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	Chapter 1 – The “Book”

	 

	 

	This story began about 2 years ago. At the time my wife Stephanie and I lived pretty stressful lives. Both of us worked, and lately our love life had slipped a bit. I had never been much of a lover anyway and I had always been a bit shy and nervous around sex. It probably didn’t help that I was born with a very tiny penis. It measured only 3 inches when erect. Stephanie was really sweet about it but I could tell that it was hard to satisfy her.

	 

	Stephanie had been given a book from her friend Mary who had a real dominant streak, called “Seven Different Styles of Dominating your Male”. Steph had been wanting for several years to try more dominant/submissive games with me. She had always had a slightly dominant streak but it never seemed to go anywhere because I was always so timid about trying things. I actually had wanted to try some of the same things as I sometimes felt submissive myself, but I felt so repressed about that side of myself.

	 

	We sat in bed one night while she read the new book. “Whoa Pete, check this out. How would you like me to try the amazon? I could hog-tie you, whip your butt, and we could have hot sex… Well at least I could force you to lick me maybe? I think Mary whips Steve you know. Maybe this is the one she likes.” I nodded up from my book, mumbling something and then going back to reading. Steve was such a pussy. What kind of man lets a woman whip him? I thought.“Hmmm. Doesn’t sound like you like that one. I think it sounds kind of hot! Hmmm. How about the Strict Schoolmistress? I could paddle you for misbehaving?” “Mmm hmmm. Uh ya whatever Steph…” “Geez, Petey you aren’t any fun. C’mon you know I’ve really been wanting to try something new. And I think you’d make a great slave boy huh honey?” She rubbed me a little down there but no response. I was too engrossed in my reading.

	 

	“You suck. Hmm. Oh my God Petey, you aren’t even going to believe this! Some men like to be treated like adult babies! Diapers and everything! There’s a website here they recommend for adult baby supplies! How about me diapering you huh honey? Ha ha ha! Ya right. You wouldn’t go for that….”

	 

	Something about that one stirred me suddenly. I don’t know why. I suddenly got the mild shakes. I think Steph could tell. She gave me a funny look and felt me again. “Oooh. Did you like that one Petey? Your little guy is starting to go somewhere now!” “Uhhh ya right Steph. You’ve got to be kidding.” My face gave it away though. I was beet red. What the hell about that turned me on? “Petey wa-ants diapers. Petey wa-ants diapers.” Steph teased me over and over and rubbed me more.

	 

	“Stop it Steph, you’re crazy…” Damn I was totally embarrassed. “I mean it. Stop please. I want to finish my book.” She kept rubbing me “Petey wa-ants diapers. Come for mommy Petey.” I don’t know what happened then but I dropped my book and fell into a mild trance. Something about her domineering attitude and actually the thought of…

	 

	Well the thought of diapers made me lose it. Somehow the thought of her diapering me made me totally lose it. I came, quickly and hard. Steph was laughing her ass off. “Oh my God, you just came from… from… Ha ha ha ha ha!” I started to swear at Steph and told her to leave me alone. I had cum into my pants of all places. Damn Stephanie. Damnit! I was mad the rest of the night but secretly inside, some new part of me was being born. I went to clean up and brush my teeth. After I came back I got a few more laughs and comments from Steph (“I think you’d look good in Depends Petey!”) and then finally she kissed me goodnight and rolled over, turning out her light. After a few minutes I decided to go to sleep too. But I couldn’t sleep that night. I kept thinking about diapers.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2 – A Secret Plan Goes Awry

	 

	 

	I only got a few jokes for the next few days and then it was apparently over, the whole diaper thing. It was a couple weeks later and Steph had a business trip planned. She was leaving later that day and for some weird reason I decided to get on that website that the book had recommended. I thought maybe I would try ordering some things and playing a little while Stephanie was gone on her trip for a week. Don’t ask me why. Something about that night had stirred me and I still couldn’t get it out of my mind.

	 

	My sex life had always been kind of private. Lots of masturbation and mild porn. I guess I was always a bit embarrassed about my size and couldn’t seem to muster it up with my partner very well.

	 

	As I looked through the website my face grew red and I grew strangely hard. Diapers, bibs, footy pajamas, all sorts of weird adult baby fetish items. Why was I getting turned on by this? I opened and closed my computer several times before I finally got the courage to order some things. I settled on a package of adult disposable diapers. Then I got really ballsy, went crazy and also ordered a shiny pink plastic bib with baby prints, the footy pajamas, an adult baby bottle complete with adult sized nipple, and a (I’m shamed to admit it) pacifier. I still don’t know what quite made me do it that day. I mean, I had never been into this stuff before. What was going on?

	 

	After ordering the items I got a bit panicked and scared. What if Steph found out? What if the package didn’t come on time? I ordered 2 day special delivery but you never knew with these things. And what the hell was I doing? Adult baby items. I was ordering adult baby items. Diapers. My little cock gave me away though. Something in me wanted it…

	 

	The next couple days were tense while I waited. Steph and I talked on the phone and I continued my work. The package was due to arrive Friday afternoon. I would be able to get it after my drive home that day. I hoped the packaging was discrete. Last thing I needed was the postman knowing what was in that box!

	 

	Friday finally came. All the way home on the drive I couldn’t stop thinking about it. Then something happened to shake me up bad. When I started to pull into the driveway I saw Steph’s car. Oh no. No. NO!

	 

	Shit. What was I going to do? Damn! Had the package come? What was I going to do? Thoughts raced through my head fast. I was shaking. This was bad. What if she found out?

	 

	I unlocked the front door after a slow walk from my car. “Hi Sweety! I came home early, got in this morning. My trip ended early. Surprise!” I heard from the kitchen. “Why don’t you go rest on the couch honey, I’ve got a special dinner planned for tonight!” “Uh ok, honey, hey uh great that you’re back!” I stammered. I looked around quickly. No package. It should have been here by now. Did she know? What was going on? Maybe it was coming tomorrow? I went to lie down, thoughts racing through my head. Steph poked her head in and gave me a wink. “Have a nice rest baby boy.” Baby boy? Steph never called me baby boy. She knew. Damn. Somehow she knew.

	 

	I overheard Steph get on the phone with her friend Mary. What was she saying? I couldn’t quite make it out. There was some serious laughter though. This seemed a bit troublesome.

	 

	I couldn’t rest at all, just laid there until Steph called out for me to come to dinner. When I walked in the table was set with nice candles. Steph pulled out my chair for me and pushed my chair in. What was going on? Steph had a really funny smile on her face. “Close your eyes Petey baby, I have a surprise for you.” “Uh, whats going on Steph? Tell me.” “Just do it c’mon Petey.”

	 

	I closed my eyes. The suspense was killing me. Suddenly I felt something cool being wrapped around my neck and then heard snapping sounds. I opened my eyes. Steph burst out laughing. I felt a panic and horror hit me. I was wearing the pink plastic bib that I had ordered!

	 

	“Oh nice color Petey! You have good taste. Love the little duckies and animals. So babyish! And pink!” Steph was totally laughing. I reached up to take it off. “Don’t you dare mister. You obviously wanted it. You had better keep it on or we won’t be talking again anytime soon! Don’t make me angry Petey!” Something held my hands. Was it her anger or my deep down inner desire? I felt a rush of intense humiliation and yet I felt that I was rock hard in my pants.

	 

	“Well I guess you see that I intercepted your package. I knew somehow the other night that this was the scenario you wanted. And we are going to play it my way. Sound good Petey boy? Aw you are so cute! That bib. Can’t believe my tough “guy” is wearing a baby bib! And just wait till you see what I have planned next! Tell you what, you take off the bib now and we end this game. Keep it on and we are going to keep playing. You want out?” My face grew beet red. The bib looked truly ridiculous on me but somehow I still couldn’t take it off. My cock betrayed me somehow. I was deep down enjoying this.

