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Chapter One

 


I was walking down a hallway. Well, not
walking exactly. I was low to the ground and on all fours. The
walls to either side of me were lined with mirrors. No matter where
I looked, I saw myself as I crawled dutifully behind my man. Not
that I had a choice in the matter. A collar was around my neck and
a leash was attached to it. The leash hung limply between me and
Will as we moved through the house made of mirrors.

I didn't want to look at my reflection in the
mirrors but I had no choice. My humiliation was displayed on every
surface and from every angle. An infinite number of my nearly naked
form crawled behind Will. Oddly, there were no doubles of him. The
mirrors seemed interested only in showcasing my embarrassment.

And embarrassed I was. It wasn't every day
that your boyfriend, your fiancé even, turns you into a pet. The
collar chafed my neck and my knees ached as I continued to crawl
behind my man... no... my master. And that wasn't even the most
embarrassing part of my punishment. No, it was the thick purple
diaper that hugged my hips tightly that turned my face red and made
my stomach churn.

Toilets were for people. Will had made it
very clear that I was no longer part of that group. No clothes, no
freedom, no toilet. No talking, no walking, no disobeying his every
whim. No choice. That was the theme. His word was law, and if I
didn't fall in line, he would compel me.

As we continued down the hall, I heard a soft
crinkling. The sound echoed down the hallways and grew louder with
each passing second. It didn't take long before the soft crinkling
turned into a deafening roar. I hung my head in shame, knowing very
well that I was the cause of the noise. The plastic backing of the
thick diaper between my legs crunched with every sway of my hips. I
tried to stop so that the noise would die off, but every time I
came to a halt, Will would tug harshly on the leash, dragging me
forward until I was back in motion.

I wasn't sure when it happened, but my
reflection had disappeared. The mirrors were no longer mirrors but
windows, and on the other side of the glass sat my friends and
family. They were all watching me curiously as Will led me off into
the unknown. I saw them whisper to each other as they pointed at
me. Some were laughing, some looked aghast. It didn't matter. All
eyes were on me and there was nothing I could do about it except
turn a bright shade of red as my entire body blushed.

The familiar faces eventually gave way to an
unknown crowd. While I didn't recognize anyone in the sea of faces,
it didn't lessen my humiliation. In the distance I could see a
small white table with a set of stairs leading up to it. As we came
closer, I noticed a long table draped in a dark red table cloth.
Behind the table sat a dozen people. Some I knew, like my best
friend, my old high school crush, and my mother. But others were
just random faces. I could make out lettering on the front drape of
the table cloth now. In bright yellow letters, it read
'Judges'.

Will sidestepped the table, but held the
leash in such a way that I knew I was supposed to climb the small
steps up onto the table. When I was positioned properly, on my
hands and knees and with my profile facing the judges table, Will
tapped me on the stomach; a clear sign that he wanted my back to
straighten and me to suck it in.

I held the pose for the people sitting at the
table. I kept my eyes forward, and only caught vague movements from
the judges as they talked amongst themselves. Will slid his hand
down my back, over and over again as we waited patiently for the
judges to come to a decision. I wasn't sure what I was being judged
on, but I was nervous about being found inadequate.

Finally, one of the people at the table stood
up and cleared their throat. I turned so I could see who was
talking but Will grabbed me by the ear and pulled me back into
position. His fingertips ran across my head playfully, tickling my
scalp as the decision was announced.

"Best in show!"

The crowd erupted in cheers and catcalls. My
stomach flipped and my face burned. My entire body shook in shock.
Best in show! I'd won! I wasn't sure what exactly, but I was the
best! I held my head high and arched my back as Will crossed in
front of me to shake hands with the judges. When he returned, he
was carrying a large blue ribbon with him. He showed it to me and I
smiled wide at my master. His training had paid off.

Will moved around me, disappearing behind my
back as the crowd continued to cheer. His hand fell onto my plastic
covered ass and he squeezed. I could barely feel his touch due to
the thick cotton padding of my diaper. He pressed the ribbon
against my backside, and when his hand lifted, the ribbon stuck.
Will patted me on my rear a few more times, making sure the ribbon
wasn't going anywhere. Now the crowd was yelling something. I
cocked my head to one side and listened to the mingled shouts.

"A trick! Make her do a trick!" screamed the
gathered spectators.

"You want to see a trick?" asked Will through
cupped hands.

"Yeah!"

Will walked to my side and bent down to
whisper in my ear. "You heard them girl, time to do what daddy
taught you. Time to pee."

My mind screamed no but my body complied
instantly. A familiar warmth spread between my legs as my bladder
released and I filled my diaper. The seat grew warm and for added
effect, Will grabbed the crotch of my diaper and pressed his palm
against it, forcing the wet garment against me as I continued to
flood the absorbent underwear. I tried to stop, but no matter how
hard I tried, I couldn't halt the steady stream that was pouring
out of me. I had no control.

When I was finally empty, Will squeezed my
squish and patted me on my ass. He threw up his hands for the crowd
as he circled back around to my front. The crowd screamed and
cheered for my indecent display. I hung my head in shame, but Will
wouldn't have it. He pulled me back up by my hair and looked me
right in the eyes.

"It's time to wake up baby," he said as he
shook me. "Come on sweets. It's time to get up. You have a busy day
ahead of you."

I was confused, but Will just kept repeating
himself. One by one, the crowd faded away. The judges' table
dissolved into nothing and the table below me vanished. In moments,
only Will and I were left, floating in a sea of nothingness. And
then Will began to melt away as well, replaced by a bright glow in
the distance. I shielded my eyes with my arm, but the light just
grew brighter. I dropped my arm and squinted at the bright light.
The world began to swim back into focus.

Standing above me with the morning sun at his
back was my fiancé Will. He was smiling as he stared down at me.
His look was loving and warm, and I couldn't help but return the
sweet smile.

"Morning sunshine," he said as he ran his
large hand through my hair. "Come on, it's day two and I have some
fun things planned."

I rubbed my eyes before stretching out into a
full body yawn. Will's hand landed on my chest and he traced the
outline of my tiny nipples with his fingers before walking his hand
down to my flat stomach. But he didn't stop there. His hand
continued downwards until it rested between my legs and patted the
warm and wet diaper between my thighs. I had gone to bed dry.
Apparently my dream was a bit more realistic than I had I wanted it
to be.

"Looks like I'm making the right choice today
sweetie. Only a day in diapers and you're already waking up wet.
Come on, let's get you cleaned up."

I stretched out my neck to let him clip the
collar in place and lead me to the living room, but Will just
smiled at me and picked me up like I weighed nothing. With one hand
under my wet rump and another on my back, he pressed me against his
chest. I wrapped my hands around his neck and laid my head on his
shoulder. The heat of his body warmed me right up.

