

Preview:

“Tell me everything that makes this special for you,” She demanded as she leaned back in her seat. He pursed his lips and fidgeted.

“I just want my mommy to hold me, to kiss me on my head and tell me a story. Maybe I want to drink from mommy’s boobies. Sometimes I want to wear a diaper, actually, most of the time. I like how the soft plastic crunches under my fingers and the rustling of it,” He said, breathing heavily as he soaked in the situation of the padding surrounding him right that moment.

“And what do you do in the diaper?” She asked as he fidgeted. His cheeks were pink and soft looking. He really did have a babyface. It was cute in the right light.

“I want to make wet in it,” He muttered as he shifted in his seat.

“Are you making wet right now?” She asked, watching him intently.


“Y-yeah,” he admitted. 

Her talk had roused him, her questions, the embarrassment. He bit his lip and shivered with some excitement. He could feel the tingle in his bladder, the pressure there, and the fact that he was intending to wet himself in the shed not minutes earlier. The warm weight of it pooled free of him. He sighed in relief as it dribbled free. It felt amazing.

***

My Wife Discovered me in Diapers!

Life was good. Terry had a job, a devoted wife, a lovely house, and every one of his bills that month was paid on time. He had little to worry about, but despite everything being wonderful in his life, certain aspects remained unfulfilled for him. Namely, his relationship with his wife.

She was the perfect woman, tall, matronly, curvaceous, and soft in all the ways a woman should be; in his eyes, anyway. She had a caring personality, and the few inches she had on him felt warm and inviting when she brought him into her arms for a hug. He wanted to nuzzle into her soft sweatered chest and never part with her. Even her words were soft. She spoke in caring tones and sweet soft syllables. He wanted to sleep listening to her whisper her petite words in his ear. He’d never admit it, but she had one of those voices that kindergarten teachers adapted to read stories to their children. He liked it.

He preferred his women to be more maternal. Janet looked like the stereotypical TV mom. She had a hip to waist ratio that made people doubletake. Some girls were stick-straight and grew into that shape over time, maybe after a child or two. Janet, no. Janet slipped gracefully into puberty as a young woman and over one summer became the glorious pear-shaped figure.

They never argued. They never fought. They had similar interests as well as different ones and had a wonderful life balance. The problem wasn’t that, though. The problem was sex. She was good at it, a firecracker. She wrapped her legs, bellowed her voice, rolled her luscious hips and it was glorious. There was no position she was opposed to, no night she would tell him ‘no.’ She existed for him, but his mind was elsewhere.

He buried his head in her ample bosom and wished to nurse from them, to feed his sustenance. He called her ‘babe’ but he longed to hear her call him ‘baby.’ She was his equal, but he wanted a mommy. That was all he could think of, being swaddled and diaper-clad in her soft arms, coddled to her chest and rocked to sleep with a soft lullaby. He would whisper to himself when he was with her, calling her ‘mommy’ in secret tones. She was none the wiser and he was mortified.

He thought it was a phase, intense and taboo at first. He delved into the fetish of it online, bought himself diapers, onesies, pacifiers. He found others like him and the more he dove headfirst into his little fetish, the worse it got. His project shed out in the back yard became a shrine and sanctuary to his needs that he could never let Janet know about.

Whatever happened in bed, no matter how aroused he was, no matter how hot she was, it ended in disappointment and boredom. Janet couldn’t help but wonder what she was doing wrong.

Terry had to satisfy those primal and base urges on his own in his mancave, on his own time. Janet could never know.

That evening was a special one. He’d been waiting for weeks for the package to come in and had it delivered straight to the post office for him to pick up. He had the guise of telling her he was going to the woodworking store to pick up some new gadget that he would explain at length to her and she would politely nod and smile when it was mentioned until he brought her a new trivet, trinket, or homemade thing that she could display with great pride. Her reaction to it reminded him of a proud mother hanging up her child’s drawing on the fridge.