	 

	“Good boy Petey. I knew you wanted this. Welcome to your new life sweety! Here, let me get you your dinner.” I almost lost it when I saw Steph come back with a bowl of baby food and the baby bottle full of milk. I was shaking. “Aw baby, don’t worry. Mommy Steph will take care of you tonight diddums!” Diddums? Oh man this was getting out of hand. And yet I was so hard, all 3 inches of me…

	 

	Steph sat down next to me and then started to spoon-feed me the baby food. I resisted and some got on my face. “Good thing you have your bib baby boy! Huh diddums? Baby like his bib? C’mon take a bite for mommy!” She airplaned the food into my mouth. “Here comes the airplane! Open wide Petey boy!” It tasted horrible but somehow I was deep down enjoying this. Oh what had I gotten myself into? Steph made me finish the whole bowl. I looked ridiculous in my bib. Fighting her the whole time, I had actually ended up a total mess, just like a real baby. Steph was totally laughing and went to get the camera. I started to fight her but she gave me that look that meant business. I was sunk.

	 

	I was then forced to watch Steph serve herself a light steak, salad, and a glass of wine. “Too bad baby’s too young for steak isn’t it? He’s too young to feed himself. Aw diddums.” She was really getting into this, really enjoying it. I was totally red but she knew I was enjoying it somehow and was taking complete advantage of the situation.

	 

	When dinner was over, Steph led me to the couch and had me lay in her lap while she poked the baby bottle into my mouth. “Drink up baby, come on.” She taunted me and teased me with the bottle tip, making me almost beg for it. She was really enjoying my humiliation. Why I went along with this I’ll never know. She rubbed my dick a little bit and my hardness confirmed my place quickly. “Aw baby’s hard! I think he likes playing baby games! Don’t you babyyyy boy!” It was one of the most embarrassing moments of my life, suckling on the bottle. I began to get into it and engaged a strong sucking action. It felt actually nice and comforting. I almost cried. I truly felt like a baby. Steph’s baby. “That’s a good boy. All done. Now its time to get you changed for nite nites.”

	 

	I was dreading what was coming next. I knew. Deep down I knew. Steph was playing this out full tilt. She held my penis while I peed into the toilet “like a little boy” and then proceeded to brush my teeth for me. Then I saw what was laying on the bed waiting for me…

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 3 – The First Diapering

	 

	 

	 

	 

	A large, thick white disposable diaper. And there was a changing pad under it. And baby powder. And baby lotion. I didn’t order those things! “I took a quick shopping trip this afternoon because I saw that you missed some items on your order Petey! We can’t have you getting into your fresh diaper without a good powdering can we now? And look! I’ve replaced all of your regular underwear with your new diapers! See?” She opened my underwear drawer to reveal stacks of fresh disposable diapers just like the one I was about to wear. “Just think how far we can take this huh Petey? Why don’t we start with the whole weekend in diapers?” I blushed. No way. “Now take off all your clothes and lay on the diaper like a good boy for mommy ok?”

	 

	What made me do it I’ll never know (did I say that already? I think I could have kept saying it that night…) I undressed, shaking, covering my hard little dick to avoid revealing how excited I actually was. My face was burning red. How could I be humiliated and excited at the same time? Would she really make me wear diapers all weekend long?

	 

	Steph guided me onto the diaper. I saw her pull out a box of baby wipes. “Look Baby Petey, Pampers wipes! For wiping baby who is going to be diapered in his adult Pampers!” She was laughing and really getting into it. I felt the cool wipes clean me all over my groin and bum area. The familiar smell of baby changing smells. Then came the lotion. Oh what an old smell, that smell. It felt like I was in a baby’s room with that smell. Steph took her time rubbing my little penis and also probing my back hole a little. I was rock hard and she smiled at me knowingly, savoring the moment. “Oooh look how hard baby is! His little pee pee is dying for some relief! But babies don’t get that kind of relief do they? No no. But don’t worry, soon you’ll get to do something else in your diaper for me.” Oh man. No. Not that. I hadn’t even really considered fully yet (if you can believe it), hadn’t considered really what diapers were for (I know you think I must be lying but I was pretty naïve about the whole thing and hadn’t really thought it all out.)

	 

	Then came the baby powder. Lots of it. My bum was raised just like a little baby’s, with Steph holding my ankles high, as she powdered my bum and crotch and little “pee pee”. “Aw that must feel good huh baby boy? Nice and powdered now. No diaper rash for Petey! Ready for your diapers now sweety?” My diapers. My diapers. The sound of that both excited and terrified me. “Oh wait sweety, I almost forgot something. We can’t forget this!” I heard her rummaging around. “Close your eyes sweety.” Begrudgingly I closed my eyes again. “Open your mouth sweety.” Oh no. I did. Sure enough. I felt it. The long ago familiar taste of the rubber nipple. The plastic shield. My mouth bit down. Bit down onto my new pacifier! “Ohh baby looks so cute! You just suck on your pacifier while I do up your diapers ok sweety?”

	 

	I must have been a sight. Sucking on a pacifier while my wife was diapering me. I felt the cool sensation, heard the familiar from long ago crinkling sound, heard the sound of the tapes being released and then felt my diapers being pulled snug and tight around me. I kept sucking my pacifier fiercely. The feeling. The feeling of being diapered. The feeling of being in diapers again. It was too much. I started to cry.

	 

	“Oh baby, don’t cry. There there. Pampers really suit you! Much better than underwear! Come on baby, lets get you in your pajamas and I’ll hold you while you fall asleep.” I was sobbing as she brought the footy pajamas to my feet and then started to pull them up my body, snapping the snaps. I felt like a little kid. Like Steph was my mommy. I kept crying and sucking my pacifier. Finally I was all secure in my new purple footy pajamas. And yes, the pajamas had all sorts of cute animals on them. I must have looked ridiculous. Steph made me stand up and hug her. She patted my diapered butt while I sobbed into her shoulder. “There there baby boy. There there, mommy’s here now.”

	 

	Soon we were lying in bed with Steph holding me. Steph took off her shirt and bra exposing her breasts to me. “See something you like Petey?” I nodded. Steph started to guide my head down to her beautiful large breasts. My pacifier was removed and my head was brought to her breast. I began to suckle her nipple. Steph began to play with herself as I sucked her breasts. I humped her leg through my thick diapers, my cock totally hard in its infantile plastic prison. “Cum for mommy, come on Petey baby, cum in your diapers for mommy baby boy.” I sucked and sucked, my head was swimming a million miles an hour. I humped her leg harder and harder. My diapers were crinkling loudly under the covers. Steph came in a wild orgasm and a few seconds later my eyes rolled back in my head and I lost it. I spurted my tiny load all over in the front of my diapers. I cried out like a complete sissy. I must have sounded like a girl.

	 

	Then came the aftermath. I closed my eyes and felt the tears coming. I felt so ashamed. I wanted to rip off all my clothes. What had I just done? What was I wearing? I started crying again. Steph held me for a long time and we talked. She reassured me that everything was ok. Finally I told her “Steph I think I need to pee.” “Well it’s a good thing you are wearing your diapers then isn’t it Petey?”

	 

	I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t pee myself. I kept asking Steph to let me take off the diaper but she wouldn’t let me. She wanted me to show her how I could be a real baby and pee myself for her. Finally she made me sit up and she rubbed my stomach and sang a little lullaby to me. I felt it. No. Yes. I was doing it. I felt it come out. I was peeing. I was peeing myself. Peeing into my diapers. My diapers. My diapers.

	 

	I lay down exhausted. Steph held me again, smiling. She slowly pushed the pacifier back into my mouth and kissed me goodnight. I fell asleep with the warm wet feeling between my legs, the suckling sounds of my pacifier and my warm mommy’s arms holding me.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 4 – A Strange Morning

	 

	 

	The next morning it all came back to me upon waking. The feeling. I was in diapers. It was unmistakable. Diapers don’t feel like underwear. They feel like diapers. And my diapers were wet. I remember peeing them the night before. I felt drool on my mouth. My pacifier was still in. I was in flannel footy pajamas. I didn’t see Steph. I had to pee.

	 

	I crawled out of bed and made my way to the bathroom. Suddenly I heard her behind me “Just where do you think you’re going mister.” “Aw c’mon Steph, wasn’t last night enough? C’mon I have to pee too.” “I think your diapers will hold more, you got some pretty absorbent ones. And no, last night wasn’t enough for me. I’m enjoying this and we haven’t connected this well in a long time. But if you don’t want to do this anymore, just take it all off. I’ll be in the kitchen. If you decide to stay with this, you better wet that diaper now and I’ll see you soon for your morning breakfast. I have a lot of fun planned for today! Think about it.”

