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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.

My Wife Teased me in my Diapers!

The smells of dinner permeated the air. The clink of dishes and the delightful noises of a dedicated wife hard at work filled the house with the love she put into every meal. Janet was a doting partner and put every bit of herself into the meals she created. Today was no exception as she turned a wonderful roast, peas, carrots and steamed sprouts out into serving dishes. It was just the two of them, but that was no excuse for a lack of decorum.

Janet's full figure swayed as she hummed a song and made her way to the kitchen’s back door. She saw the light on in the workshed outside and smiled warmly.

“Terry dear, dinner,” She said sweetly, using a saccharine tone. There were hints of maternal warning in the voice, the stern tone only a mother could manage.

Janet heard the sounds of tapping wood emanating from Terry's shed. She tried not to pry in his business out there because that was his private space and she wanted him to have that little bit of sanctity. Since she’d accidentally spied his secrets within the shed sometime prior, she knew what went on in there, but still kept that distance. Besides, if Janet wanted to see Terry in diapers, she only had to put him in them herself.

“Terry,” She said, letting the warning tone creep into her voice as she approached the door. The tapping stopped, paused for a moment, then started back up with a hesitant cadence.

“I’m going to count to three,” Janet said firmly as she crossed her arms before the door and began to tap her foot. This normally got his attention.

“Two minutes Mommy, I promise!” Terry replied. She smiled as she heard the term of endearment.

“Okay, I’ll keep your food warm, but remember, good little boys are on time,” she said , and then walked away. Terry peeked from behind a white curtain with little duckies over it to watch as she left. He loved watching her from behind. It stirred him.

Their sex life had gone from boring and sparse, to flavorful and fulfilling. A happenstance of her discovering his secret, shameful desire to be diapered and treated like a little baby had turned into a veritable wonderland of playful lust. He'd been transformed from a doting husband into a petulant child for his motherly wife – mostly in the bedroom, but sometimes even out of it.

It started simple, some light discipline, a little roleplay. His Mommy was the best at punishing naughty little boys. He chuckled as his lips caressed the soft rubber of his binkie. Terry's tongue swirled over its soft tip, bringing to mind a simpler time, nursing, and warm milk. He thought of experiencing that with Janet, turning her into the real mommy that she was always meant to be. In a way it was an unfair transformation.

A single moment of passion between them could round her belly, fill her breasts and bring to reality his image of her. He so badly wanted to find that one moment that could transform him into the baby he wanted to be. Despite it all, the thought of being cradled in her arms with a warm bottle at his lips was enough.

Or so Terry had thought, until he saw the woodcut patterns for sale on one of the ABDL forums he was on for an adult-sized crib. Suddenly thoughts of mommy tucking him into bed in his crib with his favorite blanky with the trucks on it as she soothingly rubbed his belly…then lower… bubbled in his mind.

He’d broached the topic with her at dinner a few weeks ago and her eyes simmered with the slow-burning flame of lust at the thought of it.

“I love the idea, but are you a big enough boy to build it?” Janet asked, batting her beautiful soft lashes at him.

He'd nodded eagerly. He wanted the crib and knew just the wood he wanted to use and the paint he wanted on it. He thought of a powder blue enamel , glossy and soft, lead-free of course. He had already picked the design for the headboard, a delightful cutout of a waning moon, symbolic of the night-times it was meant for.

He’d bought all the materials for it and worked hard to cut out the pieces, one at a time. He followed every instruction, because it had to be perfect. There was no other option.

He was so absorbed in his work that evening that he barely heard his wife, and it wasn’t until he heard her maternal tones that he bided his time and guiltily waited to hear ‘mommy’s stern voice.’

Terry had promised her it would only be two minutes, but he knew that it’d be a few more. He lost himself in his work for even longer than he'd estimated, though, and scrambled into the house guiltily. His puppy-dog eyes looked to her sheepishly. The table was set, but only her plate was prepared. In his place sat a small Tupperware bowl with the lid on.

“You’re late. What a bad little boy you are, leaving Mommy to wait around like this,” she said sternly. Her arms were crossed, toe was tapping, and the look in her eyes sent a twinge of lust through him like lightning.

