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My Wife is my New MOMMY? Pt 1

Joshua awoke with a groan, trying to remember the blur of last night. He’d been at one of his favorite bars, with his friends, drinking and partying.

Focusing, details came back a little more quickly now. His wife had been there, asking him to come home because they had brunch with their parents tomorrow, and he’d already missed it twice. She said she was embarrassed about making excuses for him.

Josh remembered with a little shame that even his friends had tried to push him to leave, but like he always did, Josh insisted he could stay at the bar and come home in a couple of hours. He promised not to stay out all night. He promised not to miss the brunch.

The thumping pain in Josh’s head and the way he was collapsed on the sofa reminded him that he hadn’t kept the first promise. Oops. Time to see if he’d broken the second one…

Peering blearily up at the clock, Josh saw it read 3:23pm. Well after the 11 o’clock time they’d set for meeting with Joanna’s parents. Josh frowned guiltily. This was the third time this had happened, and he’d blown off countless other events that Joanna considered important, so he could keep partying.

Sometimes it was just hard to stop having fun… he felt bad, but, Joanna knew when she married him he loved to have a good time. Getting up slowly, he went to the fridge to grab some water and a sandwich.

When Joanna got back, he’d apologize, and she’d forgive him, and they’d both move on. Like always.

***

When Joanna arrived home, she didn’t come into the living room right away. In fact, she went right upstairs. Josh continued to watch his television show, listening to the sound of her moving things around upstairs. When she finally came back down, she was carrying something.

"What's this?" Joshua asked, nervously, looking at the bags Joanna was holding.

One was the same leather suitcase they'd taken on their honeymoon. The other was a new suitcase, in a soft shade of pink. She dropped both on the floor, on either side of her.

"Josh, we need to talk," she said, frowning. "I'm sick and tired of you going out all night and partying. The two of us are supposed to be adults, facing the world together. Instead half the time I find myself making excuses for you. I feel more like a mother to a big baby than a wife."

Josh hung his head, ashamed, frowning. He'd heard this lecture many times before, and while he did feel guilty, he also knew it was best to just act as remorseful as possible to make it pass as quickly as possible. Joanna would forgive him in no time, like she always did.

"I can tell you're not really even listening, are you?" Joanna said, sighing. "That's alright. I didn't really expect you to."

"That's why I'm leaving."

Joanna's statement felt like a punch to the gut, and Josh looked up, his mouth open in an almost-comical expression of shock and horror. The suitcases...

"Please, babe, no, you can't!" he pleaded, looking aghast. "I'll do anything."

"It's too late for words to change anything, Josh. You clearly don't really mean anything you say, since you make the same promises every time you let me down."

Josh opened his mouth to argue, but found that he couldn't. She was right, she was totally right, and now he'd fucked up with the only woman he'd ever loved.

"Please, please don't go," he begged, tears filling his eyes.

"I didn't think you cared, Josh," Joanna said, checking her phone for travel plans. "Since you never bothered to take care of this relationship."

Like a helpless child sobbing for his Mommy, Joshua began to cry, sobbing loudly as he got to his knees, clinging to her dress, trying to keep her from leaving him. It felt so sudden, but he knew he only had himself to blame. All he could do was cry, hoping she'd take enough pity on him that she would stay.

"Please, I'll do anything, anything," he begged over and over.

Finally, Joanna responded.

"Anything?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. "Anything at all?"

Seeing light at the end of the tunnel, Joshua nodded frantically, swallowing hard.

"Yes, anything, anything at all, I promise, I'll do it, please, babe, just give me a chance!"

Joanna seemed to think about that... and then, slowly, she started to smirk. Josh didn't like the look of that smirk, but what else could he do or say now?

"Okay then," Joanna pointed towards her first suitcase. "In this case is all the things I was planning to take to my parent's house tonight, as I was leaving you. I didn't think you'd be willing to really commit to fixing this relationship, and I still have my doubts. But if you're that desperate..."

She trailed off, pointing at the other suitcase.

"Inside that are the supplies I think can help fix our marriage. You treat me like a mommy you can have sex with, all the benefits of acting like an irresponsible child with none of the rules or structure that come with it. If you're going to make me take care of you like a little baby, I think you should be treated like a baby."

Joshua wasn't quite following her, but she nodded towards the case.

"Open it," she said, simply. "And then tell me how much you're really willing to do to save this marriage."

Joshua shuffled forwards on his knees, unzipping the case and letting it fall open. He gasped, horrified and shocked for the second time that day.

Inside the case were about a half dozen fluffy, folded, diapers. If they were pure white Joshua might have been confused about what they were, but they were brightly patterned, with little boats and stars on them, and purple wings.

Underneath the diapers, Josh could see several brightly colored outfits, a handful of pacifiers and baby bottles. What did this mean? Did Joanna want him to have a baby with her, did she think that would help him be more mature? He looked up at her, but she only smirked harder as he pulled out one of the diapers, slowly unfolding it.

With alarm, Joshua realized the baby-patterned diaper was enormous... Or rather, it was exactly his size. It was a baby diaper by all appearances, but it was sized for a grown man. Holding it up, his mind slowly ticking along, Josh gave his wife a look of disbelief.

She couldn't mean...

"Yes, that's right," Joanna said, smirking. "I expect you to wear that. You agreed to try 'anything' to help with fixing our relationship. Well, this is what I want you to try."

"Jo, you can't be serious," Joshua said, incredulously. "This is crazy."

"Then don't do it," Joanna said, shrugging. "I'm not forcing you. I've told you this is what I want you to agree to for me to stay. I have my other suitcase packed for a reason."

Joshua gulped.

"I was sure you wouldn't be able to show any real commitment to our marriage."

Looking over the diapers, Joshua's mind raced as he considered his options. He could never let Joanna go... but here she was, about to walk out. To stop her, he'd have to go along with this crazy plan. It was too much, too weird, and Joshua wanted to tell her to get the fuck out and take her bullshit suitcase with her - but he knew there was a good chance if he said that she'd really listen.

Sighing, Joshua finally nodded, his voice barely a whisper.

"Okay."

"What was that?"

"I said, okay," Joshua repeated, blushing. "I'll, I'll do it."

Joanna beamed, pushing the adult suitcase away and taking the diaper out of Josh's trembling hand.

"I'm so glad to hear that! Now, lay down, so I can put a diaper on you, while I explain all the rules of our new arrangement."

Josh gulped and swallowed, laying down on the floor. His wife unzipped his trousers and slid them down, his underwear soon following suit. Normally his cock would have been springing to attention instantly, awaiting the feeling of her soft lips wrapped around his shaft, or her tender touch on his balls. Instead, right now it was completely flaccid, dangling down slightly as Joanna lifted his backside with surprising strength.

As his rear landed on the soft padding, Joanna began to speak.

"Now, rule one. You wear diapers at all times. You use them at all times. You do not ever use the bathroom without my permission - if you need to poop, or pee, you use your diapers. Do you understand?"

Joshua cringed at the thought of using his diaper at all, and his face was bright red and hot at the idea of it, how humiliating it would be to ask his wife's permission to use the restroom. But he nodded, reluctantly. Perhaps she'd forget about all this in less than a day and he'd never have to use it at all?

The diaper was brought up between his legs as Joanna continued.

"Rule two. I'm not your wife anymore. I'm your Mommy. Okay? No more using my first name either. Just 'Mommy', got that?"

Josh nodded again, but Joanna gave him a pointed look.

"I asked if you understood, Josh."

"...Yes, Mommy," Joshua said, feeling he might sink into the ground and disappear, shame engulfing him completely.

"Rule three," Joanna continued, satisfied with his response and starting to tape up one side of the crinkly diaper. "You do as Mommy says, at all times. You go to bed when Mommy tells you, you obey Mommy, and if you don't, you'll be punished."

Joanna smoothed the front of the diaper out and taped the other side up, looking down at her handiwork with a smile. Joshua's face was flushed pink as he looked up at her, following her gaze down between his legs to the diaper he knew was there, because he could feel it, thick and crinkly and patterned. He whimpered, seeing it covering his manhood, hiding it with layers of thick padding that he could already tell would make him waddle.

Seeing his gaze, Joanna chuckled.

"Oh, rule four - no playing with yourself. In fact, no sex- no 'grown up time' of any sort unless Mommy says so."

Joshua pouted, looking like an overgrown toddler in his rumpled t-shirt and thick baby diaper. It soooo wasn't fair she was treating him this way. He sat up, trying not to blush even more as he felt the thick padding shift as he moved, the cottony softness honestly very comfortable, and the loud crinkling humiliating him further with every tiny motion.

"Grumpy, baby boy?" Joanna teased, pinching his cheek. "Well, rule five - you can make this stop at any time. But when you do, know that will be the end of us. I'll walk out the door and never come back. So I suggest you try and follow the other rules first, okay?"

Swallowing, Josh nodded. Yes, of course it was 'okay'. It wasn't like he had any other choice, after all.

"Now, let's get the big baby properly dressed up, hm?" she cooed, squeezing his cheeks.

Joshua blushed, looking away with impotent anger as Joanna smiled, rifling through the suitcase. Eventually she pulled out a green t-shirt with a picture of toddler's TV character on. It was definitely not something Joshua would have chosen to wear normally, but it wasn't too bad. Someone who didn't know him well might think he was being ironic.

Joanna made him lift his arms, easing his old, grey shirt off, and pulling the new one down. It felt... nice, in a strange way, to have her dress him. Joshua couldn't help but mumble a 'thank you' afterwards, quickly appending 'Mommy' to it once he saw Joanna's look.

"Now, sit on your knees and lift up your shirt so your diaper shows," Joanna said, standing up.

Joshua obeyed, blushing, not sure what she wanted from him, but doing it anyway. When he saw her camera phone, he whimpered, opening his mouth to protest.

"Jo- Mommy, you can't!" he pleaded, having no idea who she was going to show the photo to, but terrified anyway... If his friends at work saw him like this... Oh god.

"You're so right, baby," Joanna replied, unusually chipper. "I can't... not without accessorizing!"

Before Joshua could protest, a big, baby blue pacifier was shoved into his mouth. He suckled, frowning hard, as Joanna stepped back. The camera light flashed, and then flashed again, as she took a photograph of him looking up at her cutely, a pacifier in his mouth and a thick crinkly diaper between his legs.

"Awwww, such a cute picture!" Joanna gushed, grinning as she rapidly typed something on her phone.

"...Mommy, where are you sending that?" Joshua asked, whimpering around the pacifier. "Mommy?"

Joanna just laughed as she read messages that were coming in from her phone, before sliding it back into her pocket

“Don’t worry about it, sweetie. Let’s watch some tv, hm?”

***

Other than the diaper, it was a fairly normal evening from then on. Every so often Joanna slid her hand down and patted his bottom while the two of them were snuggling, and Joshua would break out into a fresh blush, reminded of the thick diaper he was wearing. Joanna also kept pushing the pacifier back into his mouth, and Joshua learned to be quiet, suckling softly, his cheeks flushing with shame.

He couldn’t believe this was happening to him. He’d always been a normal, slightly exuberant guy, but now his wife had decided she was his Mommy, and he was her diapered baby boy.

After a few hours, he felt his stomach rumbling.

“Aw, does Mommy’s widdle guy need nommies?” she asked, cooing as she patted his backside. “How about we order something from our favorite restaurant?”

Joshua agreed, nodding instantly, and Joanna got up off of the couch to go and ring them. Joshua was a little surprised she hadn't asked him to cook for them both, but he guessed that babies probably weren't allowed to cook.

"Hey, can I get a chicken tikka..." Joanna's voice trailed off as she walked around the corner. Still feeling the effects of his hangover, Joshua slumped back onto the sofa, sleepily... he would just take a quick... rest...

Joshua was awakened by the sound of the doorbell ringing. He jumped up without even thinking, before looking down and seeing his bare legs - and then remembering his plight, feeling the cushion-y padding between them. Blushing, he made to sit back down, but Joanna called down the stairs to him before he could do so.

"Honey, could you get that? I'm using the bathroom..."

Swallowing, Joshua looked down at himself. It was obvious Joanna had planned this, and he felt shame at just the thought of another human being seeing him in his crinkly pampers. He briefly weighed up his options - he definitely didn't have time to find his pants, answer the door, come back and then pull them off and hide them again. Tugging at the diaper, he wondered if it was less embarrassing to answer the door naked, or in what looked like a giant pampers.

The door bell rang again, more insistently this time, and Joshua jumped, knowing he had no more time to make a decision.

With trembling fingers, he grabbed the door handle and opened it. The cool air on his bare legs made him shiver, but he smiled at the delivery girl anyway, trying to keep her eyes from drifting downwards.

He failed, almost immediately.

"Hey, your curry is- Oh my god! Man, what are you wearing?" the girl asked, unable to stop herself from laughing loudly.

Not answering, Joshua looked at the floor, shameful tears filling his eyes once more. Ordinarily he might have imagined the girl in front of him would think he was attractive, handsome. Maybe he'd even have flirted harmlessly with her a little. But now he felt like a shamed toddler caught wearing diapers at daycare, and all he could do was stare at his bare feet.

"Oh Joshie, what's the matter with you?" a voice came from behind him, and he stiffened, squeezing his eyes shut as he heard his wife approaching. "Sorry, he's not normally so shy."

"Shy? Dressed like that?" the young woman chuckled again, handing over the bag of food. "$28, please."

"Well, he didn't dress himself, obviously," Joanna replied. "His Mommy did."

Joshua felt like his whole face was on fire from how red it was turning. The delivery girl chortled again, looking him up and down with apparent satisfaction.

"I've got to take a picture, can I?" she said, pulling out her phone. "For my friends, they'll never believe me."

"No!" Joshua replied, whimpering, and then gasping in shock as his wife - his Mommy - swatted him on the bare back of his upper thigh.

"Joshua, the grown-ups are talking!" Joanna scowled at him, before smiling politely at the woman in front of them. "Anyway, of course! I'd be happy to let you do that."

Joanna put one arm around Joshua's waist, posing him slightly as he looked at the ground, ashamed and looking away.

"Look at the camera, sweetie!" Joanna insisted, and he did so, pouting and red-faced, but unable to do or say anything to stop it.

The girl holding the phone paused, clicked, and then beamed.

"Awesome, got it, thanks!" she said. "Here's your food!"

She handed the bag over to Joanna, who passed it to Joshua. Meanwhile Joshua himself could still feel himself reeling from that encounter. His mind raced with images of where that image could end up, feeling the control of the situation slipping rapidly through his fingers, knowing now this whole thing had already gone too far for him to really come back from.

"Joshua, sweetie, go put that in the kitchen," his Mommy ordered, distractedly as she peered at the photo her new friend had taken. "Oh my, you really have to send that to me! My phone number is..."

The sounds of the two women laughing and talking about him were muffled as he walked into the spacious kitchen. Doing a double-take, he realized something had changed, and looking again, he instantly saw what it was.

One of the chairs had had some kind of booster seat attached to it, and two connecting pieces on either side that, he worked out, would allow the plastic tray on the table to slide into place, locking an adult in as they ate. It was essentially a high chair for someone his size, and he blushed as he realized that.

Joanna had been really serious about this after all... Remembering his earlier promise, Joshua gulped. Maybe this wouldn't be over in a day or two, after all.

"What's this?" he demanded, when Joanna walked in.

"I'm sorry?" Joanna replied, frowning. "Is somebody being a little brat? Do you need me to turn your backside pink?"

"No, Mommy," Joshua replied, hurriedly. "I'm just... curious. Why is it here?"

"It's a highchair for you, silly!" Joanna said, shaking her head as if she couldn't believe he'd just asked such a ludicrous question. "Now come on, get in so Mommy can feed you."

Joshua felt furious. It was one thing to put him in diapers when they were in private, and even to let a stranger see him in them, briefly. But to parade him around and let somebody else take a photo of him, in this embarrassing state, barely a man.. .And then tell him he had to climb into a highchair so 'Mommy' could feed him... Joshua let his face show his anger.

"No! I won't! I don't want to!" he insisted, trying to keep his voice stern, hoping he didn't sound like a little boy, but afraid (with good reason) that he was failing. "You can't make me."

"Oh, can't I?" Joann said, looking equally irritated. "I think as your Mommy, I definitely can."
 

"You're not my Mommy! You're my wife, stop thi-"

Joshua shrieked as he felt the wooden spoon come down hard on the back of his thigh, leaving a bright red imprint. The shock brought tears to his eyes, and he stared at Joanna with a gaping, open mouth as all his machismo and anger flooded away.

"Now listen to me, Josh," Joanna said, angrily, advancing on him. "You agreed to this. After letting me down over, and over, and over, this was the last straw. And you had the chance to walk away. But you chose not to."

"But, but-"

“No buts! Stop making excuses young man! I’ve had it up to here with your attitude, and the only reason I’m even still here is because I think maybe if I treat you like the little boy you so obviously actually are, you’ll learn a little respect.”

Joshua sagged, pouting. It still wasn’t fair.

“I hope we’re clear,” his Mommy growled. “Now bend over the counter.”

“M-mommy, please, no,” Josh said, whining. “I’ll be good, I promise.”

If she wanted him to act like a baby, maybe if he played along she’d take pity on him and not punish him?

“NOW, Joshua!”

Eeping at Joanna’s loud tone of voice, Joshua scrambled to bend over the kitchen counter, his rump sticking right out. He felt the diaper being pulled down and off, something that he thought he would make his heart leap with joy… but now he just felt terrified, dreading the spanking he knew was coming.

"Please, Mommy, you don't need to-"

The spoon whistled through the air before coming down with a SMACK on his backside. Joshua yelped in pain, trying to reach back to rub the sore spot, but Mommy's spoon whacked at his fingers, making them retreat rapidly, whimpering.

Mommy continued, bringing her spoon down again, and then again, the air filling with the sound of loud swats, Joshua gasping and trembling in pain. His rump stung and so did his eyes, tears starting to drip out onto his cheeks. As Mommy gave a particularly hard swat, Joshua cried out in pain, and then started howling, sobbing helplessly as he took his punishment.

"I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" he cried, fat, guilty tears flowing down his cheeks. "I'm sorry I was bad, Mommy!"

Seemingly ignoring his words, Joanna swallowed, steeling herself, before she smacked his rump some more, seeing him shudder and sob as his backside began to grow pinker and pinker.

"Why are you sorry, Joshua?" she asked, as she lined up another smack.

"Because I- OWWW! - because I was n-naughty and never -OUCH!- never did the stuff I p-promised?" Joshua whimpered, crying as Joanna's spoon hit him right across the sweet spot.

"You hurt Mommy's feelings,"  Joanna said, plaintively. "You embarrassed Mommy -WHACK!- and completely blew off all the commitments we made together as a couple!"

"I'm s-sorry!" Joshua cried, shaking. "I'm so so so so sorry!"

He meant it. How could he have been so selfish to his own wife? Tears filled his eyes, this time of humility and shame. Had she been holding onto these feelings of resentment long? How long had she suffered because of him.

“Are you really sorry?” she asked, pausing, her voice slightly strained as if it was full of emotion.

“J- Mommy, I promise. A real genuine promise. I’m really truly sorry,” Joshua sniffled. “And if this is what it takes to make it up to you… I accept it. I might not always like it, but… I just want you to know how much I love and appreciate you.”

Joanna seemed to sniffle herself, then - but then she WHACKed Joshua’s backside once more, making him yelp with pain.

“I’m glad to hear it, baby boy. But don’t think your punishment is over just because you’re sorry!”

“I know, Mommy,” Joshua replied, forlornly, sniffling. “A-and I’m prepared to take the punishment…”

Joanna responded only with another hard swat to his rump.

Over the next few minutes, something strange started to happen as he was spanked. The swats still stang horribly, and occasionally he gasped and tried to squirm away from the pain of a smack that hit too hard, but the tenderness was palpable as Joanna stroked his lower back, soothing his stinging bottom with caresses between every other swat.

Each smack sent a jolt, straight between his legs, and with some humiliation he realised that his cock was starting to rise to attention from the spanking. Why was this turning him on? He was supposed to be the big strong man, but instead he found himself rock hard as his wife bent him over the table and spanked his rear end raw.

He felt so… naughty. Like a bad little baby boy. He couldn’t help but let out a little moan at a more gentle slap, biting his lip shyly. He was almost disappointed as the spanking came to an end and Joanna kissed the back of his neck.

“All done, Joshie,” she said, pulling the back of his diaper up over his rump. She tried to pull it over the front, and then paused, finding his cock standing erect and in the way. She said nothing, but gently helped it into the diaper, eliciting a soft whimper from Joshua as she helped him stand up, his rear end smarting.

“What happened to your diaper, baby?” Joanna asked, with faux surprise.

Blushing, Josh looked down at himself. The padding of his crotch was tented outwards with his hardness, swollen and aching in his diaper. It looked as uncomfortable as it was.

“I don’t know, Mommy,” he fibbed, shyly. “I just got really really excited…”

“Awww, sweetie,” Joanna smirked, rubbing his hardness through the diaper, eliciting a pleased gasp. “Do you want Mommy to make baby feel good? And help that diapee fit again?”

Joshua moaned in pleasure, nodding vigorously in response.