	 

	“If you decide yes, lets not talk about this again. You will be my baby, well maybe a toddler and I’ll be your mommy. Think about it. Or you could go back to your boring old life. Back to boring old man underwear and peeing in the toilet…” She laughed and left the room. I stared at myself in the mirror. It didn’t take long to think it over. I started to flood my diapers, my face turning bright red. Seriously, what was I doing?

	 

	Steph smiled at me knowingly when I came into the kitchen and sat down. I tried to walk slower to muffle the crinkling sound but it was no use. Steph made a joke of it. My bib was then put back on and Steph started spoon feeding me oatmeal. I had juice in my bottle, which thankfully she let me hold. I sucked on my juice while she ate her French toast, telling me what she had planned for the day.

	 

	“First of all little mister, we are going to get you changed into a fresh diaper. Maybe after you do your morning doo doos. I’ll let you use the toilet for those for now anyway. Then I’ll dress you and we’ll go out shopping! (Steph knew I hated shopping) I have some fun ideas of things to buy. Then we’ll have lunch together at a nice place and then we’ll see after that. Mary and Steve invited us both over for dinner tonight. I told them I was back.”

	 

	“Steph, if we go to dinner tonight at Mary and Steve’s can I maybe just wear my underwear? I don’t think I could do a diaper out like that. In fact I don’t think I could wear them out of the house. I mean, it’s pretty embarrassing.”

	 

	Steph denied me. “No way. Its diapers for you all weekend. And yes you also have to wear them out shopping and to lunch. I want you to get used to diapers as your new underwear this weekend! I think I like how it makes you more submissive and blushing. I’ve never seen this side of you before. Its sweet! And pretty funny I have to say, I mean a grown man in a diaper! Anyway, about dinner, don’t worry, Mary knows all about these things. She’s actually helped me with some of these fun ideas! Maybe we’ll find a new way to connect in our relationship with Steve and Mary huh?” She gave me a devilish smile.

	 

	Oh man. Diapers all weekend? Really? I was both excited and terrified. What had I gotten myself into? And Mary, what the hell was she talking to Steph about? This was getting crazy. I slowly suckled my juice, acknowledging my acceptance of this strange new life.

	 

	I was waiting on the couch, sucking my pacifier (why did I do this when my wife wasn’t around?) Steph was on the phone with Mary. I was waiting to go out. My diapers felt really strange. And I had to pee. My diapers were already soaked and I probably needed a serious change. What the hell was I thinking? I needed a change? I listened in to the conversation.

	 

	“Ya Mary, I did it. You wouldn’t fucking believe it! He went for the nursemaid fantasy! Ya, that’s right. Yep. I got him in diapers!” What the fuck? She was telling Mary? She told Mary I was wearing diapers. I went cold. Damn. Damn. What the fuck?

	 

	“Ya you wouldn’t believe it. I fed him baby food last night. You should have seen him. He looked totally ridiculous. Yep. No. Ya. He actually got onto this website and ordered the stuff himself. Yep. Ya. He obviously wanted this. No. I’m actually really having fun with it. He’s changed somehow. Ya. He’s really different in diapers. No. Really? First day’s important for conditioning? Ya. Ok. That sounds cruel but actually kind of fun! Ya, I really actually kind of like this game. I mean we haven’t gotten along like this in awhile. I know. Diapers! I know. Who would have thought he would have liked this scenario? Ya, he’s pretty embarrassed. You wouldn’t believe how much. Ya, he looks pretty ridiculous. Never seen him like this before. Yep. We’ll be over for dinner tonight. What? Oh ya, don’t worry, he’ll be wearing them! Looking forward to hearing more of your ideas.”

	 

	I was shaking. What was that? Oh man what had I gotten myself into here? What the hell was Steve going to think of me? Here I thought Steve was a total pussy for being around a woman like Mary and yet here I was on the couch wearing diapers! And sucking a pacifier!

	 

	“Steph, I can’t believe you just told Mary! What the hell was that? C’mon, really?” Steph stood in the doorway smiling. “Don’t worry love, Mary won’t think any less of you. They’ve been playing weird games for some time. I mean, I don’t think they are into the diaper thing but hey, they do do some pretty weird stuff. Lets get you changed and ready to go ok sweet boy? I’ve got a really fun day planned.”

	 

	I don’t think even two years later, I’ll ever get used to the changes. Steph looking at me with those eyes. The feelings. Of being so small. So helpless. As she lifts my legs and powders me. Diapers me slowly. Slides the plastic pants up over my thick diapers. I always blush intensely. But she is so sweet about it. And yet so slightly dominant. That second diaper change really burned into my mind.

	 

	And then Steph dressed me. No I mean she really dressed me. Put on my pants and shirt for me. Like I was some helpless toddler. I felt so small. And yet so taken care of. I felt like I wanted to suck my thumb. I protested a little that she chose my thin dress slacks and a too short shirt. What if someone saw my diapers? “I hope they do sweety, I mean you are a diaper wearer now aren’t you?” She gave me a devilish kiss. I looked into the mirror and turned around. No. No! You could totally see the bulge. The diaper bulge. Damn! Somehow I couldn’t protest but I was inwardly terrified of being spotted somewhere!

	 

	And then we left and I started to move towards the driver’s side of the car. But Steph wouldn’t have it. Ok I thought, I guess I’ll take the passenger side. Nope. Steph denied me that too. She motioned me to take the backseat as she opened the door. She sat me down in the back seat just like a toddler. Oh man. I sat there meekly as Steph buckled me into the seat. The worst part was when she pulled out the pacifier. No way. Steph insisted though. She told me not many people would see. Not many? Was that supposed to make me feel better? I then noticed that Steph had thrown down a large bag in the seat next to me. “What’s that Steph?” I mumbled through my pacifier mouth. “Oh that’s your diaper bag baby!” I blushed bright red. Yep, there were diapers peeking out of the top of the bag. My diapers. Damn. What was I getting into here? I suckled my pacifier as Steph got into the driver’s seat and we took off.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 5 – The Mall

	 

	 

	Luckily no one saw me on the way to the mall. A man sucking a pacifier. I did have to turn my head away from cars at the stoplight a few times though just to be sure. I was grateful Steph let me take it out of my mouth when we arrived at the mall.

	 

	Steph let me out of the car after unbuckling me (yes she unbuckled me). She then held my hand like a little toddler as we crossed the parking lot. She had the diaper bag over her shoulder. The sight of it scared me a little. Was she planning on changing me in the mall? The feeling of being in diapers in public was weird. And I couldn’t cover myself up on my backside. I knew people must have been able to tell. I was so totally embarrassed. Strangely though, it also felt good. But I was scared. Definitely scared. I really didn’t want people to know I was in diapers. I think Steph could pick up my nervousness. She was loving it. Man, her dominant streak was really weird. A whole new side of her I hadn’t known before.

	 

	Steph told me we needed to look for a few new clothes for me. She thought probably we’d need to get online for the real stuff but she wanted to look for some clothes “appropriate for a toddler”. What the hell? Oh man. My diapers were feeling really obvious and conspicuous now. They felt so strange. And yet comforting. I started to feel the urge to pee. Hmm. I couldn’t do that now. No way. Steph wouldn’t let me use the bathroom now. Had to hold it.

	 

	The walk through the mall was totally embarrassing. Steph held my hand the whole way and led, like I was a little kid. I felt like my waddle was obvious and it felt like everyone in the mall was staring at me, even though they probably weren’t.

	 

	The first stop was the Wet Seal store. Steph couldn’t have picked a more embarrassing place to go. Teen-aged girls were everywhere. Steph wanted to look at cute t-shirts with little kid style prints like unicorns and such. I almost died of shame when she picked out a few to hold up to me. And then she had to pick out some short shorts. “These will look so cute over your diapers honey! This cute teeny bopper stuff is a little girly but it’s also the closest we might find to some babyish designs like you might like, don’t you think sweety?” All I could think of was my obvious diaper bulge. I think some of the girls in the store were pointing and laughing. I tried to hide myself but there was nowhere.

	 

	As we waited in line to pay my urge to pee increased. I whispered to Steph “Steph, I have to go pee.” She just smiled and patted my butt. “Good thing you are diapered isn’t it.” I went red. God, I hope no one heard her! By the time we were at the cashier I really had to pee. The cashier took the items. “These will look really cute on you honey.” She patted my butt again. The cashier gave me a look “These are for you?” Steph answered “Yes, he has a thing for cute clothes!” The cashier smiled and tried not to laugh. Some of the girls behind me were starting to giggle. I tried to cover my butt but Steph batted my hands forward. Oh please, let the cashier hurry I thought.

