him associate all orgasms with the diaper itself. Helps to reinforce his conditioning, which I love to keep him bound to. Pathetic really. I keep going. No, he’s not going to last long. Here it comes. Always talk to them while they’re coming, “Here we go baby boy, yes, here it comes, ready? Ok good, now squirt into your diapers for mommy! Yay!!!! There it is! You’re spurting baby boy! Yay!!!! What a big boy you are! That’s it, get it all out for mommy.”

	 

	I love to always say the word ‘diapers’ right when he cums. First of all the word itself makes him nervous and excited, but when I speak it again when he cums, it further reinforces both his training and his embarrassment. Ah yes… And now he’s looking very embarrassed. Perfect.

	 

	Yes, now he’s hiding his eyes, trying to cover up and hide, to somehow be anywhere but here. Now he’s not feeling so hot anymore, feeling the nasty truth of his situation. I love it. Now I’ll strike. This is definitely the best part. “Oh Alex, you don’t look so excited anymore. What’s the matter? Those diapers not feeling so good anymore? Yes, that’s right you’re wearing a diaper. Alex is wearing diapers. Alex is wearing dirty diapers. Ha ha ha!!! And… you have your hands and feet tied up! You’re sucking a pacifier too. Don’t give me that look. You know you wanted me to dress you like this! Tsk tsk. Poor baby. Doesn’t like the feeling of a big load in his di dis so much now does he? Aw… Poor baby…”

	 

	I continue to taunt him, watching him struggle extra now, attempting to speak to me. I know he wants to beg me to release him at this point but I avoid his eyes, not letting him even contact me. I go back around to his backside again and start to push on his bottom, spreading the mess for him to feel even more intensely this time. He tries to get away from my hand but I just pull his hair until he squeals. Yes, I definitely love this part.

	 

	If I was in a really nasty mood, I would squat on his face and make him lick me to an orgasm now but I’m feeling in more of a mean mood and don’t want to give him even a hint of pleasure right now. So instead I lean over to his face while I continue pushing on his behind and speak, “Ok baby boy. I think mommy’s getting tired now. You’ve had your fun. I’m going to release your bonds. Don’t even think of taking that diaper off before getting into your car. Although I imagine you’ll want to wait till you’re home as it will be pretty damn messy. Anyway, if you are thinking about taking it off before leaving this house, then think again, because just as soon as you do, I’ll just post those lovely diapered pictures of you to Facebook tonight. And… I’ll make sure to share it with your Facebook friends as well.”

	 

	His face turns bright red. I continue, “And if you even ask me if you can take the diaper off, I’m going to post the pictures. In fact the only thing I want you to do is to march your shamefaced sorry diapered ass upstairs and tug on your big boy pants over those messy diapers. I hope your jeans fit ok, because those diapers are looking pretty full. Put on your shirt and shoes and then leave the money for me on the counter. And I think an extra 50 for the squirty tonight would be good… Don’t you dare balk at me! Then… you can leave quietly. Oh, and I forgot to tell you! Keep the pacifier in your mouth with all that cute twine. You can cut it off later at home. I’ll expect you to face time me in about a half hour so I can see you cut it off then. Oh, does that embarrass you? It should. I wonder what it’ll feel like driving home with a pacifier in your mouth, wearing a very dirty diaper? I imagine it won’t feel very nice but you know what? I don’t care.” His face goes white. He isn’t feeling so hot now. Pretty low really… I love it.

	 

	I untie him slowly, just to make him feel his own mess a little longer. When I’m done, just to make him suffer a little longer, I make him crawl through the basement to the stairs. He hates it when I make him crawl. I like to laugh at him as he goes, letting him look forward at my gorgeous ass, held tight by the black leather skirt. He can only wonder what it would look like undressed. But he doesn’t get that privilege tonight. He’s stuttering and shame-faced, near purple really. His diapers do not look like they’re in good shape. He’s going to have one hell of a clean up job later, that’s for sure.

	 

	I sit back on the couch when we’re upstairs and take another sip of my cocktail as I watch him get dressed, laughing hysterically as he tries to fit his huge overnight sized diapers (yes I put him in the largest size I could find tonight), which are even larger due to his load, into those tight jeans of his. He can’t do it. He finally resigns himself to leaving the top two buttons undone. The funny thing is imagining how much worse his mess is getting spread around with the jeans pushing hard on his diapers. Its obvious he’s dealing with that fact judging by the look on his face…

	 

	With a great deal of stress Alex tries to pull his shirt down far enough to cover the top of the diapers. He barely manages it much to my glee. I make him turn around for me to laugh at the backside bulge. “Its so obvious you have diapers on Alex,” I say, taunting him and laughing, much to his total fright. He’s scared out of his mind and he can’t stop blushing. I make him pay me. I can see that look in his eye which tells me he really wants to ask me if he can take his pacifier out at least for the drive home. I just tap it with my finely manicured nail and give him that look. The look that says no.

	 

	On the way out the door I squeeze his ass and force the mess to spread more and he jumps in panic. He’s a total mess as he leaves and gets into his car. So funny watching him get into his car like that. Tenderly trying to sit, so as not to make his diapers leak. I don’t even want to think about the state of them when he gets home a half hour later. But that’s not my problem. I blow him a kiss, laughing at him sitting there with that ridiculous pacifier tied around his head. Will he really make it home like that? Yes, he will. Because he knows the consequences if he fails to obey me. He knows. And he hates it.

	 

	I watch him drive away and chuckle. I walk back inside and shut the door, lighting some incense to drive away his stink and clear my space. I think I’ll take a short bath before our little face time chat later. Always exciting for my subs to complete their missions. I take another sip of my drink as I count the money he left. Very nice. What a wonderful afternoon.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2 – Mikey

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Mikey. What a sweet pathetic boy. I’m checking my emails later after the facetime with Alex (it was pretty hilarious by the way, Alex did manage to make it home. I think it was quite a clean up job…), and anyway I open an email from Mikey. He’s been paying me for phone and email domination, not being able to afford to see me in person very often. Such a sweet boy. He wants to call me. I email him quickly to let him know its ok.

	 

	About a half hour later the phone rings. “Hi um, Mistress Samantha?” I love his early 20’s shaky voice. Nervous like they all are. I don’t know what it is about diaper boys but their voices really like to shake like true toddlers. “Yes Mikey, before you ask me your questions, I want to ask you if you did that assignment I gave you?” I laugh. I know he probably won’t have done it. He’s pretty weak willed and usually unable to do them. “Uh Mistress, no. I uh…” he stammers. I quickly round on him, “Mikey, Mikey, Mikey… What are we going to do with you baby? When Mistress Samantha wants something done she really expects it to truly be done! Now. Before you say anything else, I want you to transfer some money over to my account. Then, as soon as I see those funds where they belong, I want you to meet me at the pharmacy on 10th and Judson, ok sweety? Together I think we can tackle this assignment just fine, don’t you think? Oh, and don’t forget the most delicious part of the assignment diddums.... Make sure you’re wearing those extra large diapers that I gave you a couple weeks ago. Do you still have some left honey?”