“Y-yes please, Mommy,” he moaned, rocking his hips, pressing his cock against her palm through the diaper.

Joanna chuckled, stroking gently up and down through the crinkly diaper, feeling his hardness throbbing and pushing against the thick plastic. He moaned in pleasure, gritting his teeth as his hips rocked.

“Mommy, why does it feel so good?” he gasped, getting into the role.

“Because it’s a special grown-up big boy feeling, sweetie,” his Mommy cooed, her hand grasping the shape of his erection through the padding. “Only for good boys, like you?”

She rubbed up and down quickly, precum leaking into the absorbent inside of the diaper, his hips pushing hard against her hand as he moaned vulnerably. He loved it, loved how his Mommy was making him feel good, loved how he was so under her control. He humped her hand, grinding against the diaper like a desperate puppy dog, even whimpering like one, biting his lip, the pleasure building and building.

“Baby wanna make stickies?” Mommy asked, smiling as she rubbed harder, the sound of crinkling plastic filling the air. “You have to ask nicely, little one!”

“Please Mommy,” Joshua moaned loudly. “Let baby make stickies, pwease can baby make stickies in his pampers?”

He knew he wouldn’t be able to hold it back for much longer anyway, the kinky excitement of being in a diaper and grinding against it exciting him more than he thought possible. He panted, grinded, needy and desperate, his eyes pleading with her for an orgasm only his Mommy could allow…

“Awww… Of course, sweetie,” Mommy said, wrapping her hand hard around his member through the diaper. “Come on, make stickies, make stickies in your diaper for Mommy!”

Joshua grunted, huffing and rocking his hips, pushing himself more eagerly and frantically against her palm through the diaper, until, suddenly…

“OH! MOMMY!” he gasped as he came, pushing himself hard against her.

He moaned, eyes rolling back as his hips rocked lanquidly, spurt after spurt of cum soaking into the diaper as his hard cock rubbed against the soft padding of the inside of the diaper. He could feel himself throbbing and knew his Mommy could feel it too, squeezing it through the padding as he drained his balls straight into his diapers.

“Gooood boy,” Mommy said, as she slowly removed her hand, feeling his orgasm ebbing. “Such a big mess in your diaper!”

“Uh… huh…” Joshua said, panting. “I need a change, J- Mommy.”

“Not yet, sweetie. You need dinner first.”

Joshua sighed, but didn’t complain - climbing up into his ‘high chair’ and awaiting his dinner, tummy rumbling and diaper crinkling and sticky inside.

It was going to be an interesting few weeks…

End?

My Wife is my New MOMMY? Pt 2

That night, Joanna had strapped Josh into the semi high chair and served him curry. Not his favorite, a spicy, exotic tasting dish, but a mild, creamy, coconut-flavored sauce, with no meat.

"Jo- I mean, Mommy," Joshua had whimpered. "There's no chicken in it..."

"Mmmhmm," Joanna had said as she spooned some out of the bowl. "It's just like baby food for my little baby!"

Then, before he could protest, Josh's Mommy was spooning the warm, thick liquid into his mouth. He blushed as she cooed at him, swooping the spoon through the air like an airplane. He knew how he looked, with a thick, poofy diaper on his backside, being fed slippery mush by his 'Mommy'.

"Who's Mommy's good boy, hm?" she asked, and Josh's face went bright pink. "Who is it?"

"M-me..." Joshua replied, shyly. "I'm the good boy?"

Joanna seemed pleased by that. She kissed his forehead as she finished feeding him the last spoonful, leaning down to wipe his messy face with a paper napkin, her blouse parting slightly as she did so to expose her round, full breasts.

With dinner over, Joanna led her bashful little boy upstairs, teasing him about the sound of his diaper rustling. He hoped she might change him out of the sticky diaper he’d been in for a while, but she insisted he stay in the diaper for now.

“It can come off when it’s really used, baby boy,” she said, and Joshua whimpered, hoping she wasn’t serious.

Joshua was apparently going to be sleeping in his diaper and t-shirt, but Joanna stood up off of the bed, slowly stripping off her clothes to get ready for bed. As Joshua watched his wife’s ample figure being slowly revealed, he felt his cock stirring once more. At least one part of him was still a real man…

He licked his lips as he watched her slide off her stockings, her skirt slowly slithering to the floor. Joanna caught him staring and raised an eyebrow, smirking.

“Does my little man like to watch Mommy undress?” she teased.

“Yes, Mommy,” Josh agreed, blushing. “...It makes me feel funny.”

“Oh? Funny how?” Joanna asked, as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse, her full bust coming into view, button by button, revealing her bosom barely contained by her white bra.

“It makes my peepee hard, Mommy,” Josh said, embarrassed at how he was talking, but strangely aroused, too. It made him feel vulnerable and childlike, while Joanna was powerful, seductive, in control.

“Oh, it does, does it?” Joanna asked, as she unhooked her bra, letting that fall to the ground too. “Well, if it makes you so excited to see Mommy naked, how about we play a special big boy game together?”

Joshua nodded so hard he worried his head would fall off, his mouth hanging open foolishly as his eyes focused on Joanna’s panties as they were slowly slid off, her perfect plump peach between her thighs coming into view.

“What kind of game, Mommy,” he whispered, as she sat naked on the bed beside him.

“Mommy wants you to give her kisses, sweetie,” Joanna said, with an almost maternal smile.

Joshua wriggled forwards on the bed, his diaper crinkling, as he kissed Joanna gently but earnestly on the lips, grinning as he pulled away. The heat and tension in the room had increased, but he was enjoying the foreplay now, drawing it out as his Mommy shifted her legs apart wider.

“Oh, no, sweetie, Mommy meant a special kiss… Down here,” Joanna smiled, her own face slightly flushed, using her fingers to spread her folds and show off he pinkness nestled between them.

Joshua clambered between her thighs, leaning down. He took a deep whiff of her feminine scent, whimpering as it filled him with lust, his cock now achingly hard as it was trapped in the confines of the diaper. He leaned forwards, pressing his lips against Joanna’s slit, and she gasped happily.

“Good boy, good boy,” she muttered, stroking his hair.

“This seems naughty, Mommy,” Joshua said, in a cute voice, and Joanna moaned softly at the sight of her diapered husband saying those words.

“Well… maybe you’re my naughty boy then, hm?”

Joshua considered that, licking his glazed lips, and then grinned before he slowly made his way back down between Joanna’s thighs.

“I like being your naughty boy, Mommy,” he told her, between gentle, exploratory licks between her folds.

“Ohhh, gosh, I know, baby,” Joanna moaned, spreading her legs as wide as possible.

Joshua licked slowly at first, his tongue lingering on her outer lips, teasing as he moved slowly inwards, feeling Joanna tense in anticipation and then moan in disappointment as his tongue flicked for only a moment between her folds. He continued that for a while, his teasing getting closer and closer together, until his tongue gently slid up and down between her soft pinkness, enjoying the taste of her pussy.

“Ooohh, you’re making Mommy feel so good, my little diaper baby,” Joanna huffed, her hips rocking slightly as Joshua’s tongue split her folds over and over, rolling casually over her clit and making her whimper for more.

“Mmmm,” Josh moaned too, sending vibrations between Joanna’s legs that made her gasp and shudder.

His lips nudged and teased her clit, while his tongue lapped oh-so-gently at her entrance, tracing her folds over and over, coaxing whimpers and gasps and squirms from her feminine body. Josh could feel her heartbeat thumping in her stiff nub, could tell she was needy, desperate, begging for him to bring her over the edge.

His own hips pushed too, against the diaper, trying to grind against something that moved with him. Joshua whimpered frustratedly, his hard cock throbbing pointlessly in its padded prison, unable to do anything to stimulate himself properly. He was so overcome with lust, so desperate, and he began to pour all that energy into eating Joanna’s pussy.

“OHHH! BABY!” Joanna cried, eyes flying open as she felt Joshua’s renewed burst of energy.

He was like an animal, licking sucking, devouring the deliciousness between her legs as if he were trapped in the desert and her sweet cunny was a fragrant oasis. Joanna moaned and bucked against him, burying her fingers in his hair as his tongue seemed to hit all her sweet spots at once, firmly running against her clit again and again, swiping her g-spot briefly, a full-on oral assault as she tensed and pushed her groin hard against Joshua’s face, her baby-husband, eating her out in a thick, crinkling diaper.

Joanna gasped as she came, trembling, a gush of juice hitting Joshua’s tongue that he eagerly lapped up. His tongue stroked her clitoris over and over as he felt it throb, Joanna pushing eagerly, desperately against his mouth, losing her mind with pleasure as he took her over the peak and then some, her body shaking with the sheer overwhelming feeling of her orgasm.

When the waves of pleasure finally subsided, Joanna trembled, leading Joshua up to cuddle her in the afterglow. Panting and satisfied, she kissed his sticky lips, patting the front of his diaper, feeling his hardness there.

Joshua whined, looking at her pleadingly as she vaguely groped the shape of his cock through the padding.

“What is it, sweetie?” she asked, breathlessly.

“Can baby cum too, please, please Mommy?”

“Hmmm,” Joanna paused, seeming to be considering it. Her hand grasped Joshua’s shaft loosely through the diaper, and she stroked gently up and down, feeling him push his hips hard against the light stimulation, groaning.

“...No, I don’t think so,” she said, letting go, as Josh sagged in disappointment. “You already had a big boy treat for today. Mommy doesn’t want you to get spoiled.”

Joshua pouted like the big baby he was, sitting in their marriage bed and dressed in a thick diaper that barely contained his straining erection.

“But-”

“Don’t argue with Mommy, sweetie,” Joanna chided. “Or you’ll be getting another spanking. You don’t want that, do you?”

Dejected, Josh sighed and shook his head. “No, Mommy.”

“That’s a good boy,” Joanna said, kissing his cheek. “Now, let’s both try and get some sleep…”

She lifted the covers, shuffling them over them both. Joshua slid down, resting his head between her breasts, an infantile but comforting position as he clung tight to his ‘Mommy’.

“You know,” he whispered. “I thought you might have replaced the bed with a giant crib when I came up here at first…”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Joanna replied, sleepily. “I couldn’t possibly afford...nmm… a crib AND a stroller.”

Joshua laughed slightly at that, assuming she was joking. It didn’t take long at all for them both to fall asleep - Joanna completely nude, and Joshua in his poofy white diaper and t-shirt.

***

Joshua woke up at around 3am, a familiar pressure in his bladder rousing him from his sleep. He groaned, moving to roll out of bed, when he remembered the diaper, crinkling loudly as he moved. He blushed - how could have he have forgotten it? It was so thick, encasing his cock and rear in thick plastic and padding.

Biting his lip, Joshua shifted again to try and get up and go to the bathroom, wincing as the bedroom filled with the noises of rustling plastic. Maybe he could just sneak out and back in without Joanna noticing.

“Mm… Baby?”

So much for that plan, Joshua thought, sighing.

“Where are you going?” Joanna asked, yawning as she sat up in bed. “You’re not trying to use the bathroom, are you, baby?”

Joshua looked at the floor, saying nothing.

“Oh dear,” Joanna said, smirking. “Someone really was being a naughty boy. Come back to bed, sweetie.”

“Joanna-”

“Mommy, remember?”

“...Mommy, I, I can’t do it. It’s too embarrassing,” Joshua whined, pouting. “Please don’t make me, Mommy.”

Joanna shook her head, patting the bed beside her and inviting Joshua back into it. Reluctantly, he got on his hands and knees, crawling towards her with his diapered bottom sticking in the air. She rolled him into her arms, sliding a hand down and gently patting the white front of his diaper.

“It’s okay, sweetie, that’s what the diapers are there for. You’re my baby boy now, so you’ll have to get used to using your pampers.”

“But, but,” Joshua tried to protest, but Joanna’s arm had snaked around his waist, holding him in bed as he squirmed slightly, feeling the discomfort of holding his urine for several hours.

“Shh, no buts, sweetie. Remember you’re just Mommy’s little baby now, and little babies use their diapers without reservation.”

Joshua opened his mouth to protest, but one withering look from Joanna’s direction made him shut it again. It was obvious the only way this would end was with him wetting his diaper - or getting another spanking. His rear still smarting from the last time, Josh pouted, closing his eyes and focusing hard.

It was tricky to overcome years of potty-training, instincts screaming at him that he was still clothed, that he needed to get to a toilet instead of emptying his bladder in his underwear. But after several seconds of pushing, he felt the first tiniest trickle start to run out.

“A-ahh…” he sighed, his body going limp as he wet himself for the first time in over a decade.

Urine flowed out into the diaper, being quickly absorbed by the thick white padding. Joshua blushed as he felt it growing soaked and heavy with his own pee, the wet warmth against his skin feeling alien and odd but not disgusting.

Joanna also felt him wetting through the front of the diaper, and she rubbed it gently as the light yellow color spread out, leaving the padding sodden and well-used.

“That’s my good little baby boy,” she cooed, kissing his cheek. “Fill your diapers for Mommy.”

Joshua whimpered, but nodded, continuing to wet. Slowly but surely, the flow ended, and his diaper now felt significantly heavier and bulkier. Joshua pulled his legs together, realizing the soaked undergarment now kept his legs apart - if he were walking, he’d be forced to waddle like a toddler to get anyway.

“Such a little baby,” Joanna teased, snuggling back down under the covers. “Well, goodnight little one. You have a big day tomorrow…”

“W-wait… You’re not going to change me?” Joshua asked, pouting. He wanted out of this soaked diaper right now - he wasn’t a baby!

“Joshie, little babies don’t ask for changes, they get changed when their Mommies decide,” Joanna murmured, exasperated. “So go to sleep, and if you’re good, Mommy will change you when we get up, okay?”

Frowning as he wriggled back down under the covers, Joshua wasn’t entirely sure he’d be able to sleep like this, with the constant warm wetness against his crotch and rump, his legs pushed apart slightly by the diaper itself. But as he lay there with Joanna, he actually began to find the warmness of his used diaper… comfortable. It was almost a turn on, and he felt his penis throb slightly, although it didn’t stiffen.

Tired because of the hour, Joshua yawned, closing his eyes, and soon, to his surprise, falling asleep once more.

***

Joshua woke with a start once more, but this time it was because Joanna was untaping his diaper.

“Good morning, little man,” she cooed, smiling at him as she pulled the wet diaper away.

Joshua smiled, and then blushed, feeling his morning hardness throbbing in the cooler air. His mild excitement from last night had flourished into a full-blown erection, and Joanna raised an eyebrow as she looked down at it.

“Looks like someone’s enjoying their diapers, hmm?” Joanna cooed, grabbing a wipe.

Joshua blushed at her comment, opening his mouth to protest - but as he did, the wipe was run across his hot, wet skin, and he gasped.

“C-cold!”

“Awww, I’m sorry baby, it’ll be over soon,” Joanna replied, delicately wiping his erection.

Josh had hoped he might get another ‘big boy treat’ when he felt Joanna’s hand closing around his hard cock, but she just wiped it clean, the cool wipes softening it slightly.

“Bottom up,” she ordered, and Josh groggily complied.

The wet diaper was removed, and Joanna slid a fresh new one under Joshua’s rump, quickly taping it up while his erection was waning. She patted the plastic gently, smiling at her baby’s diapered state.

“All done, sweetie!” she said, as she stood up to look through his closet.

As she walked away, Josh frowned - now he was more awake, he was thinking about work. What would people say if they found out?

Joshua worried Joanna would bring out some ridiculous outfit for him to wear, but to his relief, she brought out his usual suit and tie - although she insisted on dressing him herself, right down to tying the tie. It was embarrassing, but Josh endured it, smiling bashfully. It was almost nice, having somebody take care of him.

He stood up and went to look at himself in the mirror, frowning at the audible crinkling from under his clothes.

“I hope nobody notices I’m wearing this,” he mumbled, looking down at his crotch. “Do you think it’s obvious?”

“No,” Joanna replied, picking out her own clothes. “But they’ll know anyway. I’m going to call ahead and tell them about our new arrangement.”

Joshua’s eyes bugged out comedically as he heard that, and he whipped around to make sure Joanna had really said what he hoped he had only imagined.

“Y-you can’t!” he finally spluttered. “Please!”

"Oh, I can't, really?" Joanna said, looking vaguely annoyed. "I think you'll find that little babies in diapers don't get to decide what their Mommies can and can't do."

"Please, Joanna," Joshua replied, breaking role in his panic. "I can't, you can't do that, it'll ruin me, I'll be a laughing stock."

Joanna's face became stern and grim. She looked at Joshua for one, two, three seconds, and then sighed heavily, sounding irritated beyond belief.

"Joshua," she said, in a voice as cold as ice. "You agreed to this, remember?"

Gulping, Joshua looked frantically around the room, hoping to think of some way to make Joanna change her mind. She wouldn't really do that, would she? Expose him... expose this, to all his co-workers? He could feel himself breaking out into a cold sweat, his face flushed with pre-emptive embarrassment.

"I, I can't let you," he insisted, whimpering. "I'm sorry, Jo, but I have to put my foot down."

Joanna was silent for a moment.

"...It's 'Mommy' to you, baby," she murmured, stepping forwards.

"Please, Jo, this is hardly the- AH!"

Joanna had wrenched his arm behind his back, paralysing him with shock as she shoved him over her dresser, sending a few pieces of jewelry flying. Josh whimpered, wriggling underneath her as she began to undo his trousers, letting them fall to the ground before she patted his bottom.

He squirmed again, trying to get away. He wasn't sure if she'd suddenly become very strong, or if she just got him at a opportune angle, but whatever it was, he was pinned against the dresser now, bent over, rump raised.

"Joshie, you're being a very naughty little boy, aren't you?"

Heart pounding in his head, Josh felt so flustered, so weak, so childish. He wasn't sure what to say, so he just whined, stomping a foot like the child Joanna clearly saw him as.

"Lemme go!" he cried, and Joanna smacked his bare upper thigh, provoking another shriek from him.

"No, no, no," Joanna said, sighing. "Not until you've learned your lesson. I didn't think I'd have to remind you again so soon of who's in charge, but it seems like you keep forgetting who your Mommy is, don't you?"

Josh whimpered, eyes filling with tears, knowing what was about to come, and dreading it. He saw Joanna slide her wooden hairbrush off of the dresser, and felt his diaper being tugged down, exposing his backside.

"Please, Jo-"

His words were interrupted by a ringing, cracking sound as the brush came down hard on his backside. He howled, squeezing his eyes shut as the pain ran right through him.

Joanna lifted the brush again, smacking his backside again, and then again. Joshua moaned through gritted teeth, tensing his buttocks to endure the pain of the smacks, gasping loudly as another came down in the same spot, leaving it red and glowing. Joshua cried helplessly, feeling completely submissive, his protests and adult arguments knocked out of him by Joanna’s hairbrush swatting his backside over and over.

“Please, Mommy, stop!” he pleaded, slipping deep into a childlike headspace, where he was a naughty boy being spanked by his Mommy.

But although that slowed Joanna for a moment, he soon felt another hard swat on his backside. It was clear the spanking would end when ‘Mommy’ decided, not baby.

“Be quiet, you little brat,” Joanna grumbled, bringing the brush down hard on his upper thighs. “You need to learn your place!”

“I will, I will, I’m sorry Mommy!” Joshua bawled, crying like the big toddler he was as his backside grew redder and redder. “I’ll be a good boy, I promise!”

Joanna didn’t respond, thwacking him again and again, making him yelp, and cry, begging for the spanking to stop. Eventually, his crying slowed, and so did the smacks, coming less and less frequently until he finally felt his diaper being tugged back up, Mommy releasing him from his awkward position.

He tentatively stood up, glancing at Joanna uncertainly.

“Well? Are you going to behave now?” she asked, frowning. “I don’t like to punish you, but when you’re being so naughty…”

Joshua sobbed a little, nodding, feeling every bit the chastised little toddler he looked, rump glowing red from a spanking and a thick diaper covering it up. He reached towards Joanna for a cuddle, and she obliged, rubbing his back soothingly.

“I’m sorry, Mommy, I’m sorry,” Joshua moaned, sniffling. “I’ll be a good boy from now on, you won’t have to punish me again.”

And, unseen to him, Joanna smiled over his shoulder, knowing he meant it.

***

On the way to work, Joshua tried to stay distracted, but as soon as he arrived at work, he froze, knowing that by now Joanna would have called ahead and told them exactly what was going on with him. He flinched internally thinking about it - what kind of man lets his wife put him into diapers and treat him like a baby?

Finally, sighing, Joshua walked into work. He heard the whispers and giggles as soon as he walked in the door, but he tried to ignore them, walking towards his cubicle with his head held high, pretending not to notice the way the diaper crinkled loudly behind him.

“Josh?”

One of his bosses, Emma, poked her head out of her office and smiled at him.

“Could you join us in here for a little chat?”

Josh could only nod helplessly, his false bravado melting away in an instant as he walked into Emma’s office. His other boss, Derek, was also there, along with Emma’s new mousy-haired assistant, Paula.

“Take a seat, Joshua,” Derek said, smirking, as if at some untold joke. “And let’s talk.”

Numbly, Josh sat down, feeling his face burning with embarrassment. His bottom crinkled as he sat, and he smiled shyly at Emma.