	 

	Steph made me hold the bag as we left. We got out of the store and I stopped. “I really have to pee Steph.” “Just let it go sweety. Don’t worry you’re safe with mommy.” We stood there and I went beet red as I began to fill my diapers. Steph smiled at me and rubbed my chest “Good boy. That’s a good boy. Feel better?” I did, but my diapers now felt wet and clammy. “C’mon, I have one more stop.” She was laughing as we started walking.

	 

	We went to Babies R’Us next. Oh boy. Steph had us going up and down the aisles. She picked out several pacifiers and baby bottles for me. We also picked up diaper wipes and more baby powder and lotion. “Its too bad you wouldn’t fit in these real baby diapers sweety. They have such cute prints don’t you think?” I nervously nodded. Steph also grabbed several changing pads. I was fine so far until we got to the cashier again. “Lets get you changed ok baby?” Steph told me in a full loud voice that the cashier obviously heard. The cashier couldn’t help it and started laughing a little. I was beyond embarrassed when she asked the woman if there was a restroom we could use. The cashier responded “Yes, there is a family bathroom which people can use for changes.” She winked at me.

	 

	Steph led me by the hand to the bathroom. “C’mon baby, lets go get you changed out of that wet diaper.” Luckily the bathroom was a single room. Steph locked the door and took out 2 changing pads and made me lay down on the floor. Luckily it was pretty clean in there. “Too bad you wouldn’t fit on the changing table in here baby!” I felt so humiliated. I closed my eyes, felt the pacifier go into my mouth and my pants and plastic panties were pulled down to my ankles. Steph undid the tapes of my diapers and threw the diaper in the trash with a loud thud. She slowly took her time using the baby wipes to clean me up and then lotioned and powdered me.

	 

	She held up a new disposable diaper to my face making me open my eyes. She crinkled it slowly and teased me. “God its actually pretty fun diapering you. I mean your face. It’s priceless. No more macho shit from you now huh baby?” Then she lifted up my ankles and slid the diaper under me, taking her time to pull it tight and do up the tapes. On came the plastic pants. But then she pulled my pants off over my shoes. What was going on?

	 

	Steph helped me up and then told me she wanted me to wear one of my new t-shirts and my cute short shorts! No way. I protested but Steph made a face and insisted. Please, I pleaded. No, don’t make me do this!

	 

	Steph held out the shorts for me to step into. They were like navy sailor shorts, the kind that might look sexy on a woman but made a man look like an infant. Off came my shirt. Steph picked out the pale blue t-shirt with the unicorns on it and it came over my head and arms. I looked ridiculous. It was way too short too, just barely coming to the top of my shorts. My plastic panties could be seen barely poking above my waistband and I would be nailed if I bent over even slightly. In addition, the crotch of the shorts was narrower than my diapers and plastic panties and if I slightly opened my legs the plastic panties showed. Plus, the worst thing was that the shorts were very tight and obviously revealed that I had diapers on. Oh what had I gotten myself into? Steph laughed at me “definitely more your age I think baby!” At least she let me take out my pacifier.

	 

	If the walk into the mall was bad, the walk out was far worse. I’m pretty sure I got some looks. The t-shirt and shorts made me look gay and definitely wasn’t something someone my age would wear. I still couldn’t get used to my diaper waddle either. These diapers were pretty full cut. Just when I thought we were about to make it out of the mall, Steph saw the shoe store. “I wonder if they have any adult keds in there sweety?”

	 

	Sure enough, in just a few minutes I was sitting down getting fitted for shoes. Steph did all the talking, making me feel a quarter of my size. “He wants some keds, maybe in blue if you have them?” The lady helping us was really trying to control herself to keep from laughing. When the navy keds were fitted to my feet she looked up and definitely saw my plastic panties. She knew. She snickered a little bit. “How old is this one?” She asked my wife. “Oh 35 going on 3 I would say.” Steph smiled. The lady played along, it was like a game. I was dying of shame. “He might look good in some knee high socks to go with those cute shorts.” “Great idea miss, I’ll grab some, hang on.” I was burning red.

	 

	“Cute unicorns sweety. Does baby like unicorns?” the lady asked. I was almost in tears and tried to nod. Steph came back with some light blue knee high socks “To match your shirt sweety.” “These are girls socks” I protested. “No back talk baby, does someone need their pacifier?” I was about to die of shame for real now. The sales lady was laughing hard at this point. “Oh boy, you two have made my day. You are a lot more entertaining than the other folks who come in here.” Humiliated, the sales lady put my socks on, pulling them up right over my knees and then my new keds went on. I was shaking so bad at the counter while Steph paid. The sales lady handed me a lollipop and said “here baby, something to suck on.” Steph laughed and opened it for me, sticking it into my mouth. I wet myself out of total fear.

	 

	I don’t even remember the walk out of the mall. I think I was delirious with fear and shame by that point. I was buckled into the back seat again and I think I wet myself again. Steph could see I was in a daze. A total submissive daze. “Aw baby you did great in there. Lets go get some lunch ok?”

	 

	The pacifier was in my mouth again for the ride. “To calm baby down” Steph said. I almost didn’t care at this point. I was still delirious. Steph said “I think baby needs some food don’t you baby?” She was really getting into this.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 6 - Lunch

	 

	 

	We stopped at a nearby diner and Steph got me out of my seat again. I was beyond humiliation at this point. Just grateful to be seated in a booth away from most prying eyes. I looked ridiculous. Of course Steph asked the cute waitress for a child’s menu and some crayons. “Here you go baby, you can color the placemat/menu while we wait!” When the waitress came to ask for our order she definitely looked me up and down. “Petey here will have the kids order of the chicken nuggets and I’ll have the pasta.” The waitress snickered and left.

	 

	The worst part came when our food arrived. Steph pulled out my bib and began fastening it around my neck. I started to protest but she told me if I didn’t follow along she would break out my baby bottle too and feed me baby food by spoon! I meekly submitted. I mean this day couldn’t have gotten much worse. Could it? Several patrons of the restaurant gave us strange stares. Some laughed. Our waitress thought we were both nuts and gave us kind of irritated looks. I peed myself again. My bladder felt nervous. My bowels were actually starting to clench a bit too. I started to think that I might need to really go to the bathroom number 2 very soon.

	 

	“You are doing great Petey. You know I really like this side of you. You are obviously nervous but so sweet! Doesn’t it feel good in a way? I mean you seem calm underneath all that nervousness. You seem like you may have found another part of yourself. Are you having fun?”

	 

	I had to admit Steph was right. I was shaking as I answered her “Ye..yes. I am actually kind of having fun. I’m scared as hell though Steph. I mean I’ve never seen this side of you come out so much either. I may need a break soon. I’m really nervous. And I think I have to.. have to.. have to go you know…” “What sweety? You have to go poo? Oh sweetheart that’s hilarious! This will be fun. Maybe just wait til we’re outside ok? It might be a bit too much if you make a stinky right now.” She laughed and made fun of me the rest of the way through lunch, goading me about “making a stinky”.

	 

	We finished our meal and I was really grateful to get my bib off. As I waddled out after Steph we definitely got a few laughs. At this point I was so dazed that I don’t think I paid it too much attention.

	 

	When we were in the parking lot about to get into the car I told Steph again that I had to poo. I wanted to take off my diaper and use the restroom. But I was nervous also about going back into the restaurant with my silly clothes. “Don’t worry about it baby. I think your diapers will handle it ok? And it will be pretty choice watching you go right here.” No. I really didn’t want to use my diapers for this. I handed messed myself since I was a little kid. I couldn’t imagine what that would be like. Steph tried to calm me down as I was really shaking. “Its ok baby. Just let it all out ok?” She laughed.

	 

	I stood there outside the restaurant looking around. I definitely couldn’t hold it much longer. This was so embarrassing. I started to let go. My face went red. I pushed. Steph laughed a little. I pushed more and it all came out. I panicked a little, wondering if my diapers would hold it all. “Don’t worry baby, just let it all out. That’s a good boy. Feel better?” I’m not sure that I did. I mean, it felt good to go, but not in my pants, um I mean my diapers! I stood there pushing a little longer. My face was totally red. Then I smelled it. Oh no. I totally stank. “Its ok baby. Lets get you in the car. Here isn’t a good place to change you. We’ll go to the park and find a nice secluded spot ok?” I could tell Steph was trying not to totally lose it in hysterical laughter on the drive.