	 

	I hear stuttering and silence on the other end. He’s paralyzed with fear. He hadn’t anticipated being called on his lack of commitment, and I’ll definitely be following through with this one. He gulps and I hear a fearful, “yes Mistress.” “Yes, what sweety?” I ask, goading him. He gulps again and stammers, “yes Mistress I have the d… d… diapers that you gave me.” “Good boy,” I say, trying not to laugh, “well you go find yourself a nice quiet place to tape yourself up into one and then… Then you can put on those sweet short shorts that I gave you, the really girly ones with that sweet matching t-shirt that I gave you. And I think you remember which shoes and socks to wear too don’t you baby boy? Or should I say baby girl?” I start laughing and wait to hear his response.

	 

	“I… I… Don’t think I can do this Mistress Samantha… Please, can I just have another assignment? I don’t think I can go into that store looking like…” “Looking like what sweety? The total and complete sissy that you are? Oh Mikey, you disappoint me. Well… I guess this is goodbye honey. Good luck finding another mistress who will help you out with your kinks…” I wait a few seconds before hanging up and then hear it. The squealing. He’s almost in tears, I can tell. I love this stuff. He reconsiders, and quickly, “Wait! Mistress Samantha!” “Yes?” I say, grinning.

	 

	“I’ll… I’ll… Do it. But… Can… Oh God, I’m so nervous….” He stammers. I laugh, “Of course you are dear, you’re going to be looking quite ridiculous very soon. But that’s the point isn’t it? Make sure to drink that quart of water first too ok? Just like I originally told you to? Well, this will be much better don’t you think? I mean, you can complete your original assignment with me present!” He balks for a bit more but I convince him. I wait for about 10 minutes after hanging up and then I see it. He’s paid me. God I love this. Getting paid for humiliating the male.

	 

	It’s about a half hour later and I pull up outside of the pharmacy. I’ve changed into some tight jeans and a pullover, to make myself look a little less “dommy”. But I have my high-heeled black boots on just in case. I get out of my car and walk over to his. I knew he’d still be in it. Fucking hilarious. He’s wearing his trench-coat. I make a motion for him to roll down the window. Nervously, he complies. He looks like he’s about to cry. I lean into the window and whisper at him, “Hi Mikey. Take off the trench coat. Now.”

	 

	Shaking, he scrambles to get out of the bulky coat. I nearly die laughing as I look at him in the car. He’s wearing the outfit. I can hardly believe he did it, hardly believe I got him to do it. I open the door and motion for him to get out. There are a few people around outside but it is dark now and maybe he’ll get lucky and not be seen by too many people.

	 

	Nervously he steps out of the car. Fucking hilarious. He’s wearing baby blue short shorts, totally girlish, which of course are poofed out quite immensely. You’d have to be a blind person not to notice this guy. To notice what he’s actually wearing under the shorts… Then there’s the t-shirt. A pink “My Little Pony” t-shirt! I nearly die laughing at the sight of him in it. Knee high white nylon socks, and to top it off bright pink and white Nikes, obviously girl’s sneakers, just in his size.

	 

	He shuffles in front of me. “Give me your car keys,” I bark at him sharply. Gulping and going deep red, he complies. I lock his car behind him and deposit the keys in my purse. He’s totally fucked. No way out now. “Do exactly as I say, or I’ll make this worse on you baby ‘girl’”. He blushes, or is he turning blue? Hard to say, his face is so contorted with nervousness. He’s shuffling, looking everywhere, trying not to be seen but actually making things worse.

	 

	I smile at him and ask him if he drank the water. “Y… Yes… Mistress… I did,” he stammers weakly. “Does baby girl have to tinkle?” I ask grinning. He shakes his head no, but I can tell by the way he’s shifting that he definitely does. I love public humiliation scenes like this when they really have to go to the bathroom. It makes it even more intense for them, trying to simultaneously hold it while realizing that at some point there will be no getting out of it.

	 

	“Start walking sissy,” I whisper at him again and slap his diapered butt, causing a loud crinkling noise to startle him and force him moving. I walk several feet behind him, just to enjoy the show. He can’t even walk normal, the diapers are making him waddle so much. He keeps trying to pull down his t-shirt to cover his diaper bulge but it’s no good, as I made sure to give him a shirt which was way too short to begin with. It barely covers the waistband of his very sissy style shorts. He’s nearly dying as he approaches the front door. It makes me cringe a little too, honestly. But wait till the finale surprise I have waiting for him inside!

	 

	When the bright lights hit him, the horrible fluorescents of the pharmacy, he starts swooning. He’s in deep sub space, probably more in shock than anything. He looks back at me, nervously trying to decide what to do. I slowly walk by him and hand him his shopping list and then pass on, as if I’m not with him. I walk over to the nearby aisle and watch. He’s like an island in a vast sea, a sore thumb. His face goes even redder when he looks at the list.

	 

	First stop is the makeup aisle. He looks ridiculous trying to fumble his way through the makeup. I watch as he picks out lipstick, eyeliner, mascara, and other items, some of which he doesn’t even know how to find because he’s so nervous. Then I see my friend Trish over across the way. She works the night shift here, along with a few of her friends. I know all of them. This is going to be a very fun evening.

	 

	She walks right up to him and asks him if he needs help, “Can I help you with something uh sir? Or is it ma’am?” I nearly die laughing, watching the expression on his face as he is finally seen. He becomes a nervous wreck, fumbling with the makeup and trying to save face. She grins at him and picks up a few items he’s dropped in his nervousness. “Oooh, Pink Passion. That looks like a sexy color!” she says with sarcasm, grinning, “For your girlfriend?” She tries to not laugh but a giggle escapes her mouth, causing Mikey to blush intensely.

	 

	I use this moment to walk up and make things a little spicier. “Oh there you are Mikey! Did you get all of your makeup? Oooh yes, I think those will be totally your color. What do you think?” I say pretending to ask the “sales lady”. Trish laughs and says, “Oh ya totally, I think the lipstick will match his cute t-shirt, ooh look My Little Pony! And that eye shadow will really match these adorable shorts, ooop! Those are some big shorts you have on!” Trish giggled again.

	 

	Mikey looks like he wants to run out of the store at this point. I decide to out Mikey now, to drop him several notches, “That’s because Mikey’s wearing D I A P E R S.” I say it loudly enough for at least 2 aisles to hear. Mikey’s face is burning hot and he looks like he’s about to cry. He can’t even speak and knows he can’t run. I have his keys.

	 

	“Diapers!??” bursts out Trish, starting to laugh, “Really? Wow, I thought only incontinent people and babies wore diapers! Are you uh, incontinent Mikey?” Mikey goes cold, still unable to speak. I speak again for him very matter of factly, keeping my cool, “No, Mikey isn’t really incontinent. No, he’s what you’d call an adult baby, but I don’t see the ‘adult’ resemblance really. He’s more of a toddler I think. He gets off on wearing diapers and dressing infantile. That’s why he looks like this. Mikey likes looking like a baby girl! Don’t you Mikey?”

	 

	The look on his face is priceless. He’s shaking and looks like he’s about to run. He still doesn’t realize Trish knows me and that we’re playing with him. He looks right at me with tears forming in his eyes, starting to speak. I just put my finger to his lip and say, “Shhh. Its ok baby. Why don’t we find those other items on your precious little list ok honey?”