“Coffee, Joshie?” she asked, and when he nodded, she gestured to Paula, who rushed off to the coffee maker.

“So, your wife called today,” Derek began, reading over a folder.

Joshua’s blood ran cold, even though he’d known this was coming. He was waiting for them to laugh, to fire him immediately. Why oh why did Mom- did Joanna have to get his work involved?

“A-and?” Joshua said, after some time.

“Josh, we’re now all aware of your… situation,” Emma began, diplomatically. “And we’re going to be supporting your wife’s decision to keep you in diapers until such time as she deems it suitable for you to ‘grow up’ and stop being her baby.”

Josh shriveled as she said those words, utterly humiliated. This was ridiculous! Were they really serious? Paula handing him his coffee, broke his focus, and then once he looked, he found himself blushing again.

Instead of a steaming cup of dark coffee with just a splash of cream, he had something light brown and milky, so milky it didn’t even burn his hands to touch the baby bottle it was held in. Joshua looked inquiringly up at Paula, and she just smiled.

“Drink up, baby,” she cooed. “I’m told this meeting might take a little while!”

Joshua pouted defiantly for a few seconds, about to demand his normal coffee, when a twinge of fear snuck in. Would he get another spanking for refusing? Hesitantly, he lifted the bottle’s nipple to his lips, suckling curiously.

The liquid that flowed into his mouth was warm, milky and overly sweet, but it was still coffee. Joshua felt his face turning pink as noisy suckling sounds filled the air, but he turned to look at Emma and Derek, showing them he was listening.

“We’ll be bringing in a new nurse to help you change,” Derek said. “And, other things…”

Emma and Derek looked at each other with amusement, but neither of them said anything further on the topic.

“For now, Paula will be in charge of checking and changing you,” Emma told him, smiling. “So you’ll get to know her very well over the next few days.”

The bottle nipple still in his mouth, Joshua whimpered as he looked over at Paula, who was also smiling brightly. Slowly, he stopped drinking the coffee, frowning.

“Guys… I…. come on. You don’t really have to do this, do you?”

“I’m afraid we must insist, yes,” Emma told him, frowning. “Of course if these new rules for you are… too much… we’d be happy to provide a reference to help you seek employment elsewhere. A very detailed reference…”

Joshua’s heart sank. He wasn’t sure exactly what Joanna had told Emma, but it was obvious that the two girls were sticking together. There would be nothing he could say to change the situation. Briefly, he toyed with the idea of quitting, but then he thought about the idea of being Joanna’s stay-at-home baby for the rest of his life… If this was humiliating, he had no idea how far she might take it if he was there all day.

“...Okay,” he finally said, in a tiny voice. “Is that all?”

Derek and Emma glanced at each other once more.

“Not quite. Before you go, Joshie, we’d like you to stand up and show us your diapers. Just so we can check them.”

Screwing up his eyes from humiliation, heart pounding, Joshua stood up. He undid his trousers, allowing them to fall to his ankles, revealing his clean white diaper. He heard a couple of gasps, and felt Paula coming closer.

Without warning, she slid a finger into one of the legcuffs of the diaper, making him yelp.

“He’s dry,” she said, as she patted his bottom in a way that made him feel even more like a toddler.

“Thank you, Paula,” Emma said, smiling. “That will be all for now Joshua. Paula will come and check on you in a couple of hours.”

Before he could say anything else, Joshua’s pants were pulled up and he was being whisked out of the door, still clutching his baby bottle of coffee. He blinked, then blushed, trying to hide it… before he sat down in his cubicle, and suckled it as discreetly as possible.

***

With the coffee, it didn’t take long for Joshua’s bladder to start demanding he go to the restroom. He squirmed in his seat for a while, before he finally gave in, biting his lip as he slowly emptied his bladder into his diaper.

It was at once a relief, and worrying, that it was so much easier now to wet. Joshua moaned with the feeling of release as his diaper grew soggier, warmer. Once again, he noticed just how good it felt against his groin, his cock stirring in his diaper once more.

It pressed against the sodden padding in just the right way, warm and wet, and without even thinking, Joshua began to rock his hips gently, biting his lip. His face was bright red from the shame of what he was doing, but it felt so, so good. His cock oozed precum into the soggy diaper as he rocked back and forth, squeaking his chair, eyes closed as he focused on the sensations, rustling and crinkling filling the air.

“Excuse me, Joshie.”

Joshua’s eyes opened wide, and he frantically looked over to see Paula standing over him, watching. They both had bright red blushes on their faces, and were silent for several long seconds.

“Um, sorry for… disturbing you,” Paula said, cautiously. “But I need to check your diaper.”

Joshua groaned, giving her a pleading look, but she merely shrugged and smiled.

“Stand up for me?” she said, gently taking Joshua’s hand. She skillfully undid his pants with one hand, groping the squishy front of his diaper with the other.

“Oh boy, somebody needs a change, huh?”

Blushing, Joshua was led out of his cubicle. He tried to grab his pants, but Paula said there was no point, he’d be back soon - so he was led by the hand, waddling, his wet diaper on show to the entire office, down to conference room C.

***

Inside the conference room, Joshua was laid down on the enormous table, blushing. The huge size made him feel even tinier and more babyish, and it didn’t help that Paula was looking down at him, slowly untaping his diaper.

“Oh my!” Paula gasped as she pulled the front of the diaper away, Joshua’s firm erection springing out immediately.

Joshua turned away, shyly, a bashful grin on his face.

“S-sorry,” he said, nervously. “I uh, it just happens sometimes.”

“Oh, it’s okay,” Paula said, cheerily as she opened her wipes. “It’s very normal for babies to get erections during changes.”

She frowned, tugging at a stubbornly stuck wipe, before continuing.

“It’s just, a little shocking, when you’re such a biiiig baby.”

Not sure if that was a compliment, Joshua blushed anyway, shivering as she started wiping him clean. The cool wipe on his bare flesh yanked him out of the almost-casual conversation and straight back into this weirdness, where he was laying on a conference room table and having his urine soaked diaper changed by a woman he barely knew. It was so humiliating, Joshua just closed his eyes, hoping for it to be over soon.

Paula didn’t even bother asking him to lift his rump - with one hand, she held his ankles, and lifted, pulling the wet diaper out from under him and wiping his rear. The dry diaper was finally pushed underneath him, and Joshua almost found himself sighing with relief as Paula taped up his diaper, glad it was over.

“All done, baby boy,” Paula said, patting Joshua’s bottom as he walked out the door. “I’ll come see you a little later, okay?”

Joshua tried to waddle as discreetly as possible to his cubicle, trying to protect what little was left of his dignity.

***

Joshua tried not to focus on the diapers too much, just wanting to work normally, but the office made it… hard.

He was checked very vocally every hour, or less, and changed once more before the end of the day. Every so often Paula would offer him coffee, and he’d get another baby bottle. Once he made his own cup of coffee and she took it away, scolding him.

“The coffee machine is not for babies!” she’d said, threatening to spank Josh if he did it again.

Even when Josh had tried to do something as simple as grab a donut from the break room, another concerned employee had come over, fussing over him, insisting she break it up into tiny little pieces so it was ‘safe for a baby’.

The end of the day couldn’t come soon enough. Joshua felt like his face would be permanently red as he left work, he’d been blushing so much all day. He was glad for the brief time to himself as he drove home, but he was also glad when he reached home and saw Joanna standing there, smiling.

“Oof, somebody’s huggy today,” Joanna giggled as Joshua clung to her, sighing.

“I had a weird day, Mommy,” Joshua said, pouting. “Maybe you know something about it?”

Joanna slowly let a smirk spread over her face, and when Josh saw it, he began pouting, just as much.

“Mmmaaaybe,” she said. “Sorry, baby boy. We did agree you were going to be my little one for the foreseeable future…”

“Mmmf…” Joshua grumbled, huffing and burying his face in his Mommy’s chest.

Joanna made an ‘aww’ noise, stroking his hair. Joshua was so cute, not even noticing how babyish and small he was acting. And speaking of babyish…

“How’s that diaper, baby?”

Joshua blushed again, refusing to meet her eye. He’d wet just after leaving work, and the warm wetness had now turned cold and clammy.

“...Icky.”

“Well let’s go change, hmm?” Joanna said, leaning forwards to whisper her next words. “In the bedroom?”

Joshua instantly perked up, and obediently followed her upstairs, laying on the bed with his legs parted. It had only been a day, and already he could feel his body responding just to the idea of Joanna changing his diaper, such a weird concept just a day ago - but there it was. His cock was tenting the front of his diaper in an obvious way by the time Joanna returned with the wipes, and Josh whimpered, pushing his hips up against the soaked padding with an imploring look on his face.

Sliding off his pants, Joanna smirked as she untaped his diaper, his stiffened cock immediately swinging into view. She chuckled, raising an eyebrow.

“Is some naughty little boy enjoying his diapers?”

Blushing, Joshua wanted to deny it. But he also wanted Joanna’s hand stroking his cock, and he couldn’t lie - last night and today, the soft, wet padding of the diaper had felt pretty good against his crotch.

“Yuh huh, Mommy,” he finally replied. “They make my thingy stiff.”

“Oh dear,” Joanna said, faux-gasping. “Well then, maybe Mommy had better take care of that before she puts your new diaper on, hm?”

Joanna wasted no time. Her hand wrapped around Joshua’s aching shaft, and he moaned low in the back of his throat, nodding his agreement. He thrust eagerly against her palm, wrapped around his shaft, whimpering and gasping as she rubbed up and down, up and down, feeling his heart pound in his groin.

“Such a good baby for Mommy, aren’t you?”

“Y-yes, Mommy,” Joshua managed, watching as Joanna lowered her head to his groin.

He couldn’t help groaning as he felt her lips parting around his cocktip, tongue sliding and swirling across the dripping end of his penis. Joanna sucked gently on his length, cheeks bulging and hollowing out as she bobbed her head back and forth, her hand on his shaft still sliding up and down, stimulating all of him.

“Ohhh, Mommy, that feels so good,” Joshua whimpered, trying not to rock his hips too aggressively, panting with excitement as she fondled and cupped his balls.

“Mmm,” Joanna replied, the vibrations making Joshua shudder with pleasure.

Her lips slid up and down his hardness, his cock being pushed and pulled in and out of her mouth, her tongue and lips working his most sensitive areas. Occasionally she would take him deeper, and Joshua gave soft moans of pleasure as he felt her whole palate massaging and teasing him, his hard cock throbbing needily in her mouth.

Joanna stroked harder now, her head bobbing on his erection as she pleasured him, feeling him growing tense, toes curling, breath heavy in the back of his own throat as hers was stuffed with his meat. She cupped his balls, gently fondling them as her other hand whipped up and down the slimy shaft, moaning on his tip, pushing him closer to the edge, making him whimper and whine with pleasure.

“Oh! Mommy! Mommy, baby’s cumming!” Joshua gasped, as he did just that.

Joanna swallowed happily as Joshua’s penis twitched in her mouth, hot ropes of cum flooding it as an unbearable pleasure rocked his world. He groaned softly, his hips twitching as he drained his throbbing balls down Joanna’s throat, feeling her eagerly gulp down each drop, until, finally, he sagged, the last few strands of cum spilling lazily into Joanna’s mouth.

Joanna quickly swallowed, wiping her mouth as Josh laid there, dazed but happy, his cock slowly starting to soften. She pulled out a wipe and began to clean him off, eliciting a whimper as one last trickle of cum dribbled out of his tip.

Before Joshua even knew it, Joanna had taped up a fresh diaper, leaving his cock soft and nestled in the padding.

“I love you, Mommy,” Joshua murmured.

“I love you too, baby boy,” Joanna replied, kissing his forehead.

End.

The Office Nurse made me LOAD my DIAPERS!

Joshua nervously walked into the office, not sure what would be waiting for him. His first and second day back at work as his Mommy’s diapered baby boy had been horribly embarrassing, but he was starting to get used to drinking everything out of a baby bottle - even though the coffee seemed to get milkier and milkier every time he drank it.

Harder to get used to was the frequent diaper checks and changes by his boss’ pretty assistant, Paula. Every hour, like clockwork, she would march over, make him stand and drop his pants, and check to see if he was wet, like he was a real baby. He’d grumbled a few times about the inconvenience - all that happened was Paula said she’d talk to his Mommy about getting pants with snaps on to make it quicker.

“Or there’s always dresses,” she’d mused. “Those are easier to check under.”

Joshua had hurriedly assured her that pants were fine.

But apparently today Paula wouldn’t be the one changing him at all. His bosses had said the new nurse who was capable of dealing with his ‘unique needs’ would be arriving today, and that thought made Joshua very nervous. What new humiliation would she inflict on him?

Some of his co-workers giggled as he walked past, rustling loudly. By now everybody in the office knew what was going on with him and that he was in diapers 24/7 - that he was wetting them like a baby and being changed on a table whenever he filled them. Some people thought it was hilarious, others seemed to find it cute. Joshua wasn’t sure which was more embarrassing.

“Hey there, little man,” one of his more attractive female co-workers said as he was going past. “You’re in a hurry. What’s the matter, got a full diaper you need Miss Paula to take care of?”

Joshua felt his cheeks turn scarlet, shaking his head shyly. Before this had happened, before he’d been turned into his wife’s obedient little diaper boy, he and the woman in front of him had had a lot of flirty conversations. They never went anywhere, obviously, since he was married - but it felt nice to know he could probably have had her if he wanted her.

Now those lingering, flirty looks over her coffee mug missed him entirely, and he could see she’d occasionally glance and look up at another man who was standing by the water cooler, biting her lip. His heart sank, knowing he was no longer even a man to her, to anybody - he was a baby, and that’s all anybody saw him as.

“Well,” the woman said, chuckling as she reached up to ruffle Josh’s hair, making him feel small despite his height. “Us grownups have got to get back to work. See you around, kiddo.”

Josh tried not to pout as he made his way towards the new nurse’s office. Other people seemed to have adjusted to his new status remarkably quickly, far quicker than he himself had. Was it really so easy for them to just see him as a baby?

When he brought those feelings up to his Mommy, she’d laughed.

“Well, of course it’s easy for them to think of you that way, silly,” she said, as she did her make up in the mirror that very morning. “Anybody who met you probably realized what I did long ago - that you’re just a toddler in an adult body.”

Was that true? Had his co-workers really been thinking that about him the whole time?

Joshua didn’t have much more time to think about that now. He was right in front of the door, which had a shiny new plaque affixed reading ‘Infant Care Room’. That made him blush too, but he was here now - trying to conjure up any lingering feelings of adult masculinity, he curled his hand into a fist and banged on the door.

“Come in,” came a feminine voice, and Joshua pushed open the door shyly.

“Well hello,” the red-haired woman said, motioning for him to sit down as the door closed behind him. “You must be Joshie, am I right?”

“Um… yes ma’am,” he replied nervously, trying to smile the way he used to smile at pretty girls as he sat down - only managing a bashful, childish grin.

“Aww! Well aren’t you a little charmer!” The woman remarked, beaming at him. “I’m Nurse Rita, it’s lovely to meet you.”

“You, too,” Joshua offered.

“And such good manners! Alright…”

She peered around on her desk until she found what she was looking for - a clipboard with some kind of form or checklist attached to it. Squinting, Josh could make out his name at the top, but not much else.

“Now, sweetie, do you know why I’ve been brought in here?”

Joshua felt his face was a furnace - he’d never get used to talking about this out loud…

“Um… To, to change my… diapers?” he said, hesitantly.

“Very clever, little buddy,” Nurse Rita said with a wink, the kind that made Josh feel like a small child being condescended to - it was not the kind of wink a woman gave a man.

“Yes, that’s right, I’m here to change your diapers,” Nurse Rita continued. “But I’m also here to make sure you’re fit and healthy and looked after at dayc- I mean, at work. Your Mommy is leaving me in charge of your care for the time being.”

“Oh,” Joshua said, frowning. “What does that mean?”

“It means I’ll decide when it’s breaktime, what you’re having for lunch, when it’s naptime…” Joshua’s eyes had gone wide at the mention of ‘naptime’, but Rita carried on, ignoring him.

“Making sure you’re drinking plenty of fluids - I’ll be keeping a record of your diaper changes on the wall chart there - and of course, I’ll take care of your discipline, if you’re naughty.”

“Discipline?” Joshua groaned, having a pretty good idea of what that meant…

“Yes, Joshie,” Rita said, smiling. “Time outs, scoldings… oh, and spankings, of course.”

“Of course,” Josh grumbled.

“Now, back to my first job… Making sure you’re healthy. I’m going to need to do an examination, alright?”

Josh nodded, always a little anxious at doctor’s visits, but not wanting to show it in front of Nurse Rita.

“Okay, well, first of all I’d like to take your heart rate,” she said, wheeling her desk chair around to the other side of the table, holding her stethoscope ready. “This might be a little cold..”

Joshua gulped, and then shuddered as he felt the cold steel on his skin. He hated being poked and prodded, it made him feel like some kind of alien specimen being studied. Plus he was always afraid he’d somehow end up needing a shot… And now he noticed his waistband was poking up, showing off his diaper, making him blush harder.

“Hmm,” Nurse Rita said, thinking as she checked his pulse, pushing his shirt up further as she moved the stethoscope around on his chest. “Take a big boy breath in for me… Aaand out?”

Joshua complied, feeling slightly dizzy after she repeated the request a few more times.

“It looks like your heart’s beating a little fast,” Nurse Rita told him as she pulled the stethoscope away. “Tell me, Josh, do you find going to the doctor a little bit scary?”

Without even thinking, the words “Uh huh” slipped from Josh’s mouth in a soft, childish voice. He pouted as soon as he’d said it, looking away from Nurse Rita. He was a man, damn it… he wasn’t supposed to be scared of something as simple as a routine health examination…

“Aww, that’s okay,” Rita said, smiling. “Lots of little boys and girls are afraid of the doctor. I’ll try and go slowly and explain everything I’m doing, okay?”

“...Okay,” Josh said softly.

“In fact, why don’t I get you a friend out to help you feel braver?”

Joshua wasn’t sure what she meant as she wheeled herself back behind her desk, pulling open a drawer - until she held aloft a fluffy green teddy bear, making it wave its paw at Josh as she smiled. He bit his lip, uncertainly - he definitely did NOT want to cuddle with a teddybear… did he?

“Here we go, sweetie,” Nurse Rita said sweetly, as she slipped the bear into Joshua’s hands. “Just give him a snuggle while I take care of everything else. I’ll do your blood pressure next.”

Hiding his pink face in the bear’s green fur, Joshua cuddled the stuffed toy to his chest, focusing on that for a moment, and not whatever Nurse Rita was doing. He glanced up when he felt her gently extending his arm, wrapping the blood pressure cuff around it. Josh whimpered, knowing it was going to feel uncomfortable and strange, squeezing the teddy to his chest as the cuff began to squeeze.

It was silly and embarrassing, but it really did make him feel a little better. As the cuff paused at the tightest spot, he bit his lip softly, peering out from behind the bear to see the monitor, the numbers slowly climbing.

“Hm… 132 over 86… It could be lower, but I’ve seen a lot worse,” Nurse Rita muttered almost to herself, before turning to Josh with a gentle smile. “You did a great job, kiddo. Did Teddy help?”

Josh felt a strange feeling coming over him, as if by being treated so much like a child every day he was starting to slip into the role himself. He giggled and nodded softly, his cheeks flushed as he scuffed his feet across the floor.

“Okay, now we’ll need to do the physical examination… Could you hop up on the examination table, please?”

Shyly, Josh obliged, hyper-aware of his diaper crinkling under his clothes as he moved to the padded examination table. Of course, any minute now she’d see it for herself, a thought that made Josh blush all the harder.

Nurse Rita pulled the teddy-bear printed privacy curtain halfway around, reaching down and undoing Joshua’s shirt buttons. Once she undid the last button, the shirt fell open all the way, and Joshua looked away in embarrassment as he realised the front waistband of his diaper was showing again.

“That’s a good boy, lay down for me,” Rita said, smiling warmly as she pulled Josh’s shirt off and then reached down to undo his pants.

There was something deeply shameful and symbolic about how those pressed, smart work trousers were pulled down, revealing the thick, poofy diaper beneath. Joshua whimpered, fighting the urge to hide his diaper with his hands - instead, he hid his face behind the bear again.

“Well, this looks dry, but…”

Nurse Rita slid a finger into the cuff of the diaper, running it along the inside of the padding. Once she was satisfied the diaper was completely clean, she patted Josh’s padded crotch with a smile, as she walked to the wallchart she’d pointed out earlier.

Josh looked at it a little more closely now, peering out from behind the teddy bear, trying not to think about how humiliating his current position was. The chart was wipe clean, with the days of the week up one side, and times across the top. Joshua watched Rita find the 9am spot for Wednesday, and put a big, green tick in it.

“What happens if I’m, uh, wet, when you check me?” Joshua asked, shyly.

“You get a red cross,” she explained, smiling. “But don’t worry - you’re a little baby now… you’re expected to use your diapers.”

Josh nodded dumbly, as he thought of the embarrassing prospect of a whole chart of red crosses to indicate that he, a grown man, kept wetting himself. He whimpered, hoping he managed to keep control before Joanna got tired of this.

