

My Wife Took me to the Mall in Diapers!

The final touches to the crib were done, a light child-friendly enamel paint had gone on easily and every aspect of it was beautiful. Terry was carrying it out piece by piece as a neighbor peered over the fence.

“Terry! You two expecting?” He asked. Terry’s face went pink.

“Not yet!” Terry said, giving every indication that he was hoping that would change soon.

He stepped over the threshold and into the kitchen with the first piece of it, then the second. Janet watched him with warm eyes and delight as he went back and forth with pieces. Her eyes warmed with each trip back and forth.

Her baby boy looked so big and strong as he carried the pieces with the tools to assemble them and she heard the clattering of pieces and fittings coming together. Plastic unraveled over the surface of the mattress, she could hear him setting it up, putting the bedclothes on. There was a process to it and Janet found herself almost excited to see the end result. She didn’t want to ruin the surprise, ruin letting him see the reaction on her face. She enjoyed his childlike thrill so much.

Terry walked downstairs, carrying an armload of tools with his chest puffed out with pride. He had things to do, and the last step was putting away his ‘toys’ like a ‘big boy.’ She chuckled. She had tamed the man but couldn’t tame the child within.

“Does mommy wanna come have a look?” He asked her when he came back from his shop. She folded her arms.

“I don’t know, does my widdle boy want to take his shoes off before tracking more dirt through the house?” Janet asked, chastising him. It was really the only thing she knew she could do that would light his fires.

He wiped his feet and politely removed his shoes by the door.

“Okay, now what is it that you want Mommy to look at?” She asked, pretending to be clueless.

“I finished the crib!” Terry gushed as he ushered her up the stairs to peer at the soft-enamel painted form of the adult-sized crib all done up perfectly for him. He hopped in, closed the gate and grinned through at her.

She smiled wide as she approached and ran her fingers over the glossy surface of it, danger and maternal lust alight in her eyes.

“You’ve done a very good job, baby boy,” She said, letting her lids fall to their hooded state.

“Really mommy?” He asked, eyes hopeful.

“Mhm, now, let mommy finish up some chores and I’ll put you in a diaper for the rest of the day,” she offered, “And if you’re really good until then, I’ll make it special for you. But right now, I need husband work, not baby work.”

His eyes glimmered with joy. All Terry had to do was a few hours of ‘husband work’ and he could have an almost entire day of baby time! He was thrilled that his mommy would let him get that much, and thought immediately of all the ‘husband’ chores he had to do.

The dishwasher had been making a funny noise. The dryer’s vents needed to be cleaned out. He occupied himself with determination until she called him into the dining room for lunch. She’d made him a peanut butter and jelly sandwich with the crusts cut off, right next to a sippy cup of milk!

His mommy made the bestest sandwiches. He ate it with lip-smacking gusto and sticky fingers. Janet watched him with a warm look in her eyes that usually led to him getting some premium diaper-time with mommy. Terry felt warm and full of tingles at the prospect. She wiped his mouth and sticky fingers with a warm cloth, and he followed her up the stairs towards their ‘play’ area.

The first thing he noticed when he entered the room was their bed. It was set up like a changing table, their usual fanfare: powder, wipes, lotion, oil and diapers. What he didn’t notice, though, was his usual romper that she set out for him, and he pouted.

“What’s wrong?” She asked as he noticed that in the stead of baby clothes, she’d put his ‘big boy’ clothes out.

“I wanted to wear my ducky romper,” He said as his bottom lip quivered. Her eyes went dark as a creeping smile met the corners of her lips. That was the look she got when things were about to get intense.

She’s got something planned; I know it. Terry thought to himself and watched her soft grin.

She laid him back on the bed and stripped off his casual clothes, tossing them to their appropriate bins. Her eyes weren’t on him, weren’t locking to his eyes and making him feel the intensity of the moment. ‘Mommy’ was focused on her phone in one hand and working with him on the other, going about the task as if it weren’t something special, something precious.

“What’s going on, mommy? You seem distracted?” Terry whined as she laid the phone down to shift his hips onto a sprawled-out diaper and went about sprinkling him with powder.

She tugged the diaper into place, fastened the Velcro and said, “Hmm, just planning something out with some friends.”

