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	It’s So Easy To Get You Back into Diapers

	 

	 

	 

	I can turn any man into a helpless bedwetting sissy. It’s so easy. The way to any man is through his dick and I’ve developed many skills over the years. Once I have you in diapers I’ve got you wrapped around my little finger. You’ll give me your money, your time, your undivided attention. I love it. I’m such a cruel bitch.

	 

	Yes, it’s so easy. I especially love the hard cases, the “macho” men. I also love the serious closet cases, the ones who are so ashamed of what they want. Are you a breast man? Come to mommy. I’ll have you not only in diapers but full baby clothes and baby talking for me in no time. Are you an ass man? Even better, I’ll have you licking my hole clean every time you come, having you dependent and slave to my fine ass. You’ll still be in diapers soon. Do you like pussy? That’s one thing of mine you’ll NEVER get. Ha ha ha! No, pretty soon, the only place you’ll be allowed release is into your diapers. You’ll never sleep with a woman again by the time I’m done with you.

	 

	I love breaking down a man’s defenses slowly. The art of the slow tease. Making you work for every little piece of me. Foot rubs? Oh yes, all the time, you look nice at my feet. Do they smell good after I’ve gone for a long run? Especially ripe after I wear my old athletic socks, the ones I NEVER wash. My perfect feet. They look great in your mouth.

	 

	Yes, you’ll take me shopping. Buy me whatever I want. Won’t you? Just for a CHANCE to get into my pants. Do you love it when I bend over showing you a hint of my lacy thong and the top crack of my sweet ass? Complaining are you? I dig around in my crack and wipe my finger under your nose. My backside smell is enough to get most men to their knees immediately. After awhile all it takes is one of my sharp looks and you are down at my feet.

	 

	It usually starts with panties though. First I get you hooked on their smell. I don’t wash them for a few days until they are pretty ripe. Then I finally tease you by holding them to your nose while I give you the nicest hand job you have ever had. It isn’t too far from there before I’m rubbing them over your cock, the shiny satin ones. Oh baby, ya. You love the feeling don’t you? Feels so nice I know. I take my time. Such a slow rub. Make your cock feel nice. Most of you are easy to rub as your cocks are so tiny. I love the look on your face when you come into the panties for the first time. The contorted look, the girlish squeal as you release. It is hilarious to watch. I love to slowly break you down.

	 

	Of course the next stage is only letting you come when I’m rubbing you into the panties. I’ll have you begging for your satin panty release. It’s only a matter of time before I have you wearing them. Your boxer shorts are a thing of the past. And you thought you were such a man? Ha. Not with me. Your manhood is going to slowly go bye bye.

	 

	Yes, I’ll have you in panties 24/7 soon. You won’t be able to help it. You want me so badly too. Don’t worry, you’ll get your panty release. Once you’ve taken me shopping or let me have your credit card. Once you’ve done my dishes and cleaned my toilets. Arranged my shoes, done my laundry. Don’t like being my slave? There’s the door… Didn’t think so. No you are hooked on my panties now.

	 

	Don’t worry sweety, I’ll still leave your old boxer shorts in your underwear drawer for awhile yet. You’ll see why soon. I want you to look at them everyday while you choose panties instead and wonder why you do it. Why do you choose women’s underwear over men’s? Think about your old manhood as you look at your boxers. Think about it slipping away…

	 

	Then it’s on to shaving your body. I mean what kind of man like you has body hair? I mean really. Did you really think you were so macho? Macho men don’t wear panties! You’ll look so much nicer without all that hair don’t you think? Yes, we also have to do your entire crotch and definitely under your arms. All of that nasty hair has got to go.

	 

	I’ve got you by this time doing all my housework, turning all of your paychecks over to me, being such a good houseboy. You look good doing the housework in your panties. I think it’s time we move on to some deeper work though. I mean, I could go the full feminization route at this point with you if I wanted. But that’s not where we’re going. No, I still don’t think that’s it quite panties that a man like you needs.

	 

	But before we go that far, I first want you on my breasts. I tease you now with them constantly. I’ll have you licking them and playing with yourself while you come. For the next month or two its only breasts for you! Whether you started out as a breast man or not, you will be soon with me. Suckling them. Just like a little baby.

	 

	While you suckle my breasts I start to condition you further. Calling you baby. Telling you that I think baby would look better if he was dressed his age. Telling you that you need to come for mommy as you release. You get slowly conditioned to thinking more and more like a little one as you suckle my beautiful breasts.

	 

	It isn’t too far to go at that point to pull out the pacifier. I start to lay it next to my breast as you suckle, right within your sight. Over the next few days I slowly start to tease you with it while you come. Tell you that I think you’d look cute with it in your mouth. Yes, it isn’t too far to go. In the next few days the pacifier is in your mouth while I stroke you off. For the next few weeks all of your releases occur with you sucking away like a baby on a shiny pacifier. Aww does baby like his ba ba?

	 

	I then have you keep your pacifier with you wherever you go. You sleep with it. It’s in your mouth while I’m talking so I don’t get any backtalk. I occasionally tease you with it in public, much to your dismay. You look so cute with a pacifier in your mouth!

	 

	Of course at this point we both know where you are headed. I mean what kind of man sucks on a pacifier? An adult man? No. I think it’s finally time to let go of those panties now huh baby boy? I mean, you’re no girl anyway and even if you were, panties are for adults. This stage was just to get you used to letting go of your old underwear and to get you wrapped around my pinky finger. Yes, the real training is only just beginning now.

	 

	Over the next few days I begin to rub your cock to climax with baby lotion. Remember that smell? Take you back a few years? C’mon baby suck that pacifier for momma. Then pretty soon I make you wear the little girl panties. I think these panties fit your age a bit better. I know you are used to satin but these cute cotton panties with princesses on them are so much more your age, don’t you think baby?

	 

	Then comes the baby powder. Oops! A little baby powder sprinkled on your tiny dicky before I panty you feels so much nicer doesn’t it sweety? That’s right, keep sucking your paci for momma baby! Does little dicky feel better when I powder him?

	 

	Then one day you see the diaper laid out on the bed. A nice, white, thick, adult, nighttime disposable diaper. But not just any disposable diaper. One of those specially made for adult babies in training like your self. One with the cute babyish designs that weirdos like you long to wear. I mean after all, you are really starting to act like a toddler aren’t you?

	 

	I still condition you slowly. Lotioned and powdered, pantied, with me stroking you. You look at that diaper every time you come. I start to mention more and more that I think you might need to wear something even more appropriate your age. That you might feel better, more secure, more helpless like the sissy you truly are, if you wore diapers for me. I tell you that I think they might look better on you than panties. I make you feel safe with the idea. Ha!

	 

	I wait until you ask though. Your will slowly crumble and submit. Your defenses will be broken down. I leave them lying around for you to see. I put a few in your panty drawer. I wait for you to ask me about them. What’s that baby? You want to wear a diaper for me? Aww. That’s cute. Let me have your credit card again ok honey? When we get home from shopping and after you’ve bought me some new shoes, I’ll put you into one of those nice fresh diapers ok honey?

	 

	Before your first big moment we will have another big moment. The moment of the cutting of your old boxer shorts! Yes it’s finally time to symbolically acknowledge that you are finally and truly done with underwear forever. I make you slowly hump your humpy pillow while you wear your panties. You get to slowly watch me cut your boxer shorts up. One at a time I slowly cut them into shreds, laughing at your disappearing manhood! They are all gone now sweety! No more man underwear! Maybe we can line the bottom of your underwear drawer with the boxer shreds, just to remind you of your old manhood days?