“Now the physical exam,” Rita said, smiling. “Stretch out your arms and spread your legs.”

Hesitantly, Josh obeyed, lifting his arms slowly, his teddy clutched in one hand. Rita gently lifted each one of his limbs in turn, checking them for any injuries. She was going a little overboard, but she wanted to start with something simple before she moved on to more… challenging parts of the exam.

“You’re looking a little plump,” she said, squeezing some chubbiness on Josh’s belly. “I’ll tell your Mommy to watch what she feeds you.”

Josh blushed, but said nothing, closing his eyes in embarrassment as his diaper was undone. Rita snapped on a pair of blue medical gloves, gently cupping his testicles in one hand. He bit his lip as she gently kneaded them, feeling blood flow to his crotch.

“These are very healthy, baby boy,” she remarked, as she moved her gloved hand to his flaccid shaft.

Her eyes twinkled with mischief as she looked up from her task for a moment.

“Don’t worry,” she teased. “I’m sure it will get bigger when you grow up…”

Joshua frowned at that, but couldn’t think of anything to say to defend himself - particularly because as she fondled and manipulated his soft cock, it began to harden. His eyes went wide, his mouth a thin line of embarrassment as he saw and felt himself growing erect in her hand.

“Oh! Perhaps you’re feeling a bit more grown up now, then?” she said, blushing a little herself.

“I, I’m so sorry…” Joshua spluttered, his cheeks pink. “It’s not, I mean, I don’t-”

“Shh baby boy, it’s okay,” Nurse Rita said reassuringly. “It’s completely natural. It’ll go down soon.”

“If you’d like,” she said, softly. “I can give you a… medical procedure. To make the swelling go down?”

As she said that, her gloved hand rubbed up and down his shaft, the friction almost painful. Joshua swallowed, his face red. There was no doubt about what she was asking…

“My Mommy…”

“Has already agreed she approves any and all… treatments, I deem necessary,” Nurse Rita said, with a seductive smile. “If you like, we can call her and ask? I think she’s at work, isn’t she?”

“N-no, it’s okay,” Joshua said, hurriedly. He couldn’t imagine the mortification if he were to do that. “Uh, um… yes. I, I think I’d like that.”

“Ask me nicely, baby boy…” Nurse Rita said, removing her gloved hand and reaching in one of several drawers for a small packet of some kind.

“Um… pretty please can you … do that?” he said, hopefully.

“No, no… Ask me like the little baby boy you are,” she chided, opening the packet, which turned out to contain lubricant that she poured into her hand.

Biting his lip, Josh could feel his heart racing. Pretending to be a little boy while he did this felt so naughty, and it made him feel so vulnerable, so humiliated, putting on a gooey, mushy baby voice even in an intimate moment like this.

“Please… Pwease Nurse Wita,” he said, screwing his eyes shut in embarrassment. “Pwease pway wiv my peepee.”

Instantly, he felt that gloved hand, slick with lubricant, wrap around his throbbing shaft. He moaned, squeezing his teddy bear to his chest, as Rita’s hand squeezed his cock just as tight. Her motions were gradual but precise, and Josh found himself fighting the urge to buck and hump against her slow, teasing strokes.

“Therrre’s a good baby boy,” Rita cooed, as she stroked up and down his cock. “Why does baby want me to play with his peepee, hm?”

“Feels nice, Nurse Wita,” he said, in that same shy, babyish voice, whimpering as he felt her increasing the speed of her hand, so tight, squeezing him hard as she masturbated him.

Laying on the back, his skin sticking to the examination table, looking at the babyishly patterned curtain while a nurse stroked and fondled his throbbing cock, it was easy to lose himself in the fantasy too. He was Mommy’s diapered little boy, getting a special treat from the nurse for behaving so well during his procedure. Moaning, he rocked his hips up in time with Nurse Rita’s hand movements, trying to follow them naughtily.

“That’s a good little boy, good baby,” she cooed, as Joshua whimpered, peering down at the way she was rubbing his shaft up and down, faster now, from behind his new friend. “It feels nice, doesn’t it, my naughty little man?”

“Ohhh, yes, it feels re- weally, weally good, Missus - nghh- N-nurse Rita!” Joshua said, panting enthusiastically. “Pl-please don’t stop touching my peepee!”

Rita obliged, gripping his cock ever tighter, her wrist motions a blur as she worked him into a huffing, panting, groaning mess, humping frantically against her hand.

“Is baby going to make stickies?” she asked, breathless herself.

“Uh huh!” Joshua said, gasping himself, his cock throbbing urgently with the need for release, when, suddenly.

“Ooooo, gooood baby!” Rita cooed as she felt Josh’s member pulse hard in her hand, sending a spurt of hot cum into the air, splattering on Josh’s belly.

As Joshua moaned, helplessly bucking and grinding against the hand that was still stroking him up and down, milking every last drop, he shivered with the overwhelming pleasure he was feeling, gasping as his body pushed out load after load, splattering into the tissue Rita was now holding over his tip.

His orgasm slowly died down, a last spurt lazy dribbling down Nurse Rita’s gloved hand, as she removed it, leaving his hypersensitive shaft alone as he breathed heavily, awash in bliss. Pulling out a wipe from the dispenser, Rita quickly cleaned the still-warm cum off of her hand and Joshua’s belly and crotch, balling it up with the tissue into a sticky mess that she then threw into the trash.

“Alll done, sweetie,” she cooed, smiling. “See, the nurse’s office isn’t so scary after all, is it?”

Josh shook his head, a distracted, dopey smile on his own face.

“Now that you’re nice and relaxed, baby boy, Nurse Rita’s going to take your temperature.”

“T-take my- mmf!” Josh found himself being rolled gently onto his front, his nostrils filled with the scent of sanitized hospital beds as his cheek was now squashed against the examination table.

His heart thumped with trepidation as he glanced back, gulping, seeing Rita using another packet of lubricant to prepare the thermometer. Joshua was very afraid of where she was planning on sticking that…

“N-nurse, can’t you just put it in my mouth?” he pleaded.

“Don’t be silly,” Nurse Rita replied, with a chuckle. “It’s much more accurate rectally… Besides, sweetie, little babies can’t hold still properly to have their temperature taken.”

“But, but-”

“No buts!” Nurse Rita said, and then chuckled, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “Well. One butt! And here comes the thermometer…”

Whining, Josh turned away, not wanting to see what he could feel happening. Nurse Rita grasped one of his rump cheeks, pulling it to the side to get access to his tight backside. Joshua felt the slender tip of the thermometer probe his back passage, and gasped with surprise as it began to slide into him.

It didn’t hurt exactly, since it was so slim - despite how much Joshua’s muscles were clenching against the invader. But it was cold, and cool, and poking up inside where things didn’t belong, and Josh gritted his teeth and closed his eyes at the humiliation, finding it very uncomfortable.

“That’ll take a few moments,” Nurse Rita said, grabbing her clipboard again. “I’m going to ask you a few more questions, alright, baby?”

“U-uh huh,” Josh said shakily, extremely away of the thin object lodged in his backside, unable to stop focusing on it.

“Attaboy,” Rita said, tapping her clipboard with a pen. “So, Joshie - how often do you have a bowel movement?”

“Wh-what?” Josh said, looking around with wide eyes, caught off guard by the personal and slightly gross question.

“Sorry, sweetie,” Rita said, looking apologetic. “I guess that’s a big word for a baby… How often do you make a stinky?”

Josh’s face was bright red as he answered, wanting to explain he’d obviously known what she meant, but knowing it was futile.

“Um… maybe once or twice a week?”

Rita’s eyes narrowed and she ‘hmm’ed as she wrote something down, but said nothing else until she asked her next question.

“How often do you get to make stickies?”

Josh blushed and stammered, feeling very uncomfortable, and every awkward, shy movement reminded him of the thermometer in his backside. He whimpered, feeling very much like a shy little boy put on the spot about his toilet and masturbation habits at a doctor’s visit.

“...I don’t know… um, once a day, maybe? If my w- if Mommy lets me.”

“Ah, so you’re not allowed to make stickies on your own?”

Joshua hesitated, part of him wanting to lie - but he sighed, knowing he’d be caught eventually if he did. Pouting, he confessed that, yes, he was only allowed to make stickies if a ‘grownup’ helped him.

Rita smirked playfully at that.

“Actually, sweetie, I already knew that. I was testing to see what you would say - if you told me a fib, I was going to spank that cute little butt of yours.”

Joshua’s eyes went wide again for a moment, and then he looked right at her, pouting fiercely.

“No fair,” he said, childishly, making her laugh at his cute behavior.

“Sorry buddy, I have to make sure you’re behaving…”

“Hmf,” Josh said, but more playfully this time. “Is it done yet?”

“Let me check… it looks like it is…”

Josh gasped again as he felt the thin shaft of the thermometer being slid out of his tight passage, glad to have it out but discomforted by the sensation of it leaving.

“Hmm.. Looks like it’s all good here,” Nurse Rita said, smiling as she set it aside to clean after Josh’s appointment. “Alright, well, I have one more procedure to do before I can let you go… And I’m afraid you’re not going to like it.”

“Wh-what is it?” Josh said, clutching his bear, not liking the sound of this. What could be worse than that nasty little thermometer up his bottom?

“I’m going to give you an enema, Joshie,” she said, in a businesslike voice. “So please get your bottom in the air, and wait patiently while I get it ready.”

“N-no! Please!” Josh protested. He couldn’t, just couldn’t let her do that. It was beyond humiliating, and he couldn’t stand the thought of anything else invading his tushie today.

“Josh,” Nurse Rita said, suddenly stern. “We can do this with your full co-operation, or I can go and fetch the biggest men in this office - and have them help me hold you down.”

Josh swallowed hard, as he looked from the nurse, to the door, to the chart on the wall, his mind running through a million scenarios.

They all ended the same way: him with a tube forced up his backside, and water flowing into his bowels. Only, if he submitted, it wouldn’t be as bad…

“Okay,” he said softly, defeatedly, giving up another piece of his adulthood, his manhood.

“Okay,” he repeated louder, looking right at Nurse Rita. “...Be careful?”

“I always am, kiddo,” Rita said soothingly, moving over to something Joshua hadn’t really noticed when he first entered the room.

A bag hung from a metal pole - on wheels, Joshua noted - and a long tube that wrapped all the way around it. He watched with dread as it was wheeled over, whimpering, Rita motioning for him to move into position. Reluctantly, he pushed his bottom into the air, shuffling forwards on his knees while he kept his front half pressed against the exam table.

“Wonderful,” Rita said, smiling, as she uncurled the hose. “Now, sweetie, I’m going to put this little nozzle in your bottom-”

“It doesn’t look very little…” Joshua said, biting his lip - the thin plastic shaft was much wider than the thermometer had been.

“Don’t be silly, Josh,” the nurse said, chuckling. “I promise, it will slide right in.”

Josh pouted, doubting her words very much, but not able to do anything to stop this or dissuade her. He really was as helpless a child he thought to himself, as he watched, swallowing as Nurse Rita lubricated the enema nozzle. She approached him, and he trembled, knowing what was coming next.

“In it goes,” Rita said, gently, the tip of the nozzle pressing at Josh’s tight pucker.

As he’d predicted, it felt far bigger than the thermometer, and he could feel his muscles clamping, trying to refuse it entry. But Rita was determined, and soon, he felt his clenched hole being pushed open.

He made a strangled squeak as it slid further into him, delving into his bowels as Rita guided it inside. It ached in a strange way, his body reminding him urgently that something was lodged in his bottom, spasming every few seconds to try and push it out, but it was lodged - or held - firmly inside him.

“Alright, the hard part’s over, sweetie,” Nurse Rita said, then chuckled, seeing Joshua’s expression, the miserable little boy sulking with embarrassment.

“Okay, fine,” she admitted, rolling her eyes. “One of the hard parts is over.”

“I’m going to turn the valve on now, okay?” she continued, walking back to where the bag was hanging. “This is just a saline solution, it should help get your bowels working…”

Josh bit his lip anxiously as he saw her turn the little knob, knowing water was now flowing through the hose. It reached him more suddenly than he’d expected, and he gasped at the unusual feeling of cool liquid flowing into his bowels.

“U-urgh… why do we have to do this?” he moaned, feeling the water slowly filling his belly.

“Pooping once a week isn’t good for you,” Nurse Rita said, frowning as she stroked his back, seeing it quiver as his bowels were filled. “You’ll have regular enemas until you’re going regularly.”

She glanced at her clipboard, resting on her desk.

“Besides, I’ve been instructed to help you get used to using your diapers. I’m sure once you’ve been messy a few dozen times, you won’t even bat an eyelid. That’s what babies do, after all.”

“W-what?!” Josh groaned, sweat beading on his forehead from the discomfort of such a volume of liquid filling him. “Nooo!”

“Yes, I’m afraid so. Babies don’t get to use the toilet.”

Joshua whimpered, feeling tears sting his eyes. The discomfort of the tube crammed into his bottom, the growing swelling of his stomach, sloshing with water - and now this new humiliation, knowing he was expected to empty his enema into his diaper, pooping his pants like an un-pottytrained toddler.

“Ngh.. it’s so full…” Joshua groaned, feeling his bowels swollen and full of liquid, his stomach cramping. “Please, can we stop now?”

“Not yet, baby,” Nurse Rita said, gently. “The bag’s not empty yet.”

Joshua trembled, gripping his bear tightly with one hand while his nails dug into the thick vinyl of the examination table. He’d never had such a volume of anything up there, and it just seemed to never end. If he’d been in control he would have gotten up long ago, but with Nurse Rita in charge he felt more and more liquid flooding into him, his guts churning in protest, insisting he expel what was filling them.

“All done!” Nurse Rita said, suddenly. “Squeeze your muscles shut while I take out the nozzle, okay?”

Joshua grunted as he did just that, his buttocks quivering as he clamped his muscles closed. He felt so… full.

Nurse Rita yanked the nozzle out of his backside, eliciting a very un-manly squeal, before she rolled him onto his back, quickly moving his diaper back into position, taping it up with an efficient precision. Joshua blinked, and he was back in his thick diaper, stomach heaving with the fullness of the enema.

“C-can I… do it behind the curtain?” he asked, uncertainly, his bowels spasming insistently.

“Certainly not!” Nurse Rita said, with a chuckle. “I need to get some paperwork done, and tidy this room up after your examination. You need to go back to work. I’ll come find you in an hour.”

“What?! N-no, you- guh!... Nurse Rita, please!”

His pleas fell on deaf ears, as she was already pushing him out of the door, then closing it in his face. Stunned, he turned the knob a few times, and then whimpered, realizing he was completely shut out.

More than that… She hadn’t re-dressed him. Joshua was completely exposed, only the plastic shell of the diaper covering his shame, and his guts gurgled, reminding him soon he’d have far more to be ashamed of.

“No, no, no,” he hissed, his face burning, vaguely aware of several people poking their heads out of their cubicles, to see what was going on.

Tears of shame and impotent anger burned in his eyes as he clutched his bare stomach, feeling the ominous rumbling building. He couldn’t believe it had come to this. He used to be well-liked, respected, the topic of water cooler gossip in the nicest ways… Now he stood in just a diaper, waiting to soil himself and be changed by a woman he barely knew, whenever she felt like it. He’d never been so humiliated in his life…

“Ohhh,” he moaned, turning away from the door. Desperately, he looked around for his cubicle, rushing towards it.

“S-sorry!” he stammered, as he bumped in to a guy on his way through the hallway, just catching the man’s shocked expression as he darted into his cubicle.

He could feel his guts pushing as he trembled, panting, looking down at the desk. He tried to clench his muscles shut as tightly as possible, feeling the cramps getting worse and worse, so much pressure as his stomach rumbled angrily, all of it surging towards his puckered opening.

Just as he was reaching the height of discomfort and panic, the phone began to ring. He groaned, wondering if this day could get any worse, picking it up with a trembling hand, knowing ignoring calls could get him in serious trouble.

“J-josh Sykes, second floor,” he said, his voice trembling. “H-how can I help you?”

“Baby!” Joanna’s voice came through the speaker, and Joshua felt a little relief that he wouldn’t have to pretend to act normally on the phone. “How are you feeling?”

“U-um,” Josh shook, sweating, grunting as another wave of cramps went through his body. “...N-not good, J- … Mommy.”

“Oh dear,” Joanna said, although her voice sounded amused. “What’s the matter?”

Joshua groaned, by now fairly sure she knew what the matter was, but knowing he’d be in trouble if he didn’t respond.

“I… Nurse R-rita gave me an enema, Mommy,” he said, whimpering. “My tummy h-hurts…”

“Oh no, is the poopy trying to come out, little one?”

Joshua flushed even more at her embarrassing language, but despite his humiliation he found himself blurting out a childish response.

“Yes, Mommy, it’s pushing real bad!”

“Well, you know what to do to stop your tummy hurting, don’t you?”

Joshua gulped, a reluctant frown on his face - and then gasped as another wave of cramps hit him, hard, tears in his eyes just from the feeling.

“Y-yes…” he said, meekly, whimpering.

“Good boy… crouch down for Mommy, okay?” Joanna ordered gently, and Josh felt his knees bending, grunting as he got into a classic toddler squat, obeying his Mommy as she talked him through messing himself.

“How does it feel?”

“Gnuh! It’s… it’s c-coming!” Josh said, straining against the force of the contents of his bowels, trying desperately to escape.

“That’s right, baby boy,” Joanna cooed, delightedly. “Fill your pampers for your Mommy, just load your diapers like the helpless toddler you are.”

Joshua sobbed, but there was no holding back now. He pushed, only slightly, crouching beneath his desk like an embarrassed child. The enema he was holding and the mess inside surged forwards, and with a groan, he began to empty his bowels noisily, grunting and biting his lip as he pushed out the sticky mess into his diapers. As he strained he felt his bladder release as well, squirting urine that darkened the front of his diaper as the back got fuller and saggier.

Finally, after what seemed like hours of straining and pushing, Joshua’s bowels quivered, then relaxed, completely empty. He cried in shame, but there was relief there too, no longer cramping and aching from the enema inside him.

“I, I’m done, Mommy,” he whispered shamefully, hearing sniffs and mumbled comments from other cubicles, knowing soon the whole office would know about his mess.

“Good boy,” she crooned, pleased with herself. “Now, why don’t you sit down in your chair and get back to big boy work while you’re waiting for Nurse Rita?”

Joshua stood up, his legs shaking. He didn’t want to sit down, not with his full diaper… But he didn’t dare disobey his ‘Mommy’. Groaning in disgust and embarrassment, he lowered his rump to his office chair, hearing the ‘squish’ as he sat, the mess spreading out underneath his bottom. It was warm and mushy, and he blushed furiously, wishing he could be anywhere else.

“...I did it,” he said, softly into the phone.

“Awww! Such an obedient little boy!” Joanna said, and Josh swore he could hear her smirking down the phone. “I guess you must really love doing as you’re told, hm?”

Joshua whined in protest, but Joanna just laughed on the other end of the line.

“Well, I have to go now, sweetie,” she said. “Be a good boy for Mommy… Oh… and...enjoy your change!”

The line clicked, going dead, and Joshua groaned, putting his head on his desk. He could try to focus on work now, but it would probably be useless. All he could think about was his messy, loaded pampers, and the burning humiliation of being treated like a helpless toddler.

“Gross, what’s that smell?” he heard a woman comment as she walked past.

“Oh that’s just baby Joshie, probably. Don’t worry, the nurse will change him soon.”

Joshua didn’t think his face could get any redder, but that did it. Hearing his state talked about so cavalierly, somebody he didn’t think he even knew calling him ‘baby Joshie’, acting as if it was completely normal for him to soil himself… Embarrassed and ashamed, Josh tried to tune everybody out, pretending to work - but really just distractedly tapping the keys, glancing over at the clock every so often and hoping the nurse would be along soon.

Eventually, Rita did come get him, a little before the promised hour was up.

“Pee-yew, baby boy,” she said, chuckling. “That’s a ripe diaper - Let’s get you changed.”

Gratefully, eagerly, Joshua followed along behind her, snatching up the teddybear that had been left forgotten on his desk while he messed himself. It didn’t even occur to him how deep in he was now, to actually feel thankful to get a diaper change.

“Lay down for me, sweetie,” she ordered, and Josh climbed onto the exam table, wincing as he once again felt that mess against his rump, but glad he’d be getting out of it soon.

Nurse Rita untaped the diaper, and didn’t even grimace, keeping up a professional appearance as she gloved her hands once more, using wipes to clean Joshua’s bottom carefully. It seemed to take a while, and Joshua found himself blushing and fiddling with his teddy bear, humiliated and feeling guilty all at the same time - even though she’d technically forced this on him.

“Th-thank you,” he said, shyly, as she finally finished cleaning him, bagging the used diaper several times and depositing in a medical waste bin.

“That’s alright, baby boy,” she said, smiling as she got out another diaper - this one had teddybears on the front strip, and Josh had to admit he looked up in interest. “You have a little too much hair down there for a baby - it makes it much harder to clean. We’ll have to shave you at some point.”

Joshua just nodded dumbly, obediently lifting his bottom as she slid it underneath him. He waited for the diaper to be done up... But Nurse Rita was looking down at his flaccid penis, biting her lip.