	 

	Trish looks down and grabs the list out of Mikey’s hand before he can help it. He looks totally helpless. And I can tell that the water’s really acting on him now. She starts to read it, “Lets see here, ooh. Lots of baby items. Perfect! And adult diapers? Oh Mikey, you’ve come to the right place. One of this store’s specialties is our adult diaper section! We have lots of brands to choose from that you can’t find anywhere else…”

	 

	Mikey is beyond fear at this point. He’s a wreck and I push him further. “Start walking Mikey. Follow the nice sales lady. Ok sweetums?” He starts waddling after her, past a customer who gives him a dirty look and over to the adult diaper section. Just then, a cute Asian girl who also works there comes over to help, “You need some help Trish?”

	 

	“Sure Mika, this customer is looking for some adult diapers,” Trish says with a hint of sarcasm. Mikey looks like he’s about to crumble and the tears start to stream down his cheeks. We’ve pushed him pretty far and he’s a nervous wreck.

	 

	“Adult diapers? Well there’s plenty here. Lets see, judging by the size of the one’s he’s obviously wearing now, I would say go with the overnights. These Dry 24/7s are a great pick, and you don’t need to change them too often,” Mika says dryly with a slight giggle. Trish laughs and picks up the large package, “What size are you? Medium?” Mikey can barely even talk, “uh… ya. I think so.” His face is burning red. Trish laughs and hands him the large package. His arms are full now, with diapers and makeup. “Nice pony shirt,” Mika says with a slight sneer. The two girls start cracking up.

	 

	Trish pulls it together quickly and says, “Mikey here wants some baby supplies to go with his diapers, you know, powder and lotion? That kind of thing…” Mika looks him in the face and says, “You got a mommy to change you? Ya? You probably could use some powder huh? Here, I’ll walk over with you and we’ll see if we can find you some things.” Mikey starts shuffle walking, trying to avoid the loud sound but the girls don’t fail to notice. Mika whispers to Trish, “Crinkle. Crinkle. Crinkle.” Mikey burns with the shame of it, obviously wanting desperately for this night to be over.

	 

	When we all arrive at the baby aisle, Mika goes full bore, “Here we go. Pampers baby wipes! For those messy diaper changes! And oohh what do we have here baby? Johnson and Johnson baby powder! Oooh! And lotion to go with it? Definitely. You are going to be one happy baby in your diapers aren’t you? Oooh. And lets not forget a package of pacifiers! Look these ones are in really girly colors!”

	 

	Mikey starts to cry now, the tears are streaming down his face. Mika can really be a bitch. She doesn’t hesitate though. She keeps going. “Aww… Is baby cwying? Aw… Boo hoo!! You know what though baby? I want to see something… You know what I want to see?” Here it comes. The finale for the night. I love times like this. We’re all grinning, ready to break Mikey totally. Mika says it, “I want to see you drop those cute little shorts. I want to see your diapers.”

	 

	Mikey is shaking not knowing what to say. “Here,” Mika says, “lets go in the back store room.” She makes a seductive motion towards him, placing one hand on his chest and the other on his diapered crotch. She rubs slightly, causing him to gasp and his eyes to roll back. Suddenly he’s excited and it somehow overrides his deep sense of embarrassment. I nod at him and he follows the two women towards the back room.

	 

	Once we’re all in the back Mika tells him to strip his shorts off. I dangle the keys in front of him, teasingly, telling him to comply. Burning with shame, he drops his shorts. “Hand them to me Mikey,” Mika commands. I love Mika. God I love Mika. She’ll be a great dom someday. Mikey gulps and hands over his shorts. Then to his terror, he realizes his mistake. Mika pulls out a pair of scissors and starts to cut the shorts into shreds right in front of his eyes. Mikey looks like he’s about to feint in terror.

	 

	Then Mika makes the situation worse. She approaches Mikey with the scissors and says, “You know, I think we need to make your t-shirt a hair shorter, its slightly covering up your big baby ass diapers. Here let me help.” To Mikey’s horror she begins to cut the bottom of the t-shirt, making it a “cut-off t-shirt” which now horribly comes down only as far as his lower ribs, completely exposing his diapers to full view. “The ponies needed a little makeover anyway Mikey,” Mika says as he starts to cry again.

	 

	He looks at me and opens his mouth, “Please Mistress Samantha, I’m sorry I didn’t do my assignments before… Please let me out of here. Please, get me some clothes.” Pathetic. He’s begging now! I’m still kind of in a mean mood though so I just stand there and shake my head, “this is what you get Mikey, for disobeying me. Maybe next time you’ll do what I say the first time.” “Ya, Mikey, you better start to learn to obey your mommy!” Mika yells at him.

	 

	Now for one of the final touches. “Ok, Mikey. We can all see that you have to pee very badly. You’ve been shaking pretty badly and it’s not just nerves. We’ll let you out of here but first you have to give us a little show and demonstrate to us what a baby you really are.” Mikey gives me a look of dread and gulps. “I… I… can’t… I can’t go while you’re all watching me…” So pathetic. Really. I love watching adult babies try to pee when they’re nervous. It’s so funny!

	 

	But we all sit down and decide to wait. We make Mikey stand in the corner facing us. We keep staring at him, breaking him down. The tears are streaming down his face. Trish takes a few photos much to Mikey’s dismay. “Come on,” Trish barks, “we do have to go back to work you know Mikey! If you don’t start peeing we may have to make this worse on you.”

	 

	Mikey knows he can’t make it much longer. I walk up to him and push on his diaper front, applying pressure to his bladder, “Pee for me Mikey. Show us what a baby you are. Show us how you can’t help but pee in your diapers.” The girls are cracking up hysterically now. Mikey’s face doesn’t look like it will change back to a normal color any time soon. He’s petrified but then he feels it. He can’t fight it anymore. He starts to lose it. I can tell. The telltale trickling sound... The beginnings of an adult male peeing himself in front of 3 gorgeous women. Yes, he’s starting to pee himself.

	 

	Then it really starts coming out. It turns into a torrent. I did make him drink a lot of water. You can totally hear it. We all start laughing hysterically as the front of his diapers begin filling, showing that obvious damp bulge. He’s dying of shame. All three of us laughing at him… While he pees himself…

	 

	When it’s over, he looks to me, imploringly, and speaks, “Can I go now? Please Mistress?” I walk over to him, “of course you can darling. As soon as you walk back out into the store and pay for all of your purchases. Wearing exactly what you’re wearing right now of course. And if you do it just right, you’ll get you’re keys back when you exit the store.”

	 

	Mikey starts to balk. I shut him up quickly, “Uh Mikey, if I hear one more word about it, Trish here is going to be posting those pictures she just took of you tonight online. Sound like a better option?” Mikey looks down, beaten. He can’t believe he’s going to have to walk out into the brightly lit pharmacy with his totally pee soaked diapers totally exposed. I’m willing to bet he’ll never forget this night.

	 

	Then Mika makes it even better. “Hey guys, whattya say we make him wear the makeup too?” Good plan I think to myself.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 3 – Josh

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I always love the first timers. Andrea had called me about a week back to set up an appointment with her and her husband Josh. She wanted some help with her husband who has a diaper fetish but was too macho to admit it. He had taken to wearing pull ups and she found that when he wore them he became much more docile and helpful around the house. She thought it was weird at first but didn’t complain as it took off his macho edge. However lately he had become abrasive and she realized it was due to him masturbating in the diapers and then taking them off. She found when he was spent and not wearing the diapers he became mean and almost unbearable. She had known some doms in the past and thought it might be a good idea to get professional help. I’m always willing to oblige.