"No more doggie days for you Em. You did so
well yesterday that I'm stepping you up."

I pulled away from his chest so I could see
his face. "What do you mean?"

He smiled and pressed me back against his
body. "You'll see soon enough. Now let's go change that diaper of
yours."




Chapter Two

 


It was the morning of the second day of a
four day weekend. Most people relax on long weekends by having
barbeques and inviting friends over. Maybe they catch movies or
stay up later than normal. As Will laid me on the ground and pulled
the tapes of my diaper off with a loud ripping noise, I couldn't
decide if I pitied or envied those people.

Yesterday I had been stripped of my clothes
and treated like an animal. I ate from a dog bowl and Will did
things to me that I would have refused, but enjoyed after the fact.
He had awakened something inside of me that I never knew was there,
and while it was a little scary, it was a bit exciting too. Even
though I felt dirty, guilty, and embarrassed about what I had done
yesterday, there was no denying that I felt sexy at the same
time.

I knew I shouldn't have. I'd never opened up
a magazine or turned on the TV to see a supermodel hunched over on
all fours while her significant other rammed his cock deep into her
ass and made her bark. And nothing about my thick purple diapers or
their intended use turned me on. But in conjunction with this new
Will, confident, strong, in complete control, it all worked. As he
held my small legs up in the air with one hand and pulled the
sopping wet diaper from under me with the other, I felt desirable.
It was so wrong. This wasn't how I was raised.

Will lowered my legs back to the ground and
looked at me. "Stay right here and don't move Emma."

I pulled my legs up and rocked my hips back
and forth, watching my knees sway in response. I had no intention
of moving. I was a good girl and Will was promoting me. I didn't
know to what, but anything was better than being a dog.

Clearly, I hadn't learned a thing from the
day before.

Will came back with a stack of what I thought
were towels and he laid them down beside me. I still didn't know
what they were supposed to be as he started to unfold them and
spread them out on the floor, one on top of the other until his
pile of linens was six layers thick. It wasn't until he picked me
back up and laid me down on top of the hourglass of cotton that I
realized what they were.

"Are you kidding me Will? I thought we were
doing something different today. I don't want to be diapered up
again!" I tried to roll off the fluffy mountain that Will had
dropped me onto, but as soon as I began moving, his large hand
dropped onto my stomach and pinned me down.

"I said I was stepping you up, that's all.
You are done being my cute little puppy. Today we're going to play
house and you are going to be the baby." He shot me a grin and
pulled the layered diapers between my legs.

I had thought that the purple diapers he had
filled my underwear drawer with were bad, but the layered cloth
diapers between my legs were so thick that I couldn't get my thighs
closer than half a foot from each other. I never thought I'd say
it, but I wanted to wear the purple diapers instead of this
monstrous load of cotton between my legs.

I wasn't sure what Will had in mind. I didn't
understand what "being a baby" would entail, but if it was anything
like being a dog, I decided right then and there that I didn't want
any part of it. While I may have had fun in the end yesterday, I
wasn't up for any more surprises.

"Please Will, can't we do something else
today? I don't want to be a baby!"

He just shook his head and slid another large
safety pin into place.

"Please! I'll do anything you want... other
than this! If you want, we can even do the doggie thing for another
day."

He continued to ignore me. But when I went to
open my mouth for a third time, his head lifted and he stared
daggers at me. My mouth snapped shut and my head fell back to the
floor. When Will was satisfied that my new diapers would stay on,
he stood up and headed back to the closet where his massive
stockpile of secret sex toys were stashed.

I tried to roll to my stomach, but found that
the extra padding around my hips made moving a difficult task.
Without being able to move my legs properly, I couldn't get enough
momentum going. I gave up on rolling and did the next best thing. I
threw a temper tantrum.

It probably wasn't the smartest thing I could
have done given the circumstances. Will was in charge and more than
willing to exert his control. He had decided to treat me like a
baby today. Slamming my fists into the plush carpet and kicking my
feet wildly wasn't the best way to show him that I was too old to
be confined to diapers. When he came back over, he just stood above
me and watched with amusement until I tired myself out.

"Well that was an impressive display Em.
Combine that with your wet diaper this morning and I can see that
I'm making the right choice today."

I glared at Will. I may have enjoyed some of
the things we had done yesterday, but I wasn't feeling whatever the
hell this was. "So now what? I just sit around all day and make goo
goo noises while you play with yourself?"

"Such a big attitude from such a little
package. Keep it up and you'll find yourself on the receiving end
of a spanking little girl."

I knew he was capable of coming through with
his threats, but I didn't care. The more he teased me, the angrier
I grew. I started to thrash on the floor once more, trying in vain
to flip over so I could stand up and walk out of the room.

"Having trouble little one?" asked Will with
a mocking tone.

"Fuck off." I clamped my hands over my mouth
the second after I said it, but it was already too late. I watched
in horror as Will's face morphed. His once warm eyes were now
burning with fury.

He pulled me to my feet and I had trouble
standing due to the diaper. I had to walk bowlegged as Will pulled
me over to the bed and pushed me down harshly onto the mattress.
With one hand, he pulled the massive diaper down off of my ass and
his hand fell on my small rear end with a quickness I had never
known.

"Stop Will Stop! Owwww!" I screamed as his
hand continued to slap my ass. My body bounced off the bed each
time he spanked me.

"Please I'm sorry!"

Smack! Smack! Smack!

"Owwww! I'm sorry Will I won't..."

Smack! Smack! Smack!

"Please put my diaper back on! I'll be
good!"

Will stopped for a moment. "You'll be good?
You promise?"

"I promise! I'll be good! I'll wear whatever
you want me to wear and I'll do anything you want me to do! I'll
even use the diapers just please don't spank me anymore!"

Will pulled the diaper back over my ass and
picked me up off of the bed. Cradled in his arms, I felt small and
helpless. It made all of my attempts to resist him seem so
pointless. I pushed my head to his chest and his heartbeat filled
my ears. His heart was racing faster than my own. Clearly the
spanking had some effect on Will as well.

"Alright Emma, this is stage two. You were a
puppy yesterday and you learned your place. You learned to listen;
to follow rules. And you learned what would happen if you didn't.
We are going to add-on to that today. You'll have more freedom in
some areas, but more limited in others. My word is still law
though. Understand?"

I nodded.

"Good. So for today, it's really quite
simple. No talking, just like yesterday. You can walk if you want
though. You'll get clothes, but I'll be picking them out. If you
misbehave, you'll be spanked. Simple enough?"

I nodded again.

"Good girl. See how easy it is? Now I'm going
to put you down and you are going to finish getting dressed.
Understand?"

I nodded a third time and he lowered me back
to the floor.