“Joshie, baby,” Nurse Rita said, as she picked up his chart again. “After your examination - do you think you’re a healthy little boy?”

Josh looked uncertain, but then nodded.

“M-maybe?”

Nurse Rita smirked, and Joshua’s eyes opened wide as she unbuttoned her uniform, her plump, firm breasts being revealed, contained by her hot pink bra. Joshua felt his cock beginning to stir, and he moaned as Rita reached out, stroking and fondling him to full erectness.

“Oh, what a big boy,” Rita purred. “Do you have good… stamina?”

Joshua nodded eagerly, moaning as the nurse lifted her hand away.

“I’ll administer one more test today… it’ll also be a sort of reward for being such a good boy today, won’t that be nice?”

“Y-yes Nurse Rita,” Joshua murmured, watching her breasts as she climbed onto the table, straddling him.

He swallowed - this must have been what Joanna meant when she told him to enjoy his change. Joshua’s cock throbbed in the air, and he shuddered as he felt her dripping slit nudging against his cockhead, realising with a tiny thrill that she wasn’t wearing panties under her skirt. With a moan, Nurse Rita pushed backwards, his throbbing erection sliding deep into her warm, wet hole.

“Ooohhh, what a good boy,” Rita said, gasping. “Such a big, boy, aren’t you?”

“Uh huh,” Josh panted, feeling her walls massaging his length as she began to rock back and forth on top of him, his length splitting her folds over and over as he rolled his hips up to meet her motions.

Nurse Rita leaned over Josh as her hips gyrated slowly, sensually, his hardness sliding in and out of her slick wetness, making them both gasp with pleasure over and over as they fucked. Joshua panted, not believing his luck as he watched Nurse Rita’s breasts sway back and forth in his face, reaching out with clumsy paws to grope her, looking up for permission.

“G-go on, baby, it’s okay,” she said, and moaned happily as he grabbed and gently squeezed her heavy breasts.

Her movements increased in speed and urgency, her breath coming in gasps and moans and Joshua’s in pants and whimpers, totally passive as she rode his cock. He occasionally bucked up in time with her, and she gasped delightedly, but overall he was merely laying back, enjoying the pleasure as she bounced on his hard shaft.

“Oh, oh, n-nurse Rita, it’s feeling funny!” Joshua said, in a childish voice.

“Nmm, is baby gonna make stickies?”

Josh moaned, nodding hard, feeling his balls pulling up, tight, ready to release. The pleasure built inexorably and he found himself grunting and moaning in anticipation of his orgasm.

“G-go on then, baby boy! M-make stickies inside me, little one!”

She rocked frantically on his turgid length, passion building, the tension growing, hurtling towards a release they were both desperate for - and then, with a sudden gasp and a hard buck of his hips, Josh came again for the second time that day. His cum flooded into Rita’s welcoming pussy, and she gasped, moaning and shuddering as she orgasmed as well, her walls squeezing, milking his throbbing erection as he spurted again and again inside her.

“Ohhh… ohh, god, what a good boy,” Nurse Rita purred, as she sagged over him, both their orgasms ebbing away. “I can definitely write on your chart that you’ve got adequate stamina… But I might want to test it again sometime…”

They both smirked at each other.

***

Ten minutes later, Joshua was re-diapered and re-dressed, looking as he had when he walked in that morning…

...Apart from a brightly-colored sticker on his shirt, that announced in bold letters ‘I was a BIG BOY at the nurse’s office’.

End.


My Wife is my New MOMMY? Pt 3

When the weekend rolled around, Joshua sighed in relief. After a week of being Joanna’s baby boy at home and at work, he just wanted to hide away from the world. His manhood was utterly in tatters, everybody in his entire workplace now fully aware of how he was being treated.

And the new nurse who gave him enemas every day, forcing him to mess himself in full view of the entire office. Josh had thought the shame would get less after it happened enough times, but it just seemed to get worse, his cheeks burning with humiliation as he yet again emptied his bowels into his diapers, squatting with toddlerish grunts and whimpers as he loaded them.

The steam from the shower washed the shame away for now - at least Joanna allowed him this single adult pleasure. He was being timed, though, so he didn’t dare play with himself. He missed the days when he would get to have sex with his wife - instead of being coaxed into ‘making stickies’ through a diaper.

Finally out of the shower, he walked obediently over to the bed where Joanna was waiting.

“Good boy,” she purred, kissing his forehead as he sat down. “Let me just get this for you…”

She grabbed the towel that was wrapped around Josh’s waist, rubbing him with the fluffy whiteness all over. He blushed, submissively lifting his arms as she dried him off, whimpering slightly as she rubbed his genitals dry, feeling his cock stiffen slightly - but knowing Mommy wouldn’t let him make stickies any time soon.

Josh knew his childish, blushing posture was so different from the proud, adult man he used to be. Slowly he was losing his adulthood, learning to be dependent and clingy like a toddler. He wasn’t sure what was worse - that it was happening, or that part of him seemed to enjoy it.

“That’s my cute widdle baby,” she cooed, laying him down on the bed. “We need to get you dressed up all cute, ready to go out.”

“G-go out?” Joshua said, nervously, looking up at Mommy from his prone position. “W-where are we going?”

“Just to my parents’,” Joanna replied casually, but her smirk reached her eyes, obviously enjoying seeing Joshua squirm and worry.

“M-mommy, can I wear my big boy clothes?” Joshua asked hopefully, as he saw the t-shirt Joanna had laid out for him. “Please?”

“No, sweetie,” Joanna said. “Mommy’s picked out an outfit for you, okay?”

“...Okay,” Joshua mumbled, his cheeks pink, watching Mommy get out other items from the closet.

He watched her grab a paw of thick, babyish mittens with a pattern of bears in airplanes on, and frowned, seeing the locking chain on them glinting in the light. She kept coming up with new ways to humiliate and embarrass him.

Josh’s head lifted with curiosity as he saw her bring out a container of lube - and then he winced, lowering his head as he saw the pink buttplug she also brought out.

“Mommy, that isn’t going in my bottom, is it?” Josh groaned, pouting, knowing the answer already. “Please, Mommy.”

“Hmm,” Joanna said, looking at it carefully. “Well, how about this, little one - you can either have this in your cute little tushy - or a couple of suppositories. Which would you prefer?”

Josh groaned again at the false choice, his face flushing just imagining the humiliation of soiling himself in front of Joanna’s parents.

“...The buttplug, Mommy,” he said, whimpering. “...Please.”

“Please, what?” Joanna said, smirking as she walked towards him.

“...Please put the buttplug in my bum, Mommy,” Joshua mumbled, looking away shamefully, even as his shaft twitched in response.

“That’s my good boy,” Joanna cooed, grabbing his ankles. With his help, she pushed his legs up towards his head, struggling to lubricate the plug with one hand full, but eventually she managed to do it.

“Take a deep breath, baby boy,” she ordered, and Joshua obeyed, trembling nervously.

He’d gotten used to having his backside prodded and probed since Nurse Rita started giving him daily enemas, but he’d never had something lodged in his bottom all day. Joshua gasped as the plug pressed at his tightly closed pucker, and then winced, groaning as the tapered tip entered him, poking deeper into his backside. He gritted his teeth, feeling it stretching his hole as it got bigger as it went down, whimpering - until suddenly it popped inside with a ‘squelch!’, the thinner section before the flanged base sliding quickly inside.

“That feels big, Mommy,” Joshua said, gritting his teeth with discomfort. The plug pressed against his inner walls, causing a strange ache, and a mild feeling of arousal as his prostate was teased by the silicone object.

“It’s a little baby plug, for a little baby,” Mommy said, smirking. “...Maybe you’d like a big boy plug, if you’re a big boy?”

Whimpering, Josh shook his head frantically.

“Joshy’s a widdle baby,”  he said, blushing at how easily the words came out.

“That’s right,” Joanna replied, as she grabbed a thick diaper from the pile… and then decided on a second diaper too, sliding them both under Joshua’s bottom.

Joshua pouted passively as he submitted to whatever his ‘Mommy’ wanted, feeling the diapers being pulled up between his thighs, taped snugly around his waist, a thick wodge of padding that kept his thighs spread no matter how hard he tried to close them. Even if he was wearing his ‘big boy clothes’ that Joanna allowed him to wear to work, it would have been obvious he was thickly diapered.

Joanna sat him up, and he flushed at the sound of the diapers crinkling, and the feeling of the plug shifting inside him, his backpassage clenching around the solid intruder.

“Arms up,” Joanna ordered, and then pulled the blue t-shirt over Joshua’s head. Now he was wearing it, he could see the design of a big colorful airplane on the front, to match the mittens, he supposed. He blushed, knowing his outfit was already essentially what a baby would be dressed in, noticing that his Mommy hadn’t gotten any shorts or pants out to hide his diapers.

Without waiting for him to offer them, Joanna grabbed Josh’s hands one at a time, slipping the mittens down over them. Joshua flapped his hand once the first one was on him, locked tightly, frowning at it.

“What are these for, Mommy?”

“So my naughty little baby boy can’t get into trouble,” she cooed, as if he was a troublesome one year old, and not her adult husband.

Joshua experimented with the mittens, grabbing at his shirt, and the bed sheets, trying to see what he could do. They were so thick it was impossible to get a grib on anything, his movements clumsy and childish, the locking chain stopping him from moving them even an inch off his hands. He whimpered with humiliation, pouting as his Mommy slipped his socks and sneakers on.

“Baby’s all dressed now,” Joanna said, smiling. “Don’t you look cute?”

Joshua huffed, looking away from her, as she grabbed his hands and helped him up. With the doubled diapers pushing his legs wide apart, he wobbled as he stood, blushing as he nearly fell back down like a baby just learning to walk.

“Uh oh! Be careful, little one,” Joanna said, chuckling, as she guided Joshua across the room.

The thick diapers and the buttplug lodged inside him forced Joshua to waddle by necessity, whimpering with every other step as he clumsily came down the stairs, grabbing the rail uncertainly. When he reached the bottom, Joanna clapped for him, calling him a ‘clever little baby’.

Joshua peered out of the front door nervously, seeing who was around. It was a sunny day, so several of their neighbours were outside, cutting the grass and trimming hedges. Joshua gulped, hard, trembling, not wanting them to see him like this. At least some people still didn’t know about his new status as his Mommy’s diapered baby boy…

“Come on, sweetie, get moving!” Joanna urged, pushing Joshua into the cold light of day.

Joshua stumbled and eeped, noticing a couple of heads turning in his direction - and then he stumbled as quickly as he could towards the car, reaching for the handle - but finding his mittened hands couldn’t grasp anything, let alone open the car door. He whimpered, screwing his eyes up as his cheeks went bright red, knowing the neighbours were staring at him, wondering what was going on, laughing…

“Hold on, baby!” Joanna called, loudly, attracting more attention. “Mommy’s not there yet!”

Standing in the sunlight, Joshua turned to look, seeing one neighbour pausing while holding her hedgecutters aloft, staring with wide eyes and an open mouth at Josh as he obediently waited for his Mommy to open the door for him. Joshua frowned, ashamed at being seen this way, his cheeks burning as he eagerly hopped into the car now the door was open, not even complaining about being sat in the backseat - but groaning a little as he sat, forcing the plug up inside him.

Joanna leaned in after him, humming, her breasts in her button-up blouse near to his face, tantalizingly close as she snapped up his seatbelt. He swallowed as she pulled away, the door closing, feeling the thickness of the diaper between his legs and on his rump, watching his house disappear as Joanna pulled out of the drive, totally in control, as usual.

***

When they arrived at Joanna’s mother’s house, Joshua was instantly hesitant, seeing several cars parked on the pavement nearby, no room for Joanna’s car in the drive at all.

“Ho- Mommy, why are there so many people here?”

“Oh, I think my sisters are in town,” Joanna said, vaguely. “And my aunt brought my cousin, too, remember her? She’s eighteen now.”

Joshua shrank in his seat, peering out nervously through the window and gulping. He didn’t believe for one second that Joanna hadn’t orchestrated this whole thing, but he felt sure that if he made a fuss and questioned her he’d also get another spanking.

He winced again - how humiliating as a man, not being able to even stand up to his wife out of fear of getting a spanked bottom!

“I guess I’ll have to park down the street,” Joanna muttered, as she turned the car away.

Joshua fretted as she drove right to the end of the block, sighing in relief as she stopped there, driving no further. Yes, it would be a long, humiliating walk to her parents’ house, but at least it wouldn’t be too long.

Grabbing clumsily at his seatbelt buckle before he remembered his mittens, Josh sagged, frowning as Joanna got out and went to the trunk, instead of helping him out of his seat. He waited impatiently, kicking his feet - and then stopping himself, his face red, as he realized how childish that made him look.

“Mommy?” he asked, softly, hearing a commotion from behind the car.

“It’s okay, baby, just a moment…”

True to her word, Joanna reappeared after just a second, and Joshua surprised himself by beaming like a little boy seeing his mother again, sitting up and allowing her to undo his belt. He eagerly clambered out of the backseat, taking two toddling steps before he saw… it.

“Okay, sweetie, get in,” Joanna said, straightening the hood on the new, adult-size stroller she was pushing.

Joshua took a horrified step back, whimpering, shaking his head, trying to delay the inevitable.

“I thought you were kidding about the stroller!” He hissed, eyes wide with panic. “M… Mommy, I can’t, that’s too much…”

“You can, and you will,” Joanna said, frowning. “Get in right now little boy. Or I’ll get back in the car, and drive off, leaving you to wander the streets in your diapers and mittens.”

Joshua gulped, scanning Joanna’s face for any sign that she was bluffing, but her expression stayed unreadable. Swallowing what little remained of his pride, he took one trembling step towards the stroller, then another, turning around before he gently lowered himself into the seat.

“Ah!” he said, gasping as the plug inside him jabbed him, making him squirm and grit his teeth.

“Good boy,” Joanna said, soothingly, as she did up all the straps at the front. One went up between his legs, holding the diaper close against his body, accentuating how large and thick it was, the padding bulging out on either side of the strap.

“Now, let’s get going,” Joanna said, beginning to push Joshua down the street.

Joshua felt his heart pounding as his face resembled a bright red tomato, utterly humiliated but unable to do anything about it. He tugged uselessly at one of the straps, unable to get a grip on them with the thick mittens, but hoping people would see him struggling and not think he did this willingly.

A woman walked past on the other side of the street and gasped, seeing Joshua dressed in just a diaper and t-shirt, his incongruously hairy legs dangling out of the stroller and his sneakers done up snugly, no shorts or pants to speak of to cover himself up. Joshua turned away, not wanting her to see his face, blushing, but Joanna waved cheerily, saying ‘good afternoon!’ as she passed the shocked lady.

As they reached Joanna’s parents’ house, true panic began to set in, and Joshua began to yank harder at the straps in earnest, kicking his feet desperately.

“Please J- Mommy, let me out!” he begged, suddenly terrified of being seen this way, but Joanna just rolled her eyes, reaching out to ring the doorbell.

“Maybe later,” she said, non-commitally, hearing noises from behind the door. “Oh, and one other thing - I don’t want any noisy fussing from baby today, so, here.”

Without warning, she stuffed an over-sized pacifier into Joshua’s mouth, making him cry out in muffled alarm. The pacifier was huge, taking up all the space in his mouth, making him unable to talk at all, he soon realized. Maybe he could spit it out at some point…

“Oh, and if you’re thinking of taking it out, I have a gag that can keep it in place, if you’d rather,” Joanna said, not even looking down at him as she stood up straight in front of the door.

Joshua obediently suckled, showing his compliance as the door was opened wide.

“Jo-jo!”Joanna’s mother, Linda, said, smiling broadly as she hugged her daughter. “Ohh, and who’s this? This can’t be Joshua…”

Linda chuckled unkindly as she leaned down, pinching Josh’s cheeks and eliciting a bright red blush from him. Her smirk was thin, clearly amused by his predicament, having always said Joanna was better than him, now seeing him reduced to being dressed like a baby, submissively obeying her daughter’s every word.

“How precious,” Linda said, as she stood back up. “Everybody’s in the back yard - let me go ‘round and open the gate.”

A few moments later, and the gate to the backyard opened. Without waiting for any input from Josh, she pushed the stroller into the open yard, watching mouths drop open as they saw him, his diapers fully on display and his mouth filled with a giant pacifier.

All Joshua could do was whimper and turn away, as several woman rushed over, pinching his cheeks, cooing over him, patting his diaper.

“Ohhh, he’s so cute,” one sister said, smiling. “Makes me want to have another baby…”

“Really?” Joanna’s second sister replied, grinning. “...Makes me want to do this with my husband!”

The women laughed, as Joanna’s Aunt Mildred quizzed her about his feeding and toileting routine.

“How often does he use the bathroom?”

“Oh, never,” Joanna said loudly, and Joshua shrank down in the seat, screwing up his eyes in horrible shame.

“My baby boy always uses his diaper, don’t you, Joshy?”

All eyes turned to him, and Joshua shyly nodded, his face hot and pink, feeling like this torture would go on forever. He still couldn’t believe Joanna had brought him here, parading him like this in front of her own relatives. A little fear stabbed at his heart - just how long was she planning to keep him this way!?

“Even for poops?” the young cousin asked, looking shocked.

“Yes,” Joanna replied, sounding almost proud. “He gets a daily enema to make sure he loads his pampers properly.”

The cousin - Emily, that was it - wrinkled her nose, looking disgusted, but curious, as she glanced down at Joshua in the stroller.

“He… isn’t going to do it today, is he?”

Josh’s heart thumped, hoping Joanna would leave it at ‘no’ but knowing she wouldn’t.

“Oh no, don’t worry,” Joanna said, cheerfully. “Baby’s got a nice plug up his bumbum to stop him having any accidents.”

The girls giggled, nudging and whispering to each other as Joshua shifted uncomfortably, blushing in his stroller seat. He was utterly helpless, unable to speak with the fat pacifier stuffed in his mouth, unable to even move or get up, strapped in the stroller while wearing thick diapers and a plug in his rear.

“We were just having champagne,” Aunt Mildred said, addressing Joanna and completely ignoring Joshua, who whimpered slightly as the stroller was rolled back and forth. “Would you like some, Joanna?”

“Oh, yes please,” she said, smiling.

“Oh, oh, can I watch the baby, please?” Emily asked cheerfully. “I’m not allowed champagne yet…”

“Sure thing, hon,” Joanna said, wheeling Joshua towards her, without even consulting him.

Of course, he was her baby boy now, not her husband - why shouldn’t she pawn him off to her little cousin at the first opportunity. Joshua pouted behind his pacifier, remembering when it was him who left her behind to drink with friends - now he was alone with Emily, who kept cooing over him, and pinching his cheeks.

“How old are you, baby boy?” she asked, grinning.

Joshua tried to reply honestly, but all that came out was muffled gurgles, the pacifier in his mouth stopping him from talking. He flushed pink after that, giving up, not wanting to embarrass himself further.

“Awww! Too widdle to talk, huh?” Emily said, giggling. “Maybe you’re a widdle one year old, is dat right, Joshie?”

Josh shook his head, his eyebrows turned up in distress as he gave Emily a pitiful look. He was a grown man! He shook it once more, harder this time, to emphasize his disapproval.

“Don’t fuss, baby,” Emily said, booping his pacifier softly. “If Auntie Emiwy says you’re one, you’re one, okay? Now how old are you?”

Joshua looked away, refusing to answer, whimpering.

“Does baby want a spanking?”

Josh’s head whipped around, and he gulped as he shook his head just as violently once again.

“Then… how old is baby?”

“W...wumb?” Joshua said, blushing as his voice came out muffled and childish.

“...wumb,” he repeated, lifting a single finger, before realizing his hand was covered by the mitten - looking up at the young woman and hoping raising a single hand would suffice, instead.

“Clever baby!” Emily said, giggling. “Would you wike dat big binky out so you can have some food?”

Joshua nodded. His tongue was starting to go numb from the pacifier pressing into it, his jaws aching from the motions he made to keep it inside.

“Okay, baby boy,” Emily said, heading to the back of the stroller.

It was a very peculiar sensation as the ground began moving underneath him, as he was pushed back towards the main group of women. It made his stomach flutter with fear and a little excitement as he knew he had no control at all over this situation, Emily could do anything to him right now and he’d be completely powerless to stop it.

He was utterly helpless, thick mittens stopping him from even using his hands as he was pushed wherever Emily decided he should go. The plug in his backside teased his prostate, mixing with the unusual, frightening pleasure he was feeling from being dominated and displayed to his wife’s family like this, his cock stiffening occasionally inside his diapers as he was rolled towards his wife - towards his Mommy.

“Hey, Joanna?” Emily asked, interrupting the women who were giggling as they sipped champagne. “Do you have any food for the baby?”

“I think grandma - my Mom - has some baby food,” she replied, looking down at Joshua with a twinkle in her eye. “I told her to pick some up.”

Joshua’s heart sank. He didn’t want to eat baby food, he wanted real food! Some of these cute little sandwiches… He whimpered, kicking his feet to express disapproval, but nobody seemed to notice.