“I’m.. I’m not a bad boy, Mommy,” He said with a quivering lip. “I'm your good boy.”

“Oh you’re nearly twenty minutes late! You told Mommy two,” Janet reminded him. “We’re going to have to work on your counting, aren’t we?”

“Yes mommy,” He said, skirting towards her to find his seat at the table. He stared at it with concern.

“Big boys get to feed themselves, and you’re not a big boy right now,” She said sternly.

He could feel his skin pricking and tingling with delight. Terry couldn't help feeling a little guilty, but he loved this side of Mommy when she was upset.

“No mommy! I’m a big boy tonight,” he promised, his eyes wide with delight. Her lips twisted into a delightful smirk.

“Nooo, you’re a bad little boy,” She said as she moved to take the bowl from the table.

He noticed that she moved her plate away, too.

“Bad little boys don’t get to feed themselves. Bad little boys don’t get to wear underpants. Little babies need extra care,” she said as she walked to the hall closet.

In a matter of seconds, Janet had brought out his duckie covered diaper bag. She’d had it made for him, big enough to handle a big bottle of powder, and several of the large blue stretchy-waisted pampers.

His breath caught in his throat as she placed the bag on the chair and went to work on him. He was in his favorite overalls, a blue and white pinstriped corduroy. He liked them because his pacifier clipped to the bib. They fit the theme of his little baby workshop.

Mommy's fingers were no stranger to their buttons, working over him with deft quickness. He felt the weight of the things in his pockets tug them down as the strap slithered free of her fingers and hit the floor around his ankles.

He was wearing underwear that day, albeit softer briefs with a cartoon character on them. He liked the little secret reminders of his life hidden in plain sight. One thinly veiled sheet of denim or khaki in Terry's daily job was the only thing between him and his secret life. It comforted him.

“Oh, someone’s wearing the puppy pants today,” She said with a soft coo before tugging them down slowly. He felt the cool breeze wafting across his groin and buttocks.

“Yes, mommy. I wike them the most-est,” Terry said with a pouting lower lip.

“I thought you liked the kitty ones,” Janet mused, as she pushed Terry back onto the dining room table.

His butt hit the cool edge of the table and he didn’t resist her, sliding up and back across their decorative plastic tablecloth. It crinkled delightfully beneath him, reminding him of what was to come. His cock was twitching to life at the prospect of it. She needed to act soon, or he’d be hard and it would be nearly impossible to diaper him then.

The sound of the gentle crinkle of her unfolding the diaper met Terry's ears, her fingers rustling soft plastic as the sharp sound of Velcro slowly peeled back to reveal the open form of his padded prison to come. His breath caught in his throat and he lifted his legs for her with shaken composure. Janet tsked softly as she looked over him and hoisted his legs to slip the open diaper beneath his bottom.

“Oh, someone’s gonna be a soggy butt if I don’t give him sprinkles,” Janet chuckled as she shook the powder bottle at him. His legs, already up in the air spread to generously display himself before her.

She shook the bottle with gentle squeezes, sending the dusting of fragrant powder raining down over his cock, balls and buttocks. He cooed with delight.

“Mommy it tickles!” He said before squirming a little, feeling the fine dusting of powder tickle over him. He’d shaven just for the occasion to feel more authentic, the bareness of soft skin and fresh powder as the crush of fine plastic and padding wrapped around him.

“Hmm, does this tickle?” Janet asked, with a happy chuckle as she rubbed her hand over the padding that she slid up over his groin into place. He could feel the crush of it crinkle and glide over his thickening member and had to disguise his whimper of pleasure into a gurgling coo.

Terry heard the stretch of plastic elastic and the cinched tickle of the sealed elastic cutting him off from the pleasure, but bringing a new one as his stiffening cock came to full mast, restricted by padding and the gentle crinkling rub of his Mommy’s hand.

“Mommy, can we have bedtime and cummies later?” Terry asked, his breath wavering.

“We’ll see after baby finishes his dinner,” Mommy replied, as she let her hand travel further up over his diaper, to his belly and up around his neck. She pulled something quietly from her diaper bag. It was a giant bib, one fit for his size and it buttoned in back behind Terry's head, no cheap Velcro on it that would make his neck all itchy. Goosebumps rose across his flesh as his mommy’s warm fingers worked gently at the nape of his neck to make sure it was perfectly in place.