	 

	I know you are sad to see your panties go but it is finally time. Go ahead and cum one last time into your panties. It will be your last. Yes I know you are sad. Oh, I love your face as you hump to full cum in your sissy pillow! Watch next as I gather up all of your panties. We’ll throw them into the fire. A transformative moment! Just think baby! You are finally out of your panties too! It’s on to something so much better for someone your age though isn’t it?

	 

	The look on your face is priceless as you realize what is truly coming next. I load your old underwear drawer full of disposable diapers! Many different types, all very babyish in appearance. None of those medical looking diapers for you! All babyish designs and nice thick white plastic. Just like you used to wear when you were a baby! Oh baby, are you about to cry?

	 

	Your first diapering with me is a moment in time that you will never forget. It will be slow. It will take you back in time. You’ll think you were a kid, a baby all over again. Your face will be so red with embarrassment. Your dick will be so hard. You won’t have come in at least 2 weeks. You will have already begged me to diaper you now for some time. The last few weeks you will have been on your best behavior. You will have to earn this first diapering. Show me what a true non-man you are. I mean who becomes such an ass-kissing sissy like you just to get back into diapers?

	 

	Ah yes your first diapering! You’ll be on a changing pad. Totally shaved. Especially your groin. You won’t have one hair near your little dicky. Just like a baby! Your body will be covered in baby lotion. I’ll have on the hottest 50’s mom style dress and you’ll be naked on the changing pad. You’ll be sucking your pacifier furiously. Your hands will be restrained above your head. I’ll take my time unfolding the disposable diaper, taking my time showing it to you. Teasing you about what you’ll soon be wearing. I’ll crinkle it into your ear so you can hear what you’ll be sounding like as you walk from now on. Then I’ll make you beg through your pacifier mouth. Beg me to diaper you. What’s that baby boy? You want to wear what?

	 

	When you do beg me, at least several times (“Mmm mommy can I pwease wear diapers? Ha ha ha!”), maybe until you’re almost to tears, I’ll grab you by the ankles and lift your butt up high as I slide the diaper under you. You’ll feel it then. You’ll feel the plastic and padding under you. The feeling of the diaper touching your babyish skin. You will suddenly and truly realize your fate. Realize what decision you have made. You will truly realize that what is left of your feeble manhood is about to be destroyed. Your face will go so red. Oh are you crying? Don’t think you won’t. You won’t ever have been this embarrassed in your life. And yet you want it don’t you baby?

	 

	Then I start to powder you. With LOTS of powder. The smell will fill your nose. Your eyes will roll back into your head. I’ll tease you and flick your tiny hard cock. I’ll make you beg more through your tears.

	 

	Then I’ll look you dead in the eye as I start to pull the diaper up over your throbbing hard cock. Yes. It’s what you want. You aren’t a man any more. Not that you ever were. But now there is no doubt is there? You are letting a hot woman DIAPER you. The sound of the tapes being pulled and the sharp crinkling sound of the diapers being pulled up to cover your throbbing cock takes you back. You are shaking at this point. You feel their confinement. These are definitely not underwear! The diapers are pulled ultra tight and then on go the tapes. One. Two. Three. Four. There. All better now. Now you can finally be who you were meant to be. A baby. A baby who wants to stay in diapers forever. Aww don’t cry!

	 

	I keep teasing you at this point. It’s very important that we really prolong this scene to truly burn it into your consciousness. Like I said, by the time I’m done with you, you won’t want to ever have real sex again. I explain to you that your sexual release will only now be into your diapers, that’s right only your diapers. Like a true adult baby. I stroke you slowly, teasing you about how you look, about how you sound. I take out the pacifier and then make you talk baby talk for me. Go on. Practice it now baby. Say for me “GOO GOO GA GA”. That’s right. Over and over again. Your new mantra. Your baby mantra.

	 

	We do this for 45 minutes at least. Every time you come close I back off. And my hands stay on the top of your diapers. You are sweating and shaking. You’ve never felt like this before. I’m conditioning you deeply to love the feel of your diapers and associating it with sexual release. The days of me touching your actual dicky are over now baby! It will only ever be through the thick confines of your diaper from now on won’t it?

	 

	Finally it’s time. Time for your dicky to make its little messy in your diapers! I have you talking baby talk now at feverish pitch. I’m teasing you ruthlessly. When you do finally come you have the most priceless look on your face ever. I might just capture it on camera. Your girlish squeal as you come is just truly priceless. But the best part is the horror and shame that follow. You struggle. Why do you think I bound your arms? No you are staying here baby boy. In your diapers! This is where you belong baby. Awww. Its ok baby! Don’t worry, you AREN’T a real man anymore! You are just a little baby! Here, suck on your pacifier!

	 

	We repeat this adventure many times in the next few weeks. Every time you cum. And you will be wearing them all the time from now on. Yes, even to work! Did you think I was going to let you get away with just wearing diapers sometimes? No baby, you are going to be in diapers 24/7. Yes 24/7. That’s right baby.

	 

	This is where it gets really fun. Reverse potty training! Because of course as you start to wear diapers all the time you are going to be forced to come to terms with the fact that you have to use them for their intended purpose. That’s right baby. Pee AND poo. Well ok, maybe we can wait awhile on the poo poo, but not too long ok?

	 

	The beginning days of your diaper wearing are so funny to me. It is hilarious watching you go pee in your diapers in the beginning. Your embarrassment and humiliation is priceless. Training you to let go in various positions. Breaking down your age old bladder training. Feeling less of an adult now for real?

	 

	It gets even better when I make you drink loads of water or coffee. Even funnier when I take you out. I love making you wait for hours before I change you. Watch how you get with your droopy pants butt. I can always tell when you need a change. Your pants always show the droop. You start to like that clingy wet feeling don’t you? It doesn’t take long. Takes you back in time doesn’t it? That old, wet clingy feeling? Ha ha ha!

	 

	And the crinkle! I love to hear you walk. You can’t escape it. No matter how hard you try. You sound like a walking garbage bag. Especially when I make you wear the thin pants (which is almost always). Here comes the diaper boy! Crinkle, crinkle, crinkle!!! No escaping that sound. Yep, it’s the sound of someone in DIAPERS!

	 

	And what about the smell? You smell like a baby! I never fail at this point to put loads of baby lotion all over your body. And plenty of powder in your diapers. You smell like a total baby. Pretty unmistakable smell really. I would say that most women know immediately, given that even if they are not moms, most likely they remember it from their kid siblings or from babysitting. So it’s especially wonderful when we are out in public, watching you try not to get too close to people, especially those hot teenage girls and young moms! Just wait till I have you going number twos! Think you smell bad now?

	 

	I love to see how embarrassed you get out in public. You hate that the most don’t you? You hate the fact that I never let you wear long shirts. Your shirts usually only come just barely to your pants top! Better not bend over baby! You might show off your diapers! Of course that’s the least of your worries. With your thin pants the diapers are already showing! Because you don’t use thin diapers do you baby? No, we’re going to keep you in thick overnight disposables! Your butt will look at least double or triple sized. And it’s pretty obvious that it isn’t just your butt under those pants! Anyone with any common sense will know immediately that you are in diapers!