She leaned over his prone form and smiled, her lips curling into a soft pout that she placed onto his cheek, then mouth. She was so seductive like this. It made Terry forget how she rushed diapering him, made him just want to enjoy her.

“Whatcha planning?” Terry asked as she pulled away before tugged him to standing and began to put a long sleeve shirt onto him, one with a little length, and a pair of his roomier jeans to accommodate the diaper.

“Well, remember April from my work?” She asked, giving him her best pleading stare as she went down on her knees before him and slowly began to zip his fly closed, one click of the zipper at a time. He watched her hypnotically and nodded.

“Well, a little. Is she the blonde job?” He asked.

She shrugged, “She’s copper red, now.”

Terry gave her ‘a look.’

“Well, she was just texting me and wanted me to bring you to the mall, to go shopping with her and her wife Kylie,” She said innocently.

Oh hell no! Nope! Baby’s been diapered and is down for the count! He’s staying home and crinkling it up on his own time! Terry grumbled to himself.

“Oh my gosh, mommy! You said no, right?” He asked as his full cheeks went pink.

“Actually, I suggested it. That’s why you’re in big boy clothes,” She said with a smirk.

“Please no, mommy! I want to stay at home with you. I’ll give you special kisses! I’ll do anything,” he pleaded.

“Tempting,” Janet said as she feigned pondering his offer. “But I promised you’d be there. Kylie would feel like a third wheel otherwise.”

“Pwease mommy!” Terry begged, giving her his best wide-eyed expression. Her look in response was cold.

“We’re going, and that’s final,” She said, holding a finger up as a warning.

“Mommy no!” He pleaded, but Janet’s mind was made up.

“Do you want to argue with mommy? Time out isn’t going to be as fun as a trip to the mall. We might even go to the toy store,” She teased, watching his face go red with shame.

“No, mommy,” Terry whined as he shifted uncomfortably in his pants, constricted by his jeans. He was mortified to hear the quiet shushing sound of a crinkle as he moved.

There’s no way I can go out like this. It’s too puffy, someone could see me like this. They’re going to hear it. It sounds like I have a trash bag in my pants. He thought; his mind was racing.

Janet stood abruptly, turned him around and swatted the padded butt of his jeans. The noise was loud, upsetting, and sent a gust of warm air up the back of his shirt from the muffled slap.

“Ah! Mommy no!” He whined, but her hand came down in a sharp smack again. Again the warm powdered air wafted up his back and he felt the padded whap of her hand. It didn’t hurt, but it made things stir within him. He could feel his cock twitching to life within the powdered prison.

“Are you going to go with me and behave?” Mommy asked, lifting her chin a little to hear his defiance.

He thought about it. If he said no again… she’d smack his butt again and he very much wanted that.

“You’re going to make mommy sad,” She said, prompting his empathy to kick in. He pouted and whined.

“Yes mommy, okay. I promise I’ll be the bestest little boy for you,” he whined, relaxing to see the look of adoration sweep her face once more.

“Good, now let’s go put your shoes on,” She said as she pulled out his favorite pair of pink bunny socks.

Terry gulped.

“Just pretend to be a big boy, and we’ll have lots of fun!”

Dread boiled within him.

Together they went to the mall. His mommy buckled him into his seat, making a special effort to make sure the belt was tight. As a reward for sitting still, she gave him a small baggie full of cheerios. His cheeks went pink, but the prospect of sitting there in a car, feeling the soft cushion of his diaper and watching the world drive by them none the wiser made him feel a drive he’d not felt before. He wanted to be a baby more than ever.

Janet was carrying her biggest purse today, and he dreaded to know what was inside of it.

When they arrived at the mall, April and Kylie were waving them down by the front entrance, excited for the plethora of sales going on. They were talking nonstop as Janet walked at their side. Terry trailed a little behind, walking with stiff legs. He could feel cold blood rushing through him and the occasional crinkle met his ears, a swish of fabric. He wondered if anyone else could hear. His cheeks were red with shame, but at the same time thrill.

Terry  let himself lag behind a step or two, but Janet kept calling him closer.

“Come on, baby,” She said, a term of endearment to the outside world, but he knew what she meant. He was her baby, and he needed to come up to join them. He took a few steps towards them and smiled.