He loved the feeling of his mommy’s fingers touching him, giving him loving attention. He wanted to touch her hand, to brush his fingers over hers, but she was quick when he reached up and snatched his hand into hers. He felt a soft cloth on his hand, looking up.

Is mommy washing my hands before din-din?

He froze as he saw what she was tugging over him, blue terry-cloth mitts that matched his bib, tied with a white ribbon. Her strong hands reached for his other hand and entombed him in the dreaded baby’s mitt. The thick fabric meant that Terry could barely move his fingers within, and he whined in confusion and frustration.

“But mommy, how can I eat the yummy dinner you made for me if I have these?” He said, looking up and flexing his mitted hands.

“You just have to try hard like a big boy,” Janet said, before tugging him free of the table.

“Hmm, maybe we need to get you a highchair,” She said in passing as he took a seat while she wiped down the table for dinner. Perhaps a changing table would be in order, later, but for now she placed the covered bowl in front of him with a rubber-tipped spoon. Janet opened it to reveal the same dinner that she had lovingly plated for him earlier, but cut into tiny pieces, fit for a baby to spoon and pick into his mouth. He was delighted to see the feast she’d prepared for him and his eyes lit up when she put a sippy cup of milk right beside him.

She sat with her own plate and smiled as she took a bite of roast as he finagled a spoon with his mittens to scoop a few morsels of dinner onto his spoon.

“Ew, bristle sprouts, yucky,” Terry said as he fumbled and dropped the spoon.

“Brussel sprouts, dear. BRUSS-EL,” She said with a stern look, “And we eat all of ours sprouts, like a big boy.”

“NOT A BIG BOY,” He pouted.

“Of course not,” She sighed as she leaned over to pick up the spoon and scooted her chair closer to him.

She scooped up a mouthful of only Brussel sprouts and held the spoon right to his mouth where he pinched his lips together and turned his head.

“Nuh-uh!” He said sharply.

“Yes-huh,” She said, putting her foot down as she moved the spoon to meet his turning head.

As an adult, Terry loved her Brussel sprouts, but now… She wondered if it was part of the game and she looked genuinely hurt.

“Mommy…don’t be sad,” He said as he pushed his face forward and took the bite of chopped up sprouts and chewed. Bits and crumbles fell over his lips as he chewed and smacked with happy noises.

“Yummy mommy. Mommy makes nasty sprouts taste the best,” he said, making her sadness fade away into that of delight.

Janet took advantage of Terry's open mouth to give him a bite of peas and chopped carrots, delighted to watch him chew as she fed him bite by bite, mixing in pieces of the roast until he shook his head.

“No mommy, full,” He said, taking his sippy cup awkwardly in his slippery mittens to sip at it. He was saving room for it, delicious milk as it caressed his tongue. He sighed happily and shifted in his seat, surprised to find that his diaper was growing wet… He had started relieving himself without even thinking about it!

There was talk on the forums about ‘unpotty’ training yourself, and he had thought it was a myth or something only those with the right willpower could achieve. Said people were highly revered in the community, but here he was, having his first unpotty trained moment! It was magic, the tingling sensation, the lack of realization until the warmth set in. His expression went from surprise to relief.

Janet watched Terry's surprise, then relief as he stopped sipping on his milk.

“Are you using your diaper right now?” She asked, skeptical.

“Yes mommy,” He said softly, letting a giggle and smirk cross his lips.

“… Have you been using your diaper this entire time!?” She asked, gasping a little with surprise. He nodded happily.

“Oh you dirty boy…” She said, reaching down to feel the soggy mass of his diaper, moving it over his groin.

“I’m not dirty, mommy,” He said with a soft pout, but she didn’t stop. Her hand caressed the padding over his groin and knew she was caressing his cock beneath.

“Ohh, you’ve wet it pretty bad,” She said with a chuckle as her hands moved around the elastic with slow and deliberate touches. Her fingers roved to the leg bands, delved just beneath the elastic and she traced it around the side of his leg with a little tug to snap it sharply back into place.

“No mommy, it’s not too bad,” He whined, relishing her soothing touches.