	 

	I love to watch you deal with this fact in public. Watching your constant state of nervousness. Your stumbling, your trembling, how you constantly look around you to see if someone sees. You think everyone knows and truthfully they probably do! You are constantly trying to turn your backside away from people. You try to hide in corners. You try to modify the way you walk in quieter places to muffle the constant crinkling sound. Doesn’t work very well does it? You are constantly on edge.

	 

	I especially love it when we are out for longer times. After you have been forced to piss yourself several times. The diapers get this nice droopy look. They swell up to at least double size. Your backside starts to swell out even more and your ass sags down far. Your pants take on this definite shape. It’s SO unmistakable! The best part is your constant red face at this point. You usually are shaking and totally nervous. You are like putty in my hands at these times.

	 

	Even better are those times when we are out for a really long time or you flood your diapers too fast. LEAKS! Aw baby, those diaper lines on your backside are so unmistakable! The wet lines! Even better is when you really spring a leak and some trickles down your pants legs. You usually run for cover at this point. Especially since I usually make you wear khakis, thin khakis that really show the wet marks. Usually you are in tears by this point. Aw baby!

	 

	And then there’s summer time. Shorts! Not just any shorts though. Really short shorts. The kind that will show off your diapers through the leg holes if you are sitting down (which of course I make you do, aw baby don’t try to cross your legs! You can’t anyway! You’re diapered too thickly!) These kind of shorts will be also obviously bulky with your thick diapers. These shorts will show so easily when you bend over, especially with your extra short t-shirts! Don’t worry, I won’t make you wear these except on those days you’ve disobeyed me. Extra incentive to be nice to me huh baby?

	 

	I love to take you out to bars and make you drink several tall beers. We both sit at the high bar stool tables. The ones where you can’t possibly hope to hide your backside! Yes baby, you are going to sit with your back to the crowded bar!

	 

	We’re going to watch the hot girls in the bar, me totally enjoying your state of mind. You lust after that which you know you can never have at this point. I mean, really. What kind of girl other than myself would date a man like you? One that is pissing in his diaper right at this moment? Think you still want some pussy? Some nice ass? No, you’ll probably start to look at all the women like potential mommies. But they don’t want that either. They don’t want anything to do with a total loser who wears diapers like your self! And then I watch you get more and more fidgety as the evening rolls on. You get to watch me go off to use the bathroom like a proper adult. You are forced to sit there and release constantly into your thick absorbent diapers! And they are getting pretty wet now from all that beer aren’t they?

	 

	You hate it when I make you walk up to the crowded bar to order more drinks. Aw, did that woman see you? I think her man wants to beat you up! I think they are both laughing! Want your pacifier?

	 

	We will stay at the bar until you spring a leak. Yes that’s right. Until you leak. At this point you are begging me to go home, to just get the hell out of there. But maybe we’ll have one more for the road! Good thing I brought a towel to put down for the backseat of the taxi!

	 

	Yes, we’ll have many fun adventures at your expense. You’ll learn to both dread and simultaneously love it and me. You’ll learn to not only love but to truly depend on your diapers. You see, after being in diapers 24/7 for some time, your bladder will naturally start to lose some of its conditioning. It will become weaker. You will start to hold it less and less. You will start to pee yourself a little bit unconsciously. It will come out more and more without your control. Yes baby, we are on our way to making you incontinent! Just like a true baby!

	 

	Why are you still with me at this point baby? I’ll tell you. You have come to love it. As ashamed as you are by this point you can’t help yourself. I’ve conditioned you. You actually and truly love being in diapers. You have found your true calling in life. As an adult baby in training! You love the feel of the damp heat with a several hour old wet diaper. You love the feeling of the loss of control. You have come to love the humiliation most of all. You can’t help yourself can you? And the feeling of release when I let you have it into your diapers is just too much isn’t it? Aw baby, don’t cry, there are many “men” out there like you!

	 

	When I let you cum now (after you’ve earned it) I just love to break out your big fluffy hump pillow. I make you hump the floor in desperation through your diapers as you either talk baby talk or suck passionately on your pacifier. You get to watch me maybe tease you with a breast or ass shot. You get to listen to me mock you as your face finally contorts, you scream out like a girl, and completely load your diapers with your cum. Watching your embarrassment afterwards is the best part. No you do still have to keep your diapers on!

	 

	And then there is your work life. Yes, you will have to face the fact that your diapers will also be worn at work won’t you? You will hate that the most. How will you explain such a thing? Most likely you won’t. You’ll try to hide it. You will spend so much energy trying to hide the fact that I make you wear diapers that you will be stressed out in a severe way. Will your co-workers find out? What about that hot receptionist? Think she’d like to babysit you? She sure won’t want to fuck you that’s for sure! Ha ha ha! Feel good at work in a wet diaper? How does it feel to not be able to use the restroom at work? It’s ok baby. I’ll let you wear longer or dress shirts to hide your diapers. But I might still make you wear your thin pants. Crinkle crinkle!

	 

	And then finally comes the number 2 training! Yes you are ready for it by now I think. We could have started sooner but it was fun to make you dread it for several months. To allow you some brief moments of sitting on the potty and wondering when I was going to spring this one you, make you start to really become a true baby!

	 

	The first time I make you go poopy in your diapers is such a brilliant fun moment. You thought you would be able to avoid it somehow and yet you’ve been thinking about it lately too. Somehow this most forbidden thing has been creeping into your mind. I mean how couldn’t it? You are wearing diapers 24/7 lately and why wouldn’t you do your poo poos in them?

	 

	I make you hold it for me for a long morning after loads of coffee. Maybe I’ll feed you a bunch of prunes. Those are especially nasty! I tease you about it. I want you to know deep down that you have chosen to mess your diapers. We talk about it over the coffee. You are so red faced its funny. I’m going to prolong this fun. I so enjoy watching your deep humiliation. Does baby have to go poo poo? Sorry baby, the toilet is now off limits to you. Forever!

	 

	I make a nice ritual of it. I make you stand in the living room in nothing but your diapers. I want to see them. See you squirm. In your already soaking wet diapers. You are starting to shake a little aren’t you baby? Regretting that you ever started this game with me? No, of course you’re not. You deep down love this game.

	 

	I make you talk your cute baby talk to me. Tell me baby “Mommy I have to go poo poo!” Go on. Tell me. Again. And again. Keep repeating your mantra for me. Make your arms go out to your sides like a little sissy boy waving like a gay boy. Do a little dance. Squirming aren’t you? How’s your stomach feeling after all of those prunes?

	 

	Ok baby, you can go poo poo for me now. Let me get it on camera ok? I want to record your first poo poo for future reference. Oh my God, I love your face as you start to go. The horror. The shame. The burning humiliation. Oh my, you are really doing it! Its coming out. Here let me record your backside, turn around for me ok? Ha ha ha ha ha!!! Baby’s pooping himself! Wow those diapers really are absorbent aren’t they?

	 

	Oh the look on your face! So priceless. How does it feel to have a load in your diapers? Huh baby? Little squishy. Oh my God the smell… You stink so bad! Remind you of the true baby smell huh? Pretty unmistakable isn’t it? Yes there is no mistaking this smell. You aren’t going to be able to hide it. Especially when I take you out in public. Oh ya. This is something you are going to be getting used to. The feeling of poo in your pants. Poo in your diapers. Why don’t you sit down on the floor so it squishes around? Feel nice?

	 

	Just wait till we have you out somewhere after coffee. How long can you wait? Are you going to get used to holding it? Or are you going to just have to submit? What about when we are out all day? Yep. It’s going to be poopy baby. Begging for a change. But I’ll usually make you wait. Just to make to you suffer a bit. I’m such a bitch. But you’re starting to love it aren’t you?