Will pulled out a pair of panties that I had
never seen before and held them up so I could get a good look at
them. On closer inspection, I saw that not only did the white
panties have an elastic band running around the top, but it also
had elastic around both leg openings. When Will reversed them, I
saw that the backside was covered in rows of pink lace. A small
pink bow sat at the top of the custom made underwear.

"What the hell are those?" I asked.

Will closed his eyes tightly, and then opened
them slowly. "No talking remember? But I'll let it slide for now."
He pushed my legs up and slipped the strange underwear down my
legs. "These are plastic pants. Your diapers aren't waterproof, so
you need these or else you'll leave puddles all over the
house."

Plastic pants. Cloth diapers. Both in my
size. And they weren't the only diapers in the house either. I knew
my underwear drawer had been emptied of my regular undies and
stocked with the thick purple disposables I had spent the day in
yesterday. Where was Will getting all of this stuff?

"How can we afford all of this Will? This
can't be cheap."

He laughed and pinched my nose. "Don't you
worry your pretty little head about it Emma. You have it easy
today. Just relax and enjoy it."

"Enjoy it? You think this is fun, being
bossed around and made to do humiliating things all weekend?"

"You lost the bet Emma. This is my weekend.
"Will shrugged.”Besides, it’s what I've been doing for months. How
many weekends did you have me on my hands and knees, between your
thighs while you watched TV? You think I enjoyed being ordered
around all day?"

I pushed myself into the best sitting
position I could at the moment. Looking up at Will from the floor
just made me feel small and helpless. I didn't feel much better in
my new position, but it was a start.

"It couldn't have been that bad. I wasn't
shoving things up your ass and making you wet yourself. I didn't
tie you down and make you eat from dog bowls!"

"Well, you have your ideas of a good time,
and I have mine. A bet's a bet Emma. And if we are going to get
married, it's probably better that we get all this out in the
open."

Marriage. Will had proposed nearly six months
ago now and except for a ring he gave me that day, we had done
nothing to make our marriage a reality. I was beginning to think it
was never going to happen, but we had gotten comfortable. Sure we
had our bets every few weeks, but even those had become routine.
This weekend was the first real shakeup our relationship had gone
through in a long time.

"So now what?" I asked while attempting to
prop myself up on my palms. "Are you going to tie me down or stick
something in my butt or what?"

Will just shrugged. "Is that what you want? I
thought you hated yesterday."

"Of course I did," I said. "I just thought
you know... since you won the bet and all..." I didn't want him to
know that I secretly enjoyed many of the things he had done to me
the day before.

"Well if you didn't like it, then you
shouldn't be complaining. All you have to do today is stay quiet
and act like a baby. No tricks. Nice, simple, and slow." He grinned
at me. "Unless you wanted more? I mean, if you want me to ramp it
up a bit, I'm sure I could think of something. You know, to keep it
interesting."

"Keep it interesting?"

"Yeah, you know, like yesterday."

Was that what I really wanted? He was
offering me a day of relaxation. Sure I was in the thickest diaper
I could imagine and I knew he planned to make me use it, but other
than that, it was a free day. No ropes, no chains, no gags.

No fun.

What was wrong with me? Two days ago and I
had wanted nothing more than to get out of his weekend of
perversion. I had tried everything to make sure this day wouldn't
happen short of walking out of the door and never looking back. Now
I was craving it. I wanted him to tie me down and make me
come over and over. I wanted him to take me in his strong
arms and use me how he saw fit. I didn't want to just sit at his
feet all day with a thumb in my mouth and a diaper on my ass.

I didn't want to tip my hand either. "Well,
I'd be okay with a little fun... but not too much!"

Will smiled and pulled me to my feet again.
The plastic pants slid down my legs and he laid me down on the bed.
He popped the safety pins of my diaper and pulled the cotton prison
away from my skin. I tried to scoot up on the bed so I was in a
better position for him to enter me, but his hand dropped across my
stomach, keeping me from moving off the diaper.

"Just stay there. I'll be right back," he
said as he moved to the closet.

I stayed put and silently sulked. I had hoped
Will would slide between my legs and show me a good time before he
buttoned me back into the diapers I was laying on, but it looked
like he had other ideas. I hoped he didn't come back with a butt
plug again. My poor little hole still hurt from all of the
activities yesterday.

Will returned from his closet stash holding a
roll of pink duct tape. He laid it down on the bed next to me, and
then opened his hand to show me a small silver tube about the size
of my pinky. A tiny black wire stuck out from one end.

"Do you know what this is?" Will asked.

I shook my head no.

"Well, this is a nifty little thing. I'm
pretty excited to try it out." He pulled my lower lips apart and
ran his finger between my folds until he found my clit. Smiling, he
pressed the tube against my pleasure button and stuck a small strip
of duct tape across my skin, covering the strange toy. Another
strip of tape kept the little black wire pressed into my smooth
skin just above my privates. Will refastened the diaper and slipped
the plastic pants back up my legs.

"And that's it. Now let's finish getting you
dressed." he said.

That was it? What had been the point of that?
Sure the small tube was a bit uncomfortable, but it was nothing
like the butt plug I had wedged between my cheeks for most of
yesterday. What was Will playing at?

He unfolded a pink t-shirt with the word
'Baby' embroidered on the front. Under the letters was a small duck
sucking on a pacifier. It was cute even if it was a bit childish.
As Will slipped the shirt over my head, hiding my small tits from
sight for the first time in over a day, I thought of how silly it
was for me to critique my shirt as not being age appropriate.

My embarrassment was amplified when Will
picked up my legs and again and pulled on the back of the shirt
before pulling it between my legs. I heard a series of buttons
snapping, but when I lifted my head, I couldn't see over the thick
diaper. It took me a second to realize that I wasn't wearing a
shirt at all. I was wearing a onesie. And as if it wasn't enough
that I was in diapers and a onesie, Will pulled out a pink pacifier
on a tether. He clipped the tether to my shirt then stuck the latex
nipple into my mouth.

"Perfect. Baby Em is ready for the day," he
said as he smiled at me. "And now I can show you what that little
toy touching your tickle button is for."

Will pulled a small gray remote from his
pocket and held it up for me to see. Two black buttons and one red
one were all that was on the remote. No words, no symbols. I
watched as Will pressed and held down the first of the three
buttons.

As soon as the button was pressed, powerful
vibrations sent my clit wild. My hands shot to my crotch out of
reflex, but the silver vibrator was protected by layers upon layers
of baby wear. I gasped and the pacifier slid from my mouth as the
vibrations continued to cut into me.

Will let his finger off of the button and the
vibrations ceased. I sighed softly, unsure as to whether I was
happy about the tiny toy being turned off.

"So that's 'The Bean'. Neat little thing. I
press a button and you get off. So today, every time I see you
being a good little girl, I'll reward you. Sound fair?"

I nodded slowly.