“But I still have to check,” She said as she descended to her knees before him and tugged the waistband of the diaper down to check the situation.

His damp warm confines were violated by a cool breeze. It tickled over the hardened mass of him and her eyes lit with a fire as she inspected the state of moisture within his crinkly prison.

It felt so good, so warm, save for the breach of air across the tip of his peeking cock. She smiled down at it and cooed.

“Aww, he’s happy to say hello,” She said with a giggle.

“He wants to make cummies, mommy,” Terry hinted, unsubtly.

“I bet he does.”

She gently tucked the waistband of his diaper back into place and stood, looking to him with a warm expression.

“Mommy gonna change me?” He asked, pouting.

“No, I think you’re fine for a while.”

Her hands grasped his and she tugged him up to a standing position. His legs were nearly numb from him sitting so still for her, frozen in trembling awe at how she was treating him, and it made him feel all the more clumsy when he walked flat-footed behind her, the soggy drooping crotch of his diaper swishing below him as he briskly stepped in tow with her.

Janet tugged on Terry's wrist, smiling as they wound their way toward their bedroom. He eyed the large empty corner they’d rearranged for, so he could have his crib. He really wished it was there already so she could read him a bedtime story and give him some belly rubs as he went to sleep for the night.

She pushed him back onto the bed and cuddled up next to him, smiling as she rubbed a hand over his chest and playfully hummed a soft tune to him.

“Did my little boy have a good dinner?” She asked.

“Yes mommy, it was tasty, the tastiest,” He giggled.

“And are you going to listen to mommy when she says you have to come in for dinner?”

Terry thought about it, pensive, “No!”

She gave a playful gasp.

“You’re terrible! Naughty boys get punished; you know?”

He giggled, “I know mommy! I’m the worstest.”

“Yes, you are,” She giggled as she leaned over to rub her nose to his. He inhaled deeply and sighed. He loved looking at her, seeing her doting over him. She was such a good Mommy to him, it was almost a shame they hadn't planned to have biological children. Terry shivered with excitement as he imagined her with a rounded belly and full, milky breasts...

While he was distracted, Janet's hand trailed down his chest then, to his belly where she rubbed in slow circles, inching her fingers painfully slower and lower with each round of motion until the telltale brush of plastic met his ears and senses. He cooed in delight and gasped when her hand finally came to a soft rest atop the bulge of his groin. He could feel himself growing wetter, and strangely, while he was hard! It was an odd sensation, but it only served to make him more aroused, twitching.

His cock strained at the plastic and not for the first time he really wished he’d bought a size larger of diaper to accommodate instances just as this, but he liked the security of having a good leg seal to keep everything in.

“Are you ready for cummies?” Janet asked finally.

He nodded, pouting as she continued to tease over his stiffness within. Then, just as gently, her hand left his groin.

He whimpered, scared to feel her leave.

“No mommy!” He pouted.

She reached her hand over to the post of the bed and it was then he realized that she had something tucked behind there. He didn’t realize what it was at first, but then his eyes went wide.

They’d been on a date to the zoo a few months before and he saw a mother and child, walking not hand in hand, but tethered by Velcro straps wrist to wrist with a cord between them. It was one of those that Janet pulled from behind the bedpost, and it was not her wrist she intended to attach it to, just his, and she tightened it onto him and straightened his arm back and out.

She shifted to his other arm, reaching for it with a soft smile as she wickedly tugged his arm straight and fastened the Velcro to his wrist there, too. He tugged it experimentally. It was not so tight that he couldn’t tug his way out if so he chose, but it wasn’t loose enough to easily slip free of.

The warmth of her body left his side and he found his curled up legs being tugged straight, one leg, then the next. The familiar feeling of the Velcro and strap came into place over each of his legs.

“This ought to hold you still and keep you from squirming,” Janet said with a pleasant sigh before running her hands up his legs. His skin was so soft from all her tender care of him, baby oil and lotion. It added to the enrichment of the scenario, tactility, softness, care.

“I’m going to teach you to be a good boy,” She said as she went to her nightstand where she kept her ‘mommy toys’ that he wasn’t allowed to play with.