	 

	The long road trips we will take. I’ll get out to go take my pit stop but not you. No, you’ll be in the car squirming. Oh did I give you too much coffee? Poor baby. I’ll give you the nod and pout my lip out in imitation of your pathetic look. Tell you its ok. And then I’ll watch you. You won’t be able to help yourself. You’ll do your number two. Right into your pants. Into your diapers.

	 

	And then I’ll make you sit in it. For a long ride home. Burning with shame. Does it feel even more squishy when you have to sit in it? Like how it slides around? Watch out for those messy leaks!

	 

	And when I change your poopy diapers (yes, amazingly I’m willing to do this because I love the look on your face as I do it) you will be near tears. The baby wipes. The smell of the fresh baby wipes taking away that nasty baby poo. I’ll clean you all up. The feelings of being one year of age will come back to the forefront of your mind. You’ll feel helpless. Like you’ve done this terrible thing and then I’m there to clean you up. All better now baby in your fresh diaper!

	 

	And the best part is that to reinforce this new little game, you will only be allowed to cum after you’ve done your number twos! Yes, as humiliating as that sounds you will only be allowed your little dinky relief after you go poo poo. In your diapers! I just want you to feel extra happy about those times baby! I’m such a cruel bitch aren’t I? You love me! Go on baby, hump your humpy pillow. Hump your poopy diapers!

	 

	The best times will be the public poo poo times though won’t they baby? You will hate it, I will love it. We’ll be out at the mall and we will have just had several cups of coffee. A few months into this and your body will be confused. It will just want to go. You’ll beg me to get you out of there but I’ll just smile. I’ll tell you it’s ok. When it starts to come out of course I’ll laugh. This is what I do. Make babies out of men! The sight of you pooping yourself in public is just too much. Your panic. Your fear and shame. I couldn’t get your face redder if I slapped it! You try to escape but there is nowhere to go in the mall. You definitely stink baby! Peeyou! Damn you stink! Pretty horribly, really.

	 

	I’ll oftentimes make you sit in it, stay in your stinky diapers. Make you smell yourself. Make you really stay with what you have just done. Make you realize what a pants shitter you are. I want to burn into your brain what a true loser you are. Smell good baby? Oh don’t cry!

	 

	Pretty soon, its time to take our diaper games to the next level. What did you think this couldn’t get worse? Guess again. That’s right, full adult baby training. I mean I can’t leave you thinking that you are anything remotely adult male at this point. I mean you piss and poo yourself by now. You are near incontinent. Don’t worry, you soon will be if not yet. We’ll make sure of that won’t we?

	 

	But yes it is time. It isn’t just about the diapers is it baby? I mean are you really a baby? Well, we should talk about your sleeping arrangements. You certainly won’t be sleeping with me anymore. I mean I don’t sleep with bedwetters and by now you definitely would wet the bed if you weren’t well protected. You wear diapers every night!

	 

	Yes its time to get you a proper baby bed. What do babies sleep in huh baby? That’s right. Cribs! Yes that’s right. We’ll get on the internet, onto one of those crazy adult baby sites and start looking at all of the crazy stuff that people actually buy. We are going to buy you an adult sized crib! Well actually you are going to buy it! In addition to my new jewelry of course! And remember you still have to clean my toilets and do my laundry ok sweety?

	 

	The day the crib comes is so precious. You are shaking and wondering seriously what the hell you are still doing with me. Yet you still somehow manage to pull out your toolbox and put the bed together. It takes you some time. You stare at it. It sits in your bedroom in the place where your adult bed used to stand. You wonder, “Is there anything left of the adult in me?” Nope. Not really. Pathetic really. As you lay the plastic covered mattress down it really hits you. This is going to be your new bed.

	 

	The first night I get you ready to tuck you into your crib you are a mess. Teary eyed, freshly diapered. You are looking at the adult sized onesie and the footy toddler pajamas I am holding out for you. Yes, you do have to wear them! Did you think it was just going to be diapers? The best part is when I pull out the child print plastic panties for you to step into first.

	 

	Did you think I’d forget the plastic panties? Aw baby I didn’t forget that you like wearing panties! I just thought the plastic kind would suit a baby like you so much better! They add that extra crinkle and they are so shiny and babyish! Look at yourself in the mirror for a little bit. Like them?

	 

	Yes the onesie is next. It doesn’t get much more babyish than that. Well maybe the diapers are more babyish but an adult would never be caught dead in a onesie either! And they pull your diapers up so tight and snug! Feel good baby?

	 

	Next come the pajamas. How long has it been since you’ve worn flannel footy pajamas huh baby? 3? 4 tops? Yep, you definitely look all around like a toddler now. Just wait till we get to the daytime wear. But that comes later! Lets get you all tucked in nice and tight. Lookey, I got you a big teddy bear and a nice blanky to lie in your crib with. And here is a nice ba ba of milk to settle you down! Should I sing you a lullabye? Good night baby! How does it feel lying down in a crib? Like the bars? They are so high! Just wait till I install the locking top! Or maybe I could strap your arms down!

	 

	Of course with your crib we ordered the high chair. I mean you can’t eat at a regular chair anymore. No baby. I mean it’s really time we started evaluating your diet, which means its baby food from now on. And we can’t get the regular table messy now can we? No. I’ll spoon-feed you some nice mush or baby food while you sit at your new high chair! Lookey! It came with bondage straps so I can tie you down while I feed you! And of course we got some nice plastic bibs to go with it. Nice babyish prints on them don’t you think? How does it feel to wear a bib for all of your meals baby? Here comes the airplane. Open wide!

	 

	At this point your outer clothes are going to seriously need to be reevaluated. I mean, what kind of baby wears adult man clothes? No we need to look into getting you back into toddler clothes. You know those boy’s jeans that just have the elastic waistband? I think you definitely need some of those. And toddler print t-shirts? Definitely. How about some keds? Yes you definitely look more your age now.

	 

	C’mon baby, you shouldn’t worry about what people will say. Really now. Your diapers were already showing. I mean really. People already knew. I’ve told as many people as I can and already so many know that you are back in diapers. But it’s still so wonderful when I see your burning humiliation when I take you to the park in your toddler clothes and make you play on the swing and go down the slide! The other kids really have a ball. They are definitely laughing at you and not with you! And our bar scene with you in full toddler gear is just too much fun! Especially when the real men start hitting on me and you can’t do anything. I mean, what kind of man are you now? Like watching me dance with other men while you sit there in your transformers t-shirt, kid jeans and bulky diapers and plastic pants? Of course you do sweety, that’s why I’m still with you! You love spending money on me and seeing me with other men! Don’t worry I’ll tuck you into your crib soon and go out for more fun! You get the tuck, I get the fuck!

	 

	There are those times when you are going to misbehave. I mean you are going to throw your baby tantrum and get mad at me for dancing with those men. That’s when the pacifier comes back out sweety! Yes, we know that it helps sooth you, calm you down. Yes, as soon as you start to protest, in goes the pacifier! My new boyfriend and I will both be laughing seriously at this point. My new friend will ask me why the hell I am dating such a loser as you. I will tell him it’s purely for your money. And also that I enjoy being a cruel bitch. By this time you’ll still be sucking away, most likely crying, maybe even wetting or shitting yourself, and right in the middle of the bar! The tears and the red cheeks are old by this time baby!