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 7 – The Park

	 

	The drive to the park was awful. I stank horribly. Steph had the windows rolled down and was laughing a bit, teasing me about “making a stinky. Pee yew!” I was so totally humiliated. Sitting down on the seat in my messy diapers only squished it all around my crotch and bum. I felt totally messy. My face was still bright red. Steph told me to suck on my pacifier, that it might make me feel better. It did. A little. I didn’t even care anymore about the other cars seeing me. And laughing.

	 

	The park wasn’t too crowded thank God. We pulled off in a distant part of the parking lot and Steph got the diaper-changing bag back out. She made me lay down in the back of our hatchback car. Thankfully no one was around this part of the lot. I again felt the familiar feel of my shorts and plastic panties coming off. As the diaper was removed I held my nose. Steph laughed and told me she hadn’t done this since her babysitting days. She lovingly wiped me off and cleaned me with the baby wipes. It took awhile as I was pretty messy.

	 

	The poopy diaper change was a whole other experience from the usual ones. I felt more vulnerable. My wife was cleaning my poopy bum from me messing myself! She cleaned around my “dicky” and unfolded another diaper. I still can’t get over that crinkling sound as she unfolds the diaper. It made me a little hard and she teased me about it as she rubbed me a little with the baby lotion. It felt really good. Steph noticed and started to rub harder. My eyes rolled back into my head, feeling her lotioned hand up and down my tiny cock. She teased me “You know baby, I’m really appreciating your tiny cock more now. I mean you really are a bit babyish and your cock really doesn’t look like a man’s! Little teeny peeny! Little dickie! Come on little dickie! Come on baby dickie! Come your little spurt for momma! Then we’ll get you all safe in your diapers again!” Feeling the diaper under me and the smell and feel of the lotion was too much. My eyes rolled back more and I gasped and cried out. I came again and again. Steph wiped my dickie with another baby wipe and I started to cry.

	 

	“Oh baby its ok. You don’t need to cry. I know you are embarrassed and it must be humiliating to come in such a way. Here lets get your diapers back on ok sweety?” I felt the powder and then the diapers came back up. I heard the sound of the tapes securing me firmly into my new babyish “prison”. The plastic pants came back up and my shorts were then pulled back on. Steph helped me up and held me while I cried into her shoulder. I felt so emotional. So vulnerable. So exposed. “Lets go to the playground and I’ll push you on the swings baby boy. Sound nice?”

	 

	Luckily the playground was empty today. It would have been weird to play there with other real kids I think. Steph made me slide down the slide a few times while she took pictures. I felt ridiculous. I almost cried again while she pushed me on the swing. I felt like a little kid again. Felt so happy underneath all of my nervousness. Like I wanted it to last forever. Such a strange thing, those feelings of humiliation mixed with joy. Who was I?

	 

	To make me “feel better” Steph stopped at the toy store on the way home. It was totally silly going in there. Steph let me pick out some coloring books and a few superhero toys. I felt totally stupid picking out toys for myself but Steph insisted. She “wanted me to have some toys to play with”. I really was starting to feel a lot less than my real age. It felt like Steph was more my mother now. I was starting to feel more vulnerable and helpless around her. She took me by the hand everywhere, just like a little kid. Of course I got some laughs at the toy store too. But I was so exhausted at this point that I guess it didn’t matter.

	 

	We went home in the afternoon. Steph wanted to “get me down for my afternoon nap.” I felt relieved to actually be back home. I cried more when we got home and Steph held me for a while in the bed. I was in my footy pajamas again, freshly diapered and sucking on a bottle of warm milk. Steph held the bottle for me as I cried. “There there baby. It’s ok. I know. The humiliation of being a baby again is a lot for you today isn’t it? Don’t worry baby. You’re all nice and secure in your diapers and cozy pajamas. You just go to sleep sweet one.” She kissed my head, put the pacifier in my mouth and left the bedroom closing the door. I fell into sleep, totally exhausted from the day so far.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 8 – Mary and Steve’s House

	 

	 

	Steph woke me several hours later. I wanted to keep sleeping but Steph told me we had to get ready to go out to dinner at Mary and Steve’s. Oh man. I almost forgot. I told Steph I didn’t think I could do any more of this today. She smiled at me and stroked me. She told me that everything would be just fine. Why I continued to go along with it I don’t know. I was having fun in a weird sort of way.

	 

	After changing my diapers again, Steph picked out my unicorn shirt for me again and a pair of pants that she had always teased me about. They were kind of like jeans but had an elastic waistband, “similar to a toddler’s pants” she said. I hardly ever wore them except around the house because they were pretty dorky. A gift from my mother years ago. They made my diapers really stand out. On came my socks and keds again. I looked totally ridiculous. I really didn’t think I could face Mary and Steve like this. At least Steph let me wear an old hoody over my shirt. It looked goofy with my outfit but “appropriate” Steph said.

	 

	All the way on the drive to dinner I was in a bit of a panic. I really didn’t want to go see our friends like this. Steph had the diaper bag next to me all packed again too. However, even with all of my fear, I was starting to enjoy this game somewhat. I was getting used to sucking on my pacifier. It helped to sooth the stress a little bit anyway. I still couldn’t believe what was happening here. My diapers felt so strange and yet so wonderful. The way they bunched up around my butt, the crinkle, the dampness when I peed, which was starting to come more naturally now.

	 

	I came out of my daze when we pulled up to Mary and Steve’s and my fear took over again. Shit. Was I really going to go through with this? Steph let me out of the car just as Mary came out to greet us. She was stunning. She was wearing a hot leather pencil skirt and a tight satin red blouse. Her hair was pulled back. I felt my bladder clench looking at her. She made me feel so small.

	 

	Steph and Mary hugged and then Mary turned to face me. “Well well well.” She had a devilish grin on her face. She eyed me up and down with evil eyes. She scared me and excited me at the same time. “The pacifier is a nice touch Petey! Come here Peter and give me a hug sweety. Good to see you.” She pulled me in a close hug and then I felt her hand go to my backside. She squeezed and patted my diapered butt! I pulled away embarrassed.

	 

	“Bout time you got this one in line Steph. I knew you’d find your true potential as a dom. The diapers really suit you Petey! And what’s this under your sweatshirt? Aw cute, unicorns!” I was shaking and beet red in the face. I tried to take my pacifier out but I got a look from Steph that said no way.

	 

	Mary and Steph started laughing. “Oh my God Steph, you really have Peter in diapers! How do they feel Petey? No. Don’t tell me yet, there will be plenty of time over dinner yet.” I blushed even more, if that was possible. My bladder clenched again and I think I even peed a little. Mary could be such a bitch. She started walking with Steph to the door and I tagged along. I noticed Steph had the diaper bag. “What’s this Steph? Oh my God you have a diaper bag for him too? This is going to be a such a fun evening.”

	 

	Steve met us at the door. He was dressed in a strange leather getup. What was this? An S & M party? Steve snickered a bit when he saw me. “Hey Pete. Nice outfit. And a fucking pacifier. Ha ha ha! Crinkle crinkle!” He laughed. Damn, my diapers were really loud indoors. Steve and I have never gotten along that great. We only hang out when we are with Mary and Steph and usually our talk is limited to pretty mundane things like sports. It seemed that quickly our relationship had gone from mild acquaintance to Steve in the alpha role though. I felt an intense change of status with me standing there in childish and even feminine looking clothes. And I was wearing diapers!

	 

	“Steve, go to the kitchen and fix us a cocktail please.” Mary commanded with a domineering tone. It was obvious, that even with Steve’s leather wear that he was the submissive in their strange relationship. I had never seen this side before except in more subtle ways.