He entered his shed, slammed the door, and shed his clothes. He wasn’t lying about what he was doing in there, just wasn’t telling her the full truth. Yes, he was in here making her a chopping board. He just wasn’t wearing pants or underwear. He was wearing a diaper, clad in an onesie, and sucking his favorite ‘binkie’ pacifier. He liked the warm outdoor air on his legs, the soft padding enveloping his groin, and the comfortable chewy softness of the nipple-like shape of the pacifier on his tongue. He felt content as he stacked the colored wood blocks in patterns. It felt cathartic as he shifted from one foot to the other and felt the cold plastic crush between the glut of padding between his legs. The delightful crinkle sent shivers up his spine.

He had some children’s youtube show playing on his phone as he worked. The little songs and high-pitched voices reminded him of simpler times.

He heard the creak of the door and the gasp before he saw it. He froze in the spot. He forgot to lock the door. He didn’t want to turn.

“Terry?” he heard, a note of strange dissociation in Janet’s voice.

He turned guiltily and let his pacifier drop from his lips. It was connected by a strap clipped to the neckline of his rubber ducky printed white onesie.

“Janet…” He breathed.

She stood in the doorway, phone in her hand, camera trained right at him.

“Give me one good reason that I shouldn’t send this to everyone on your Facebook friends list?” Janet said with a note of betrayal sneaking into her voice. He couldn’t bear to hear that disappointed tone.

“Janet, please. I can explain!” He whined.

“Terry, when I met you, I thought I’d married a man…not…not…” She said, gesturing to his body, “Not a big baby.”

Something was strange about her disappointment, her face wasn’t threatened or disgusted, it was chiding and dominant.

“If you’re going to be out here being a big baby, someone is going to have to miss snack time and choccy milk,” She said before snapping the door shut and walking away.

“Choccy…milk…” He thought to himself. Was he being punished? More importantly, was she enjoying this?

He abandoned all rational thought. Terry was an impulsive man, but no fool, usually. He paced himself through the yard, onesie, diaper, and all out in the open.

“Sweetheart, please! I can explain!” he said to her.

He caught her at the kitchen table, staring at him like she was seeing him for the first time.

“Is this what it’s been? Is this why you’ve not made love to me in so long?” She asked. She looked hurt, but he did. She had just come from the fridge and had a half-gallon of chocolate milk in hand.

“The time to explain would have been months ago when I first started getting upset. You can’t just pretend everything is ok. I thought you were having an affair! Had I known it was this….” She said, gesturing to him.

“I know it’s a lot to take in, Janet. I want you to know I’d never cheat on you!” Terry promised.

“Then why didn’t you tell me? If a diaper was all it was going to take, I’d have put one on you myself a long time ago!”

He paused for a moment. Did she really mean that? He looked at her seriously.

“Y-you’re not disgusted?” He asked.

“I mean, it’s a surprise, but of all the things! I’m just glad it’s not another woman…but I don’t know what I am to you, now. If this is what attracts you, what is my body to you?” She said with a quivering lip as she dug through the drawers of the kitchen.

Satisfied with something in hand, she pulled out an old sippy cup from one of their nephews. Terry had enjoyed a few sips from it on rare and guilty occasions. She popped the lid, gave it a rinse, just in case it was stale or something, and poured a hefty thick glass of chocolate milk. He eyed it nervously as she sat down with it in front of her. She stared up at him.

“I- I’m too embarrassed to say,” He pouted before swallowing hard, watching as condensation built on the sides of the plastic cup. She toyed with it almost sensually in her hands.

“You can tell me, or you can go to the corner like a bad boy,” She said calmly and cooly. Dread and arousal built within him. He could feel his cock, limp with shock just a moment earlier, waking to life. Had anyone been perceptive or watching for it, they’d have heard the small ‘crinkle’ and shift of the padding at his bulky groin.

“Y- You’re mommy!” He admitted, wilting with shame before her.

She sighed and pushed the chocolate milk sippy cup across the table.

“I’m not mad about this. I’m mad you didn’t tell me,” She said as he slid into the chair and reached for the cup. He took it and brought it to his lips. It was the sweetest milk he’d ever had.

“Are they better than me?” She asked, nodding to his lower half.

He wriggled his bottom in the chair. His obscured diaper crumpled and ruffled within it.

“No. Mommy is best. The diapers just make it more comfortable, completes the illusion,” He said.