	 

	Yes, there will be many nights in your crib when you still wonder what the hell you got yourself into. You’ll fight it and wonder why I am out with other men. You’ll wonder why your dick can’t get hard for anything but diapers anymore. You’ll wonder why you still give me all of your money. Why you still do my chores when you aren’t in your crib or playing baby games. Why you have to suck on a pacifier to get calm. Why you can’t eat anything but baby-food anymore. Why you tend to talk more in baby talk than adult speak. But then I’ll let you suckle my nipples and beat you off though your diapers and your conditioning will start all over again won’t it? Won’t it baby?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Stinky Pants

	 

	 

	 

	The rope was biting into my wrists, my arms almost totally numb, hanging over my head. My stomach was gurgling and cramping. It had been 3 hours. I looked over at the mirror and blushed intensely for the 100th time. A grown man stared back at me in the mirror. Well almost a man anyway. I mean, what kind of man would be tied up to a hook in the ceiling, wearing nothing but a thick, bulky disposable diaper and bright pink plastic panties with ducks on them?

	 

	This time it was pretty bad. I had gone a few hours trying my best to hold out but it was no use. My diapers were already almost leaking from the amount my bladder had given out. But the worst part was that I had to really go number 2. Tracy would be home any minute and then the real torture would begin.

	 

	My mind drifted back to how it all started…

	 

	It was 3 months ago and I had just met Tracy. She was a wildly kinky girl I had met on the internet. In the first week I had disclosed a fascination with age play and diapers and she had really taken the lead at that point. Within the first 2 weeks Tracy had taken my fetish to a whole new level, bringing diapers into our sexual play on an almost daily level. Where before I had occasionally bought children’s pull up diapers, masturbated into them and then out of guilt threw them away, now I was being forced to come to a deeper level of acceptance of my crazy fetish.

	 

	By the end of the first month my underwear drawer had been completely replaced with large adult disposable diapers and I was wearing diapers day and night. Tracy knew and loved the fact that I completely lost it when I came to orgasm in my diapers, going through intense boughs of humiliation and wanting to get rid of them immediately afterwards. The problem was, she wouldn’t let me. And she had this way of keeping me wrapped tightly around her little finger.

	 

	The first night she sweetly and sexily acted the mother role and took about an hour diapering me, comforting me all the while letting me know it was ok. By the end of my orgasm, I was talking in baby talk to her while she cooed to me and stroked me fiercely through the thick plastic of my hard, diapered cock. I came in waves, never having experienced such an event in my life outside of my dreams and then cried, trying to remove my diapers. Tracy wouldn’t let me, telling me that I had to really come to acceptance of my fetish. She loved my embarrassment.

	 

	In that second month I was wearing diapers to work. Thankfully Tracy let me wear long t-shirts to cover my obscenely large diapered butt. The jeans helped to muffle the sounds but I was always nervous, looking over my shoulder, constantly pulling my shirt down. It seemed everyone knew I was in diapers but of course no one probably had any idea. It was better in the mornings when I was dry but the humiliation got worse through the day, after I had to go to the bathroom once or more. I couldn’t even use the bathroom to try to go as it was a community bathroom and I was terrified someone would hear me trying to adjust my diapers. By the end of the day, I was usually soggy and bulging twice as much. I was grateful for the change after work!

	 

	Sometime in the third month “Stinky Pants” was born. This is where things got really weird (and exciting I’m embarrassed to say). It was Saturday morning and I had just had several cups of coffee and we were sitting having breakfast. I told Tracy I had to go. “Well that’s nothing new. Good thing you’re in diapers huh Marty?” I blushed. “Tracy, I have to go, uh… You know, I have to go poo…” Tracy got a strange gleam in her eyes and came over to rub my back. “Well maybe it’s about time you started using those diapers for everything, huh?” I shuddered. “No way! That might just be too much. Please Tracy. I’ve really got to go!”

	 

	Tracy gave me a light kiss. “I really want to see a load in those diapers this morning Marty. C’mon, give me a load and then we’ll play with little dicky…” I started to get hard. Damn. Why could she always turn me on so much when I was in such a situation? She unzipped my pants and my diapers almost burst out of the tight confines. Suddenly her hands were on the front of my diapers, the plastic crinkling loudly, my cock becoming completely erect within their humiliating prison. “C’mon, give me a load Marty. Marty’s gotta poo-oo! Marty’s gotta poo-oo!” Tracy was taunting me as she rubbed my diapered dick. My eyes ran back into my skull and my breath cut out. Oh my God. No. No. She stopped. “I need to hear my baby go poo poo for me or no cummies!”

	 

	I bent over the table. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. What kind of man was I anyway? What kind of man shits himself? For a girl? No. No. Uhhhhh. Oh God. Here it came. My bowels started to open up. My face was totally red. Shit. No. Please no. UHHHHHHHHHGGGGGNNNNNN!!!!!!! The intensity of her rubbing increased just as I let go. It felt like a huge blowout and while my diapers were filling at the back end, at the front end I let go. It was the most humiliating event of my life. I was shitting myself and simultaneously cumming into my diapers.

	 

	I collapsed in shock and then it came to me what I had just done. Tracy was laughing uncontrollably. “Oh my God. I can’t believe I actually got you to do that! You just shat yourself Marty. Or maybe I should start calling you Stinky Pants! Whew. You stink! Stinky Pants, Stinky Pants, Stinky Pants!” Tracy sat there taunting me and continued laughing. I was in tears and started to get up to tear off my diaper. Tracy just laughed at me. “Keep them on Marty or no more little dicky games.” I struggled. I had my hands on my stinking diapers and couldn’t do it. I couldn’t disobey her for some reason. I felt such joy and such shame simultaneously.

	 

	That first time Tracy made me sit in my mess for 2 hours. It was torture. She rubbed the back, smeared it in and overall reduced me from a man to a total humiliated sissy baby. I got a bad case of diaper rash and she loved teasing me about it the rest of the weekend.

	 

	After that first time messing myself, my name became Stinky Pants. Tracy didn’t call me anything else. She called me “SP” in public. It was like her little joke. She never failed to remind me of that event for the next week or so. Thankfully I had a slight reprieve that week (ONLY being made to wear diapers but thankfully not to use them for number 2).

	 

	Then Tracy decided Stinky Pants really had to truly live up to his name. In other words I was going to be made to really suffer. The next time came when we were out for a walk. I was thickly diapered as usual and Tracy thought we should go for a coffee. Before we left the house she made me eat about 20 prunes. When we got to the coffee shop Tracy ordered me a 24 ounce coffee. Halfway through our time at the coffee shop, Tracey got up to go to the bathroom. “Too bad little sissies like you can’t use the potty like adults, huh Marty?” She made a real play of it as she went to the bathroom and then came back. Telling me how relieved she felt. Already I was starting to squirm. The prunes were blowing up my stomach and the coffee was taking a toll. I felt a disaster about to strike. And then she made me order another coffee and waited until I drank it all.

	 

	When we got outside Tracy informed me we would be walking the long way home, through town. I begged her at this point to please just let us go home because I was starting to really have to go. I felt I might lose it at any second. “Stinky Pants, don’t worry about it. I think you are well protected!” She patted me on the butt, causing a loud crinkly thud. My face went bright red.