	 

	We sit in my living room on Friday afternoon. Josh’s face looks like a tomato he’s so red. Andrea and I have been laughing and having tea and it hardly appears that Josh has even touched his. He sits there, head down, shuffling his feet. I decide to break the ice.

	 

	“So Josh? Andrea, your wife, tells me you want to wear diapers?” I say, grinning a little to keep him embarrassed. Josh flushes even darker and mutters something incomprehensible. Andrea puts her hand on his knee, also grinning slightly and says, “Josh, its ok. Come on, let’s face this together.” “She’s right Josh,” I say, “most men in your place will find much more peace when they come to terms with their fetishes. So try speaking your desire out loud and see if you can find the courage to acknowledge this.”

	 

	We all sit there as Josh lifts his head, struggling to come to terms with his forbidden desire. His face contorts in a grimace as he fights to find the words, “Yes.” I raise my eyebrow. I want him to say it. “Tell me Josh. Yes, what?” Andrea is trying to stifle a laugh. She’s obviously enjoying this. Josh’s macho exterior is crumbling fast. But I know these types. He’s really just a big baby.

	 

	Josh looks like he’s ready to crawl out of his skin saying this, “I… I… I want to wear d…” “What’s that Josh? I didn’t hear you…” I say with a tone of command in my voice. I love this. Breaking them down. He looks like he’s about to cry. I hope he does. He starts squirming again.

	 

	“I… I… I want to wear diapers!” he finally blurts out. Yes. I see the telltale signs of watering around his eyes as he admits it. Andrea pats him on the back trying not to giggle. I keep going, “Congratulations Josh, you’ve admitted your deep dark secret to us. Now. Andrea brought you here so we can help you get started on fulfilling your desire. I’m going to help her get started with some things related to this lifestyle. Are you ready?” Josh nods his head. I can tell he’s getting a little bit excited but is too embarrassed to know really what’s happening.

	 

	I walk over to the box I have prepared in the corner and pull out the few items I have prepared. I bring them back to show Josh and Andrea. “Josh, I want you to look at me. Look at these items I have in my hand. Do you see these? That’s right. You recognize them. This is a large adult disposable diaper. Very absorbent. These diapers are much more like the ones you might have worn as a baby. Not like the pull-ups that Andrea tells me you’re used to wearing. See how these have tapes? And they’re nice and crinkly… Hear that? Hear the crinkle? Get used to looking at these because they’re going to be your new underwear. Andrea and I talked on the phone and she decided that your relationship is going to run a lot smoother if you just stay in diapers from now on…”

	 

	Josh suddenly balks, turning red, “I’m not going to wear diapers all the time! This is stupid Andrea. Who is this person anyway?” He starts to stutter. I can tell he’s conflicted. Part of him deep down wants this but his macho side is fighting. Screaming. Andrea just looks at him calmly and says, “Lets just try it ok Josh? You seem so much nicer when you’re wearing diapers. Try it for me?”

	 

	Josh gulps. I begin to lay out a blanket on the floor with some diapering supplies. Josh looks like he wants to be anywhere but here. I pat the floor. “Take off your shirt and get on the floor,” I say. Josh looks at Andrea then back to me then back to Andrea. He has a pleading look on his face. Andrea nods and tells him to do it. Josh stands up from the couch, pulls off his t-shirt and meekly lies down. It looks like he’s trying to fight back tears.

	 

	I look down at him, smiling. He obviously feels vulnerable. He’s never felt like this. We have him in a good space. He can see the diapers and the baby wipes. The powder. He squirms as he looks at all the supplies. “Ok, Josh, now Andrea is going to take off your pants,” I say. He blushes and stammers, “Wait… Just a minute. Can we wait a minute?” He’s pleading. And I think I know why. He has an erection and he’s too embarrassed to let us see it.

	 

	But we aren’t going to wait for him. I motion to Andrea to unbutton his pants. He stammers something and looks like he’s about to lose it as Andrea begins to undo his pants and then pull them down. The feelings of vulnerability, being on a changing blanket about to get diapered by two fully clothed women are not an easy thing for a macho man to face. He tries to cover up his full erection that is tenting in his underpants.

	 

	Andrea giggles. I motion to her. She begins to pull down Josh’s underpants. He squirms as they come down, revealing his taut penis, leaking with precum. “Somebody likes this I think, huh Joshy boy?” I tease him. He turns his head so as not to face me. He’s embarrassed beyond belief.

	 

	“Now Josh, as cute as that erect penis is, we’re going to have to take care of that. And not in the way that you think. Andrea has told me you have a little masturbation problem, which leads you to become quite macho and angry when you’re spent. So I think I have just the solution to keep you in check. This should help keep you a bit more meek and more likely make you enjoy staying in your diapers. Do you see this device?” I hold up a plastic chastity device and his face burns hot. He’s horrified. “You’re not…” he begins. Andrea giggles and I look him right in the eyes, “Yes, Josh we are. You’re going to stay in this device for 2 weeks at a time. Maybe longer eventually. It’s the only way to keep you in check…”

	 

	I watch him squirm on the floor while I go to the freezer to get some ice. He’s nearly babbling when I get back, he looks so scared. Big macho man. Ya right… Men like these need to be in diapers. He nearly screams as I put the ice on his erection, quickly deflating him. Big macho man starts whimpering as I lube his ‘manhood’ and slide his now tiny penis into the cock tube. I show Andrea how to fasten it. She watches mesmerized, amazed at the sudden change in her husband’s behavior. It’s like he’s a new man. Completely red faced, he tries to look away.

	 

	Once he’s fully chastised I start drawing it out. “Ok Andrea, I’m sure you’ve done this before in your babysitting days but I’ll go over how to do this with you anyway. First of all you should be the only one allowed to change Josh’s diapers. Don’t let him do it. By you diapering him each time, it will reinforce his submission to you. Just look at him now, simpering like a baby…”

	 

	Andrea laughs. She’s really starting to get into it. “I recommend silencing him like this if he gets unruly. Pacifier discipline is a good way to go. You shouldn’t let him take the pacifier out of his mouth at home and you should definitely make him sleep with it in at night.” Andrea gleefully takes the adult sized pacifier out of my hand when I hold it up. She looks at it and comments, “Wow, a pacifier. Look at him turn red! I think he’s kind of excited by the idea… Aw Josh, are you embarrassed? Been awhile since you’ve had one of these isn’t it?” He plays like he’s fighting it but then opens his lips as Andrea teases it in. God, I love their faces when they take the pacifier for the first time. There’s nothing like a pacifier to really put them in their place and make them feel truly infantile. What kind of man would allow a wife to put a pacifier in his mouth? Not a very adult man, that’s for sure…

	 

	I shake out the diaper. “Now for the diapering. Make his diaper changes are very humiliating with plenty of teasing. You can see he’s trying to get hard but can’t. Make him associate these changes with sexual pleasure and you’ll have him bowing down to you constantly. He’ll be a simpering sissy for you. Ok Josh, lift your legs for your mommy. Get the baby powder out Andrea. You should always powder them first.”