“Mommy,” She said beneath her breath as her expression started tilting to that of arousal and amorous intent.

He nodded as he suckled the tip of the sippy cup and let the comforting sweetness wash over him.

“Tell me everything that makes this special for you,” She demanded as she leaned back in her seat. He pursed his lips and fidgeted.

“I just want my mommy to hold me, to kiss me on my head and tell me a story. Maybe I want to drink from mommy’s boobies. Sometimes I want to wear a diaper, actually, most of the time. I like how the soft plastic crunches under my fingers and the rustling of it,” He said, breathing heavily as he soaked in the situation of the padding surrounding him right that moment.

“And what do you do in the diaper?” She asked as he fidgeted. His cheeks were pink and soft looking. He really did have a babyface. It was cute in the right light.

“I want to make wet in it,” He muttered as he shifted in his seat.

“Are you making wet right now?” She asked, watching him intently.


“Y-yeah,” he admitted. 

Her talk had roused him, her questions, the embarrassment. He bit his lip and shivered with some excitement. He could feel the tingle in his bladder, the pressure there, and the fact that he was intending to wet himself in the shed not minutes earlier. The warm weight of it pooled free of him. He sighed in relief as it dribbled free. It felt amazing.

“I-is that okay…mommy?” He chanced, biting his lower lip.

“No, but I could be convinced to change you into a clean one and hose your soggy butt off.

“I- I can do that,” He stammered.

“No, mommy changes the diapers herself,” Janet said happily.

“Y-you really want to be my mommy?” He asked.

“Of course, I do! You’re such a cute little baby man,” She teased.

“So…mommy is going to change me?” He asked, biting his lower lip as a dribble of chocolate milk ran over his chin.

She smiled at him, her grin growing wider and wider as he talked to her.

“Mommy is going to make sure her baby boy gets right into a clean pampy,” she said with an excited giggle. 

She stood and extended a hand to him. Her face morphed into a playful frown.

“But not until after I punish you for not telling mommy the truth,” She said as he grabbed her hand and followed her out of the kitchen with waddling steps. His wet crotch felt hot and squishy against him. He loved the hot damp feeling as it cupped to him. He could hear the muffled crinkle and the solid slap of the hot wet crotch to his inner thighs.

In their bedroom, they had a small bench at the foot of the bed. It was something that Janet had put in from one of those chic catalogs. She guided him to it, sat down, and spread her legs just barely apart. She looked stern, scolding him as she indicated he should lay across her lap. He was a bit bigger than her, but he did so, happily laying face down across her lap, ass in the air for her inspection.

She ran a soft hand over the padded roundness of his diaper. It rustled comfortingly before she withdrew her hand and struck down hard. He yelped at the sound of it. It cracked sharply, and it sounded worse than it actually was. He felt a sharp pressure, an expression of hot air against his legs from the diaper, and the uncomfortable wetness shifting within the thin non woven cloth that was growing cool from before, when he had been walked in on and urinated while she scolded him.

“And you’ve wet your diaper! Soggy butt little baby,” She said before slapping the puff of his bottom again.

She found the crotch of his onesie, flicked her fingers and drew it up over him. She slapped a third time, open-handed, the pop was loud over the plastic. It felt harsh and unforgiving, yet not painful. The symbolism of his groin pressing into the wet cushion of his low-hanging diaper’s crotch that was rubbing into her plush thigh made his tool stiffen within the diaper.

“I’m not mad at you for being a baby. I’m mad at you because you didn’t tell mommy,” She said as she hooked a finger into the strange elastic back waistband and jerked it down to reveal his damp and soft bum. She smelled urine and baby powder. It was still dusted about in places where he had a hard time doing it himself.

“I’m sowwy mommy. I’ll tell you evwything,” He said in juvenile tones, pouting as his warm butt met the fresh cool air outside. Her hand swatted down on his ass with a sharp crack.

He yelped sharply and jerked over her knee.

“You’ve been a bad boy and mommy expects better of her little man,” She said sternly before slapping down again with an eager slap. He pouted his lower lip, bunched up his face, and gently struggled against her.

“I’ll be better, mommy. I promise!” He whined.