	 

	By the time we were at mid-town I was almost crazy, the cramps were pushing through me intensely. “Please Tracy, can I please just go to the restroom somewhere?” No dice. Tracy took me into the nearby park and made me stand to face her. “I want a load in those diapers now Marty. Otherwise no dicky fun later…”

	 

	I was beaten. Why was I letting her do this to me? It was no use though. I probably wouldn’t make it back all the way. But what if someone smelled me? Oh no. I couldn’t hold it anymore anyway. The prunes were hell on my guts. Here it came. Tracy made me look her in the eyes, she loved watching me humiliating myself. It came out fast, almost like lightning. I felt like a toddler, hiding in the corner but there was nowhere to hide. Out it came.

	 

	I have never gotten over that feeling of when it comes out. That feeling is so tied with that deep feeling from childhood. You are truly helpless. It truly makes you feel like you are only one or two years old. The burning shame and humiliation hits you. Then comes the smell. You can’t escape it. And the feeling of the load in your pants, your umm… diapers. The slick, slimy, thick feeling of having a full load. And the diapers just keep it there, squishing it around.

	 

	All the prunes and coffee had really done their work on me this time. I couldn’t stop going. It was truly nasty. I think I might have been leaking it was so much.

	 

	Tracy was laughing hysterically again and I was in a sudden panic, looking around. I felt my butt to see if I had leaked (I’m pretty sure I had) And then began the longest walk home of my life. Tracy constantly teasing me about the smell, occasionally smacking my butt, spreading my load even more. My butt felt sticky and wet and it got worse as I walked. We tried to steer clear of other pedestrians because my smell was awful. To make it worse my bladder had to release several times from all the coffee. I was a total mess.

	 

	When we got to Tracy’s house, she made me do jumping jacks in her back yard (to spread my mess around) and then sit down and think about what I had done for about an hour before coming in. “You just sit there Stinky Pants and think about what you’ve done. What you will continue to do for me. Think about what kind of a man you truly are…” It was totally humiliating. I was so messy I had finally the leaks were running down my pants. The worst (or was it the best?) part was when Tracy let me inside finally and opened the front of my pants and rubbed me off. I came with such intensity and then of course followed the horror and humiliation of the orgasmic aftermath. Finally I was allowed to clean up. It took awhile. And then I was diapered all over again.

	 

	Damn my arms hurt. My mind was back to the present, looking once again at the full-length mirror to my right. I was sweating. No matter how many times she made me do this for some reason I could never quite get used to it. I was really fighting it this time. I was determined not to let my bowels lose the fight. It was really starting to hurt. And then I heard the front door unlock. Oh no…. My mind drifted again. To another time…

	 

	This time I was out on an errand. I had to run to the pharmacy to get some things for Tracy. It was after breakfast and I was hoping to beat my morning you-know-what. I thought I could get in and out fast. But then the cramps started in the car while I was in the parking lot waiting to go in. They felt more intense than last time. It shouldn’t be coming on that strong I thought. I was thickly diapered of course but I didn’t want to walk in there with the smell so strong if I had to go. And the worst part was, there was no way I could take off my diapers. Tracy had recently bought me a pair of locking plastic pants and had made me wear them that morning. They were totally humiliating with cutesy child prints covering the shiny yellow plastic. I fumbled with the lock for a minute but there was no use. Then my cell phone rang.

	 

	“Hi Stinky Pants! How are you doing?” “Tracy, um I don’t think this is a good idea. I’m feeling like I have to go… you know…” “What do you have to do baby?” “Well I have to go you know… poo.” “Oh baby. I know you do. I put an extra strong dose of laxative in your oatmeal this morning! Should be great! Hey I wanted you to pick up some extra diapers while you are at the pharmacy. I had them held at the register for you. Told them you would be in very soon. And while you’re at it, pick up a baby bottle, you know, the ones with the nipples on it? Something in a girly color, like pink. And while you’re at it get yourself the biggest pacifier you can find. Also in a real girly color!” This was too much. No way. I started to argue with her on the phone.

	 

	That was a big mistake. I’ve never heard Tracy scream at me so hard and I almost wet myself in panic. I was told that my fun days with her were over, that maybe I just didn’t want to have “dicky fun” with her anymore. That if I came home empty handed and without the biggest load in my pants that we were done. And the worst part was that I had only an hour to get home or she was out of there. “Think about that Stinky Pants. Think really hard about what you want here.”

	 

	I’ve never thought so hard in my life. I was sweating profusely. I was almost on the verge of tears. I really loved Tracy and my damn fetish kept me so wrapped around her finger that I couldn’t think straight. And I hadn’t come in about a week so I was really frustrated and horny. I thought to myself that maybe if I really hurried fast I might be able to make it through the pharmacy quickly before I had to go.

	 

	I rushed out of the car, trying desperately to hold the cramps at bay. Fumbling to keep my too short of shirt over my telltale diaper lines at the back of my ultra thin pants (Tracy now loved to keep me in short shirts and thin pants all the time to keep my stress level at the maximum in public).

	 

	I was almost through the list and standing in line, embarrassed as hell holding the pacifier and baby bottle with the other items. Why? Why did the line have to be 6 people long? Weren’t all these people supposed to be at work? And the cute high school girl at the checkout was taking her sweet time. A couple of women filled in the line behind me. I kept shuffling and turning to my side to keep them from seeing my bulky behind. My face was burning red. I couldn’t stop thinking about my fat diapers and my embarrassing purchases and the fact that I was going to shit myself at any moment.

	 

	The line slowly crept forward. I was losing the battle. I wasn’t going to make it. Damn! What was I going to do? Suddenly I felt it. The slick poo started slowly gushing out of me. I cramped down and tried to hold it. It was like diarrhea. No use. It was coming. Damn those laxatives were powerful! And all the coffee… Soon it was a torrent and a loud fart escaped me. I went even redder if that was possible. I tried to face the wall. I wanted to die of embarrassment. I couldn’t go and come back, there were just more customers coming in. Then the ladies started giggling behind me. I got a weird stare from the person in front of me. Oh no! The smell! It was awful. I briefly felt my backside and it felt twice as large. I couldn’t cover it up. I thought about taking off quickly but the thought of losing my new found diaper mistress was even more painful. I was pathetic.

	 

	It felt like an eternity when I finally made it to the cashier. I was trembling. I smelt like a toddler who just messed himself and must have looked like one too. The cashier was giving me a funny amused look when I laid the items down and asked her for the “hold” made by Tracy. “Oh you mean the adult diapers! Shoot I forgot to get them from the back. Hang on.” She smiled. She got on the intercom. “Cashier help to the front.

	 

	Customer special order needed up front.” The ladies behind me were obviously trying to contain their laughter. Comments were made about the smell. I was in hell. “Here you go Cindy, are these the right ones?” “Ya, the diapers, thanks Mick.” Mick handed the 3 large packages of adult diapers right over the counter in obvious sight of the ladies behind me. They were all beyond containment now and were bursting out laughing. Cindy, the bitch of a teenager behind the counter was obviously enjoying this. She took her time scanning my pacifier and bottle giving a wink to the other laughing ladies.

	 

	I was shaking so hard as I paid that I felt lost more control and farted, filling my already full diapers even more. I know she would have lost her job if she said anything but it was obvious that she wanted to. But she did manage to get in a last “Thanks baby! Come back soon!” As I left with my arms completely full, unable to fit the packages in a discrete bag, I overheard the women laughing with the cashier talking about me. A little girl asked her mother “Is that man wearing diapers mommy? He smells like he pooed in his pants.” “Yes dear, shhh.” And then more laughter and giggles. I would never be able to go into that pharmacy again. Unfortunately that wouldn’t be the case and Tracy would be sending me there regularly as punishment for disagreeing with her wishes on the phone.