The most notable of his toys was what she called a ‘magic wand.’ The hitachi magic wand, while innocuous by design, noted two different speeds; ‘sleeping on the couch’, and ‘divorce.’ He’d bought it for her, himself, back when he thought it was only a back massager and was innocent in the ways of women to some degree. That night, she’d showed him what the real use of it could be, and it brought a special intimacy between them. Before she’d discovered his foray into the world of ABDL, she’d put a fair number of miles on it without him.

“What is mommy going to do with her magic wand?” He asked.

“Oh, mommy is going to cast a spell on you to make cummies,” She said as she plugged the device in and flipped the switch that made it hum threateningly to life.

“Ohh, mommy that sounds fun!” Terry said excitedly, as she lowered the wand slowly to touch against the soggy mass of his groin. It hummed to life on contact and he felt the strangest swimming feeling coming through his diaper. He gasped, the illusion breaking as his baby voice cracked to reveal the man within, moaning softly.

“Shh,” She said as she reached her hand down to rub over his belly, pulling the wand away.

“That’s not mommy’s little baby,” She cooed as he squirmed and panted.

“I am mommy’s little baby!” He declared, as she brought the wand down again. It was intense. The sensation ground out over his cock, inching up and down to the tune of her motion. She’d never used it on him before, but even the tickle of the cord moving over his leg as she ran the thing over the bulge of his cock felt sensual in its own way.

“How little of a baby are you?” She asked.

“I’m vewwy widdle,” He said, putting on the thickest baby voice he could, trying to hold composure and focus on the infant he was supposed to be.

“Mhm,” She said with a soft coo.

“Tell me how good of a ‘widdle man’ you are,” She said with a languid roll to her voice.

“Am the widdlest… Mommy pwease, I’m gonna go number three!” he said, gasping as he pushed his groin up into the touch of her slowly roaming toy.

“Number what?” She giggled.

“When I make cummies! NUMBER THREE!” He panted, choking on his breath as she continued the dirge.

He bucked and squirmed against her, letting his breath grow haggard and strained.

“Oh f- f-,” he started but she pulled the toy away just at the time.

“Were we about to say a naughty word?” Janet asked, putting on her playful stern expression. Terry was tugging at his restraints and shaking, hearing the soft pop of elastic and the crunch of his diaper between his legs. The wetness within rubbed back over his cock and it felt so reaffirming, so good, thrilling.

She pressed the toy into the bulk of his diaper once more, starting lower, closer to his balls. The sensation there was jarring and the breath was wheezed free of his lungs. The feeling was too much, too intense, too far and as soon as it had started, it was over as he roved the toy up higher, then back down lower, gaining teasingly close to his sensitive orbs once more.

“Please mommy! I wanna do cummies,” He announced, begging for it as she teased the toy over the tip of his cock in a slow circle near his waistband.

“Hmm, my little man almost said a dirty word, so I don’t think I’m going to let you,” She said with a humph of breath.

She pulled the toy from him then, watching him quiver and squirm to himself.

“If I hear another dirty word, I’m going to have to give you a binkie,” She said sternly.

He made strong eye contact with her, daring her to do so. He wanted the binkie. He could almost taste the soft latex between his teeth.

“But mommy, I want to say ‘fuck,’” he said proudly.

She took the buzzing end of the wand, pressed it into where the tip of his cock should have been. He howled with pleasure and overstimulation as she held it, turned her body, and reached for her nightstand to pull free a binkie. She popped it into his open mouth and withdrew the toy to watch him bite down and suckle over the thing desperately.

“No more dirty words coming from that potty mouth. Mommy’s gonna wash your mouth out with soap after we have some more fun,” She announced before clicking the wand off and shimmying free of her pants, then shirt. She looked over his restrained form, his soggy diaper. She could tell the toy was wearing away the integrity of the absorbent material within. A few more minutes of buzzing the toy over his erection and she’d just be running the wand over plastic, almost straight against his cock.

She swung her hips over him, straddling the gushy cushion of his wet diaper. It felt warm and strange against her and she rubbed her groin against him. She kind of liked the feeling of the crinkle between her and his cock. She shuddered with delight and brought the wand down between them as she situated the toy to the exact spot it needed to be on her.

“Does my baby wanna make cummies now?” She asked, cooing with delight.