“You promise?” She asked as she lowered her hand and smoothed her hand over his bare bottom. She never realized how soft his butt was. She gave it a gentle caress. Heat rose to her cheeks. She was kind of liking this. She could feel his erection growing against her leg.

The heavy diaper drooped around his thighs and plopped to the floor at his knees. She stared at it for a long moment.

“Okay, now go to your shed and go get yourself a fresh diaper and things. Mommy needs to change you,” She said before shooing him off his lap and tugging his diaper back into place. His walk was awkward, hindered by the weight of the soggy diaper and his onesie had tugged up over his navel, crotch buttons flapping as he toddled.

He was back within moments, wipes and diapers in one arm, powders, creams, and a changing mat in the other. He even had a fresh onesie. She beamed at him and assembled everything on the bench before laying out the changing mat.

“Okay, now lay down for mommy, face up. You’re going to be a big boy and let mommy change you right,” She said.

His erection was cumbersome and irritated from its locked-away spot in the diaper. His ginger gait was obvious as he laid back onto the bed and spread his legs.

She found the fasteners easily, ripped at them, and tugged his front half down to reveal the sodden mess within and his towering erection.

“Aww, someone has a widdle stiffy,” She cooed as she hooked an arm under his legs and lifted it to hoist his bottom up. She pulled the rest of the diaper free of him and folded it neatly to the side.

“Yes, mommy. I have a happy peepe! I wike this!” He said, giggling as childishly as he could.

“Yes, a very happy peepee,” She said, smiling graciously at him as she reached for the wipes. He winced and waited for the cold to touch him but looked in surprise as she crumpled it over her hand a few times, warming it up before she brought it to his bum. She slid up his crevice, around his thighs, and laid his legs down before gently bringing the cloth over his ‘happy peepee.’

He squirmed and made soft cooing happy noises as she washed him free of his own urine. She laid the cloth gently over the diaper and reached for a fresh one.

“Gotta lift my leggies, mommy,” He said before throwing his legs up excitedly to reveal his bare bottom once more.

“Oh yes, thank you, sweetie,” She said before slipping the diaper in place.

“And da powbah,” he giggled.

“Powder?” She asked.

He giggled more and she shook her head a bit with a soft smile before grabbing the powder and giving him a generous little sprinkle. She reached her hand down and patted over his bottom and gently spread a sprinkle of powder over his balls. The dusting of it smelled wonderfully like flowers.

She laid his legs down and brought the front of the diaper up and over his groin, but his ‘happy peepee’ stuck straight up in the air and kept wanting to slip from one side to the other. The powdered length of it made it difficult to pin down. She pressed her warm hand over his groin, holding it up against him as she moved from side to side to fasten the Velcro.

“Hehe, mommy having twouble?” He asked, teasing her as he wriggled.

“Hmm, you’re just a little excited, there,” She said before rubbing gently over the bulge of him through the material to hear the gentle crinkle of cool plastic under her fingers.

He giggled until the pleasure in his throat was strangling him into soft grunts and choked out sighs. She smiled down at him and pulled her phone out to snap a photo.

“Hey!” He said, snapping out of his dreamy reverie.

“Shh, babies need to rest after a new diaper or they could get chafed,” She said, wagging her finger.

“Why did you take a piccie, mommy?” He asked, a little dread flashing in his eyes.

“Well, I obviously need to tell your boss that you can’t come to work anymore because you’re a big baby, now. I’ll also need to message your mother to see if she can babysit,” She said with a put-upon and exaggerated sigh.

His heart raced in his chest at the thought of his erection bulging out in his fresh clean diaper, laid out on a changing towel with his onesie unsnapped, posed in a photo that was destined to be sent to his mother and boss. He’d never work again if that happened, and his mother may not speak to him again. There was painful horror in his mind and expression that had him quiet and wide-eyed.

“Mommy, pwease no. I wike doing workies,” He said with a trembling pout.

“Hmm, no, I think it’s dangerous for babies to drive cars and do ‘workies’ she said with a smile and turned the phone to face her.

She dragged her finger across the screen in polite little strokes. He gulped heavily and watched her excited expression shift with each flick of her finger.