	 

	Andrea blushes at one of my comments, “Mommy? You referred to me as his mommy?” “Of course dear, you should make him call you mommy from now on. It will take him back to that time when he was dependent on his mommy. Adult men hate to be referred to as mommy’s boys as it makes them feel very infantile and sissy-like. And make no mistake about it. Your husband is a class A sissy. Definitely make him call you mommy in private.”

	 

	Andrea grins, “I’m liking this more and more. Just look at him. He’s totally deflated!” “Exactly,” I say, smiling, “and this is only the beginning. I can teach you all about how to regress him even more. Cribs, highchairs, baby food…” Andrea bursts into laughter, “I can just see it now, no more going out to the bars with his friends at night. He’ll be at home in his highchair while I’m feeding him. What do you think your friends would say if they knew huh Joshy?”

	 

	Josh is burning bright red and obviously frustrated. I slip the diaper under him, causing him to squirm deeply. “No dear, I seriously doubt he’ll be going out to the bars now. He’ll be too concerned with what he has on under his big boy pants. I find that diaper sissies like your husband get extremely self-conscious when they’re out in diapers. Especially around their friends. No, you’ll have him at home, attending to you well now that he’s in diapers full time.”

	 

	“Do you really think I should keep him in diapers full time Samantha?” Andrea asks as she begins to giggle and open the bottle of baby powder. Josh is horrified at our discussion and sucks his pacifier, conflicted at what he is feeling. His cock is straining in his tube. He’s obviously excited but a big part of him hates this. “Oh definitely,” I respond, “I would say 24/7 no exceptions.” “But won’t he sort of… well you know… untrain himself that way? Could he become incontinent?” Andrea asks. “He most definitely will,” I say, “and honestly what could be better? To truly make him dependent on his diapers… Then he won’t have a choice but to wear them. He’ll fight it at first. It may take several months and even up to a year. But trust me, when he’s been in diapers long enough, he’ll finally surrender to the fact and he’ll be wetting day and night without even realizing it or being able to control it.”

	 

	The baby powder comes down, Andrea is pouring it on liberally. “Like the smell of that Joshy?” I tease. He’s burning red in the face. His cock is throbbing. Andrea coats him liberally. “By the way Andrea, I would make him shave in the future. His whole body, and especially all of his groin hair. Babies don’t have hair. It will make him feel utterly emasculated and will definitely reign him in more.” Andrea giggles, “sounds like fun. What do you think Joshy? Bare as a baby?” Josh groans. He’s really getting scared now.

	 

	“Ok now for the tapes. Make sure to tease him a bit as you pull the diaper up and tape him in. You really want to condition him well with this stage.” Andrea laughs and looks Josh in the eyes. He tries to hide by turning but Andrea finds her inner dom and grabs his chin, forcing him to watch. “Ok Josh, here we go. Diapers for baby! You weady for wor widdle dipey?” she coos at him in baby talk, causing him to flush hard. Andrea pulls the diaper up very slowly, teasing his cock cage as the diaper front comes up over his lost manhood. She makes it ultra snug against him.

	 

	“One tape,” she starts. Josh looks like he’s about to cry. “Two tapes,” she continues, grinning and pulling it taught. “Three tapes,” she says. Tears start to flow from Josh’s face. I’m nearly about ready to burst into laughter. “And four! All done baby! You’re back in diapers! These are so much more babyish than those silly pull- ups! Aw look Samantha, he’s crying!” The tears are streaming down Josh’s face. He’s frustrated, excited, and scared. He doesn’t know how to process it. “There, there,” Andrea says as she cradles him. He starts bawling into her chest. Andrea grins up at me and whispers, “thank you Samantha…”

	 

	“Any time!” I whisper back, winking.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 4 – Craig

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Craig is a fun case. We had been doing some email domination sessions before he finally got the courage or maybe he was just totally driven by his desire to see me in person, when one day he contacted me about doing a half day-long session in person, including some going out in public. I always love public humiliation and of course I get a lot more money for these sessions.

	 

	He’s a total sissy. The kind that is a sissy deep down and one that secretly wants to reveal it so bad that it hurts but nevertheless he’s too frightened to pull it off in reality. Its hilarious the names he likes me to call him, “Captain Ka Ka Pants, Princess Poopy Pampers, etc…” If you haven’t guessed, he loves it when I make him crap himself. We’ll see if he likes it in actuality today…

	 

	On Sunday morning, we meet at a coffee shop downtown that I sometimes visit and I can tell he’s nervous as walks slowly over to my table, his eyes shifting around everywhere...

	 

	I sit there in my usual non-dom attire, designer jeans, black top and shoes, made up only lightly. He smiles as he comes up to me, making to sit down. I get right into things, as I don’t like to beat around the book with niceties. “Hi Craig, nice to meet you… You look a little red! Embarrassed. Aw sweety, don’t worry. No, don’t sit down yet Craig, Oh and take off that ridiculous shirt around your waist. That’s it. Oh are you embarrassed?” I can see that he’s nervous as he shuffles a little bit removing the large shirt tied tightly around his midsection. Always a sign with the diaper wearers. He hangs it over his chair. “Now spin around for me, that’s it. Yes, and lift your shirt a little…” He’s totally red in the face at this point.

	 

	“Hmmm. Didn’t wear the larger overnight protection did you Craig? I can barely see the tell tale bulge... At least you wore your thin pants like I instructed…” I tease. Craig finally sits down and whispers, his face red, “I… I thought these would be more appropriate for our trip out today Mistress…” He gulps.

	 

	“Oh Craig dear, tsk tsk tsk… No… I think we’re going to have to do something a little more drastic to get you in the right mindset for what I have in mind for you today. Here…” To Craig’s horror, I reach into my bag and pull out an extremely large overnight disposable diaper. And baby powder… I place them on the table, in full public view. He starts shuffling his feet and looking around, seeing if anyone is watching. Some people actually do notice and give some strange looks but no one really cares. Well maybe…

	 

	“Go in the bathroom right now Craig and put this on. I know you know how. Make sure the diaper and your crotch are liberally covered with baby powder. If I don’t smell the distinct smell of baby powder on you when you come out, you are going to be in big trouble… And you need to bring me your used diaper back as well…”

	 

	He’s nearly in a panic. I can tell he’s excited but he’s never done anything remotely this humiliating. And in public… He asks me if he can take a bag into the bathroom and I just grin and shake my head no. He has to carry the diaper and the powder with him.

	 

	I can tell he’s questioning whether or not he even wants to go through with this today but his excitement gets the better of him. Soon he’s taking the diaper and powder and stuffing it under his shirt, attempting to hide them as he goes embarrassingly up to the counter to ask for the bathroom key. I sit and enjoy my coffee and wait for him…

	 

	15 minutes later I see him come out. He has the old diaper and powder wrapped in a paper towel, which probably is a good move. His face is burning hot. I love it when they get like that! I can tell he has a distinct waddle to his walk now. Perfect. He’s trying to fight it, to somehow find his regular gait but there’s no chance with the overnight diapers. They’re just too big in the crotch. And as he gets closer I nearly start laughing at his nervous attempts to cover his crotch and backside. They are obviously bulging at this point, a source of intense embarrassment for him. Perfect…

	 

	I make him stand and do another twirl and then sniff him. “Good boy Craig! You smell like a baby!” I tease, clapping my hands mockingly like a baby until his face burns with shame. He pleads with me to sit down and I let him.