	 

	Mary and Steph made themselves comfortable and sat down next to each other on the couch in the living room. I went to sit in a chair but then got a funny look from Mary. “Petey, I think the floor might be more appropriate for someone your age, don’t you think?” Steph laughed and said “I think she’s right sweety, maybe you should make yourself comfortable over in the corner with some of your new toys. They’re in the diaper bag honey.” Mary cracked up. “Toys even? Love it. Oh it’s so good to see your inner bitch come out Steph! Haven’t we been talking about this for awhile now?” “Ya, I know Mary, I’ve wanted this for some time but Petey has been so resistant. Who would have thought that it would be diapers that brought him back into line?” “Yes, well they seem to fit him quite well. And the pacifier. So choice!” Mary gave me an evil grin.

	 

	The change in Steph was incredible now that she was around Mary. I started to feel like she was more of a dominant mother. I was really feeling small. I felt the tears forming in my eyes. My diapers felt really clammy and uncomfortable all of a sudden. It felt like my dick shrank to an even smaller size. My nuts were shriveling up. Did I even have balls anymore? Was I even a man?

	 

	I sat there in a daze on the carpet. Yes, I did sit on the ground. Steph pointed to my diaper bag. “Get your toys sweety, come on. This is an adult conversation and you should go play.” I fumbled around with the diaper bag, looking around at all of the things that were dominating my life all of a sudden. What was going on? I found a few toys and sniffling a little, started to move them around dazedly on the carpet over in the corner. I couldn’t even bring myself to play with them I was so embarrassed.

	 

	Steve came in and served drinks. He laughed at me. Yes, whatever relationship I had with Steve was far over now. I was a laughing stock. I was the omega male now. I wondered if he would tell his friends.

	 

	Steve started handing out drinks and then stopped at me. “Hey Stephanie, does this one get a drink?” Steph looked up. “Oh God no, toddlers can’t have alcohol! Here let me get him his bottle. Can you heat up some warm milk for me Steve?” Steve started totally cracking up at this point. “Sure Steph, hang on.” He grabbed the bottle, eying me with a totally evil smirk. I was really almost in tears at this point. I was shaking with embarrassment. I leaked a little more in my diapers. What was wrong with me? The fear really had an effect on my bladder. I had never felt anything like this before. Yet somehow I must have deep down wanted it or I would have been out of there fast. Something deep down bound me to this awful public humiliation.

	 

	After some minutes, which seemed an eternity, Steve came back and handed me my bottle. He sat down on a small chair at Mary’s feet. As powerful as he seemed, it was obvious he was acting the role of Mary’s slave. I looked at my bottle. My baby bottle. I meekly started sucking on it while the ladies talked.

	 

	“Oh my God Steph, so you took him to the mall in diapers and then bought him those ridiculous clothes? You inner dom is really jumping girl!” “Yes, my sweety was so good for me today weren’t you Petey?” I could hardly look up. I started to pee myself for what seemed like the 100th time that day. My diapers were starting to feel more than clammy. I felt soaked. Damn I needed a change but there was no way I was going to ask for that now. And there was no way in hell that they were going to let me use their bathroom. I just knew it.

	 

	“And you have him using them for everything already? Oh my God. Petey, I can’t believe how fast you regressed! I mean, it’s only been a day! What other fun things have you guys been doing?” Steph filled her in on every morbid detail. “Put your binky back in Petey. Stop staring like that.”

	 

	I almost cried right there. I fumbled and put my “binky” in my mouth and started sucking again. I tried to fiddle around with my toys while the conversation went on and thankfully finally switched topic. I was burning red. Steve was sneering slightly at me. How could a guy in a leather getup like that feel so smug?

	 

	The next 10 minutes or so dragged forever. I couldn’t look up. I was sucking a pacifier in front of two other people! “Well, its about dinner time. You ready Steph?” said Mary. I finally looked up. “Sure Mary, come on Petey babe lets get up and go have dinner ok sweety.” I was starting to hate how Steph was always talking to me in that baby tone. I got up slowly and felt my wet diapers shift around. I didn’t know how I would be able to make it through dinner. I didn’t need to worry for long though. “Steph, I think someone may need a change before dinner. His pants look pretty droopy.” She patted my clingy butt. I jumped a little in embarrassment. What came next was hands down one of the most embarrassing events of the evening.

	 

	“Petey honey, Oh Mary’s right. You do need a change. Here sweety, lets get you a fresh diaper. Mary can we use your bathroom or bedroom to change Petey?”

	 

	“Oh you could honey but don’t you think it might be more fun to change him right here?” She gave me an evil look. Steve was chuckling. Steph started smiling too. “I think that’s a great idea. Oh baby you’re getting all red in the face! Don’t worry diddums, its ok. Mary and Steve are our friends and they won’t mind seeing your little penis and you getting changed!” She laughed an evil laugh.

	 

	She told them about my little penis. I was mortified. And in a minute they would see it! And I was going to be changed in front of them! I was actually in tears at this point. I tried to calm down and sucked my pacifier quickly.

	 

	What came next was like a dream. I felt almost like I was out of my body. Fear gave way to almost a calm detachment. I was laid down. My pants came off. Laughter at the plastic panties. They came off too. My soaking wet diaper was removed. More laughter. My penis was hard, somehow I couldn’t help it, even with the terrible humiliation. The wipes, the lotion, the baby powder. More laughter. Then the lift. The diapers under me. The tapes. The diaper pulled tight and me sealed back into my babyish prison. The plastic pants. My pants pulled back up. It all seemed so dreamlike. Even through my tears and the burning fear though somehow it was incredibly exciting.

	 

	“Wow Steph, that is some serious sub space that Pete is in. Look at his eyes. Past his tears. This is how you condition him Steph. Get him into this space often. He’ll come to love it. I’ll talk about this with you more. Feel all better now Petey?” Steve was having a hard time stopping his laughter. At least I had a clean diaper on.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 9 - Dinner

	 

	 

	Dinner was pretty wretched, miserable even. Any excitement I had was overtaken by burning humiliation. And of course Steph had to break out my bib and put it on me. They all got a few good laughs then. And I had to watch them all eat this amazing chicken, potatoes and salad. Steph sat next to me and spoon fed me jarred baby food and stewed prunes!

	 

	Of course the dinner conversation came around to me again. I felt like I was being initiated into some strange dark world. “You know Steph,” Mary began, “I notice that Petey seems to be playing different age roles, all of them younger of course, but I mean one minute he seems to act the toddler and the next, like now, the role of a baby? Do explain dear.”

	 

	“Oh ya, I’ve actually thought about that too Mary. I mean, I can’t be tending to total baby 24/7 can I? No. I find that having him toddler age will be the best but I like humiliating him with a little more intensity by bringing out the baby stuff at certain times. The book you gave me talks about this quite a bit. I’ve actually gotten a lot of ideas from it and it gives more ideas on the website. What do you think about all of it?”

	 

	“Great plan. Ya, that book has some really great ideas. Totally evil but great! I agree with the toddler thing. He looks so much more submissive now and it’s going to be very hard for him to get rammy with you like that. In fact if he does I’ll show you some good techniques to keep him in line. And I definitely wouldn’t let him out of those diapers anytime soon.”

	 

	“Well Mary, I thought about doing this only on the weekends. Maybe even, only some weekends. I mean, I don’t think he is having an easy time of it. And I don’t want it to affect his work.”

	 

	“Well you could do that Mary but I strongly suggest against it. In my opinion you should keep him in the diapers 24/7. Make him incontinent. Why not? Make him go to work in them for sure. Don’t worry, he’ll learn to deal. It will make him totally slavish to you, not only sometimes but all of the time. He should also be conditioned to only have his sexual relief in this state as well. You have to learn to really train your man, excuse me your toddler!”

	 

	“Well that’s definitely an idea. We’ll have to talk more. I’m definitely interested in more ideas. And we have been so close in this totally different strange way today haven’t we sweety?” Steph ran her hand sweetly through my hair. Would Steph really make me wear diapers to work? I didn’t think I could take much more. Fucking Mary! She was totally filling Steph’s head with crazy ideas!

	 

	“Ya Steph, there are actually tons of ideas of where you could go with this. Cribs, high chairs, locking pants and mittens, so he can’t take off his diapers. Don’t worry, I have some brilliant ideas. But definitely start with the 24/7 in diapers thing. Don’t worry about the outer baby clothes all the time right now. Great you had him in them today, his first day out, but they should probably be saved for days when you really want to humiliate him in a more severe way. But diapers? I wouldn’t let him out of them anytime soon. Probably never again.”