Was she doing it? He didn’t know. The thrill of not knowing whether you would have a job, a house, a career to turn back to made him feel sick. The thrill of it, the abandonment of responsibilities, the total reliance he’d have on her afterward sent him into a tizzy of delight. He would hate it, but the thrill of the concept made him squirm with anticipation as she giggled and typed on her phone.

She turned the screen to him with a proud grin. She had started a private Snapchat story, tossed up pictures of him, and had joined an ABDL group. There was a fancy little border with bunnies and duckies, a rattle in the corner, and a pacifier in the other.

“Baby’s first diaper change,” it said in a cute banner up top. His face was blurred out, thankfully. He was really glad he hadn’t gotten any identifying tattoos in his youth. The alternative delight of other people, likeminded, seeing her post pictures of her ‘baby’ made her giggle. It excited her as comments came in congratulating her on becoming a mommy. Others asked if she wanted another baby. She’d never thought about it and looked to his pensive face.

He was delighted at her editing and giggled at her post. He took the phone from her and scrolled eagerly through the comments that were still popping up.

“They think you’re the bestest mommy!” he said as he handed her back the phone.

“If I’m the bestest mommy, you need to prove it to me,” She said as she leaned down to help him up. He stood and stared at her, a soft, excited wonder in his eyes. She smiled at him and slid free of her form-fitting pants to reveal the soft cotton bikini underwear beneath. They were built for comfort with a high waist and complementary legs. They flattered her pear-shaped body for just the most brief of moments before she slid free of them and laid back on the bed.

“How do I prove it to mommy?” He asked, his voice shifting as he eyed her form. He squirmed to feel the girth of him rubbing the fibrous interior of his diaper. She was pleasantly trimmed for him, neatly shorn, but not shaved. She spread her legs to show off the display of it and worked to writhe free of her sweater. Her full breasts heaved on her chest from a deep breath. He had not been turned on by her so much since their wedding night. This was spectacular.

“We’re going to play the game ‘special kisses’ she said as she beckoned him closer.

“Like on your cheek?” He asked, his voice wavering. He knew where she wanted, but the journey of getting to the orders was fun.

She guided him as he crawled atop her, his padded rump swaying from side to side. She heard each motion like a rustling plastic bag crinkling. She sighed and pressed her hand to the top of his head as he went immediately and greedily for her breasts.

“No, no biddy until you give mommy some special kisses in her nono spot,” She said.

“Whasat? Special kisses?” He asked.

“It’s kisses only very good little boys give, down there,” She whispered and watched his eyes light with a fiery desire. He mounted over her, kissing slowly around her belly, then lower. Terry was known to give excellent cunnilingus, but the play on it made him eager. His head descended, mouth opened slowly, and she hissed with a delighted breath. She was ecstatic that she had her Terry’s libido back.

He hungrily came down on her, mouth a complex moving series of parts that culminated into one simple task of pleasuring her. He suckled her tender bud like a binkie, his jaw, and tongue strong from months of practice at it. Her body was twitching, rife with elation. She could let him do this for hours if he could keep it up. She doubted both her ability to hold out and his ability to keep going. He was working hard.

Her thighs were quivering, body shaking.

“That’s it, make mommy’s tummy dance,” She breathed to him as her body began to twitch in preparation for an oncoming thrall.

Pleasure came over her in waves of electricity that swam through her body in rivulets of pleasure. She peaked. Her body arched, her legs spasmed, and heat washed over her in a quivering moment of finality as her abdominal muscles twitched. Terry continued, lapping his tongue with eager glee as she subsided into the afterglow of bliss.

Her chest heaved with delight and she laid there panting as Terry peeked up with a playful grin. His face was wet from mouth to chin. She slid from him and stood, her lust slick against her thighs as she grabbed a small towel and moved to dab at his face. He giggled and playfully swatted her away.

“Now now, let mommy wipe her happy juice off your face,” She said as he struggled and fought. His hand reached up and pawed at her breasts, pushing at her bra and shirt. She pulled them free and he hungrily latched to her chest. She pulled him to herself with a wavering sigh and reached for his padded groin.

“Does widdle Terry want to do the daddy dance with mommy?” she asked. He nodded emphatically.