	 

	Craig sits down, and hands the “parcel” across to me. I open it and look at the old diaper. “What? No accidents? Looks like someone either didn’t know how to use their diapers this morning or you just went in the bathroom huh Craig? Well, not to worry. The diapers you have on now have so much better absorbency. And it’s a good thing because we aren’t going to change you for quite some time…” Craig grins nervously and shuffles. I can tell he’s excited but terrified. He’s not speaking much.

	 

	“Craig? Don’t you think it’s rude that you didn’t offer to get me another cup of coffee? I’m sure you’d like one too, don’t you think?”

	 

	Craig speaks up finally, “Well Mistress, uh sure,” he starts, nervous at the fact that he’s going to have to stand up and walk over to the counter again and reveal his obscene bulge making his pants stand out like a sore thumb, “but I don’t think I’ll get a coffee… It makes me… Well you know…”

	 

	I just laugh, “Of course I know Craig, that’s why you’re going to order yourself a couple of 16 ounce coffees right now. That’s right. 2 coffees. For you… We have time. I’ll wait with you while you drink them… Get me another please as well…” I hand him my cup. “Can I wear the long shirt around my waist Mistress?” he pleads. I just shake my head no and reach across to take it and put it in my bag.

	 

	Craig looks terrified now, his excitement rapidly fading. Nevertheless he gets up to get the coffees. I love it. The line is huge and he’s standing there humiliated as hell, holding his hands behind him to attempt to cover his backside. He’s nearly beside himself as he gets to the counter and orders. He waits dutifully for the coffees and then makes his way back.

	 

	As he sits down I instruct him to start drinking his coffee. Nervously he starts and then I pull something out of my bag. Might as well increase his humiliation a little bit more today. “Craig?” I say, “I think we’ve made an improvement but I think we also need something a little bit more humiliating. I mean, any incontinent person could be wearing a diaper but most incontinent folks wouldn’t be caught dead wearing one of these… I think we need to make a statement to the world about who you truly are…”

	 

	Craig nearly faints as I lean over and pin a large pacifier onto his shirt. “Mistress… I can’t… gulp… I can’t wear this! People will see me!!” he pleads pathetically. I just laugh and continue clipping it on. Its pink and pretty obviously not meant for an adult male. “Oh Craig, now that you’re in diapers and wearing a pacifier on your shirt, we can be assured, 1. that people will notice you, and 2. that if they do notice you, they won’t mistake you for an incontinent person. They’ll think you’re an adult baby in diapers! Isn’t that perfect? Having people know you like wearing diapers?”

	 

	He’s nearly a wreck as we finish our coffees. I continue humiliating him a bit and then relax him some by switching to mundane conversation for a while. “So you’ve told me you like football Craig? The Cinncinati Bengals is that right? You wanted to finish our session before the big game today? Is that right?”

	 

	He meekly nods his head. “Sounds pretty manly. Football. Do your football buddies know you wear diapers?” I ask him sarcastically. He turns bright red. “Bet they’d roll over laughing if they knew what you wore under your pants… Do you get together with them when you’re wearing your diapers?” Craig begins to shift uncomfortably at my question, turning almost purple now. “Craigsy, the pampered football stud… Well if you’re good, we’ll finish in time today for you to make your manly football game ok sweety? You can wear your pampers while you watch the game later… ” Craig just blushes.

	 

	We keep talking for some time and Craig starts to relax a little, but it doesn’t take long before he’s stressing again. Especially when two hot 20 something girls sit down next to us, and one of them notices his pacifier. She leans over and laughs, saying, “Is that for when he gets out of line?” We all laugh and I tell Craig to show them. He’s terrified but I give him the look. He can’t do it. So I reach over for him and pull the pacifier up and plop it into his gaping mouth. The women start clapping and laughing. His face is beet red. I take a quick picture with my Iphone just for insurance…

	 

	By the time we walk out of the coffee shop, Craig is weak kneed and deeply in sub space. I tell him that we have a lovely day planned. “First stop: the library! I have some books to drop off and I want to check on some others. Do you mind coming with me Craig?” I say.

	 

	He mumbles sure. He’s getting his humiliation and I continue teasing him so he’s like my puppy. My little puppy on a short leash. A diapered leash. He’s not going to stray very far. It’s only a short walk up to the library. I enjoy watching Craig waddle along side me, red-faced and obedient.

	 

	When we get to the library, panic sets in with Craig as he realizes one of the reasons why I brought him here. Especially when we go into the extra quiet section to “look for my books”. I make a show of looking for many various titles while he follows and he is not pleased.

	 

	Because he’s loud. Of course the diapers I made him wear are extremely crinkly loud ones. And it’s pretty obvious to any one within 20 to 30 feet of him what he is wearing. Especially given his pants are ultra thin. He gets more than a few looks, especially with the pacifier hanging by a string on his shirt. I could make him wear it in his mouth like I did with the 2 ladies, but I won’t go there. Yet.

	 

	While I’m going through some of the stacks I notice that Craig starts fidgeting. I know that sign. “What’s the matter Craig?” I say snidely, “Gotta pee? Well, you know what to do…” He gulps and says, “I’m not really used to going in public and I’m uh… really embarrassed. Can I go to the bathroom Mistress? Please?” He sounds utterly pathetic.

	 

	“Well… Yes, but not to the physical bathroom,” I say, “You’ll do it in your diapers. And you’ll do it right now while I watch. Get going mister…” I stand there my hands on my hips and sneer at him, enjoying the look on his face alternate between terror, excitement and total humiliation.

	 

	He can’t do it. He’s scared out of his mind. I tell him that we’re going to be here for a long time until he manages to go. Finally, his face starts to turn purple and he closes his eyes, almost like he’s having an orgasm. He shakes and quivers and I can tell when the floodgates break open. He nearly panics as it starts and he has to hold on to the shelves. Watching a grown man piss himself. There’s not much more humiliating to the adult male than to be made to do that in front of a woman like me. And we’re only getting started.

	 

	I walk up to him and pat the front of his crotch, checking it. He jumps at my touch, starting to get erect. Pathetic creature, the diapered male. So easy to control. I begin to rub him lightly, causing him to gasp. “Good boy Craig. Did someone wet themselves? Do a little tinkle? Piss himself? Feel more like a man now Craig? Do adults wet themselves Craig? Huh? Answer me…” Craig shakes and quivers, “no…”

	 

	“What do adults wear under their pants Craig?” I ask. “Un… underwear,” he stammers. “Are you wearing underwear Craig?” I ask teasingly. “No Mistres…” he gulps. “What are you wearing Craig?” I ask, moving my hand steadily across his diapered front, his erection bulging. You can hear the crinkling of the diapers pretty loudly as I rub.

	 

	“Diapers,” he says, his face burning with shame. “Why are you wearing diapers Craig? Are you not an adult?” I ask. “Because I like them Mistress…” he says embarrassed, and getting increasingly excited as I rub him off in the library. The crinkling sound of the diapers is getting louder and he’s getting simultaneously panicked.

	 

	“Why would you like wearing diapers Craig? Do you like acting like a baby?” I say. He gulps. My stroking is getting more intense. He’s rock hard under his diapers. “Yes…” he murmurs. “Yes what Craig?” I ask, prolonging his agony. “Yes, I like being a baby…” he says. “Well then suck your binky for Mistress Mommy then Baby Craig. Go on…” I say as I pull the pacifier up and place it into his mouth.