	 

	Never again? No way? Was I going to be in diapers for the rest of my fucking life? I felt a simultaneous sudden freedom and happiness but also an extreme terror. How could I go to work in diapers? There was just no way? And what about the gym? What about my other friends? Not that I had that many but the ones that I did have would totally leave me! I would be a total laughing stock!

	 

	“One other major thing Steph. You should not let him fuck you anymore. I mean what kind of baby fucks anyway? Oral sex if you want it. All of his releases should only occur in diapers from now on. It will condition him deeply to this lifestyle. And if you want sex, you should start taking lovers on the side.”

	 

	What! What kind of crazy shit was Mary talking about? Other men? No more sex for me? I didn’t even hear Steph’s response I was so dazed.

	 

	This was just all too much but I felt that delirious haze start to come over me, somehow protecting me. I was shaking and excited at the same time. Steve made me watch him slowly eat his steak, ribbing me about his food versus mine. “Like those prunes Pete?” he said. I was really starting to feel quite small at this point. “Good boy Petey! You finished all your dinner.” Steph said to me as she finished spooning me the last morsel. She wiped my mouth with a napkin. They all had nice wine after dinner while I got to have a bottle of juice.

	 

	I was getting wet again. I had relieved myself once or twice through dinner (why could I just not suddenly control myself any more? I mean I could but somehow it just felt good to let go…) and could also start to feel the prunes making my tummy feel weird. It started to worry me when I felt my bowels moving. And not in a good way. “Steph” I whispered to her. “What sweety?” “I think I have to go… you know, uh poo.” “That’s ok baby, mommy will change you again.”

	 

	“Did I just hear that right Steph? Are you really going to make him crap his diaper?” “Well he’s already gotten used to doing that today. We had a little accident earlier didn’t we sweety?” Steph said. I was burning bright red. “Don’t worry Mary, I brought his diaper bag and a changing pad. And I’ll change him just as soon as he goes.” “You better girl. I don’t want to smell that! Actually this might be some good after dinner entertainment. In fact, boys who can’t control their bowels are a good candidate for punishment! Why don’t we go to the living room? After the change, I’ve got some really great punishment techniques to show you. Hey Steve, get us some more drinks and meet us in the living room.” Steve grumbled and got up. I meekly followed Steph as she led me to the living room. Punishment ideas? God, Mary was such a bitch. Such a hot bitch. My dick was hard again strangely at these new ideas but I was also terrified. My stomach grumbled again.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 10 – A Humiliating Punishment

	 

	 

	I was led to the middle of the living room and forced to stand facing them all. This is where it got really humiliating and I started to feel like I was in a serious S & M movie or something. All three of them were sitting on the couch with their drinks. I had the pacifier in my mouth. Mary was obviously leading the whole game at this point. “Ok, Petey, whenever you’re ready baby, give us a stinky poo right into your diapers!” They all laughed.

	 

	I shouldn’t have done it. Whatever manhood I had left at the beginning of the night was surely gone by now. My face went red. I pushed. I looked like a toddler hiding in the corner trying to go, but I didn’t have a corner to hide in. This was a new height of humiliation. I pushed more. It was coming out. God, even to this day, I never get used to this. So raw, so intense. Something that only can ever be identified with deep childhood. So taboo. I crapped myself. In front of my wife and two “friends”.

	 

	They were all clapping. And laughing. “Good baby!” Mary exclaimed. Then came the further humiliations. Mary wanted me to sit down in it while she evaluated my psychology with Steph.

	 

	“Look at his face Steph. This is one of the most humiliating things you can make him do. Just look at his face. He’s beyond shamed. It puts him in deep sub space. He’s terrified also. Damn he stinks too! Ok, maybe you should change him. And this time you can use our bathroom for it. I don’t know if even I want to see this. But come back quick, I’ve got some other ideas for you.”

	 

	Thankfully my change was quick, and in the privacy of Mary’s bathroom. It was pretty messy though. I had no idea prunes could cause such a disaster. Something Steph would use in the future to my total humiliation.

	 

	“You doing ok baby? I know this is intense but just so you know, I am having so much fun tonight. This is what I’ve always wanted. Well, the baby idea wasn’t my first pick but the humiliation thing just gets me going so hot! I may let you lick me later. I’m so damn horny! I would have sex with you but I think maybe Mary is right, that we should keep you from that, well at least for some time. Are you ok?” It was sweet to see this side of Steph come out. I needed some comforting.

	 

	I was so delirious at this point that I was having trouble communicating. I just made a slight nod. I was glad to have a fresh diaper on. Actually at this point I kind of wanted out of the diapers. I was exhausted and didn’t know how much more I could take. But it wasn’t to be. The night still had a few more surprises for me.

	 

	When we came out of the bathroom, me crinkling and waddling as would soon become standard for me, I saw it. Mary was holding a small leather paddle. No way. She was sitting on a chair with a pillow on her lap. She pointed for me to come over. Steph smiled and said “Go on baby, Mary has some things to show me. Just go along with her ok baby?” Steve was sitting nearby and really enjoying the scene.

	 

	“Come here Petey. Over my lap. Now. No, keep your pacifier in your mouth sweety. It will help to muffle the sounds.” I meekly lay over the pillow on Mary’s lap. I could smell her perfume. Bent over and looking at her stockings and high heeled shoes somehow made me really stiff. My little cock rose to attention in its diapered prison.

	 

	I felt my pants come off and my plastic panties too. They both were bunched at my ankles, keeping me from moving my legs anywhere. “Probably a good idea to start with the diapers on Steph. Reminds him of his place. After we warm him up then they can come down. Ready Petey? This is what your wife is going to be doing from now on when you misbehave. Are you going to be a good baby for her?” I meekly nodded yes.

	 

	“Whap! Came the first strike. It startled more than hurt, due to my padded behind. Then came a series of short fast blows. It was really embarrassing. The loud thump sound of my diapers being whacked. Mary had a way though, somehow to get through the diaper, with short snapping blows. By the 20th whack I was really starting to feel the sting. I started to cry out into my pacifier. “See Steph if you control the timing just right you can get him hurting even though his butt is padded. So you may choose to just keep the diapers on. It’s more humiliating that way anyway. And keeps him from making any untimely messes.” I blushed. She knew I was hard under my diapers.

	 

	By round 50 I was in tears, even though I still had the diaper padding. Mary pulled the diapers just down past my butt cheeks to demonstrate. Apparently my ass was quite red. Steph was impressed. Then came the bare skin spanking. I was bawling by the 20th blow. Mary was a pro. She had been explaining all sorts of techniques to Steph while I was being spanked. Most of it I couldn’t even repeat as I was too out of it and hurting.

	 

	“Here baby, lets put some of your nice baby lotion on to help sooth you.” Steph said. She rubbed in some lotion which did feel better although the smell was starting to make me feel small. The diapers came back up and then the plastic panties and pants. I was made to thank Mary for the lesson and then I had to sit in the corner again while they all laughed and discussed the scene. I really wanted this night to end. I was having a hard time sitting down, but at least grateful that I had a little padding now.

	 

	The night finally ended. I actually fell asleep in the corner and Steph woke me. I felt more like a kid than ever. I was made to thank Mary and Steve again. Both of them looked like devils to my tired eyes. Steph managed to get me to the car and I fell asleep again as she buckled me in. I was really glad when we finally got home. I don’t hardly even remember getting changed that night but the next morning I woke up to the same new world. My footy pajamas, my pacifier, and of course my thick diapers, which just happened to be wet.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 11 – Work

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I’m not even going to describe most of Sunday here. Maybe another time. Let’s just say that it was mostly a quiet day. Steph reinforced everything from the previous days and I felt myself drawn, more and more into this very strange world. I felt like I couldn’t stop moving forward with it. It felt really strange now that I had been in diapers for at least 48 hours. I felt really small. Steph’s dominant side started to really come out more and she even tried some of the spanking techniques that night on me (much to my dismay).

	 

	I had been arguing with Steph over wearing diapers to work. Steph had decided to go with Mary’s advice and affirmed that yes, I would be wearing diapers 24/7 from now on. That I might as well get used to them like my new underwear. That at work I was definitely going to be diapered. I didn’t know if I could do it. All the people that I worked with. I didn’t think I could hide it!