Will bent down and placed the pacifier back
between my lips. "Good girl. And make sure your paci stays in. You
look so cute with it in your mouth."

Be good and get orgasms; be bad and get
spanked. Seemed simple enough to me.

I smiled at Will from behind my pacifier and
held my arms out towards him. Will smiled back and leaned in to
pick me up. I wrapped my hands around his neck while he slid his
under my diapered ass. He lifted me up with no effort at all. I
laid my head on his shoulder and sucked on the plastic nipple in my
mouth as he carried me out of the room.

As we headed down the stairs, Will triggered
the bean and my clit went crazy. It only stayed on until we reached
the bottom of the stairs, but it was a good taste of what was to
come. I hugged Will tighter as we headed to the kitchen, no doubt
so I could eat breakfast. I closed my eyes and relaxed into Will,
feeling safe in his strong arms. My life had been flipped upside
down since yesterday, but with each minute that passed, I was
coming closer to the conclusion that maybe it was exactly what we
needed.




Chapter Three

 


I was actually a bit surprised when we
reached the kitchen and their wasn't a high chair waiting
for me. Will had shown little restraint up till now. It looked like
I had finally found the limits of his secret closet. But before he
put me down on the floor, I got a look at the counter. It was
cluttered with small bowls, plastic spoons, bibs, bottles, and baby
food. He may not have found a high chair, but it looked like he was
still planning on the full experience.

Will had even put up a baby gate between the
kitchen and the dining room. He stepped over it easily, but it
actually created quite a formidable barrier for me. The wooden gate
was tall enough to impede me even when I was fully mobile. With the
thick cotton diapers on, there was no way I would clear the gate
without hurting myself.

I tried to stand up so I could watch Will
over the counter as he prepared breakfast, but the diapers were
just too much. I couldn't push myself up from a sitting position,
and when I awkwardly crawled over to the counter so I could pull
myself up, that only presented new problems. The diapers were so
thick that I had to stand with my feet nearly shoulder width apart.
And as soon as Will saw me, he laughed.

"Well hello there," he said as he waved at
me. "Don't worry sweetie, your food will be ready soon. But since
you're being so cute, here's a present for you." He pressed a
button on the remote.

The vibrations made my knees shake. One
second and I was propped up against the counter, dutifully sucking
on my pacifier, and the next moment I was on my back gasping as the
strong vibrations from the bean drove me crazy. I waited for the
tiny device to kick off after a few seconds like it did earlier,
but the vibrations just seemed to get stronger over time.

Ten seconds turned to twenty. My clit was on
fire. The small vibrator was pulsing now. I tried to call out to
Will, but as soon as I opened my mouth, I was moaning. My eyes
closed and I squeezed my legs together, compressing the layered
diaper between my legs. The cotton prison pushed up against my
slit, adding to the intense feelings between my legs. At thirty
seconds, the vibrator cut out and my body relaxed.

My clit was still throbbing as I opened my
eyes and looked around. Will was leaning over the baby gate and
smiling at me while waggling the remote in his hand.

"That was button two. Keep being so good and
maybe I'll press the third button today." He leaned back and
disappeared once more into the kitchen.

Button two? I thought back to the remote. Two
black buttons and a red one. The first button vibrated until it was
depressed. The second button was on a timer. What did the third
button, the red one, do? I wasn't sure I wanted to find out.

"Breakfast is served!" called Will from the
kitchen.

The smell of bacon filled the house and my
stomach grumbled in response. I had a feeling I wouldn't be eating
whatever Will had made himself, but I was hopeful. But my hopes
were dashed as soon as Will stepped over the fence holding two
separate meals. He walked into the living room and put both dishes
down on the coffee table before turning back to the kitchen to grab
a baby bottle full of milk as well as some other items.

He sat down on the couch and waved me over.
"Come here sweetie. Let's get you fed."

I tried to push myself into a standing
position so I could walk the short distance to the table, but it
was a lost cause. I just couldn't balance with the thick diapers
between my small legs. I sagged back to the floor and resigned
myself to spending another day crawling around the house.

I reached the table and looked at the two
plates in front of me. Bacon, eggs, toast and blueberry pancakes
sat in front of Will. My mouth watered as I stared at his food. It
was my meal of choice in the morning. I looked at the plate next to
his. It was empty save for two smaller bowls. One was filled with
an orange slurry. The other was filled with a green paste. Neither
one looked appetizing.

Will pulled me over and sat me on his lap
facing outwards. I blushed as he bounced his knee up and down,
driving the diaper against my pussy. I felt ridiculous at that
moment, sitting on my fiancé's knee, dressed as a toddler while
getting turned on from the motion of his leg against my privates.
Just when I thought it couldn't get any worse, Will pulled a terry
cloth bib over my head, knocking the pacifier out of my mouth. He
leaned in and kissed me on the cheek.

"Don't want you to get your pretty baby
clothes dirty now do we?"

With one of his hands wrapped around my waist
to keep me balanced, Will leaned forward and picked up a small
plastic spoon. He dipped it into the green mush and lifted the
spoon to my mouth. The closer it came to my lips, the less I wanted
to eat it. It looked disgusting and smelled terrible. I nearly
gagged when he pushed the spoon against my closed lips.

"Come on sweetie, you need to eat your food.
You want to be a good girl don't you?"

I nodded my head and in the process, I
managed to dip the tip of my nose into the green paste. The smell
was terrible! I tossed up my hands and tried to wipe the goop off
my nose, but all I managed to do in my flailing was to hit Will's
arm, causing him to tip the spoon. The mush slid off the spoon and
splattered onto my leg, his leg, and the floor.

"I'm sorry!" I said quickly. "I didn't mean
it!"

Will sighed and slipped the spoon back into
the bowl. He flicked me on the cheek with his finger, causing me to
jump and nearly fall off his lap and onto the floor.

"Oww!" I said as I rubbed the impact
zone.

Will just gave me one of his stern looks.
"Spilling the food I can forgive. Babies are clumsy. They make
messes. But how many times do I have to tell you not to talk? The
next time it's a spanking. Now open your mouth and eat your
food."

My ass cheeks throbbed at the mere mention of
another punishment. I dropped my hands to my side and parted my
lips. Will shoved the spoon into my mouth but as soon as the green
mush hit my tongue I gagged. The food spilled from my mouth as I
coughed. Some of it ran down my chin, but most of it flew outwards,
covering Will's breakfast in green droplets of inedible
nastiness.

Will took a deep breath, held it for a few
seconds, and then blew it out slowly. "I'm not going to tell you
again Emma. Eat your food or you'll be going upstairs and you won't
like it."

"But it's gross!"

Another flick of his finger on my cheek.

I rubbed my cheek again."Stop it!"

Will dipped the spoon back into the mush.
"Eat! It's peas. You like peas." The spoon pressed against my
lips.