***

Before Joshua knew it, Emily was sitting on a chair at the table, opening a tin of mashed carrots and peas and preparing to feed him. She wrinkled her nose at the scent as she pulled the lid off, mixing it with a spoon slightly before turning back

Joanna had tied a babyish pink bib around his neck, and now she and her sisters were giggling as she stepped back, holding her phone up ready to record the scene.

“Ready, Joanna?” Emily asked, as she grabbed the ring of the pacifier, tugging it slightly, Joshua feeling a combination of dread and relief at the idea of it being removed.

Joanna gave a thumbs up, and Emily pulled the pacifier out, giggling.

“Baby’s first feeding time!” One of Joanna’s sisters yelled, and they all laughed, as Joshua stretched his lips and stuck out his tongue, getting used to the feeling of his mouth being empty - until suddenly, a spoon full of mashed peas and carrots was shoved into it.

“Guh!” Joshua swallowed in surprise, shuddering as the slimy food made its way down his throat.

“Awww, he loves it!” Emily said, turning to the camera and grinning. “Want some more, baby?”

Joshua shook his head, glancing at the phone with distress, whimpering.

“Please, Em-unh!”

He was interrupted by yet another spoon of the vile substance, fighting to push the spoon out of his mouth, only managing to dribble a little of the food down his chin, humiliating him more.

“Uh oh,” Emily said, mockingly as she dabbed his chin with the bib. “Someone’s such a messy eater!”

Joshua swallowed the rest in his mouth as the spoon was removed, a look of disgust on his face as he tasted it for far longer than he would have liked. When Emily loaded the spoon up again, he turned his face to the side in childish defiance, and Emily giggled like it was some kind of game, chasing his lips from left to right as he whipped his head from side to side, keeping his lips pursed shut, some of the food smearing on his cheeks.

Finally, she managed to jab the spoon into his mouth, and the three older women behind the camera phone whooped, laughing as Joanna finally stopped recording.

“You should put that on FacePage!” one sister said, grinning.

“Ooo, yes, and link it to his profile… you know, the one before he became your widdle diddums!”

Joshua shot Joanna a pleading look, but his attention was soon distracted by another spoonful of baby food being shoved into his mouth, making him cough and gag.

“Let’s all take selfies with him,” Emily suggested, getting her phone out. “My friends will think it’s soooo funny!”

She knelt down in front of the crib, and Joshua looked away shamefully as she held up two fingers in a ‘peace’ sign, seeing himself in the little screen of the camera. He felt as babyish and pathetic as he looked, with food all over his face and the bib, a worried pout on his face. Emily grinned as she snapped the picture, and then quickly sent it to everybody in her friends’ list with a laughing emoji and a caption of ‘BABYSITTIN! XD’

He couldn’t believe in just one week his manhood had been so utterly shredded, his reputation as a cool, easy-going guy with lots of friends and fun interests in tatters. He wasn’t sure if there was anybody he knew who didn’t know he was Joanna’s baby now, but by tomorrow morning he was sure all of them would have seen the photos and videos, and would never again see him as a grown man, even if Joanna let him stop wearing diapers.

“Oh my god!”

Emily was laughing and pointing, and Joshua flushed, looking down between his legs at his diapers. Without even thinking about it, he’d been wetting gradually over the past couple of hours, used to his diaper being concealed from view. Now the wetness spread out across the front in full view of everybody, having finally passed the inner diaper. Joshua whimpered frantically as he tried to shut the flow off, to no avail, looking around shamefully.

“Aww, it’s okay baby boy,” Joanna said, walking over. “I should get you changed out of that soggy diaper, hm?”

Joshua nodded gently, cheeks flaming, his pride a distant memory as Joanna used the clean part of the bib to wipe his face clean, before undoing it. He accepted the pacifier as it was offered, sucking on it silently to soothe himself, finding it strangely comforting in the midst of his humiliation.

“Why don’t you come help me change him, Em?” Joanna asked, as she leaned down to undo the straps on the stroller.

Joshua stood up, finding his legs wobbly and his footing unsure after being pushed around for so long. He clung to Joanna’s arm, bent over slightly so he looked shorter than her, sucking faster in concern as he glanced at Emily.

“Okay,” she agreed, grinning. “Wet’s get da widdle baybee changed.”

Joshua was led into the house, and towards the carpeted stairs. Emily went first, and then Joshua tried to follow her, lifting a foot. He managed one step, before he stumbled, pushing forwards instead of letting himself fall back down the stairs. He suckled on the pacifier in terror as he realized he hadn’t hurt himself, just falling onto his hands and knees.

“Oof, baby, are you okay?” his Mommy asked, genuine concern in her voice. “That looked like a scary fall for a little one.”

Joshua nodded shyly, at both statements, trying not to cry from shock. What was wrong with him? It was as if constantly being treated like a baby was starting to affect how he felt, too. He used to be a manly man who rarely cried - now his lip wobbled dangerously behind his pacifier as Joanna stroked his back.

“Good,” Joanna said, smiling as he indicated he wasn’t hurt. “Then why don’t you crawl up the rest of the way, to be safe?”

Hesitantly, Joshua began to do just that. It was slow work, but he did feel more stable on four limbs than two, and when he got to the top of the stairs, he didn’t bother to stand up, crawling along with his diapered bottom in the air as he followed behind Emily, hearing his Mommy giggling indiscreetly behind him.

In the guest bedroom, he was laid on the floor, looking up at the two women as they chattered and prepared a new diaper for him. Joanna glanced over at him, and then whispered something in Emily’s ear, making her nod and blush slightly. Grinning, Joanna shuffled up to Joshua’s head, resting it in her lap and stroking his hair before she leaned down to whisper in his ear.

“Now, since you’ve been such a good boy, I’m going to let you have a little treat now, okay?”

Joshua blinked, not sure what she meant, and then realization dawned as he caught Emily’s suggestive smirk. She pulled off her t-shirt, and Josh’s eyes went wide. Joanna had lovely breasts… but they were nothing compared to Emily’s endowments. He wasn’t sure how he hadn’t noticed them before, round and full and plump as she undid her bra and tossed it aside, needing both hands to hold them up as she giggled coquettishly.

Joshua felt his manhood swell under the diaper - and then Joanna turned on the buttplug.

“Nnnnn!” Joshua moaned, his eyes rolling back in his head. He hadn’t realized it was a vibrating plug earlier, but now, pressed against his prostate in just the right way, his cock stiffened in the padding, pushing it out in a bulge that showed immediately how excited he was.

Whimpering behind his pacifier, he tried to buck his hips against the soaked padding, groaning as Emily undid the diaper, taking even that slight stimulation away. She began wiping Joshua clean, as he desperately tried to rub his shaft against her hand, thrusting her hips in her direction as the plug buzzed happily in his backside.

“Ooo, such a fussy baby, maybe you don’t deserve a treat after all?” Emily scolded, and Josh shook his head desperately, fighting his hips to keep still.

“Good boy,” Emily said, finishing wiping his crotch. She drew one wipe up along his whole shaft, just to tease him, hearing him groan and seeing his eyes roll back with denied pleasure.

“Should I?” Emily asked Joanna, who Joshua felt nod - he couldn’t look, was too focused on those perfect, plump breasts which were being lowered to his throbbing cock.

Emily slipped Josh’s shaft between her breasts, shuffling forwards so her mouth was over the head of his cock. He whimpered, feeling his length surrounded by pillow-y softness, sucking dreamily on the pacifier as Emily took just the tip of his cock into her mouth, running her tongue over it affectionately.

“That’s a good boy,” Mommy said soothingly, as he began to rock his hips, groaning from all the stimulation. “Such a good baby!”

“Mmhmm!” Emily said, her mouth full, as she jiggled her breasts, shuffling them up and down in time with Josh’s movements.

Josh was surprised to feel his cock growing as Joanna called him a ‘good boy’ but it throbbed in Emily’s mouth, as if growing at the praise itself. Josh grunted, his face flushed and sweaty as he huffed, humping needily between her now-slippery bosom, feeling her giggle as his dribbling cocktip shoved deeper into her mouth.

This was not something he’d ever fantasized about, but now it was happening, Josh found himself grinding eagerly against Emily’s chest, sucking his pacifier desperately as he craned his neck to watch her breasts bouncing up and down along his shaft. It was so different from how he used to have sex, now he was completely submissive, passive, whimpering and squirming happily as he got his special big boy treat.

“Ohhh, he’s getting close, Em,” Joanna warned, giggling. “Is Mommy’s baby gonna make stickies?”

Joshua looked up at his Mommy’s face, nodding desperately as he grunted and huffed behind the pacifier, face flushed with effort. Emily pulled her mouth off his cock most of the way, occasionally licking the head on the way down as she jiggled her breasts up and down his cock, stroking him faster and faster, the vibrations in his bottom, the sensations on his cock, and he hated to admit it, but the humiliating situation all came together, building up and up and up until-

“NGGH!! MMFF!” Joshua came like a firehose on Joanna’s chest, hips bucking frantically as he unloaded all over her tits.

Some splattered on her lips and she quickly licked it off, giggling as she slid his hypersensitive shaft out from between her boobs, pushing his hardness up towards him so the rest of his seed spilled on his tummy. Joshua whimpered as she stroked out the last few drops, giving his cock a tiny kiss on the tip as it lay there, drained of cum, all of it splattered on Emily’s chest and his own stomach.

“Whoa!” Emily said, blinking almost innocently at Joanna as she wiped her face on the back of her wrist. “He makes a lot for such a little baby!”

“That’s right,” Joanna cooed, grinning as Joshua felt the buzzing in his backside stop. “He’s Mommy’s good little baby, isn’t he?”

And without hesitation, Joshua nodded.

End.

My Wife is my New MOMMY? Pt 4

Josh waited patiently on his bed - on his wife’s bed, he corrected himself. Baby Joshie never got to sleep with Mommy any more. He had his own crib at the foot of her bed, and he slept there after his diaper change.

Which Mommy would take care of after she was out of the bathroom…

Josh frowned as he thought about how much things had changed for him in the past two months. He was pretty sure his bladder muscles were weakened now from constantly using his diapers… maybe he couldn’t even go without them any more. That wasn’t too scary. Josh… Josh liked his diapers now.

But he didn’t like how he wasn’t allowed to use his car anymore. Now Nurse Rita picked him up and dropped him off. He never got to drive. He pouted. That was for big boys only…

And work wasn’t the same anymore either. It was more like glorified daycare. Joshie didn’t get to use his computer anymore, instead he got to fill in forms… with crayon. It was humiliating - he knew those forms were worthless, and went right in the shredder or the trashcan when he was done, while somebody else did the real work.

Josh used to be important to the team, going to meetings and giving presentations. Now he was never invited to a meeting, let alone told to attend. He could tell that Darren White and Philip Hershe, two other go-getting employees in the office, had taken over most of his duties. There was no actual ‘work’ for Josh there.

At least Nurse Rita and some of the other ladies in the office told him he was doing a great job whenever he finished a sheet. Josh thought he probably had more awards and commendations now than he’d ever had when he was a grown-up: although most of them were for things like ‘cutest employee’ or ‘best diaper filler’. Josh was embarrassed by how happy that praise made him.

But the most upsetting change was in his relationship with his w… Mommy.

When this first started, they used to have sex sometimes… Then they started doing it less… and less…

Now Mommy would stroke Josh off every other day or so, sometimes more… But since she bought the crib, she hadn’t once invited him into bed with her. She’d bought several vibrators and sex toys instead, and most nights Josh watched as she pleasured herself a few feet away, his erection tenting the front of his diaper.

Josh wasn’t allowed to play with himself, ever, so he’d just watch, trying not to whimper too loudly. Sometimes he’d try to subtly grind his diaper against the bottom of his crib, humping in hopes of reaching orgasm. Once he even managed it…

He really missed having sex with Joanna… maybe if he asked nicely she’d let him do it tonight?

“Alright, sweetie,” Joanna said, sighing happily as she returned. “Let’s get you in a nice fresh diaper, hm?”

Josh nodded softly, not speaking as Joanna untaped his sodden diaper, wiping him clean. She ignored his erection this time, but Josh was too busy remembering, imagining how it had felt to be on top of her. His soft flesh against his, feeling his shaft slick and pumping in and out of her wet pussy…

Pushing his bottom up, Josh felt a fresh diaper being slid under his backside, and soon Mommy was taping it up tightly, covering up Josh’s penis completely. He swallowed, biting his lip as she sat him up, trying to work up the confidence to ask.

“Now, I’ll wake you up at-”

“Mommy, can we have sex?” Josh suddenly blurted hopefully, looking her sexy body over as she stood up.

Joanna laughed. It wasn’t a cruel laugh - it was a laugh that said she found the question as ridiculous as if Josh had asked ‘Mommy, can we fly to Mars tomorrow?’ - but somehow that hurt Josh’s feelings even more.

“I’m sorry, baby,” his Mommy said, looking amused. “I don’t want some fumbling, clumsy little boy humping away at me. Mommy has toys to make her feel good.”

Josh whimpered.

“Please, Mommy? Pretty please? Just this once?”

Joanna groaned in irritation.

“I said no,” she repeated, and Josh’s heart sank. “But if you really want, you can play pretend and hump your diapers against Mommy.”

Josh frowned, looking down at his diapered crotch. Was he really so pathetic he’d settle for grinding his diaper against her, skin never touching? He remembered when he used to be a man…

“Come on, sweetie,” his Mommy said. “Or should I just put you down in your crib?”

“N-no,’ Josh replied hesitantly, finding his need for release and the urge to be at least a little intimate with his wife was stronger than his internal sense of pride. “I… I want to do it…”

Mommy smiled gently as she lay back, sliding her nightdress up her thighs as she spread her legs. Josh watched, savoring the moment - this display at least was for him. His wife, sexily posed with her thighs apart, silky underwear for him to see…

“Mmm,” he murmured, trying to ignore the crinkling from his diaper as he crawled between her thighs. “You look good…”

“Thank you, baby,” Joanna said, smiling indulgently. “Hurry up, Mommy wants to get to bed…”

Josh blushed, moving into position so his thickly diapered crotch was pressed against his Mommy’s mound, still covered by panties. His erection tented the front of the diaper out, and he moaned as he pressed it firmly against the inside of the padding, rocking his hips gently back and forth.

He tried to imagine he was slipping into the inviting warmth of his Mommy’s pussy, picturing his cock throbbing in the open air, slowly disappearing inside his wife. Josh moaned, lost in the fantasy, grunting as he rocked his hips insistently against Joanna.

“Ooo, that’s a good boy,” his Mommy muttered. “Hump your diapers for Mommy, that’s it…”

Josh groaned, humiliated to be reminded of the padding he was grinding against, trying to keep hold of the image of fucking Joanna, really fucking her. Pounding her into the mattress like a real man…

But all he could focus on now was the loud crinkling with every stroke of his hips, the soft padding rubbing against his erection as he whimpered and thrust helplessly against it. He hated to admit it, but he could feel himself getting harder as he focused on the sensation, the comforting softness and the loud crinkling boosting his eager, hurried movements.

“Somebody wuvs their diapers,” Mommy cooed, and without even thinking, Josh nodded, eagerly.

Whimpering, Josh grabbed Mommy’s hips, clinging to her hopelessly as humped more and more needily. His cock spilled precum into the soft lining of the diaper, grinding against the slick, dampened padding with urgency as he moaned.

It felt soo good… He did love his diapers, mm, so, so much.

“It f-feels so good, Mommy!” he blurted out, cheeks red, but not able to hold back as he whimpered, grunting and pushing frantically against her. “I wuv you Mommy!”

“I love you too little man,” Joanna said fondly. “Now come on, come in your pampers for Mommy… Make those widdle diapees all sticky…”

“Nmmf… nmmf…!”

Josh panted, mindlessly grinding his diaper against Joanna, no longer even bothering or able to pretend he was having real sex. Instead he focused fully on the sensations of the diaper and how good it felt around his cock, how safe, how soft…

“NGGH! Ahhh!”

Josh grunted as he came hard, cock throbbing impotently in his padding as he squirted cum in time with the pulsing of his erection. Moaning like a lost soul, he clung to Joanna’s hips, trembling with pleasure.

“S-soo good, Mommy,” he panted, hips motions slowing as his orgasm slowly ebbed away. “I wuv you…”

“And your diapers, hm?” Mommy said, chuckling as she patted his padded backside. “I’m glad you had fun.”

“Uh huh,” Josh admitted, sheepishly smiling as he shuffled backwards off of her, his cock softening inside his padding.

Joanna reached over, sliding a finger into his diaper. Josh moaned softly, still sensitive, but she only pushed his cock so it was pointing downwards, so the pee wouldn’t flow out of the top.

“Now, let’s get you in your crib,” she muttered, leading Josh by the hand towards his crib.

Josh blushed but didn’t give any complaint, quietly following her and laying down on the mattress, feeling exhausted. Mommy slipped a stuffed bunny into his arms, and Josh snuggled it tightly, not even realizing how much he was comforted by those simple childish acts of love until now. He smiled gently as Joanna pushed his pacifier between his lips, stroking his hair and kissing his forehead.

“Goodnight, little one,” she said softly, as she pulled his comforter up and then slid the side of the crib up all the way.

Josh knew he was ‘trapped’ inside, and part of him was humiliated and annoyed by that. But another part craved the security of his crib…

“Ni ni, Mommy,” Joshua mumbled, wriggling down under the covers.

Joanna returned to bed, and Josh winced slightly as the sound of buzzing filled the air a few moments later - reminded of how his wife would rather pleasure herself with a vibrator than have sex with him.

Of course, that made sense - he was only her baby boy, now.

Josh watched, his cheeks pink as Joanna thrust a large dildo in and out of herself, feeling horribly inadequate. The buzzing of the vibrator on her clit was maddeningly loud, but it couldn’t drown out his wife’s moans of pleasure as she eagerly masturbated herself, just a few feet away.

Josh whimpered, biting his cheek as he watched Joanna’s motions growing more desperate, her back arched towards an unbearable pleasure. She’d never acted this way in bed with him…

“OHHHH YES!” Joanna moaned, squeezing hard around the dildo as she came, shuddering, trembling in front of Josh. “Ooooo…. Mmm…”

Mommy pulled her sex toy out and put it on the nightstand, to wipe down in the morning. She didn’t even acknowledge her baby in the crib as she rolled over, and went to sleep, leaving him looking piteously over at his wife… and the big rubber cock she’d rather have than his.

***

When Josh awoke the next morning, he was surprised to find the sun streaming in through the window, but no sign of his Mommy. Usually Joanna woke up first, and then got Josh up, for breakfast…

Josh yawned around his pacifier, rubbing his eyes as he grew slowly more alert. Now he could hear voices coming from downstairs, blinking as he tried to strain his hearing to listen to what they were saying.

He couldn’t make anything out, though. Josh could tell one voice was his Mommy’s… but who was the other one? It sounded female, anyway…

Being a good boy for his Mommy, Josh lay back in his crib until she came to get him. There was an activity center on one side of his crib that Mommy had put on for him, and Josh idly reached up to fiddle with a sliding ladybug. It clicked steadily as he moved it along, and he grinned with mild amusement.

Since he was no longer allowed any adult pastimes, Joshua had noticed his mind would latch onto any distraction to avoid boredom. He knew he was regressing deeper into his role, genuinely entertained by baby’s toys… but what could he do about it?

Putting the thought out of his mind, Joshua giggled as he span a clear chamber which contained multicolor beads, making interesting popping and clacking sounds as they bounced around. The bright colors caught his attention, and Josh was so engrossed in playing he didn’t even notice his Mommy walking into the room.

“Aww, is somebody enjoying playing with his toys?” she asked, smiling from the doorway.

Josh flushed pink, but had no choice but to nod in agreement, caught red-handed.

“Yes, Mommy,” he replied, smiling shyly. “...I like the ladybug best…”

“Well that’s very cute, baby boy,” Joanna replied, pulling the side of the crib down. “But c’mon, we have to go downstairs… There’s somebody I want you to meet.”

“Who?”

“You’ll see,” Mommy said, with a smirk. “I’ve decided you probably shouldn’t go into work so often. You’re only a little baby, after all.”

Joshua deflated slightly as he waddled behind Joanna, his diaper sagging between his thighs. Even if he didn’t do anything at work anymore, it was still one scrap of his manhood he could hang onto, telling himself he had a job, he contributed…

Frowning, Josh realized he couldn’t remember where his paychecks had gone, or if he’d even had any, in the past two months.

“Mommy, I like work,” he said, sullenly, and Mommy just laughed.

“Oh, baby, I know you do, but I think it’s best for a little boy’s routine if he stays at home most days,” she explained. “And I certainly can’t be here all the time to watch you…”

There was silence apart from the sound of feet travelling down the stairs as Josh focused on walking down without stumbling, his thick wet diaper making it a little trickier. As soon as they reached the bottom, he spoke up again.

“Is it Rita, Mommy?”

“No - why don’t you go in and find out for yourself who it is?” his Mommy said, and Joshua swallowed… before heading right through into the living room.

Sitting on the couch with a cup of coffee was a full-figured blonde woman, wearing a tight pink blouse and black skirt. The blouse had some kind of cross-shaped design on the front, highlighting the fact that some parts of her figure were more full than others… namely her bust, which was extremely large, breasts visible through the neckline, like ripe, swollen fruit.