“Does someone have candy or something?” April asked as she looked around. Kylie turned her head and looked from Terry to Janet.

“Hmm?” Janet asked curiously, feigning ignorance. Terry’s face went scarlet. All he could think of is these strangers, important to Janet, part of their real life, listening to the sharp crinkle of his diaper. Others around them, complete strangers, they too could hear the sharp crackle and crunch of plastic over his ass, cupping his cock and balls. Everyone who listened could hear the crunch of his desire.

“I keep hearing candy wrappers,” Kylie said, agreeing with April.

“Maybe it’s that new candy store. There’s lots of people about,” Janet said softly.

“No I definitely keep hearing it close,” April said with a wistful glance about.

“Sorry, I don’t hear it,” Janet said with a shrug before they took a final glance around as Terry made a point to avert his eyes from the others. Janet smirked. He couldn’t be more obvious if he tried. He stiffened his posture and walked with straight legs.

He was trying not to crinkle, but every few steps she could hear the soft swish and the gentle crunch. He could feel the uncomfortable warmth within rising as sweat began to overpower the powder. The straighter his legs were, the more he could feel the elastic biting into the inner tenderness of his legs. He couldn’t forget about them. They overpowered his every thought and he was doing good just to keep up.

They’re going to figure it out. They already know!

The panic rose within him, his heart raced, and of all the things, he could feel his cock begin to wake. It thrummed, a gentle heartbeat, then another as it swelled.

I can’t believe this is turning me on…

What was turning him on more, though, was his sudden need urgently rising to use the bathroom. He had been so excited for Janet to diaper him earlier that he hadn’t gone in anticipation of filling his diaper for her. The thought of it made him stiffer, crowded his already squeezed diaper even more.

I really have to go, but… we’re out in public. I can’t go to the bathroom, someone could see me there in my diaper.

His thoughts rushed through his head. He wanted to excuse himself but the bathrooms were so far away as they made their way past store fronts and kiosks. He shuddered at the prospect and could feel his bladder begin to squeeze just as he heard the girls talking about food.

“Hey, Mom- uh, Janet,” Terry began, clearing his throat as he leaned over to her ear to whisper.

“I kinda have to go,” He said to her quietly.

“Only big boys get to use the potty,” She said in a whisper before turning her attention back to Kylie and April. “So you had better use your diaper for what it’s made for… or else.”

“So I think I’m going to go to the pizza place for some slices,” Kylie said - Terry jerked his head back away from Janet, afraid the other girls would have heard what he was talking about, as April nodded in agreement.

“I’ll go there. I want a slice, myself,” Janet said as they made their way to find a table.

“Just tell me what you want. I’ll go get it,” Janet said as they sat down. She could hear the bunching of his diaper, the sharp crinkle of sound as he sat.

Kylie and April both wanted pepperoni, but when she got to Terry, her grin spread wide.

“I think I’ll just ha-,” He started, interrupted by Janet.

“I know what you’re going to have,” She giggled as she leaned to his ear and whispered, “A wet diaper and whatever mommy says you get.” His erection twitched to full mast.

And it happened, he felt his bladder spasming just as Janet walked away. His erection subsided, he fought the urge, but the soft comfort of the diaper and the gentle crinkle told his subconscious mind that, “yes, you can just go wherever you like.”

Terry felt the first pang, the metallic twinge that told him that urine was free flowing through his cock. His eyes watered, his heart skipped a beat and the entirety of his bladder decided to twitch and allow the warm flow to soak and spread through his padded prison. There was no better sensation, no more pleasurable thing.

The two women next to him were completely unaware as strangers and everyone walked by him, none the wiser. Relief followed. The damp warmth welcomed him. He was lost to the sensation and he barely had time to open his eyes before he heard his mommy’s sweet voice.

“Ok girls. Pizzas for you, pasta for me, and for you,” She said, looking at Terry with a warm favoring glance. “And for my baby, mac and cheese.”

He gave her a startled glance! Janet’s half-cocked smile met his stare. Somehow, Terry knew that she knew he’d used his diaper. He was sitting in his own wetness and his eyes traveled from his mommy’s wicked glance to the thing in her hand, a small container of macaroni and cheese.