	 

	So I back talked to Steph and the next thing I knew I was over her lap. 100 swats through the diapers. She didn’t even take them off me. It hurt even more because they were wet in the back. She was actually pretty good at spanking and my ass was on fire. I was made to sit in the corner and think about what it would feel like wearing diapers to work the next day. I was petrified.

	 

	When Monday morning came I was a bit of a mess. Steph helped me get dressed by laying out my regular work clothes. Thank the Gods that she was at least not making me wear baby or toddler clothes to work (no she said I could change back into them when I got home, oh jeez)! Then came the morning diapering. I was sweating thinking about wearing these to work while she powdered and lotioned me. I mildly complained that maybe she could skip the lotion and powder so I didn’t smell like diapers at work but she wouldn’t have it. She said the plastic pants may cover the smell. Ya right.

	 

	My work pants didn’t fit very well over my diapers. Thankfully I had a long cardigan that just came to my mid butt so it was hard to see my diapers unless you really looked. But it was definitely noticeable to me. And the sound. That was the worst part. I didn’t know how to get around the crinkle. It was so obvious! Steph enjoyed my predicament. She didn’t seem to care if people found out. She was loving it!

	 

	She kissed me sweetly on the way out the door and said she would see me later, after we both got home from work. She placed my pacifier in my sweater pocket. “Just in case you feel you need it today sweety.” Ya right. She told me she would swing by for lunch to my office. She would bring the diaper bag because I might need a change. Oh boy. What next? Thank God I had at least gone number 2 that morning already…

	 

	My drive to work was uneventful other than my fretting. I almost actually did pull out my pacifier and put it in my mouth. I kind of fumbled with it and it comforted me a little. I really didn’t want to get found out.

	 

	I thought about the events of the past few days. Saturday was intense. I didn’t know if I could do that kind of scene often. Even though parts of it were exciting for me. And yet, strangely I was getting used to wearing diapers. They actually felt pretty comfortable. It was hard to admit it at the time, but part of me deep down really wanted this. Even though I was terrified.

	 

	I made my way into my office quickly, saying the usual hellos to my co-workers. Thankfully I had a private office, even with my own receptionist. Brenda said hi to me and went over the usual morning stuff, while I tried to keep my briefcase behind me, nervous that she would somehow see me. Could I smell any baby powder? I did detect the faint hint of lotion but I’m not sure Brenda noticed thankfully.

	 

	When I was in my office I relaxed finally. I did have a meeting later this morning and didn’t know quite how I would get through it. I had to pee too. I let it trickle out. It felt strange not using the toilet. I hadn’t been to use a bathroom in almost 3 days! Luckily my diapers were absorbent.

	 

	The meeting was hell. Usual arguing, lots of man talk. I felt really small around these men all of a sudden. They were making the usual sex jokes and all of their “manly” manner made my diapers seem even more noticeable, especially to me. I hoped they didn’t notice my face was redder than usual.

	 

	At lunch, Steph came as promised. I was horrified when she locked the door and checked my diapers. “Yep, just as I thought. Good thing I brought your diaper bag sweety!” I couldn’t believe it when she removed the things from my desk and lay down the diaper-changing pad! I was almost in tears, getting a diaper change at the office. Brenda was right outside eating her lunch! What if someone came and knocked at the door?

	 

	Just then the intercom buzzed and I was forced to answer it just as I was getting powdered. I had to mumble some near incoherent answers to the company president about some stupid questions. The diaper tapes sounded like a loud gun when they went on. Steph smiled. I hoped to hell the president didn’t hear anything. Thankfully it didn’t seem so but my mind was racing. I was never so glad to have the plastic pants come back up.

	 

	Steph had lunch with me. I got to eat more baby food. She fed me sitting in my office chair while I knelt at her feet. Yes, I was even wearing my stupid bib! This domination thing was getting out of hand!

	 

	“Here comes the airplane sweety! Vrrooom!” In went the baby food. She purposely missed a few times and I was a total mess. I guess I was grateful for the bib at that point. And then I heard the knock. I scrambled to my feet, trying to clean myself up. Steph was laughing. It was Brenda. She needed something. I told her to wait a minute, that I would be right there. Damn! Steph helped me situate and took the bib from me. I tried to gather myself as best I could and answered the door.

	 

	It didn’t take long and luckily Brenda didn’t suspect anything out of the ordinary. Steph left, blowing me a kiss and stopped to talk to Brenda for a bit. I closed my door and collapsed on my chair. I noticed my dirty diaper was in the trash. Shit! Had Brenda seen it? I was sweating. I took it quickly and stuffed it into one of my drawers.

	 

	I was shaking the rest of the afternoon. Brenda came in later as we were closing and gave me a funny look. “What’s up Brenda?” I asked. “Well, I just wanted to say that your wife told me about the uh. You know.” Oh no. What did Steph say? Shit! Shit! Shit! I felt suddenly extremely self-conscious. Especially since I had just flooded my diaper, thinking I was free for the day. “Well she told me about your recent problem and I just wanted you to know that your secret is safe with me ok?” Problem? “Uh, what problem Brenda?” “Well you know, jeez, I can’t believe I’m embarrassed, even though it’s not me! You know, she told me about your recent development of incontinence and that you have to wear diapers from now on.” I could tell she was almost trying to suppress a giggle. Shit. My face went totally red.

	 

	“Uh oh. Uh ya. Well…” I couldn’t think of anything to say. I was so totally embarrassed at this point. My diapers were starting to feel really clammy and I just wanted to take them off then. “No, its totally ok Pete. I really won’t say anything. Ok?” “Uh ya, thanks Brenda. Please don’t say anything.” “It must feel pretty embarrassing having to wear you know, diapers, huh? God I can’t even imagine what you’re going through. Well I’m gonna go. See you tomorrow.” I almost cried then and there. Damn Stephanie! I was so crushed. My damn secretary knew now! And I just hoped to God she didn’t tell.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 12 – Home at Last, and a Surprise

	 

	 

	I was so grateful to get home. And get changed. I was soaked. It was really starting to feel weird not being able to go pee (and the horrible number 2s) anywhere but my diapers. They felt strangely comfortable still but also were feeling like a constant reminder that I was no longer the man I thought I was. They were a constant reminder of my humiliating new role in a strange relationship with my wife. I was really starting to feel more like a 2 or 3 year old. A 2 or 3 year old who still needed diapers.

	 

	Steph fed me some mashed potatoes that night. My bib was another reminder of my new age. I felt ridiculous. I almost cried as Steph fed me the last bite. “Steph, work was so hard today. I can’t believe you told Brenda about my diapers. You told her I was incontinent!” “I just thought that might save future questions. I think it may be hard to keep your new “little” secret from Brenda anyway. I kind of like keeping you on edge anyway. It’s fun! Hey to make it up to you I thought we could go play a bit tonight. Play with little dicky! Does dicky want to make a creamy in his diapers for momma tonight, huh baby boy?” She started stroking me up and down my crotch laughing and teasing me. I suddenly forgot about work.

	 

	Steph lay over me on the bed after we had cleaned up. What came next was extremely humiliating. “Ok sweety, I want you to talk some of your baby talk for momma while you make your creamy ok sweety?” Embarrassed as hell, I started to make baby talk. “Goo goo. Ga Ga. Mommy! Mommy!” I kept crying. She made me vary it. “I want to cummy! Pwease make me cummy mommy!”

	 

	This went on for what seemed like an hour. Steph would stroke me through my diapers until I hit the edge and then she pulled away and made me beg some more. Then she undid her bra and showed me her breasts. I was made to beg for them too. “Pwease mommy, I want booby! Pwease, pwease!” It was so humiliating.

	 

	When I finally came, it felt like a torrent. She was definitely conditioning me. I would find this out in the months to come. I would only be allowed release like this in the future and within a few months time I began to crave my special “creamings”. I began to associate all of my sexual pleasure with diapers. Our normal sex was a thing of the past.

	 

	I came full force screaming “mommmmmmyyyyy!”. Steph laughed as she finished rubbing me. She had a big smile on her face. I was totally red and beaten. A totally shameful moment. Luckily, Steph had that sweet side too and held me for awhile afterwards. I cried, tears of simultaneous humiliation and joy into her shoulder. I was no longer a man.

	 

	Many more events followed which I will relate in a future story. The following weeks and months were also very exciting and terrifying. I truly began to lose control of my bladder and really started to act younger. But I will always remember those first days. My first days, back in diapers.
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