	 

	He nearly cums at this point and just then I pull off, causing him to nearly scream and fall over, his orgasm unfulfilled. He’s totally humiliated that I’ve just brought him to this point, making him wet himself, and then masturbating him in his diaper and forcing him to suck a pacifier in the public library.

	 

	I tell him to be quiet and continue looking through some books. He stands there shame faced sucking his pacifier and trying to calm down. Its obvious he can’t seem to get his erection to stop. “Tsk Tsk… Craig, a grown man, rock hard because a woman makes him wear diapers? So funny…” I tease him a bit longer until his manhood gets deflated. I tell him to be quiet while I keep looking at books.

	 

	He’s squirming again 10 minutes later (I take awhile) and I ask him what’s wrong. His face burns with embarrassment and fear. He pulls out his pacifier and speaks, “I… I have to… uh… You know… Could we maybe stop for a bit and I could take this ddd… you know off?”

	 

	“What’s that Craig?” I ask turning towards him with a grin that makes his knees weak, “Does Craigy have to go poopy? And you’re saying you don’t want to go in your diapers for me? After all of those sweet emails we exchanged? What were some of the names you liked me calling you? Pathetic Little Pamper Pooper? Stinky Pants Stud? Shit britches? Or one of my favorites, the king of all super heroes, Captain Ka Ka Pants! Love it. Come on Captain Ka Ka Pants, be the hero that you are and give me a big load in those diapers! That’s right, I mean now… Come on my diapered super hero, let’s do it. Do your doo doo for me like a super hero…”

	 

	Craig nearly turns purple with fear. I guess the fantasy of doing it in public is a lot more fun than the actuality of doing it in real life. Sure, he’s fine crapping himself at home while he’s emailing me. He can beat off and then go strip his diapers off and shower in shameful privacy. But here… Anything can happen. And I sincerely hope it does.

	 

	He’s shaking his head no. He takes his pacifier out and holds it. His knees are shaking. I calmly walk up to him and guide the hand holding the pacifier back up to his mouth. “Come on Captain, you can do it. Stud boy wants his pants stinky doesn’t he? He feels better with something a little squishy between his legs. Feels better than fucking pussy doesn’t it stud boy? So manly, so alpha, I bet you’d be the envy of your friends. What would they think? Probably give you a trophy huh? All the girls would be flocking to you… So studly don’t you think? Crapping yourself?” I start laughing at my cruel sarcasm as I watch him contort with fear.

	 

	“I want you to say ‘I’m Captain Ka Ka Pants and I do a Do Do for my mommy’ as you go boom boom in your diaper for me you fucking pathetic sissy. And if you don’t do it, and do it well, and if I can’t smell the scent of defeat in your pants within 3 minutes the rest of the day is off, we don’t talk again, and you don’t get your money back. Like that plan sissy? Better get started then…”

	 

	He’s squirming. He hates the idea in reality now that he’s here. Who could blame him really? I sure as hell wouldn’t want to crap myself in public, especially at the library. And he doesn’t even know the full day we have planned ahead yet…

	 

	But he complies. He’s so worked up that he does it. Unbelievable. I still ask myself on a daily basis about the kind of man it takes to do such things. Well, man isn’t exactly the best word for such a person really….

	 

	“Mistress….” He grunts, his face turning even more purple in the disgustingly pathetic act of what he’s starting to do, “I’m Captain Ka Ka Pants and I do a Do Do for my mommy….” He groans and pushes, nearly falling forward. His face looks like an exploding peach. And then I hear it, he farts loudly and I even hear his diapers crinkle in response. “Push it all out you fucking sissy,” I say, goading him on.

	 

	Craig nearly falls over as he pushes and grunts, shitting himself disgustingly in his diapers. Then the panic sets in as he realizes what he’s just done. He stinks. There’s a cloud about 10 to 15 feet around him with a nasty smell radius. Suddenly he’s pleading with me…

	 

	The intense fear and horror truly sets in. He starts begging me, horrified at what he’s just done. “Mistress, can I go change now? Please?” It’s utterly pathetic how he’s groveling now that he’s shit his pants. I decide to play with him some more. “What did you just do little mister? Tell me and then we’ll go have a little change ok?” I tease.

	 

	He turns even redder and whispers, “I pooped myself mistress.”

	 

	“Do you feel more like a man now?” I ask him.

	 

	“No,” he says his head turned down. I love it.

	 

	I watch him squirm for a while and then, taking the pacifier out of his mouth, we continue walking through the library. He follows me red-faced, looking like a guilty kid who just stole some cookies. Just to torture him, I take him past a large, crowded reading table. I walk ahead of him so not to smell him. I can hear the crinkling under his pants from 10 feet away easily, even though I can see him trying desperately to muffle the sound by mincing his walk, which ends up making him look even more like a total sissy. You can tell he’s got a problem. That load in his pants has got to be uncomfortable. The walk is just too much. He looks like he’s about to cry. He definitely gets a few raised heads, a few wrinkled noses, some even guessing his ‘secret’ no doubtedly.

	 

	He’s about ecstatic when we reach the ‘family bathroom’. I take him in and lock the door. “Take off your pants Captain Ka Ka Doodi. Now!” I bark. Blushing, Craig quickly complies. His diapers are totally soaked and drooping. I tell him to lie on the dirty floor and he does it. Pathetic.

	 

	I open my bag and pull out another diaper. I unfold it and hold it up to him. He can barely look at me he’s so embarrassed. “Ready for your diaper change Craigsy Waigsy?” I tease. I hold up some handcuffs and quickly cuff him to the sink. Just in case. He’s a little panicked.

	 

	He starts to get a puzzled look on his face when I take out my exacto knife and start slashing his diapered crotch. Then the look turns to horror as I lift him up and slide the fresh diaper under his other one, the dirty one. He’s wondering why I haven’t taken the other one off. Suddenly he’s struggling as I begin to diaper him with the new diaper over the old dirty one. “Mistress! No! I thought you were going to change me?!!” he pleads.

	 

	“I am changing you, Princess Poo Poo Pampers! But your name wouldn’t be fitting if you weren’t really a Poo Poo Princess in real life now would it? And so we’re doing double diapers! Just so you can both smell and feel that lovely surprise you have in your pants all day long! And look what I have here!” I pull something out of my bag and hold it up for him to see. He’s horrified. It’s a pair of pink plastic locking panties with ruffles on the butt. There’s ducks and baby blocks all over it. It’s hard to imagine anything more sissyish. And as soon as the double diapers are done up tightly, I begin to force the pants up his legs. He’s terrified and whimpering.

	 

	Finally I get them up over his hips. They’re tight. Most likely squishing him nicely and making that mess he made even worse. I look him in the eyes as he whimpers and ask him in baby talk, “Who’s the Princess Poo Poo Pampers? Huh? Tell me who?” He burns with shame as he answers, “I am.” “That’s right stinky pants, here you go,” and I lock the lock.

	 

	I pull up his pants over the embarrassing bulging panties. They barely fit. They actually fit quite grotesquely. It’s obvious there are ruffles under the butt and now it’s also obvious beyond any doubt that Craig is wearing some massive diapers under his pants. I let him go.