Kylie laughed, “Isn’t that the kids’ meal?”

Janet gave her a helpless shrug, “It’s what he likes.”

Terry averted his eyes, and looked down at the small portion. It came with a colored spoon and he picked it up with shaken composure. He was there, eating a kids meal, wearing a diaper and just freshly wet himself. He was in public, just where anyone could see. He was one foul move away from being revealed to be the helpless, diaper-wearing baby that he actually was, and it was thrilling.

What he didn’t see, as he moved his hand to reach for his spoon was the enormous drink.

“Ooop, watch out!” Janet said, gasping as the large soda toppled to its side and went spilling across the table.

They watched as the wash of it traveled in rivulets around them and Janet fussed maternally as she grabbed napkins, dabbing at the soda. Miraculously neither one of them ended up with a wet lap, but not for any effort on Terry’s part. He was too afraid to stand, to show the sag of his bottom in the jeans. The diaper was positively full.

“Sometimes, Terry. I really think I ought to just spoonfeed you,” She said exasperatedly. Kylie giggled.

“That’s why we gave up on men,” April said, causing another fit of giggles. Janet just gave a ‘well what can I do’ shrug.

She raised one of the damp napkins, dabbed at the corner of his mouth and gave him the most coy of a small smile.

“Keep at it and I’ll have to spoon feed you right here,” Janet said with a low mumble, only for Terry’s ears. He felt himself twitch to life.

“But mommy…” He said as quietly as possible, his cheeks turning scarlet.

“Oh my gooooood, get a room, newlyweds,” April said, giggling some more.

Terry grabbed his spoon and ate in quiet silence, waiting for the girls to end their conversation. He was pleased when Janet got him a refill for the soda, but something didn’t sit right with him as he sipped it. He wasn’t even finished with his food by the time they were done, but followed them in quiet silence anyway, sipping at the straw as he looked from one boutique store selling ‘designer’ goods to another. None of it was things that Janet was remotely interested in, save for a lingerie store.

“Oh my! No thank you,” April said as Janet held up a nightgown off of a rack.

“That looks like something my mom would wear,” Kylie commented.

“That looks like something everyone’s mom would wear,” April said with a shudder.

It was a delightful pink with white lace trim. It was a teddy, something Terry hadn’t seen in years, but he thought about how cute it would look on his mommy as she rocked him to sleep and leaned over, her breasts filling out the tight top of it as she tucked him in. He shivered with delight.

“I don’t know, I kind of like it,” Terry said, taking a long sip from his cup.

“Mommy issues?” One of the girls asked, which one he couldn’t tell, but the accusation caused him to snort. The soda blew into his nose and sent him into a coughing fit.

Terry coughed hard. It was one of those wracking coughs that sent his bladder into squeezing spasms that had him peeing himself just a little. And with his diaper already wet, a little turned into a lot. He caught himself, held it and wheezed a few stinging breaths as he stemmed the flow of piss into his already wet diaper.

“I like it. Terry likes it,” Janet teased.

“I don’t trust Terry’s judgement. He eats baby mac n cheese,” Kylie teased.

“Hey, macaroni and cheese is good, that nightgown is just…mom mode central. Those are the gowns you buy, get pregnant in, stay pregnant in, have three kids in and then die in,” April whined.

“Practical!” Janet argued.

“I’m not going to go to your funeral if you’re wearing the mommy gown,” Kylie sneered.

“Who said you’d be invited?” Janet scoffed as she plucked her size off the rack and sauntered up to the counter, credit card in hand. Whatever that night gown cost, it was not enough. Terry’s cock was hard as steel, twitching harder in his pants as he thought about it with whimsical fantasy.

They were at another store in a few minutes, some candle and lotion store that had enough scented stuff in it to make his eyes water. He didn’t understand how they could stand to be inundated with all the fragrances, surround themselves with them, put samples on and tell the difference between any two fragrances and the overwhelming odor around them. In any case, she purchased some scented candles that he knew he would never be allowed to light.

Terry could feel the urgency to wet rising as he stood there, wondering if he had the room, but it didn’t look like the girls would be through anytime soon. He felt the twinge, the need and the hollow metallic sensation as his bladder shuddered. Warmth washed over him, soaked further into his diaper. It was feeling saggy, heavy, thick. The inner polymer of it was turning into squishy loose gel as he walked. It squished with every step and he felt like he was entering dangerous territory, but it felt so good.