He nodded emphatically. The binkie had silenced him. He muffled around it and suckled fervently, trying to withhold making any of the stronger noises that would break his immersion. His wife, so maternal, her hips so full, thighs so plump, smiling down at him endearingly while her pussy rubbed down over him through the bulk of his diaper was too much. Terry could feel himself building rapidly. The vibrations sent pleasure riveting through him.

He could see his Mommy's intense focus growing. Her eyes were hooded, losing that edge to them as her pleasure overcame her. He knew her body. He had grown with her, been the focus of her life since the day they’d met. He knew that sultry strange look in her eyes, knew she was close to her apex. He wanted to watch her, to drop the façade for just a moment, to bathe in pleasure as he watched her staring at him sucking on his binkie, restrained to her bed while her vibrator drove the both of them insane.

She was so close. He released himself, let the pleasure take him. He didn’t have enough focus to keep himself silent. He couldn’t sit still. He wanted to feel the wet squishiness encircle his cock, the intense buzzing, the motion of her body against his.

I have the best Mommy in the world.

My Mommy is so good to let me make cummies like this.

My Mommy loves me so much.

His thoughts overwhelmed him.

Janet panted in sharp breaths, moving her hips over him in jerky strokes. She wanted more, she wanted better. Her heart was racing and she could feel the static like lightning crawling down her midsection, snaking its way in a winding tingle to the tenderness of her bud. She moved her hand to the body of the wand, flicked her thumb and squealed with delight as the vibrations doubled in intensity, driving the lightning home.

Her head threw back as her glorious locks of hair spilled over her back and shoulders. Her breasts, packaged in her conservative lacy bra pushed out with the sway of her arched back, and her belly danced to the twitch and tune of an orgasm that swam through her body like liquid fire.

Just like when he had wet his diaper, he’d gotten distracted, lost in all of the wonderful things around him and lost his restraint just then and cried out, letting his binkie fall free of his lips as he felt his cock erupt in oversensitive spurts, flooding his diaper up to the waistband with slick spurt after spurt of his cum.

“Mommy I’m making cummies!” he announced, heaving harsh breaths as his chest rose and fell. There was nothing that could take this beautiful moment from him. She clicked the speed slower as her hips rocked over his to feel the orgasm slowly ebb away.

When it finally clicked off, she leaned forward over him, locking her arms to his sides, straight-elbowed and gave a haggard rough breath.

“You’re a dirty little boy, you know that?” She said, grinning down to him as she teased her hips in a slow circle over him. His cock was rubbing bare to plastic now, squishing around the soggy remnants of the diaper and his own cum.

“I’m a soggy butt,” He giggled, squirming beneath her as she lifted herself free. His diaper looked flattened at the top, the bulk of it having squished down around his balls. It was an interesting sensation to say the least.

“Tell mommy thank you so I can let you down,” She said with a giggle. He watched over the wet spot on the front of her panties.

“My mommy gives the bestest cummies. Thank you mommy,” He cooed as she tore at the Velcro to let his restrained wrists move free. He sat up, watching over her with a breathy sigh. She was really and truly the best.

“Mommy?” He asked.

“Hmm?” She said as she looked over to him.

“I wuv you,” He said with a soft smile before walking over to give her a tender kiss, lingering over her lips before moving to her ear to whisper.

“Wanna change me before we go to bed?”

Janet chuckled, and rolled her eyes. She would have to change him, or else he'd leak in the bed. And then she'd have to punish him again.

And what a chore that would be.

End.

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. 

End.

Other Bundles from Amelia Hobbes:

●      Cuckolded, Sissified and Put into Diapers! 3 Books - In these 3 short stories, a humiliated and sissified husband can't deny that he’s aroused by watching his wife fuck black men inches away from his crib. The series culminates in a filthy bisexual scene of the cuck allowing his wife and her lover to use him like the sissy adult baby he's become.




●      My Wife is my New MOMMY? The Full Story (7 books) - The complete story of Joshua's domineering Wife-turned-Mommy, as the submissive man is turned from office hunk to helpless, diaper-messing baby boy. See Josh's slow descent into wetting, messing, and eventually embracing his diapers in this kinky 7 part series, compiled together in a 35k book. 
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