I shook my head left and right and Will
followed along with my jerky movements as best as he could. The
mashed peas smeared across my face and dripped down onto the bib.
He gave up trying to force the spoon into my mouth. Instead, he dug
his fingers into my side, hitting one of my tickle spots. I
shrieked as he wiggled his fingers. When my mouth was open, the
spoon flew in. He pushed my jaw up so I couldn't spit out the
food.

It wasn't the first time Will had shoved
something into my mouth and made me swallow. I hated giving blow
jobs, but I would have willingly dropped down to my knees and
slipped his dick into my mouth if it got me out of eating the rest
of the puree on the table. I coughed and choked but Will kept my
mouth closed until I swallowed. When I finally managed to gulp down
the first mouthful, he wiped off my face and picked up the spoon
again.

"See? That wasn't so bad was it?"

I stuck out my tongue and made a disgusted
face, but all I earned in return was another mouthful of the green
slop. Maybe it was because I had already swallowed once, but the
second mouthful didn't taste as bad. With only minimal gagging, I
managed to swallow. By the fourth spoonful I had no issue at all.
Now Will was shoveling in the peas as fast as he could scoop them
onto the spoon.

"That's my girl. Keep eating. You still have
plenty of food to finish."

I looked down at the bowls and it didn't look
like I had even made a dent in the peas. I groaned and held my
stomach, trying to indicate I was full already. Will just shook his
head and scooped up another spoonful.

"You have to eat it all Emma. I don't want
you to waste away. There isn't much of you to begin with."

I couldn't keep quiet. My stomach was hurting
from eating so much. "I'm full Will. No more." I braced for another
flick on the cheek.

Instead, Will rubbed my stomach and pushed
the spoon to my mouth. "You have to eat. It looks like a lot but
there aren't many calories here. Now open up."

Why was I even fighting with him? I knew I
wasn't going to win. I dropped my shoulders and opened my mouth. I
swallowed robotically until the first of the bowls were emptied.
Will squeezed me and kissed my cheek when the peas were gone.

"That's my girl." He pulled the remote from
his pocket and pushed the middle button.

My stomach was doing flips as the vibrations
hit me. The feeling on my clit felt amazing as the tiny vibrator
began to pulse. But the roiling ache in my stomach was growing
worse as well. The two opposing feelings fought for dominance, but
Will tipped the scales when he started to bounce me once again on
his knee.

The diaper dug into my pussy with each jerk
of his leg, adding to the pulsing pleasure I was getting from the
tiny toy. I leaned back into Will, letting my head rest against his
shoulder while I raised my arms above my head and wrapped them
around his neck. My eyes closed and I relaxed into his rhythmic leg
motions. I was so close.

I concentrated hard on the erotic energies
growing down below, knowing I was on a tight timetable. I needed
this. I was being good. I was eating my food. I was wearing my
diapers. I deserved an orgasm! But just before the vibrations sent
me over the edge, they stopped. The ache in my clit was
maddening.

"No! Turn it back on!" I lunged for the
remote but Will held onto me tightly and dropped the remote onto
the couch just out of reach. He flicked my cheek for talking.

"You were being so good. Don't ruin it now
baby girl."

"I'm not a baby! I want to come! I was so
close!"

Will sighed. Before I could do anything, he
shifted his knee to one side, throwing me off balance. With no
effort at all I found myself no longer sitting on his lap, but
lying across it with my stomach down and my ass up.

Will was unsnapping the onesie as he spoke.
"Wrong answer. You don't get to make decisions today." With the
onesie undone, he pulled down the thick layers of diapers over my
ass. "I warned you. Maybe this will get you to behave today."

I'd been expecting another lightning round of
severe slaps across my backside, but I received a single massive
spank instead. My entire body shook from the force.

"Stop! I'm sorry!"

"Not good enough Emma. The rules were clear
and you broke them. I think ten spanks should get the lesson
across."

"Please Will. I'll be good," I said as I
fought back the urge to cry.

Maybe it was the tears already forming in my
eyes, or maybe it was the angry red handprint he'd left across my
cheeks, but Will's face softened for a moment and he ran his hand
through my hair. I thought I'd won a small victory, but as soon as
I felt the vibrator kick on, I knew that he had only been
distracting me.

My body relaxed as the vibrations made my
eyes roll back. The second slap landed on my left cheek and Will's
hand lingered before pulling away. The strike stung but the
vibrator took a lot of the bite out of his spank. Another landed,
then another. My ass ached but my clit was happy. I didn't know
whether to moan or cry.

Every time the vibrator pulsed, Will's hand
skipped off my tight ass. By the time the tenth slap landed, my
rump was throbbing right along with my clit. My tits were hard and
my blood was pumping. I wasn't sure if I had enjoyed what had just
happened, but I knew I didn't exactly hate it. Leave it to Will to
get me to question being spanked.

He rubbed my sore cheeks under his large
hand. It drifted over my reddened skin in circular motions and
seemed to be slowly sinking towards my wanting pussy. I shut my
eyes and hoped his hand would continue to drift lower. A smile
spread across my face and I bit my cheeks as his fingers slid
across my lower lips. One of his digits slid between my folds and
pressed against my hole. A chill shot up my spine and I shuttered
in his lap.

His hand withdrew. "Looks like my baby is a
bit wet. I better get that diaper back on you before you make a
mess."

I almost said something, but I held my
tongue. If I wanted to get it today I had to start behaving. I
sighed as Will pulled the diapers back into place and buttoned me
back into the onesie. There was nothing I could do to stop it.
Better to just be good and get him horny.

Once I was redressed, Will pulled me back
onto his lap and picked up the spoon. The peas were gone but there
was still another bowl of orange mush to finish off. I opened my
mouth without complaint and was pleasantly surprised when the baby
food turned out to be sweet potatoes. Will couldn't feed it to me
fast enough. My bowl was clean in less than a minute.

"That's what I wanted to see. Look how much
better you are being already." He kissed the top of my head. "Now
you just need to drink your bottle and you can go play."

My stomach was at capacity. I felt bloated
and a bit gassy. The thought of anything more made me feel ill but
I didn't say anything. When Will had me tilt back so I could lay
across his lap, with my head cradled in the crook of his arm, I
just smiled. When he pushed the nipple of the bottle to my lips, I
let it slip into my mouth. And when I sucked my first drop of
liquid from the baby bottle, I didn't complain when it turned out
to be warm formula instead of cold milk.

I drank the bottle as quickly as I could, but
the nipple holes worked against me. Still, it felt nice lying in
Will's arms. I would have preferred to do it in something other
than a diaper while being fed like a baby, but all in all, my
bottle feeding was pleasant. Will stroked my head and smiled down
at me while I drank.