I really hope they don’t notice this. He thought as his hips squirmed.

“Terry, you getting tired of walking?” Janet asked him as she saw his strange gait.

“N-no,” He said, caught off guard.

“If you’re tired of walking, we could always get you a stroller,” Janet said as she flashed him a wicked grin.

“I’m g-good,” He said as his cheeks flushed a bright red.

“Aww, he’s so cute. Look at how red his cheeks are!” April said as she flashed him a sweet smile. “She’s only teasing, you know.”

Janet’s half-lidded eyes and smirk suggested that might not be true. But then she moved on:

“Okay, well we have one more store, so you and April can go sit out on the bench while we shop,” Janet said as she waved him off and they walked into the store. Terry sat down and felt the warmth of his own urine soaked in the gel swimming around his persistently hard cock. It felt strange, wet, slick, and dangerous.

At first it was pleasant, a simmering warmth that he wriggled his bottom discretely to feel it squishing about. He had to be discrete, or else April would hear the crinkle and squish of it. It was louder to him than it certainly actually was.

It felt good as the sculpt of it molded around his balls, damp and secure. People walking by had no idea that he was there, diapered in public. He squirmed in his seat a little more, feeling the integrity of his heavy swollen diaper’s groin lose composure. It had a rayon netting inside, he’d be ok…right?

The sensation of the gel slipping around began to feel less pleasant minute by minute and a slight panic began to set in as the urge to pee hit him. He didn’t think his diaper could hold anymore…

Is this sweat…or am I leaking? He thought in a panicked moment. He could feel moisture welling at his inner thighs at the elastic bands cinching his legs.

April knows. I just saw her looking over. She can hear me crinkling. Terry thought, biting his lip as he did his level best to sit still once more. He discretely reached for his wallet in his back pocket for a moment, using his hand to swipe over and around him to check for wetness. He found nothing, but that didn’t mean that he didn’t have more going down below.

He waited with anxious shuffles and caught the occasional whiff of baby powder and urine as he moved, prompting himself to stand for a ‘stretch’ and pat down. He had to know if he was leaking. It was bothering him badly. He ran his hands down and over the bulk of his bottom, over to his front and down over his groin with casual smoothing gestures. April glanced over, then away, clearly engrossed in her phone. He felt safe and in the clear as a distinct lack of moisture met his fingertips. He sighed in relief.

When he finished his inspection, he looked around and saw Janet strolling back to him from inside the store. He gave her a pleading look. He knew he wasn’t going to last much longer as his bladder gave a warning squeeze. His diaper, he knew, was at capacity.

Janet took her time in wandering out and smiled to April.

“Hey, gals, hope you don’t mind, but Terry really has to use the restroom. I’m going to walk with him to talk a minute. Wanna meet together at the coffee place downstairs?” Janet offered.

The two gave her a sweet look and let her go on her way with Terry. If they thought it weird she was holding his hand, they didn’t say anything.

They wound their way through the mall until they came upon the information counter.

“Can we please have the keys to the disabled restroom?” She asked with a put-upon look and a glance to Terry’s ashamed and bewildered face.

“Is there a problem, ma’am?” the lady at the counter asked as she looked Terry up and down.

“He needs help,” Janet said, not caring to elaborate, just pleading with a look and jostle of her large purse.

She had the keys in her hand in just a moment and they were winding their way back to the disabled restroom. Janet wasted no time in shoving him through the door and locking it. Terry was bewildered. He wanted to go home to change.

What is she thinking?

She’s crazy!

His cock was twitching, as hard as his anxiety was high.

There was a changing table inside the room, larger than he’d ever seen before, and it cited a 450lb weight capacity. She pushed him back, one step at a time until he sat on its sterile white surface. There was a heavy smell of chemicals and people in the air, cementing his mind that they were just feet away from prying ears.

“Mommy?” He breathed.

“Shh, just lay back dear and let mommy work,” Janet said as she began to unbutton his jeans to tug them down. She loosed his shoes, too and the loud clatter they made as they hit the floor made his stomach sink.