	 

	Craig stands up and panics as he looks in the mirror. I can still smell him but it’s a hair more subdued now with the double diapers. He looks at me pleadingly, “Where’s the key mistress? Please… I think I’ve had enough…” “No way Shit Britches, we still have the rest of the day and you’re staying in that stinky mess you made for at least another 5 or 6 hours. Until you’ve developed a nice case of diaper rash. Besides, the key is at my house. I couldn’t unlock you if I wanted to…” I then push him forward over the counter and smack his diapered butt a few times, pushing on it hard to smear his mess and make it even worse for him. I can’t tell if he’s about to cum or feint from it. His eyes looked terrified. I unlock the door and walk out, leaving him there to contemplate what to do.

	 

	A few minutes later, he timidly opens the door and looks out to see if anyone is around. He’s petrified. He approaches me, “But mistress, I only paid for a few hours, I’ll miss the game…” “Come on Craigsy,” I say, grinning from the bench I’ve parked at, “we may still get to see the game yet ok? According to my watch you still have another hour or so... If you’re good, maybe I’ll let you out…” I get up and he follows like a puppy, his hands desperately trying to cover the obvious bulge over his backside. He’s waddling something fierce now. He can barely walk in fact. His face is burning red and he’s trying not to cry.

	 

	“How does it feel being in poopy diapers Craigsy?” I ask, sarcastically. He just turns redder and holds his head down. “Not as good as in your fantasies?” I ask. He shakes his head no. He’s definitely feeling the true discomfort of what it actually feels like to have a full load in your ‘pants’.

	 

	“Well let’s get out of here. You’re stinking up the place and these poor people probably want to read without smelling a dirty baby like you.”

	 

	He’s beyond glad when we get out of the library. But I can tell he’s not feeling so comfortable. The sticky mess in his pants has got to be horrible. I take him for a long walk downtown. About one mile to be exact. “We’re going to walk it off a bit Craigsy… Make that mess of yours feel even better. Okay? Better try to keep up with me!” I take off walking. He waddles behind, trying to mince his steps as much as possible to avoid making his diapers messier.

	 

	I’m nearly cracking up watching him. He looks like a complete dork with his bulky hips and butt. He’s gotten more than a few stares by now. I try to stay ahead of him because he definitely stinks, even with the extra padding covering him now.

	 

	Craig begins to shuffle up after me. He sees that I’m waiting at the door of a t-shirt shop. Puzzled he stops at the door as I go in. He’s not sure if he’ll be a dead giveaway. No, he’s not worried about the pacifier still hanging from his shirt or even the bulk under his thin pants. He’s worried about his smell at this point. But I make him come in anyway. He’s burning bright red but grateful there’s no one else there. Just a pretty 20 something girl behind the counter. Craig stays back by the door.

	 

	“Can I help you ma’am?” the pretty lady asks. I nod, “yes, my friend Craig here ordered a t-shirt to be custom made here a few days back. One of the ones in the sparkly rhinestone lettering?” The lady starts to smirk and almost bursts out laughing. “Oh uh… yes… lets see. I definitely remember that one…” She tries to not fall over laughing. “I bet you do honey…” I say, smiling, looking at Craig shifting and squirming by the door.

	 

	The sales lady comes back, smirks as she sees Craig. Her eyes linger at the pacifier hanging from his shirt. She stifles a giggle and opens the box. “Is this the right one?” she asks, smiling. I turn to Craig, “come here Craigsy. Tell the pretty sales lady if this is the shirt you ordered…” Craig is burning red now. As he waddles over to the counter you can’t help but hear the distinctive crinkle under his pants. He knows it and tries to mince his steps but it’s no use. Of course the smell…

	 

	Craig nearly dies of shock when he sees the shirt, covered in bright pink rhinestone lettering, spelling the words, “Poopy Pants University”. There’s a diaper logo underneath the words. The lady holds up the shirt grinning and turns it around to show us the back, “We’re number 1 when it comes to going number 2!”

	 

	“Is this the one you ordered honey?” She asks him sarcastically. Craig looks puzzled. He hasn’t ordered any such thing. I sent in the order 2 days ago under his name. I give him a look filled with daggers. He knows not to disobey. “Yes,” he meekly utters, burning with shame. The woman giggles as she looks down at his bulge, “Well, judging by your smell, I’d say its fitting…” We both crack up laughing.

	 

	“Perfect!” I say, “Craig will pay for it right now. And maybe you have a changing room he could use to put it on right now?” The woman nearly dies of laughter. Suddenly her nose wrinkles as she really catches a deep whiff of Craig, “Maybe you should use the bathroom to change him?” I just laugh, “Oh that won’t be necessary. He’s like a lot of naughty boys, it’s almost impossible to get him out of his diapers and change him when he’s having fun… Here Craig, give me your credit card and I’ll pay the nice lady for you…”

	 

	I hand Craig the t-shirt as soon as he gives me his card, and then whisper into his ear, “Make sure you reattach the pacifier to your lovely new shirt!” Craig is burning with shame as he waddles off to the changing room. I make small talk with the lady while we wait.

	 

	Finally the door to the changing room opens up. Unfortunately for Craig, there are now a couple college-aged girls in the room looking around. They both wrinkle their noses and look up in disgust as Craig emerges from the changing room. Then they burst into laughter as they see his shirt. I hand Craig his card and tell him, “thank the nice sales lady dear. Tell her how hard you had to study to get your PHD at Poopy Pants University…” Blushing furiously he thanks the laughing sales lady and then turns to follow me out, ignoring the last question as the humiliation eats him. As the girls see the back of his shirt, the room fills with laughter and we leave.

	 

	Craig is begging me as we walk down the sidewalk to let him change out of his messy diapers. “My times almost up I think, maybe we should go somewhere and you can let me out Mistress. It’s been really fun. We can always do more next time. I think I’m ready to stop now…” Its pathetic how much he’s begging. But I’m not ready to end my fun yet.

	 

	“Oh my Princess… Princess Shit Britches…” I start, “But we’ve only just started having fun today! You know what? I’ve decided I am going to give you a few extra hours today. Yes, I’ve decided. Of course you’ll pay me for the extra time. We’ll stop at the ATM and you can pay me and then we’ll head to Chuck’s, the local sports bar. I’ve heard they’re playing that game on the big screen with your favorite team Cincinnati!”

	 

	Craig nearly rolls over in convulsions at this suggestion. He starts balking. “Of course I could take you back into the bathroom at the t-shirt shop and spank your poopy bottom while the ladies laugh outside? Remember who’s holding the keys to your locking plastic panties? Huh Pamper Pants?… I recommend you clean up that face of yours and quick!”

	 

	Craig’s face contorts with discomfort. He’s trying to wrap his head around what’s happening. But finally he submits. As I knew he would. Before he knows it, he’s paid me several hundred more dollars. I mock him, “Feel good to pay me so much money to keep you in stinky diapers Captain Ka Ka? Ready to go see the big game? I know this place, Chuck’s. Ya Chuck’s… You’ll like it I’m sure… Lot of serious manly sportsmen drink there. Wonder what they’ll think about a sissy like you dropping in for the game? With a pink rhinestone t-shirt and droopy pants… Think they’ll guess your secret? Lets go see how manly you really are my little Pamper Princess…” Both Craig’s face and his pants are drooping something fierce now. And its obvious he’s wet himself more.

	 

	And we’re just getting started…
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