When the bottle was empty and I was sucking
air, he pulled the nipple from my mouth and pressed me against his
chest. His hand slapped against my lower back and it took me a
second to realize he was burping me. My fiancé, the man I shared a
bed with, was burping me. I wanted to laugh about how insane this
was, but then I burped. The taste of peas and formula was on my
breath. I really was a baby!

Three more tiny gas bubbles slipped their way
out of my mouth and with each one, my face grew redder but my
stomach hurt less. My mind wrestled with my situation. I was in
diapers and had just been spoon fed baby food. I'd been spanked and
chastised like a toddler. I'd even thrown a temper tantrum this
morning, but being burped was a new low. I wanted to be good, but
didn't want this. I wanted panties and bras. I wanted to be a grown
up!

Will dropped his head and whispered into my
ear. "That's my good girl. That's my good baby."

Will's approval broke my urge to resist. I
was a good girl. I was making him happy. I dropped my head onto his
shoulder and shut my eyes. The constant rumbling in my stomach
subsided as he rubbed my back and rocked from side to side. Before
I knew it, I was asleep in his arms.




Chapter Four

 


I woke up and for a second I had no idea
where I was or why I felt so strange. My hand ran down my body and
across the huge swell of my diaper. My mind cleared and I looked
around. I was on the couch in the living room. Will had laid me
down and covered me in a small fleece blanket I'd never seen
before. I was still in my onesie and my diaper was still dry. My
paci was in my mouth and my bib was gone. Will was nowhere to be
seen.

Did he go out?

I sat up and wiggled off the couch. I managed
to get to my feet and waddled into the kitchen. Will wasn't there.
I toddled over to the garage and opened to door. The car was still
in parked and there was no sign of Will here either. I thought
about calling out for him, but I didn't want to get in trouble for
talking. There was only one other place he could be.

I shuffled to the stairs and stopped when I
saw that Will had put up the baby gate at its base. I didn't see
any lights on upstairs but there was really nowhere else he could
be. Bracing myself against the wall, I tried to lift my leg over
the gate. I managed to get my foot over but when I tried to put it
down on the other side, I ran into a problem.

I was stuck! When I dropped my foot back
down, my diaper pressed into the top of the gate. I tried to lift
my foot back up but I was in serious danger of falling backwards
now. I dropped my foot and straddled the gate. A thought hit me.
Why hadn't I just taken the gate down? Will was really starting to
get to me.

I sat there for a few minutes trying to
figure out what to do, but I kept coming up with only one answer.
Fall backwards or fall forwards. I decided to lean towards the
stairs. At least when I fell, I'd be on the right side of the
fence. I pumped myself up and pushed off with my back foot. For a
second my entire body weight was on the fence. I teetered for a
moment then slid forward, landing hard on the carpeted stairs in
front of me.

I didn't even bother to pull myself back to
my feet. On my hands and knees, I crawled up the stairs in search
of Will. When I reached the top there was still no sign of him. I
headed towards the bedroom and pushed open the door. Will wasn't in
here, but as I looked around, my eyes caught on something. The
closet was open.

I knew I shouldn't have, but Will wasn't
around. Curiosity got the best of me and I slowly made my way on my
hands and knees to the open closet. Boxes were piled high in the
small space and in each one I knew there was a hint as to what Will
was planning to do to me this weekend. I grabbed the closest box
and pulled it open. It was full of the purple diapers from
yesterday. I pushed it aside and reached for another box.

"And what do you think you are doing little
girl?" called a voice from the doorway.

I froze. There was nothing I could do to deny
it. I'd been caught with my hand in the cookie jar. I turned slowly
to face Will.

"I go to check the mail and come back in to
find you upstairs where you shouldn't be, touching things that
aren't yours. Such a bad girl." Will said as he moved towards
me.

The pacifier dropped from my mouth as I
started to explain myself. "I was looking for you. I wasn't being
bad I swea..."

Will picked me up and held me close. He
pushed the pacifier back between my lips and laid me on the bed. I
tried to roll off onto the floor, but Will pushed me back towards
the center and waggled a finger at me. I was in trouble now. I
started to tear up and put my hands protectively over my diapered
ass. I didn't want to be spanked again!

Will turned from me and to the closet. He
started digging through his boxes. This wasn't a good sign. There
was a chance that he would pull out something I would enjoy, but
there was an even better chance he would pull out something to
punish me with. My pulse raced as I waited for him to find whatever
he was looking for.

"Since you seem so interested in what I have
in here, we are going to play a little game. I'm going to let you
pick a box, and then we are going to use whatever is inside by the
end of the night." Will held up a small leather pouch. "But to make
it interesting, you'll be wearing this when you pick."

What the hell was it? It looked like a bag.
It had drawstrings, buckles, and was no bigger than a purse. I
realized too late what Will was planning on doing with the leather
bag. He popped my paci from my mouth and shot me a devilish grin.
He was straddling me on the bed when I finally understood it was
some kind of mask.

I thought about fighting Will off, but I knew
I wouldn't get anywhere. I just looked up at him with terror in my
eyes as he pulled the back of the leather headpiece open. I gripped
the sheets as the front of the mask pressed against my face. My
breath quickened as Will pulled it past my ears. The light of the
room was gone and I found it hard to breathe. I started to
panic.

Will rolled me over and tugged on the mask
again. I could feel him start to lace up the back. He was sealing
me in and I was letting it happen! I thought I could take it, but
as he threaded each loop, my heart skipped a beat. My stomach was
roiling. What if I threw up? I'd choke! I shook my head and
thrashed on the bed.

Will stopped lacing up the mask and grabbed
my thrashing arms instead. I tried to shake off the headwear but he
had already tightened it up enough that I couldn't shake it loose.
He pulled my hands behind my back and I felt the cold steel of
handcuffs slip around my wrists. With my arms restrained, he went
back to securing the mask in place.

The laces tightened and the mask squeezed my
head. I was sweating bullets and sucking down as much air as I
could manage as I started to feel claustrophobic. The cool air of
the room drifted over my exposed skin, but between the hot leather
hood and the incredibly thick diapers, I felt like the walls were
closing around me.

The hood had an attached collar and Will
fastened that around my neck first. Once that was secure, he pulled
three more straps tight. I wanted to scream but I couldn't open my
mouth. My body took another approach at releasing my anxiety. My
crotch grew warm. I was peeing!

I tried to clamp down on my stream but there
was no stopping the flow. The cloth diapers drank me up quickly.
The diapers around my middle expanded as my hot piss shot from me
with the force of a fireman's hose.

My stomach was cramping again from everything
that was happening. I pulled my knees to my chest to try and
relieve the uncomfortable feeling, but the pain only grew. What was
wrong with me?