	 

	Luckily I made it home in time that day, although the drive was miserable, sitting in my own mess. It was so bad that I leaked and my pants were near ruined after sitting in them for the 20 minute drive home. As punishment for back talking Tracy that day I had to stay in my messy diapers for 5 hours. I had diaper rash for the next 2 days.

	 

	Back to the present. I was shaking and twisting trying to get down but Tracy had me tied too tightly. She was finally standing in front of me, looking at me with those eyes. The eyes that said I was hers. That I was nothing but a man who was so wrapped around her finger that I would do the most humiliating thing ever. Wear a diaper and use it. “I brought your favorite pillow Marty! Looky! Its your special pillow. You’ve been a good boy today and I’ve decided to let you finally come!” It had been 3 weeks since she had let me release and I was so ready. “But first I think you know what I want. Looks like my Stinky Pants hasn’t made his stinky yet! Let me help you honey.” She began to rub my stomach and pushing on it. It was no use. She had me. “I want you to say these words and look me in the eye while you go poopy ok sweety? Say gaga goo goo Mommy, baby has to go poo poo!” Ahhhggg! I hated it when she made me talk baby talk. I fought it but finally submitted.

	 

	“Ga ga goo goo, Mommy. Baby has to go … arhhhh arhhh… pooooo poooo….” I let go then and let it all come out. My face went bright red. My diapers filled up completely. The smell hit my nostrils and the shame came strong. I hung there for a while in total humiliation while she rubbed my backside, smearing it around, consoling me, telling me what a good baby I was.

	 

	Then the ropes came off my wrists. I was led to my “favorite position”. “Just think baby, you can have your humpies now! Little dicky finally gets some relief!” I was face down over my large “humpy pillow”. I knew what I had to do. She always made me do it this way now. I was never allowed to release anymore without a load in my diapers. I began to hump the pillow fiercely through my thick diapers. “C’mon baby, chant your mantra for me!” My face was burning as I chanted my mantra:

	 

	“Ga Ga Goo Goo I’m a sissy baby. I’m Stinky Pants. I go Poo Poo!” Over and over. She had made me memorize it. “Ga Ga Goo Goo….. ahhh ahhh ahhhh ahhh”. My face contorted and I came in gushes. Then like always the tears came.

	 

	“It’s ok baby, mommy will change you in a little while. You just lie there and think about what it really feels like to be such a Stinky Pants toddler with a load in your diapers. Think about what a “man” you really are. Welcome to the rest of your life baby!”

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	My Story of Total Humiliation

	 

	 

	 

	My name is Mark. I’m a diaper lover. My last girlfriend Sara broke up with me after finding out my deep dark secret. That I like wearing diapers. I was so distraught afterwards that I stayed single for almost a whole year.

	 

	In that time I started wearing diapers 24/7. It wasn’t a problem with my work as I mostly did computer work from home and had few friends so no one else knew (besides my last girlfriend).

	 

	I had even taken to listening to subliminal tapes for a few months that hypnotically suggested I would become incontinent. The scary thing was that I think they started to work. Or maybe it was just the fact that I had gotten used to letting myself go to the bathroom in my diapers at every opportunity. I had started to worry about that of late, especially after meeting Angela.

	 

	I had been out one night on a rare visit to a bar and Angela had introduced herself to me, seeing me sitting alone at a table. I mean, I’m an ok looking guy, most people would never guess that underneath my outer manly façade that I wear diapers 24/7.

	 

	Angela really seemed into me that night and feeling lonely, and also noticing the fact that this woman was extremely beautiful and well put together, I suppose I was really into her. However all through the conversation I couldn’t get my mind off the fact that I was wearing a soaking wet disposable diaper.

	 

	I kept thinking to myself “could I pull this off really? I mean could I actually manage to somehow get myself out of this diaper tonight and sleep with this gorgeous woman?” All through the conversation I kept trying to come up with some plan. Finally I chickened out. I lied and said that I had to get up really early. I made up some lame excuse. I just couldn’t think of a way to somehow remove my diaper around her. And then there was the fact that I probably really smelled down there, of baby powder (yes I used that regularly) and of course urine… Man I was pathetic.

	 

	Luckily (or not, I wasn’t sure yet), Angela got my number from me and told me she would call me. She was quite forward, something I wasn’t used to. Thankfully I had a long shirt on that night and quickly covered up with my long coat. Shaking a little, I said goodbye. I masturbated furiously that night, thinking of her and cursing my damn diapers and my stupid fetish that I could never seem to get rid of.

	 

	The following morning I stood in front of my mirror. I looked weird or normal, not sure how to think of it. I actually had on a pair of my old underwear. I don’t think I had worn underwear in 8 months at least! Could I do it? Could I actually go on a real date? Was I even a man anymore?

	 

	I started to pump myself up with positive thoughts. Yes, I would do it. I would get rid of my diapers and start over. A new life! I put on my pants and shirt and decided to go for a walk.

	 

	Probably not the best idea. Halfway through my walk I felt a tingle down in my pants. Then a trickle. Oh no!! God this can’t be happening! Sure enough. My damn fetish had gotten the better of me. I had a huge wet spot forming at the front of my jeans. I was in the park and luckily not many people were around so I ducked to a park bench and sat down, trying to cover up my pants with my hands. Jeans unfortunately don’t dry well so it took me some time before I felt dry enough to take the walk of shame back to my apartment.

	 

	When I got there I was in for a shock. Angela was waiting on the front porch! Oh shit, I thought, what the hell am I going to do? My mind swam in a panic. I looked down. I was mostly dry but if she looked she would probably be able to tell. I needed some excuse. And fast. And I wasn’t expecting company. At least my diapers were hidden away in my closet. But did I leave anything out? Shit! I couldn’t remember…

	 

	“How’s it going Mark? Thought I’d drop by for a visit! Found your address in the phone book and thought I’d just drop by to see if you wanted some coffee?” She had 2 cups of Starbucks in her hand. How sweet. God, I was a dork. What was I going to do? Turn her away?

	 

	I ended up inviting her in. I scanned the room quickly but didn’t see any evidence of my strange lifestyle. Whew. We sat and had a cup of coffee. I politely excused myself and said I needed to just check something in my bedroom. I hurriedly changed my underwear (thank God I had one more pair, the rest I had thrown out) and put on a clean pair of pants. Thankfully she hadn’t noticed my pants.

	 

	“Oh you changed, ya I noticed your pants were a little wet! Did baby have an accident?” She laughed. Damn she did notice… “Uh oh ya, I spilled some water. Kind of stupid huh?” “Well at least you didn’t do what it looked like you did huh Marky boy? Might have to take you out and buy you some Depends!” I blushed. Angela laughed a strange funny laugh but then let it go. Thankfully. Oh my God, did she know?

	 

	We talked for a while longer. I kept worrying that I might leak again and tried to think of some excuse to get away. It was funny. I so wanted her but was so simultaneously nervous around her. What the hell was I doing?