“Hello there, little one,” she said, her voice melodic and light, with an accent Josh couldn’t place. “I guess you must be Joshie, yah? I am Ida. I’ll be your new nursemaid… And wetnurse, when you need it.”

Joshua’s first instinct was to reach out to shake hands with the woman, but then he blushed, keeping his hands in fists at his sides as she spoke. He swallowed, feeling humiliated. He was a grown man, and his wife had hired a nursemaid to look after him? Josh faintly remembered the day so long ago when this all started. He’d thought it would only last a week or so… Now it looked like Joanna planned to keep him like this forever.

Would he have agreed when she pushed him to choose all those months ago, if he’d known how far it would go? Would he have let his Mommy walk out the door..? That thought was painful, somehow even more painful now. Maybe being her baby made them more closely bonded.

...He was also a little curious. Wetnurse… Did that mean…

Josh’s eyes fell on Ida’s breasts, imagining what it would be like to suckle on them. Would milk come out? He stops short of licking his lips, but he can’t hide the hunger in his gaze as he stares.

“Lay down on the floor, baby boy,” Ida says, firm but gentle. “I need to deal with that wet diaper of yours…”

“Y-yes ma’am,” Joshua replies, blushing. Another woman in his life telling him what to do…

Reluctantly, he lowered himself to the ground, legs spread slightly from the sheer thickness of his diaper. Josh looked up, the shirt he slept in sliding up slightly, showing off his stomach, blushing slightly as he stares up, vulnerable and unsure. His heart hammering - it felt almost like the first time Joanna had diapered him…

And just like that first time, he felt his cock stirring, whimpering slightly and looking away in shame as he felt himself tenting the front of the diaper, both women chuckling like it’s the cutest thing they ever saw as they knelt down in front of him, reaching to untape his sodden diaper.

“Is he often erect at changing time?” Ida asked, casually, as she ignored Joshua’s throbbing erection, exposed in the cool air.

“Yes,” Joanna admitted, smiling uncertainly. “I… Sometimes stroke him off during changes…”

“How often?”

Josh startled slightly as he felt the cold wipes on his skin. There was that sensation again, the one that makes him blushy and slightly aroused, knowing people were talking about him, but not to him. He didn’t say anything as the conversation went on, his dick throbbing, untouched except for a solitary cool wipe being slid down the length of his shaft, wiping the urine there.

Businesslike. Efficient. Not an attempt at stimulation at all…

Josh still had to hold back a moan.

“Probably every time he’s hard,” Joanna said. “Or at least at bedtime…”

“You should not do it,”  Ida replied, crisply. “He is a baby. Babies do not get to make stickies all day.”

Josh gave a whimper, but nobody seemed to notice. His heart was pounding, but it wasn’t just sending blood to his penis. That last little bit of sexual pleasure… Gone. It was humiliating to be jerked off at changing time before his cock was hastily stuffed back into his diapers… But at least it was something.

“He should only get to cum in his diapers,” Ida continued. “They must be what arouses him now.”

“Oh,” Joanna said, blushing. “What about…”

“I will take care of it…”

Joshua saw her grab rubber gloves and lubricant from the overflowing back she’d brought with her, and as she pulled the gloves on, snapping them into place, he had a hopeful flashback to Nurse Rita, stroking his cock to orgasm on the changing table. Perhaps there were going to let him have one last handjob?

Ida carefully squirted lubricant onto her gloved hands, smearing it around on her fingers… Before they dropped out of view. Joshua expected to feel the sensation of a latex-covered hand around his cock, slippery lubricant being smeared up and down it, a tight fist grasping him, masturbating him slowly there on the floor…

It never came.

Instead, Joshua felt one lubricated finger probing at his rear end.

“Ow!” he gasped, as Ida shoved her chubby digit in right up to the last knuckle. “Nghh… M-Mommy!”

“He is being fussy,” Ida said, with a chuckle. “Relax, baby. I know you have your enemas in here…”

Joshua whimpered, feeling another lubricated finger being added, stretching his anus further. It was true, he wasn’t unused to anal penetration, but usually the hose just slipped right in, staying still until his bowels were full of water. Ida’s fingers probed and rubbed like they were searching for something, and Joshua gave a moan he had to admit wasn’t entirely one of distress.

His cock throbbed every so often, as Ida’s fingers worked to find that magic spot inside him. Eventually she did find it, Joshua emitting a desperate groan as she probed a certain area inside his backpassage, stroking steadily back and forth with maddeningly consistent pressure.

Ida never once touched Josh’s cock, but it throbbed all the same, in time with her fingers’ motions, stimulating his prostate with firm but gentle rubbing. Josh made soft grunts and whimpers, bucking his hips up against nothing, feeling his muscles occasionally contracting and squeezing Ida’s fingers.

“Get the pacifier from my bag,” Ida told Joanna, not slowing the motion of her fingers. “He should come to associate his babyhood with sexual pleasure, yah?”

“That’s a great idea,” Joanna replied, and before Josh knew it, a pacifier was stuffed in his mouth, and he couldn’t help but suckle it slowly, moaning as his cock twitched in the warm air.

Joshua wasn’t sure what part of this was more humiliating. Being on display, a babyishly-printed diaper he’d soaked with his own pee opened, being masturbated through his ass without his cock ever being touched… Or the fact that thinking about it only made his dick throb harder, pacifier clenched between his teeth as he moaned, cheeks red with shame and arousal.

“Goood baby, that’s right, it feels good, doesn’t it now?” Ida cooed, feeling Joshua’s muscles spasm eagerly around her fingers. “You love being your Mommy’s baby, don’t you?”

“Uh.. Uh huh!” Josh blurted out, flushing as he said it, whimpering, tension building in his crotch and prostate.

It felt like all his muscles down there were clenched tightly, one big knot of pleasurable tension. Josh’s body was starting to tremble now, his sucking growing more and more frantic as his hips bucked upwards, groaning with pleasure at the sensations. Ida’s fingers stroked more insistently now, and Joshua could feel his whole body pushing towards that strange, intense, all-consuming bliss.

“Ngh… ngh! NGHH!” Josh thrashed slightly, pacifier tightly clenched between his teeth and fists balled up, as he came.

His rear spasmed frantically around Ida’s fingers as his cock bounced, spurting jism into the air and onto his stomach. He moaned, blushing and humiliated by his position, his own wife now his Mommy, a wetnurse hired to masturbate him through his ass… And squirted once more, less vigorously, cum dribbling down his tummy.

“That’s a good boy,” Ida said, curtly, as she withdrew her fingers from Josh’s backside, making him shudder, gasp, and release a little more cum. “Now he’s nice and soft…”

Joshua groaned, eyes rolling back in his head as he rested it on the carpeted floor. He dimly felt the sticky cum being wiped off of his skin, and the diaper being replaced by a fresh one. But instead of rapidly stuffing his flaccid cock into it and taping it up, Ida was taking her time about it, saying something to Josh’s Mommy he wasn’t really listening to…

...But she sounded interested, which seemed… dangerous.

Joshua made himself focus on both women. Ida was holding something up, and when he blinked and stared at it… he still had no idea what it was. It was shaped vaguely like his own cock, flaccid, but it was made of hard plastic and hollow.

“If you want to keep him as your baby forever,” Ida said. “Chastity is the best option. It will stop him getting… ideas.”

Josh looked frantically from Ida to Joanna, but Joanna just nodded thoughtfully, not protesting. Josh whimpered.

“Mommy, please! I didn’t think-”

“Shhhh,” Joanna said, reaching out a hand and pressing the pacifier hard into Josh’s mouth. “Mommy’s talking to Ida.”

Whimpering, Josh closed his eyes, tears of burning humiliation squeezing out of the corners. Now the orgasm was over, he felt horribly humiliated, feeling every piece of his manhood, his adult masculinity, being slowly torn away until he really was just his Mommy’s helpless diapered baby.

“Alright,” Joanna said. “How do we put it on him?”

Ida didn’t respond verbally, but Josh felt her hands on his scrotum, lifting the balls carefully. Something was slipped around them - and then a moment later, his drooping penis was slid through as well. Josh shivered, depressed at losing the use of his manhood, knowing in a few seconds he’d be caged, unable to get an erection any longer.

The plastic shaft was slipped down onto his length, with plenty of space, and he flushed as he heard Mommy and Ida giggling over that.

“A little baby cock, for a little baby,” Ida muttered, and Joanna agreed.

Josh heard it lock into place, and felt Ida turning a key on the top of it… and then it was stuck on him, locked around his softened penis, stopping it from getting hard. Gulping, Josh unsteadily reached down to feel his caged shaft, whimpering at the hard plastic under his fingers, stopping him from touching or feeling his penis itself.

“You will feel much better now,” Ida said, cheerfully. “...Mommy, I think this baby has forgotten his manners!”

“Joshie, what do you say?” Joanna chided, and Joshua flushed, not wanting to thank Ida for putting him into chastity against his will, not wanting to thank either of them for turning him into a mewling baby…

And yet… some part of him liked it. He was ashamed to admit it, but as time went on, he settled more and more into his role. Sometimes he wondered if he was only fighting because he felt like he should be…

“...Fank yoo, Ida,” he said, softly.

“Awww!” both women said instantly, smiling.

“What a precious little boy,” Ida added, pulling diaper up between his thighs and taping it up, hiding the bulky cage from view. “You’re very lucky to have such a doting Mommy, little one.”

“I know…” Josh replied, softly, feeling Ida’s hands pulling him up into a sitting position. “...Um. S-so, are you going to be… changing me, often?”

“When you’re home and your Mommy isn’t here, yes,” Ida said. “And taking care of your baths and mealtimes… making sure you’re a well-fed little boy.”

“W-well fed?”

Joanna and Ida shared a mischievous glance, and then Ida moved back onto the couch, patting the seat beside her.

“It isn’t all bad, being a baby,” she remarked, as Josh crawled up onto the cushions of the sofa. “I saw you looking at my bosoms, earlier.”

Josh nodded, shamefaced.

“S-sorry,” he muttered, as Ida’s sliding the pacifier out of his mouth.

“No apologies,” Ida said, smirking. “You aren’t in trouble… But tell me little one, would you like to see them?”

Looking hesitantly at his Mommy, who was nodding and smirking, Joshua soon whipped his head back to Ida’s face… and nodded, uncertainly. Obviously Joanna not only didn’t care - she expected this to happen.

“P...please?” Joshua mumbled. “If it’s… okay?”

“Of course,” Ida said, grinning as she pulled down the cross shape in her blouse, her breasts popping out quickly, full and firm, even better outside of the shirt than in it.

Josh realized suddenly that that was what the blouse was designed for - exposing Ida’s breasts… so she could feed a baby. He was so busy staring at her ripe pink nipples and the swollen milky flesh of her boobs that he barely even noticed Ida had taken his hand until she was resting it right on the tit closest to him.

“Ah!” he said, gasping, looking around huntedly to make sure this was okay. “M-Mommy, is it-?”

“Go ahead, little man,” Joanna said. “I want you to have a full breakfast…”

“D-Do you really make milk?” Joshua said, tentatively squeezing.

Before Ida could respond, Josh got his answer, as his gentle groping sent a trickle of milk dribbling out of that nipple, down the back of his hand. He gasped… and a moment later his hands began teasing her stiff nipple gently, making Ida moan softly as more milk spurted onto his hand.

Pulling his fingers back curiously, he licked the droplets of milk off of them.

They tasted sweet, and Josh found he was hungry for more.

“O-ooo,” Ida moaned. “Lay across my lap…”

Josh eagerly and obediently scrambled into position, looking up at Ida’s flushed face past her swollen breasts. He could feel his cock surging with blood, trying to stiffen, but just swelling against the inside of the cage, uncomfortably. He grunted in discomfort, but tried to pay it no mind as Ida cupped one breast, offering him the nipple.

“Here, baby,” she murmured, and Joshua gratefully accepted it into his mouth.

The nipple was firm against his tongue, and every suckling motion of it sent fresh, warm milk flooding into the back of his mouth. Josh moaned happily, squeezing in closer to the plump woman as he drank, feeling a warm peace spread through his body.

“Mmf… your teeth, baby,” Ida chided, and Josh grunted an apology, flicking big eyes up towards her as he stopped clenching his jaw so much, working his throat and tongue muscles carefully to suckle more delicious, hunger-quenching milk from her bosom.

“What does it feel like?” Joanna asked, fascinated. “It seems… uncomfortable.”

“Nmmm, no,” Ida replied, dreamily, stroking Joshua’s hair. “It can be painful at first if the latch isn’t good. But mostly it’s very relieving. No more pressure. It’s… soothing.”

“Well, I don’t think I could do it,” Joanna murmured. “...But look at his little face, so happy.”

Josh’s eyes were closed, in total bliss, as he drank his fill of the sweet milk, feeling it fill his tummy. It wasn’t just the fluid itself, the whole experience made him feel totally at peace. Small, weak, helpless… but okay with that.

His cock was still straining against his cage, but Josh focused on other sensations now. The subtle perfume on Ida’s skin, the thin taste of the milk. Her soft warmth under his hand as he rested one on her breast, feeling her heart beat, softly.

The quiet sound of awe as Joanna watched him, knowing she was his Mommy forever, and that he was her baby boy… And the gentle rub of the diaper between his thighs whenever he moved, proving it.

Like always, there was a part of Josh that wanted to fight this. But he was so far gone now, it was easy now just to drift off and submit to his new life… Maybe if he had to be a diapered baby, he could at least be a happy one.

“Good boy,” Joanna murmured, kissing his cheek. “Good boy.”

And Joshua found the praise felt good.

End.

My Wife is my New MOMMY? Pt 5

Joshie cuddled a stuffed lamb on his lap as he was wheeled into the park.

Like always, he was dressed in a humiliatingly infantile outfit that did nothing to conceal his thick, soaking wet diapers. Little blue shorts clung to his thighs, complemented by a lighter blue Belebubbies t-shirt, and his caged cock was squished up against the soggy padding, jostled occasionally when the stroller rolled over a bump in the path.

Josh couldn’t keep track of the days anymore. It seemed like he’d been his Mommy’s diapered baby boy forever. Everyday was a never-ending parade of diaperings, bottle and breastfeeding, and being treated like an infant. Josh knew once upon a time he’d been a ‘big boy’, and Mommy Joanna had been his… wife? But that felt like a completely different life…

At first Josh had hoped one day she would say he didn’t have to sleep in the crib anymore, that she wanted him back as a real man, her husband, after all this time. But it seemed like every week she seemed to want things to go further and further. She spent money on all kinds of adult baby accessories she couldn’t possibly return, filled a whole wardrobe with custom-made childish outfits for him to wear… And that was before you even considered the closet filled with diapers that was re-stocked every month.

It was obvious Joanna had no plans to restore Josh’s status. He would never be  a man again - just a little baby…

He whimpered as he felt wetness suddenly seeping out from the legcuffs of his diaper, dampening his shorts.. He realized he must have been wetting himself again. Poor baby Joshie was now completely unable to control his bladder, just like a real baby.

Once his Mommy had obliged and let him wear big boy undies for once, instead of spanking him for asking. A half hour later, and he’d been almost in tears when he felt him soak his dungarees, whimpering and blubbering as Mommy led him upstairs to the bathroom saying ‘I told you so’.

Just one more way he wasn’t a grown-up anymore. At least he could control his bowels, but it didn’t matter much when he was given such frequent enemas… and anyway, Josh was forced to be a good baby and make his messies in his pampers.

“Baby?” Ida, his nursemaid/Nanny asked from behind him, sounding concerned. “Somebody sounds fussy… What is the matter?”

Joshua blushed, popping his thumb into his mouth and looking away as Ida leaned over him, peering between his legs. She soon noticed the wet patches that had formed there, and she chuckled affectionately.

His wife, Ida, Nurse Rita, they all treated this as if it was normal. That made it even more humiliating, somehow. As if he couldn’t even say he was ‘really’ a man - he was just a little baby, and now everybody else could see it.

“Oh dear, little one,” Ida said, as she straightened back up. “We will have to change you soon. Don’t worry, sweetie. Let Nanny find us a good place for a picnic, and then I can fix your diaper.”

Josh cringed, knowing she wouldn’t be taking him inside a bathroom to change him…

***

“Stop squirming,” Ida chided as she lay Josh back on the blanket. But it was hard not to stare when he could feel everybody looking at him.

“Ple-... Pwease, Ida. Dun change me here,” Josh pleaded pitifully as he felt her tugging his shorts down. “People can see!”

Now his soaked diaper was on display to anybody who cared to glance over - and several people did exactly that,watching, giggling, even taking videos on their phones as the big baby was exposed in public. Joshua whimpered gently, wanting to cover himself with his hands, but knowing that would just get them smacked away from his crotch.

“Nobody cares,” Ida said, with a handwave. “Nobody is watching a crying baby have his didee changed.”

A quick glance confirmed that wasn’t correct, but Joshua knew better than to talk back. He merely squeezed his eyes shut, trying not to listen to the snatches of conversation he heard from all around him. His face was bright red with humiliation - but despite it all, he could feel his little cock, locked in chastity, straining against his cage with arousal.

“You are very wet,” Ida remarked, as she began to undo the tapes of his diaper. Being changed was routine to Joshua now, who spent all his time padded up. His Mommy had even bought a few swim diapers for if they ever went to the beach.

“S-sorry,” Josh mumbled, shivering as he felt the cool air on his wet skin as Ida opened the diaper. “...Oops.”

A little trickle of extra pee dribbled down his thigh into the already-soaked padding, out of his control. The embarrassment was almost too much for him as he knew strangers could see his caged cock, see him wetting himself helplessly like a baby. Anxiously, Josh began to suck his thumb, waiting for the change to be over.

Ida wiped him carefully clean, lifting his legs up so she could reach his bottom. Despite his shame, Joshie was glad he wasn’t sitting in a puddle any more. It was never his choice when his diaper got changed - Mommy or one of the other grownup ladies got to decide that…

“Fank you,” he squeaked as Ida lifted him again, removing the soaked diaper from underneath him. “...C’n I have a space one today?”

One small piece of freedom Josh got was that sometimes he could pick his diaper. He inevitably chose the most ‘adult’ designs, even though his Mommy made sure not to buy anything overly medical. He was a baby after all, as she was fond of reminding him.

“Of course you may,” Ida replied, smiling. “Let me get it from my bag…”

Josh could see more smiles on a group of women further away, but they didn’t look as kind as Nanny Ida’s. They were laughing at him… Why wouldn’t they be? He was a grown man dressed as a toddler, being diapered in public. Josh would probably have laughed too, a few months ago. Now he lay obediently on the unfolded picnic cloth, waiting for his nudity to be covered up by a fresh diaper.

Ida slipped the blue, crinkly padding under Josh’s backside, and he felt a little ashamed at just how comforted he was by it. Being out of diapers just felt plain ‘wrong’ to him now. He just wasn’t used to the feeling now. Josh felt much more secure and comfortable in his thick pampers, and he let out a little sigh despite his embarrassment as it was taped up snugly between his legs.

Joshie waited for his shorts to be pulled back up, but instead he felt his left shoe being eased back onto his foot. He pulled his foot away in alarm, but Ida grabbed his leg in one hand, raising an eyebrow at him.

“N-nanny, you forgot my um, my shorts…”

“Your shorts are covered in pee-pee,” Ida replied, as she wrestled his foot back into the custom velcro sneakers his Mommy bought for him. “You can’t wear them now.”

“But, but,” Josh stammered, cheeks bright pink. “...Everybody will see my diapers! You can’t!”

He yanked his other foot out of reach, desperately, but Ida easily grabbed and pulled it back.

“Everybody has already seen your diapers, and they’ll see a baby boy with a spanked rear end if you continue,” she warned, shoving the other sneaker on and doing it up. “Honestly, little one. Everybody already knows you’re a baby.”

Josh cringed, knowing she was right, but hating to admit it. He tried to cling to the dim hope that maybe people wouldn’t look at his thickly padded backside under clothes and know a diaper was there… But there was no way to deny or hide it like this. It was immediately obvious, and Josh wanted to stay put on his picnic blanket, hiding away from everybody.

Ida was having none of that, though. She pulled him to his feet and smacked his padded backside happily, sending him off towards the playground…

Josh gulped, toddling towards the sandpit, glancing over at Ida. As people laughed and pointed, he hesitantly crouched down in the sand, feeling his cock throbbing urgently. The humiliation of being treated like this was almost too much - he wondered if he could cum even while he was inside the cage.

Of course, as the diapered boy looked up at Ida, she was holding her phone, taking photos and videos of him. He reluctantly picked up a little plastic rake, dragging it across the surface of the sand and making little waves on the surface. Ida laughed gently, and so did another woman, but Josh didn’t look up, blushing, feeling the sand against his bare legs.

There were hundreds of photos of him now on FaceSpace, many of them with his new Mommy. Once she’d shown it to him, and he’d whimpered with shame as he saw the cocky, confident young man he’d been before… next to the diaper-wearing, dependent baby boy he now was.

The worst part was that everybody could see it! All of Joanna’s friends knew. There was no turning back… Wherever he went, people would know Josh had been put into diapers and treated like an infant, willingly, for a part of his life. He wrinkled his nose as he thought about it…

At least playing with the sand was kinda fun. Josh had moved on to packing sand into a bucket, entertaining himself with the childish activity. He made several lopsided sandcastles before Ida suggested he move on, playing on the swings.