The last buckle tightened and my stream
slowly stopped. My already enormous diapers felt like they had
doubled in size from my wetting. The plastic pants rubbed against
my thighs. My stomach continued cramping, and I was starting to
realize that the pain in my gut wasn't nervousness. As I tried to
will away the discomfort downstairs, I heard the muffled click of a
lock being snapped closed. Will was locking me into the hood!

Three more clicks; three more locks. Will
unlocked my handcuffs and my hands flew to my face. But my head was
now fully encased in leather. My fingers ran along the straps and
brushed against the little metal locks. There was nothing I could
do. I was trapped. I pulled my knees closer to my chest and tucked
into a ball. I couldn't do anything about the hood right now, but
at least I could mitigate the pain in my stomach.

Will tugged at my head gear and I felt cool
air on my ear. He had removed a panel somehow so he could talk to
me. I tilted my head towards the sound of his voice so he knew I
was listening.

"I didn't want to use this today but you kind
of forced my hand. This is a sensory deprivation hood. It blocks
light, smell and sound. Once I put the ear cup back down, you won't
hear me again until I take the hood off. Nod if you
understand."

I nodded.

"Good girl. Now I'm going to help you off the
bed. Then you are going to pick a box. Once you do that, I'm going
to lay you back down. I think some time in the hood will do you
some good." The ear piece fell back into place and the sound of the
world disappeared. All I could hear now was the steady beat of my
own blood pumping.

Will tugged on my arm and I let him guide me
off of the bed. It was scary not being able to see. All Will would
have had to do was let go of me for me to completely lose it. He
was my only connection to the outside world right now. I gripped
his hand tightly.

He held my hand up to three boxes. I ran my
fingers over each one, trying to guess what was inside by the size
and shape of the box. It wasn't much help. One of the boxes was
much larger than the other two so I discounted it immediately. That
left me with two rectangular boxes roughly the same size. I made my
choice after a quick round of Eeny, meeny, miny, mo.

Will led me back to the bed. He centered me
up and rubbed my arms before pulling away from me. My head shook
from side to side and I tried in vain to sense where he was. I
started to crawl off the bed in an attempt to find him. I couldn't
be left alone. Not like this!

Will found me first. He took me by the hand
and put me back onto the bed. I felt a handcuff slip back around my
wriest, and then that wrist being pulled up towards the headboard.
When I tried to pull my hand back down, I found I was chained to
the bed. Will was gone again and now he didn't have to worry about
me trying to follow him.

This day was quickly spiraling out of
control. And just as I had the thought, the vibrator pressed
against my clit engaged.




Chapter Five

 


I'd been chasing the vibrations all day. The
spankings had kept me in line somewhat, but the thought of earning
the pleasure pulses I was now experiencing was what had really
driven me today. And that carrot on a stick had led to my current
state. I just laid there as Will slipped a bag over my head and
sealed my world inside with me. The only thing I had left was my
sense of touch. And right now, it was going mad.

With nothing else to keep my mind occupied,
my full attention was centered on the powerful vibrations shooting
through my clit. My body jerked as the silver toy began to pulse.
My nipples stiffened under my onesie. Not able to do anything else,
I ran my free hand over the cottony top, tracing the outline of my
hardened tits. I moaned as much as the hood would let me.

The pleasure built quickly. My breath came in
jagged fits and starts. The orgasm I'd been chasing all morning
finally rolled over me. My toes curled and my stomach tightened in
response. As the pleasure spread through me, nothing else mattered.
With my mind empty and my senses dulled, the erotic energies rushed
through me. If Will had taken off the hood as the tiny vibrator
finally clicked off, all he would have seen was a smile of total
satisfaction.

My orgasm ebbed, and as it did, the wonderful
bliss was replaced with wracking pain. My stomach was cramping
again and I couldn't stop it. I curled back into a ball but it
barely took the edge off. The irritation that had started this
morning at breakfast had turned into a full blown battle of wills.
Even as I lay in the bed curled into a fetal position, telling
myself I wasn't going to mess myself again, I knew I was only
delaying the inevitable.

My stomach cramped again. The pain grew
worse, but started to move down into my colon. A great pressure had
begun to build within me. I held it in as long as I could, but like
a balloon suddenly losing air, my tightly clenched butthole let go.
A rush of gas escaped from me and hit the back of my diaper. With
nowhere to go, the hot air just collected in the plastic pants.
Even though I couldn't see at the moment, I knew I was turning
bright red from shame.

I thrashed on the bed, trying to find a
better position to fight the urge that was building in my stomach.
Will had forced me to mess myself yesterday by using an enema, but
the urge building within me now was all me. This was my last chance
at resisting Will. If I could hold it in, then in a small way, I'd
win.

I lost the battle only a few minutes later to
the sound of trumpets. The pain in my stomach overpowered rational
thought and my bowels let loose. Instead of the runny mess created
the day before by the enema, a hard lump pushed its way out of me
and hit the back of my thick diapers. With nowhere else to go, the
lump just grew in the seat of my diaper, spreading outwards.

By the time I was done, something the size of
a softball sat between me and my diaper. Tears streaked down my
cheeks, but as my hand lifted to wipe them away, my fingers touched
the black leather hood. I should have hated Will at that moment,
but all I could think about was how much I wanted him to hold me. I
wanted him to tell me I was being good. I needed his validation
because I didn't know who I was anymore. In only two days he had
torn me down. I wondered if he had any plans to build me back
up.




Chapter Six

 


With nothing else to do, I fell asleep again.
My dreams were filled with images of me staring up at Will from the
bottom of a crib. A mobile hung lazily above me, spinning in slow
circles while the soft sound of the ocean played through a tinny
built-in speaker. I was playing with my toes while Will just
smiled. A warm sensation washed over my crotch and I giggled as I
peed.

My dream abruptly ended as Will shook me
awake. I opened my eyes but I was met with complete darkness as I
did. I panicked and touched my face, remembering as soon as my hand
found leather that I was locked in a hood of Will's choosing. He
ran his hand over my stomach in a way that reassured me. I relaxed
and trusted in him.

He freed me from the handcuff keeping me
chained to the bed. I rubbed my sore wrist as he spread my legs and
unsnapped my onesie. He slipped the onesie over my head and I
wasn't sad to see it go. Will tugged the plastic pants down my legs
and unfastened my dirty diaper. I was glad I was wearing the hood
as he pulled the cloth layers away from my skin. Not only was my
shame hidden from view, but I didn't have to smell the cause of it
either.

Will wiped me clean then pulled the taped
vibrator from my skin with a rough yank. The tape separating from
my skin hurt worse than a band aid and I sucked air through my
teeth while the pain slowly faded away. Will lifted my legs and
tugged the dirty diaper out from under me before dropping my bare
ass back onto the bed. I wiggled my hips and kicked my legs in the
air, relishing the freedom of movement I currently had.