	 

	Angela got up, excusing herself to use the bathroom. I quickly checked around the house like a paranoid man just making sure there was nothing else around. Shit! Several disposable diapers in my kitchen trash! I hurriedly tied the bag and stuffed it into the living room closet just as she came back holding… no. no. My pacifier. “What’s this Marky? Kind of old for a pacifier aren’t you?” “Uh uh… Ya funny, I guess my nephew must have left it here the other day when he came for a visit…”

	 

	“Wow, they are sure making pacifiers large these days… I’ve never seen one this size. And it’s pink too! Your nephew like pink?” Damn. I’d special ordered an adult sized pacifier off one of those crazy adult baby websites. And she found it. Had to stick to the story… “Ya, I know, his parents are funny. He’s like 5 and still uses it. I keep telling my sister to get him off of it but you know people…”

	 

	“Ya, people are strange. A five year old using a pacifier? Fucked up world. Well, that’s good. I was really thinking that I would have to go get you those Depends…” She winked at me. Oh God. This was too much. I was blushing pretty hard now. I had to get her out of here before she found anything else.

	 

	I suggested we go out to breakfast. Thankfully she was game. I excused myself to go to the bathroom (thank God as I was about to explode and somehow thankfully had managed to avoid another accident). We walked down to the local diner and talked more. Angela was really sweet. Kind of domineering in a sexy kind of way, but also really sweet. I was really into her. My mind kept racing with how I was going to get rid of all my diaper stuff and start a new life. I could do it. Couldn’t I?

	 

	I got up to go to the bathroom at least 3 times while we were at the restaurant. At each little urge I excused myself. I just didn’t trust my bladder control and didn’t want to make a fool of myself. Angela finally said something on my third return from the bathroom. “You sure go to the bathroom a lot Mark. Had a lot of coffee this morning or something?” “Ya” I replied, “loads of it.” “Mmm hmmm. Well sure you don’t want me to take you to the drugstore for the you know what’s?” Oh no, not again… I laughed nervously as she winked at me again. Damn, did she know or something?

	 

	“Wanna go to the mall Mark? I have to pick up something there for my kid sister and it would be fun to have you come along. Game?” Wow. She was asking me out for more date time. Well maybe not a date. But this girl was hot! Could I do it? “Yes, lets go. I um, have to go to the bathroom once more though k?”

	 

	We drove in her car to the mall and spent some time walking around before going into one of those teeny bopper stores to get her kid sister a few clothes for her birthday. I played along and really sucked up to her, she was turning me on something fierce by this time.

	 

	And then came problem time. Shit. Well not exactly thank God. But it was the number one. I had to pee. “Hey Angela, I’m going to go find a bathroom quick ok?” “Just hold it Mark, we’ll be out of here soon ok?” “Uh, I really have to go Angela, promise I’ll be right back.” “Mark, dude you’ve gone to the bathroom at least 6 or 7 times this morning. Seriously, what’s up? I really think you do need some Depends.” “Ok Angela that joke is getting a little old don’t you think?” “Uh, not really. Seriously man, the amount you pee, maybe you should be in diapers.” She gave me a kind of shitty look and I thought O man its over. She hates me. I decided to try to hold it.

	 

	Big mistake. Angela kept taking her time with the shopping. “Angela, please, can I just go.” I felt like a little kid asking his mother. She responded in kind, just like she was my mother “No. Show me what a real big boy you are and hold it for another few minutes huh?”

	 

	I wanted to cry. I could feel it coming. I couldn’t hold it. I was in the middle of the teeny bopper teenage girl’s store. I was totally screwed. Out it came. In torrents. I was peeing myself. I started to seriously cry.

	 

	Laughter. The sound of it filled my ears. There were girls all around. “Oh my god he peed his pants! Ewwwww!!!” The salesladies were half laughing and half frowning. But the worst was the look on Angela’s face. “Oh my fucking God. You aren’t serious. You totally aren’t serious. You just fucking peed yourself in the middle of the store!” She hurriedly checked out with her items and then literally dragged me by the arm out of the store, out of the mall (much to my humiliation, as what seemed like hundreds of people pointed and laughed seeing my piss soaked pants), and out to the car.

	 

	“What the fuck is up with you Mark? Peeing yourself? Seriously dude you do need Depends! I was just kidding before but look at you! Tell me what’s going on? Are you incontinent or something? Seriously?”

	 

	I was shaking. “Uh uh. Angela, I … uh uh.” I couldn’t speak. I was so embarrassed.

	 

	“C’mon.” Angela took me by the hand and put me in the back seat (only after putting a towel down) and even buckled me in like some little kid. I felt like I was 2 years old.

	 

	“Dude, what kind of man pees himself like that? That pacifier was yours wasn’t it? Would probably fit someone your age. What are you, age 2 or 3? Well. Tell you what. Lets go to the pharmacy and get you some items that might help you out.”

	 

	I was shaking in fear and embarrassment. I just wanted to go home and told her so. Angela wouldn’t hear it though. Apparently I had embarrassed her so bad in the store that she was furious. And it appeared that Angela’s mad side was not one that I ever should have gotten on.

	 

	When we got to the pharmacy Angela dragged me out of the car protesting. My pants were still soaked. Into the pharmacy we went. Into the incontinence aisle. (“Or should we go into the baby diapers aisle huh Marky baby?” she exclaimed chidingly.) Angela made me pick out a large pack of Depends nighttime control “briefs” with the plastic and tapes (“just like baby diapers” she said). She also made me pick up a changing pad (“too bad it’s not your size” she sneered).

	 

	The walk to the cash register was horrible. A few people saw us and laughed. It was obvious my state. I was soaked. And I didn’t have my jeans on this time. Khakis. Tan pants with the largest wet spot down the front. I was near tears. Why was I even here? Somewhere deep down I felt I loved her. How pathetic I was.

	 

	As the cashier rang me up (of course Angela made me pay for this stuff…) I started shaking intensely. Of course it was a hot middle aged woman and she knew the diapers were for me, especially as Angela said “we’re going to change you as soon as we get back to my car”.

	 

	I had tears flowing down my eyes as we walked back to the car. I was sad as Angela now seemed really not to care any more. In fact she was still furious.

	 

	“Lay down on the back seat baby. Now. Or I’ll make sure many more people find out about you.” I laid down meekly on the back seat. Luckily we were in the back parking lot but people still could have seen what came next.

	 

	My pants were removed. My underwear was removed. They were thrown into the parking lot. I heard the tearing of the package. Then came the familiar sound of a diaper being unfolded. “Been a long time since I’ve put one of these one someone. Course that was a real baby back in my babysitting days…” she sneered.

	 

	“Lift up your butt.” I was so humiliated. I raised myself up. Felt the familiar feel of plastic. The sound of the tapes. The snug pulling tight of the diaper over my cock. Oh no, my cock. “Oh my God are you getting hard?” Angela was totally furious at this point. She saw my erection. “You are a sick bastard Mark.” The diaper was pulled tight. The tapes were secured. I was in diapers again.

	 

	The tears were flowing down my cheeks as she buckled me into the back seat again. I realized all of a sudden I didn’t have any pants on over my diapers. And where were my wallet and keys? “Wait, Angela, please at least get my keys.” “Oh ok you stupid baby…” She pulled them out of my pants and threw them at me. “But you don’t get your pants back.” My pants were left in the lot and I almost cried as she drove over them as she pulled out.

	 

	Angela booted me out of her car 2 blocks from my apartment. Wearing only my diapers and a shirt and shoes. And holding the Depends package. She told me if I managed to walk home all the way with the package that she might consider seeing me again. Maybe for some humiliation fun if she was bored. I peed myself right there and more tears came flowing out. She drove off in disgust. It was a long, humiliating walk home.
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