The crunch of plastic beneath her fingers was muted by the strain pressing back against her hand. His cock was straining at the front of the diaper.

“Yes pwease, mommy,” He pleaded as she continued her gentle stroke up and down the form of his cock. He was dry within there and it made the sensation of the padding all around his urgent tool more spectacular.

“Are you going to tell fibs anymore?” She asked him as her hand continued to rove. He popped his mouth free, lips wet and raw.

“No mommy,” He said before switching breasts and suckling at the next nipple. Her abandoned one tightened in the cool air. She held back a sharp breath and grasped her fingers gently. Her stroke became a bit louder, bunching plastic over padding in eager swoops. It was all he could do to keep his voice high pitched as she rubbed, eliciting a strange new situation he’d never been in before. He’d never shared this with anyone. Everything was so new to him. He knew there was warmth, pressure, friction, the padded sensation, and the delightful noises there just for him. He could feel his urgency and his need spiking in threatening rushes.

“Mommy. Pwease, lemme do the daddy dance with you,” he whined as he lifted his pelvis repeatedly pushed up against her hand in a cumbersome rhythmic motion.

“Hmm, you’ve been so bad, I don’t even know if you deserve it,” She said as she stroked over and around his shaft.

“No mommy, pwease. I wanna do the daddy dance,” He said frustratedly. His breath kept catching in his throat, cracking as he tried to sound small, innocent, desperate. She gave him a well-meaning smirk and continued her assault of his groin. He could feel his need twisting within him, coiling through his body until it was threatening to drive him mad.

“Mommy!” He whined.

“That’s it, baby, keep saying it and I might let you give me the daddy dance,” She said smugly. Janet was used to getting her way and this highlighted all the control he had given up to her.

“Mommy, please,” He pleaded.

Her hands roved his front, thumb rolling over the tip through the cool plastic. She shushed him gently, listening to the soft ‘crinkle’ slowly emit its soothing sound one delightful crick and crumple at a time.

The heavy padding felt comforting, warm. Her hand kept it so.

“Does baby still want to do the daddy dance with mommy?” she asked with a delightful coo that sent a shiver down his spine.

“Yes, mommy, please. I want to do the daddy dance. I really need to make cummies,” he pleaded. His flesh was flushed, body hot, cock rigid with the desire within the confines of his padded prison. Her breast felt so delightful in his mouth, warm and satin. His tongue rolled in generous swaths. He whimpered and moaned with her teat in his mouth. His tongue curled to it sensually, hungrily.

“Oh no no no,” She whispered, cradling the back of his head with her warm hand to keep him there, suckling.

“Mff?” He choked out against her chest.

“Babies don’t get to do the daddy dance. Babies have to make stickies in their diapers just like peepee,” She said with a soft coo.

A throb of pleasure jolted through his spine. He could feel pressure and urgency building behind his orbs, driving him harder and faster. Her grip and dexterous roll of fingers over the bulge of his laden package made euphoria swim within him.

“Baby wants to make stickies in mommy!” he pleaded, breathing harshly as she swapped him from one breast to the other. Her teasing hand rubbed up and over his crinkling bulge, to his waistband and sank eagerly into the teasing elastic of his diaper. Her fingers were less than an inch away from his desperate cock. He ached for touch, needed it.

“Please mommy,” He moaned.

“Say it again,” She breathed, retreating her fingers.

“Please mommy,” He cried aloud again.

She withdrew her fingers, rubbed her hand down his front, and coaxed his cock in her fingers until she felt him go rigid and twitch. His body shook as his pelvis rocked in sympathetic thrusts. The cottony interior rubbed over him and his cock erupted into short spurts of joyous cum. He moaned a throaty cry of pleasure, wheezing as each surge came free.

“F-fuck…mommy…I’m making cummies in my diaper,” He said breathily. She rocked her body gently, taking him with her as the last of his orgasm ebbed away and he giggled in the afterglow.

“I think I need another dipey change,” He said with a teasing grin.

“Hmm, I think you need a bath, first,” she said before leaning over and kissing the top of his head.

She walked away, swaying happily with dripping thighs and bruised breasts.

“I have the bestest mommy,” He said quietly and flopped back on the bed, waiting for the bath to fill.

End.
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