I felt the mattress flex as Will climbed back
onto the bed with me. He took me by the hand and pressed something
into my palm. I ran my hand along the bumpy object but I was at a
loss as to what it was. Will curled my hand around the object and
pulled it slowly through my closed fist. The bumps I'd felt weren't
bumps at all but different sized balls. Knowing this didn't clue me
into its purpose, but I had a feeling that whatever it was, it was
the item in the box I had picked earlier.

Will flipped me over and yanked me onto my
knees. The pose was familiar to me now, having spent most of
yesterday on my hands and knees. My heart beat faster as his
fingers slid along the curve of my ass. His digits dipped between
my legs and ran across my slick lips before coming to a rest atop
my clit. My body stiffened as he slowly rubbed my button.

His hand fell away from me. With the hood
still on my head, his every touch was a surprise. His hands were on
my tits now as he leaned his large body over my small form. He
squeezed my puffy nipples between his fingers before rubbing them
slowly. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as he continued to
twiddle my tiny nubbins. I leaned back, thrusting my hips against
Will; an open invite for him to use me as he saw fit.

His touch vanished once more and this time it
didn't return quickly. He left me on all fours with only a
throbbing clit, two hard tits and my thoughts. I stayed in position
while I waited for Will to return his hands to my body. I waggled
my hips back and forth, hoping to bump into him, but my efforts
turned up nothing.

His fingers returned, but not to where I
wanted them. They were slick with lube and pressing against my
asshole. My excitement dimmed as he pressed his finger into me.
He'd taken my ass last night. I wanted his cock buried deep in my
pussy where it belonged! Why wouldn't he fuck me proper?

His finger withdrew but something else
quickly took its spot. Slick with lube, the unknown object pressed
against my anal ring. The curved object slipped into my hole, but
as soon as the small ball was past, my hole clamped back shut. When
second bead pressed against me, I made the connection with the item
Will had pressed into my palm earlier.

Anal beads. One by one the string of plastic
beads slipped into me. My hole stretched and shut; each time
stretching just a little wider as the beads grew in size. The beads
had actually felt good as they teased my hole. By the time the
string was fully inside, I felt stuffed. His hands left my body
again and I wondered just what I was supposed to get from the
string in my ass.

Will retuned again, this time by placing his
hands at my hips. He pulled me backwards and I felt the tip of his
cock glide along my leg, seeking my pussy. I guided myself to his
dick, maneuvering my hips until I felt the silky tip of his cock
against my wet hole. I held my breath as he slipped slowly into me.
My entire body shook as his hips hit my ass. I was in heaven.

He withdrew slowly. But something else pulled
out with him. The anal beads slipped, one by one, from within me.
The twin feelings sent shockwaves through my body. I dropped my
hooded head into the pillows as my body shook. Will reversed
directions, pushing the beads, along with his cock, back into my
wanting holes.

He picked up speed, but it was still far
slower than his normal pace. As his cock slid in and out of my
pussy, I could feel the tip touch against the anal beads in my ass
though my insides. It was a strange feeling, but every time it
happened, electricity shot through me. My clit was on fire and I
couldn't help but reach below me to touch my throbbing button. Will
didn't move to stop me, and I took his inaction as permission to
continue rubbing myself as he slipped in and out of me at a
measured pace.

I didn't last very long. Between my fingers,
his cock, and the anal beads gliding in and out of my ass, I
couldn't keep myself from coming. The waves of pleasure pulsing out
from my pussy sent me into convulsions. My legs slid out from under
me and my hips dropped before Will could catch me. His cock slipped
out from between my legs which was a shame, but as fell to the
mattress, the anal beads popped out as well.

I found out why Will had been taking it so
slow as the beads pulled out from my body all at once. My poor
asshole was caught by surprise. I flexed with each bead that passed
from me, with the largest ones leading the way. A mixture of pain
and pleasure muddled with the pulsating bliss of my latest orgasm.
I gripped the sheets as I tried to sort out the feelings; unsure if
I should be screaming in pain or moaning in pleasure.

The pain subsided, and slowly my orgasm faded
as well. Will was gone again and I lay on the bed naked and lost in
thought. Another strange experience down and I had enjoyed it far
more than I had expected. I was starting to see a pattern.

It was awhile before Will came back to the
bed, but when he did I felt a slight tug on the hood and the quiet
click of a lock disengaging. He was letting me out of my leathery
prison. When all the straps were free, he pulled the hood from my
head.

Light hit my eyes for the first time in
hours. The air in the room smelled sweeter and the cool breeze from
the A/C was a godsend on my clammy skin. My eyes blinked rapidly as
they refocused. Will slowly resolved in front of me. He was smiling
just like he had been for the past two days.

I launched myself at him, pressing my naked
skin against his and bringing my lips to his mouth. I'd never been
so happy to see him and I didn't want to let him go. As much as I
wanted to deny it, every new thing Will threw at me just made me
want him more. I had no idea how he was doing it, but my
inhibitions were crumbling one by one and I was seeing for the
first time just how happy I could be if I let him take the
lead.

I kept my mouth pressed to his until he
finally peeled me off and pushed me to the bed. He dropped his
hands to my chest as he smiled at me.

"Interesting enough for you?" he asked,
alluding to my morning complaints.

I nodded enthusiastically as his large hands
continued to tease my tits.

"So, you know what time it is Emma?"

I shook my head.

He just smiled. "It's time for you to get
back into your comfy diapers. Playtime is over."

I slipped my thumb into my mouth as I stared
up at Will. His smile grew wider which caused me to giggle in
response. I didn't care anymore if what he wanted was outside of my
comfort zone. The butterflies in my stomach which had been missing
for months told me everything I needed to know. If his ideas made
the both of us this happy, I needed to embrace them, not push back
because I was afraid of change.

I lifted my legs up so he could slide a new
stack of diapers under my rear. With my clean diapers on, Will
slipped a short summer dress over my head instead of the pink
onesie from earlier. I looked down at the dress in confusion.

He just shrugged and clipped my pacifier to
one of the dress straps. "The onesie was dirty. This might not be
as babyish, but now your cute little diapers are on display. It'll
work."

I climbed down off the bed and twirled around
best as I could in the thick diapers. The hem of the dress caught
on the air and lifted away from me, giving Will an uninhibited view
of what the dress was only partially concealing underneath.

I was filled with a new energy and Will
picked up on it. He popped off the bed and lifted me up off the
floor. I used to hate it when he picked me up. It made me feel
powerless. Now it made me feel loved. I hugged him again.

"So what does my baby want for dinner?
Anything at all, your choice." Will asked as he carried me
downstairs.

I thought about it for a moment, then kissed
him in the cheek and whispered my answer into his ear as if it was
a dirty word. "Peas, sweet potatoes and a warm bottle. Just what
growing babies need."

He smiled, kissed my forehead, and sat me
down on the couch. "Coming right up."
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