He squirmed on the table in his wet diaper. The plastic was louder in the flat-walled room. He could hear the squish and crinkle.

“I could hear how full you were out in front of everyone,” She said with a giggle as she began to tug the Velcro from his diaper. The sharp rips of sound made his ears prick and cold air met his stiff prick.

“Oh no, I can’t diaper this,” She said with feigned annoyance as she pulled a pack of baby wipes from her purse. She slowly took her shirt from her body and sighed happily as she let her breasts free.

“These wipes are so cold,” She said as she roved a single wipe over her full chest, then brought it to his damp groin. She pulled the heavy diaper away, bundled it, and threw it in the trash with a heavy thud. The wipe came down and it was warm and thorough. She had another resting between her breasts as she lifted his legs and came around his ass, through his crack and paid special attention to slowly rove the wet warm wipe over his twitching cock.

“Oh, you poor baby,” She said as she leaned over, pressing her breasts up and over his hardness.

“Does my little boy need cummies?” She asked.

His breath was shallow, noises soft. He dared not moan or make more than a whisper. His cheeks were red, ashamed.

“Mommy! In, in public?” Terry breathed, but Janet didn’t listen. The scent of his baby wipes filled his nose alongside her perfume, overpowering the other smells. He closed his eyes to live in the moment, to feel the cold, then the warm flesh over himself and the most wonderful mommy in the world, so happy to help her little boy out.

Her warm breasts squeezed up and over his shaft, letting the tip of it become hidden, then revealed as she descended her mouth over him. He could barely take it. His senses were on edge, anxiety heightened. He wanted to cum right then and there. It was heaven in her mouth.

Janet’s tongue curled in strange ways, the warmth of her mouth sank down and further over his shaft until her lips tightened around the base of him. He wheezed a breath, struggled, felt his urgency rising. He couldn’t do it! It was too much.

He pushed his hips up, flexed his muscles, tensed and bit back a choked moan of bliss.

“Oh come on, baby, we have to make you feel better or the fresh diaper won’t fit,” She teased, her breathy whisper and flickering lips teasing at the tip of his drooling cock.

“Mommy…mommy please don’t stop,” Terry wheezed, tensing as she delved back down over him in a flurry. His balls tensed, cock twitched, pressure rose and before he could do much of anything to stem the flow, he was cumming. She gasped and pulled her mouth free, letting thick streams of cum splatter over her chest, neck and face. Glistening pearls of it dripped over her wet lips and the look she gave him, heavy-lidded and pleased made him quiver.

“Oh what a good boy,” She teased with a sigh as she wiped her hand over her breasts, up her neck and to her lips. She licked her fingers clean, taking in his cum with delicate flicks of her soft pinkness.

“Thank you mommy,” He whimpered as she suckled the last bits of her fingers clean and leaned over him, her breasts still glistening and smeared.

“Oh, you’re welcome sweetheart,” She said with a soft smile before bringing her lips down over his for a tender kiss. He could taste his cum on her, the salty strangeness. He felt his cheeks warming freshly all over again. Janet was getting even more adventurous since they’d started the ABDL aspect of their relationship, and Terry loved it.

“Eewww, mommy gives sticky kisses,” he giggled before she smiled down at him.

She slipped a hand into her bag as she drew away, her bare breasts still in full view of him. She withdrew a fresh diaper and slid it on, smiling as she did so. The Velcro tugged easily into place.

“Where we going after this, mommy?” He asked.

“Oh, probably just to get coffee, then we’ll go home and take a nap,” She said as she pulled his pants up to his feet for a quick slip. He wriggled to help her and gave a soft noise as she tugged the zipper into place. His half-hard cock felt the warm pressure again and the urge to pee was rising once more.

“Is mommy going to have a nap too?” He asked.

“Hmm, mommy’s going to her bed, but she won’t be sleeping,” She said as she slipped one shoe on and then the other.

“But mommy…” He said, sad as he thought about being trapped in his new crib, forced to nap while his mommy pleasured herself and watched.

“But nothing. Let’s go,” She said as she tidied up the bathroom and walked on her way to give the key back to the nice attendants out front.

Terry shuffled behind, wondering, just what other things that he could do with his favorite mommy. 

THE END
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