“C-could you push me higher?” Josh asked as Ida gently swung him back and forth.

“I don’t want the baby to get scared,” she replied, and Josh pouted. He looked down between his legs, seeing the wetness indicators on his diaper were still there. That made him feel almost proud - then a little embarrassed that he’d be ‘proud’ of that.

Eventually, after he was worn out from playing, Ida led him back over to the picnic blanket, and handed him his stuffed lamb again. Joshua snuggled it gratefully as he leaned against Ida. He’d gotten more and more used to physical affection like this. It made him feel small, but not in an embarrassed way. It felt like the whole world could slip away…

“Time for your snack, little one,” Ida said, and Joshua bit his lip and felt his heart pound faster as he was slid down on her lap.

Without caring who was looking, she unbuttoned her blouse, her breast slipping free… and guided Joshua’s lips towards it. Shyly, he parted them, and began to suckle, face flushed with arousal and embarrassment as he began to drink his nursemaid’s freely-flowing milk.

This felt so naughty, still, sucking on a woman’s breasts in public. If he could have gotten stiff, Josh knew he would have been tenting his diapers with his cock. For now he just felt himself swell in his cage, face red with humiliation and eagerness.

Ida moaned softly with pleasure, her own cheeks reddening from the sensation as Joshua suckled at her nipple. It was stiff and swollen with milk, dribbling sweetly into the adult baby’s mouth. Josh could hear Ida’s breath catching in her throat, shamelessly rocking her hips ever so slightly as people looked on, watching the ‘big baby’ being fed, and not realizing how perverted the situation really was…

Josh closed his eyes and sighed, his diaper crinkling as he wriggled down a little further. If he pretended nobody else was watching… this was a nice moment.

...And knowing they were? Well. That made it more exciting, which was good too.

***

A half hour later, and they were nearly home. Despite how embarrassed Josh had been at the park, now he was in a very good mood. He squeezed his lamb plushie tightly as his feet kicked, bouncing himself slightly up and down in the stroller.

“You seem happy, little one,” Ida said with amusement. “And you were so fussy earlier! Why is this?”

Joshua blushed at her question. In truth, he was happy for a rather personal, and most people would say private reason. But nothing was private for him anymore, and he was so excited he didn’t mind his Nanny knowing about it.

“I think maybe today is the day I get to have cummies,” Josh said, his voice incongruously childish for what he was talking about. “Mommy says I get them once a week!”

Josh had long since stopped being able to count the days that passed, as they all blurred together in a haze of second babyhood and sexual denial. It was hard to keep track now he was a ‘baby’, and it didn’t help that he went to daycare so irregularly now.

‘Daycare’ was his work, once upon a time, but now instead of a desk, he had a playpen. And instead of working on important things for the company, he had baby toys to play with - when he wasn’t being taken off to Nurse Rita for a diaper change or an enema.

“Oh, is that so?” Ida said, chuckling. “Well, I hope you’ve been a good boy to deserve them then, hm?”

“Uh huh,” Josh replied, biting his lip.

Soon they were at the house, and Joanna greeted them both warmly, giving Joshua a cuddle and kiss on the forehead. Her breasts pressed up against him as she rubbed his diapered backside, and the eager little boy whimpered, pushing his caged cock against the inside padding.

“Was he a good boy?” his Mommy asked. “Not too fussy?”

“His diaper leaked so I’ll be laundering his shorts,” Ida explained. “He was a good boy today. Weren’t you, Joshie?”

Josh nodded enthusiastically, hoping his ‘good boy’ status would encourage Mommy to ‘help him out’ like he wanted.

“I played in the sandpit,” he offered, and Joanna chuckled.

“Did you now?” she asked. “Well, I’ll have something to show your fans on FaceSpace then…”

Joshua looked at his feet shyly. Joanna had set up a page devoted to him, at first just for her friends and family… But gradually more and more women were finding it and following it. Some of them just posted little comments or emotes, others discussed excitedly what Joanna was doing, praising her, saying they might do the same with their own husband. Joshie had a small following now, people who looked forward to seeing their favorite adult baby boy being his whimpering, blushing, thickly padded self.

“Okay, baby boy,” Joanna said, once Ida had left to do the laundry. “Let’s go upstairs for naptime.”

Josh nodded obediently, taking Joanna’s hand as she led him up the stairs. Taking a nap probably wouldn’t have been on the agenda if he got to choose what to do, but since Mommy was in charge - and she was, always - Joshie didn’t mind getting to lay down in his crib and sleep.

“Mommy,” he said cautiously as he toddled into the bedroom, legs spread slightly by the damp padding between his legs. “Can I ask you sumthin’?”

“Mmhm?” Joanna asked, as she pulled back the back waistband of his diaper and peered in, checking him. “No messies! You can keep that diaper on…”

Josh wasn’t sure how to react, but his face was a huge red beacon of humiliation he tried to shake off so he could speak again. Joanna squeezed his crotch to confirm he wasn’t too wet, before she looked back up at him, waiting.

“Mommy, is it nearly my day to make stickies?” Josh blurted out suddenly. “Is it, is it that day already?”

Joanna d’awwed and smiled at her cute husband, now her adorable baby boy. His childish glee was truly innocent, even when he was talking about cumming in his diapers like this.

“Not today, sweetie,” Joanna replied. “It’s tomorrow.”

Josh deflated slightly, with a little pout on his lips, and Joanna stifled a chuckle as she pulled her former-husband into a Mommy-ish cuddle. She felt him nuzzling her breasts unconsciously as she continued, stroking his hair softly.

“There there baby boy, it’s only one sleep until tomorrow,” Joanna said softly. “...I forgot what a tiny baby you are, you know. After all, a big boy would know what day it was, hm?”

Joshua whined.

“Not my fault,” he complained, pouting. “Mommy should tell me what day it is…”

“Well, I don’t think a widdle toddlebutt like you needs to know,” Joanna replied, booping Josh’s nose affectionately. “Because Mommy’s in charge of everything, isn’t that right?”

Josh glanced at his crib, and the stack of diapers next to it. His face flushed, he nodded slowly. Mommy was in charge of everything, even his little caged cock.

Giving a soft gasp, Josh felt Joanna’s hands trail down to his backside, groping his padded rear lovingly, stroking up and down across the smooth plastic there. The strangely intimate contact made him wiggle slightly, pressing himself against Joanna with a mixture of childish love and teenager-like lust.

“Mmm, you have been a good boy recently,” Joanna commented, remembering how obedient Joshua was lately. “Mommy’s proud of you.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” Josh said, his breath hitching in his throat. Joanna was acting almost flirtatiously, and it was driving the padded boy wild with desire.

“Joshie… How about you and Mommy have some special cuddles in bed, hm?”

Joshua stood up straighter as he looked at her questioningly. He didn’t have much hope she was suggesting they have actual sex, with his penis inside her… He’d stopped suggesting that when she laughed every time. In fact, Mommy probably wouldn’t even take his cage off.

But Josh was aroused by the thought of kissing and caressing his sexy Mommy-wife, bringing her to the edge of bliss… and then over it, all while his thickly diapered backside stuck up in the air, crinkling loudly. It would be a delicious tease to see her orgasming and moaning in front of him, because of him, even, while his own cock was untouched and throbbing, leaking in his chastity cage, into the padding between his legs.

“Um, um, what kind of special cuddles?” he asked, shyly, and Joanna smirked widely.

“The kind where you give Mommy lots of special attention,” she said. “And special… kisses.”

Joshua’s pulse quickened as he nodded, swallowing hard with anticipation. Joanna gave his crinkly diaper one last pat, before she pulled away, slowly unzipping her skirt. Josh watched with appreciation as she undressed, his cock pulsing in his cage as he took in her sexy, slender body.

A few months ago he would have been fucking her, claiming her on the bed while she moaned in pleasure at how assertive and romantic her big, strong man was. Now Josh was excited beyond all belief just by the sight of Joanna’s panties, stretched taut across her mound.

It felt pathetic to admit, but even just this felt amazing. Being allowed to be so close instead of in his crib, watching with his pacifier in his mouth as Joanna moaned and gasped with delight, touching herself under the covers. He’d try to hump against his diapers, but it felt like almost nothing with the bulky cage in the way.

“Do you like seeing Mommy nakey, baby?” Joanna cooed as she slipped out of her top, reaching behind herself to unclasp her bra. “Is somebody excited, hm?”

“Ye, yes Mommy,” Josh stammered, flushing hotly.

“Is your widdle baby cock hard?” she asked, with a teasing smirk, before giggling cruelly. “Oh, I’m sorry baby. I forgot you’re all locked up, aren’t you?”

Josh had no idea why that turned him on, but apparently months of being treated as a kinky adult toddler had warped his sexuality, because he had to bite his lip to suppress his obvious noise of pleasure, as his dick pulsed eagerly inside the chastity cage.

Now Joanna stood fully naked in front of Josh, and she beckoned him closer as she lay down on the bed they used to share. Her thighs parted, Josh licked his lips eagerly as he climbed up on top of her.

Even now he felt like a clumsy toddler, very aware of his diapered rear sticking up in the air as he grabbed for Joanna’s soft breasts with both hands. He murmured happily as he kissed one nipple, squeezing the roundness of her other tit as he did so.

“Oooo, good baby,” Joanna murmured, squirming underneath him happily, pressing her mound up towards his diapered crotch. “Mommy loves you.”

“Wub you too, Mommy,” Joshua replied as he hungrily ran his tongue across Joanna’s stiffening nipple, swirling around it as Joanna’s back arched and she let out a moan of lust.

Sex felt so naughty now, like something Josh wasn’t supposed to be doing, but was.being allowed for once. He dove for his Mommy’s left breast, and quickly took her nipple into his mouth, suckling frantically like the waddling baby boy he’d been reduced to. He heard Joanna’s gasp of happy surprise, her body rocking slowly up towards him as he moaned around her stiffened nub.

“Mmm! M-milk won’t come out, you know,” Joanna said, her face hot and pink already. “... Ohh… but it makes Mommy feel so good…”

Joshua continued to tease her breasts and nipples for a while longer, but he could sense his ‘Mommy’ growing impatient. A moment later, he felt her hand on top of his head, pushing him slowly down to her crotch. Obediently, Josh lowered his face between her thighs, licking his lips as he breathed in her feminine scent deeply.

It had been weeks… months? Since he’d been this close to that part of her body, and he could feel his pulse racing frantically. He pressed his lips against her own, far slicker ones, and his tongue slid out, slipping up between her folds.

Joshua’s tongue found Joanna’s clit, and she squealed delightedly as she pushed her crotch up towards his hungrily slurping tongue. Her obedient baby boy, licked slowly up and down, trailing the tip of his tongue the full length of her slippery slit, tasting her womanhood eagerly like it was his last meal.

“That’s, that’s a good boy, kiddo,” Joanna grunted. “I want my pampered l-little baby to make Mommy cum…”

Joshua pressed ahead, his tongue sliding deeper into Joanna, sliding against her g-spot while his lips brushed across her throbbing clit. She moaned lustfully as she stroked Joshua’s hair lovingly, her passage clenching around his tongue a little in pleasure.

Again, Joshua couldn’t help but think about how usually it would be his cock in there, thrusting up inside her like a real man. He felt a surge of arousal wash over him as he fantasized about his own denial, lapping meekly at his wife’s - now his Mommy’s - dripping pussy. He was her little diapered toy, crinkling and moaning noises filling the air as he pleasured her with his mouth, driving her onwards towards her nearing climax.

“Yes! Baby, more! Good boy!” Joanna cried out, her breathing heavy and quick as she bucked her hips insistently up towards Joshua’s face.

The motion was distracting, and made him feel smaller, weaker, more submissive. But those feelings only translated into more desperate licking, grabbing Mommy’s ass with both hands, slobbering desperately between her folds as his tongue hit her stiff clit over and over, flicking against it repeatedly. Joanna’s back arched, her body trembling, moaning, as she felt her adult baby husband push her towards the edge…

And then over it.

“OHHH! Good boy, G-good… NMM!”

Joanna’s slit suddenly became a lot slicker as she pushed her crotch eagerly up against Joshua’s tongue. He barely had to move as she rode out her orgasm, rocking and grinding against his mouth and face. She shuddered and squealed, using her obedient baby boy for her own pleasure.

Joshua willingly took it, lapping as eagerly as he could as her hip motions got less and less frantic. He hadn’t gotten any physical pleasure for himself, but making his Mommy cum filled with a strange, embarrassed sort of pride. He was being shown his place, in the sexiest way possible.

“Ohhh.. mmm… sit up, cutie,” Joanna said, moaning as she pushed his head away, gently. “Come cuddle…”

Wasting no time, Josh obediently sat up, licking his lips as he crawled to one side of Joanna, curling up against her as she wrapped an arm around him. He could still feel the intense heat coming off of her, hear her heartrate racing, but gradually slowing down.

With a gentle sigh, Joshua closed his eyes, resting his head against her chest. His legs slowly wrapped around hers, and he could feel the thick padding of his diaper pressing against her thigh as they lay there together, comfortable and peaceful.

“I’m so glad I turned you into my baby boy,” Joanna said, with a chuckle. “Don’t you think this is right for you?”

“Yes, Mommy,” Joshua repeated almost automatically - but then thought about it, and decided maybe it was true. He could barely even remember being an adult any more…

“And tomorrow, if you’re good, Mommy will let you make stickies,” Joanna continued, smiling. “Won’t that be fun?”

Josh nodded eagerly.

“I wub you, Mommy,” he said, blushing.

“I love you too, little one… Now let’s snuggle for a few minutes, and then Mommy will put you down in your crib for a nap.”

Joshua treasured those next few minutes, clinging closely to Joanna. She was his, for the time being, and it felt so good. His Mommy, laying beside him…

Josh frowned as he realized he didn’t think of her as his wife at all now. When he thought about cuddling with Joanna, he thought of her as his Mommy, and nothing else. The only time the idea she had ever been married to him crossed his mind, was when he was thinking about just how much things had changed.

“Mmmf,” Joanna murmured, nuzzling her head against the top of Josh’s, and the diapered adult baby nuzzled back, smiling shyly.

In no time at all, the cuddling was over, and Joshua reluctantly climbed into his crib. His Mommy carefully checked his diaper, handed him his stuffie, and pushed a pacifier into his mouth before she tucked him in. The actions were loving, but they were so far away from any normal kind of romantic love…

Joshua pouted as she slipped the side of the crib up, and turned the dial to wind up his mobile. Here was where they parted. His Mommy wandering off back into the adult world…

And him, forever her diapered baby boy, napping in a crib in the middle of the afternoon, no longer even having an adult job to go to.

End.

My Wife is my New Mommy? Pt 6

When Joshua woke up that morning, at first it felt like any other day. His diaper was sodden with a whole night’s sleep full of urine, his cock was tightly caged, and his pacifier lay on his pillow beside his mouth, having fallen out while he slept.

Mommy’s bed was empty, and Joshie blushed as his mind filled with naughty memories of the day before, replaying them behind eyes that peered out through the bars of his adult-sized crib. Mommy had asked him to give her ‘special cuddles’, before he fell upon her hungrily, whimpering, suckling at her breasts, and finally being guided between her legs, where he licked and worshipped her pussy, cock straining against his chastity cage as he expressed his sexuality the only way he was allowed to anymore…

Adult baby Joshie blinked as he considered that. That wasn’t quite true, was it? Mommy usually let his little peepee out at least once a week, for him to make stickies. Josh whimpered, trying to remember if today was the day… Since he’d been pushed into his role as his wife’s adult baby boy, Joanna no longer bothered to tell Josh the day or even what time it was. He obediently ate, drank, had his diaper changed, and took naps, whenever she ordered.

At that moment, Josh’s Mommy walked back in, smiling as she noticed her little man was awake.

“Hey cutie,” she cooed, reaching down through the top of the crib to affectionately tickle Josh under his chin. “How’s your didee this morning?”

Josh blushed, but couldn’t stop himself from leaning into the gentle affection from the woman he once called his wife, and now thought of as only his ‘Mommy’.

“I’m very wet, Mommy,” he admitted, shuffling back, pulling his shirt up slightly to show off the mass of soaked padding between his thighs.

Joshie knew better than to ask his Mommy for a change outright. Instead he looked up at her with a mixture of hope and pleading, grunting and wincing slightly as she reached down and pressed the sodden diaper-front hard against his plastic-encased babydick.

“Looks like you had a very soggy night,” Joanna remarked, smirking. “Let’s get my tiny baby boy changed.”

Josh felt a wave of gratitude wash over him as his Mommy lowered the side of his enormous crib, offering a hand to lift him out of it. Without even thinking about it, Josh hurriedly grabbed his stuffed lamb and his pacifier before he was led over to the bed, pushing the silicone nipple into his mouth. Suckling was a natural, soothing motion for him now, and he felt himself relax as he was lowered onto Mommy’s big bed, a plastic changing mat crinkling underneath him.

Usually the bed was bare when Joshie was changed there, but apparently Joanna had decided his full diaper was in danger of leaking. Josh whimpered slightly at the thought as the swollen padding was peeled away from his skin - there was a special kind of shame in having plastic mats put underneath you so your soaking wet diapers didn’t leak on the good furniture.

“Mommy,” Josh piped up, suddenly remembering his earlier thought as Joanna wiped across the outside of his cage. “Is it, um… is today the day I get to make big boy stickies?”

“Hmm,” Joanna said slowly, a wry smile on her lips as she cleaned her big baby up. “What do you think?”

“I don’t know, Mommy,” Josh said, flushing as he gave an answer he hoped Mommy would like. “...Widdle babies aren’t good at thinking…”

That did seem to please Joanna.

“Hah! You know your place, don’t you, baby boy?” she praised Joshie, as she pulled the wet diaper away and rolled it up. “It’s okay, Mommy’s here to do all your thinking for you…”

Josh looked up hopefully. Joanna seemed to be leaving that sentence hanging - hopefully she was going to confirm that today was the day he’d been looking forward to so much, after all.

“...And yes, you’re right,” Mommy said, with a smile. “Today Mommy’s going to unlock your widdle cock and help you make stickies, since you’ve been such a good little boy lately.”

Josh sucked his pacifier gleefully as he imagined it, barely registering his legs being lifted and a fresh, crinkly diaper being slid under his backside. He was too busy letting his mind wander to the thought of his Mommy’s hand on his cock, squeezing, stroking, up and down, as he mindlessly thanked her for letting him cum. His limp shaft firmed up slightly inside his plastic chastity cage, but it was trapped in place, unable to get to any kind of hardness - and soon covered up by the front of the diaper.

“Okay buddy, let’s get you dressed,” Joanna remarked, as she secured the last tape on his diaper. “You’ve got a busy day today… Nanny Ida’s going to give you breakfast, and then she’s taking you to daycare in a little bit.”

Josh sighed as he was pulled back to the reality of his life, where he was nothing but his wife’s obedient little diapered baby boy. Reluctantly, he allowed himself to be pulled up, lifting his hands to have his sleep shirt removed and replaced with whatever embarrassing ensemble his Mommy chose.

***

Josh’s outfit for the day was a pair of brown shortalls with a teddy bear face on the chest, and a blue striped onesie that held his dampened diaper in place. The shortalls had snaps up the thighs for easy access at changing time, shining brass buttons that Nanny Ida or Nurse Rita could pull undone any time they wanted to check the state of his diaper.

Adult baby Joshie’s breakfast was spoon-fed oatmeal and breastmilk. Nurse Ida had made a big show of twirling the spoon around in the air, asking Josh to ‘open wide for the airplane’. At some point Joanna grabbed her phone and began filming a video for Josh’s FaceSpace page, much to his humiliation.

“Ohhh, baby girl is making such a mess!” Ida chuckled as she moved the spoon away at the last second so a spoonful of his breakfast ended up smeared across his cheek. “Of course such a clumsy little toddler should never be allowed to feed himself.”

Joshua squeezed his eyes shut, nostrils flaring, his face red with humiliation. Of course Ida was only doing this to embarrass him in front of everybody watching online, to drive home the point that he was no longer a man - just a helpless toddler who had to be spoonfed by his Nanny. As Josh opened his mouth reluctantly for another mouthful, he felt himself wetting his diaper without even realizing his muscles had relaxed, and he groaned.

Now he was being bundled into his car seat, carefully strapped in by Nurse Ida. Ida seemed to be in no mood to entertain an adult-sized baby, briskly doing up the straps to hold him in place, shoving Josh’s stuffed lamb into his hands.

“What’s that?” Josh asked, with a frown, as he saw the light blue pacifier Ida was holding, with some kind of thick blue strap hanging from either side. “Nurse Ida?”

“I don’t want to listen to any baby babbling this morning,” Ida said, as she pushed the pacifier into Joshie’s surprised mouth. “This is to keep you quiet on the drive this morning.”

Josh whined in annoyance, pouting as the shield of the pacifier was pushed against his lips. This felt like insult to injury, because Joshie was honestly not very talkative most mornings. Again it was just one more way to emphasize how little and controlled he was by everybody around him.

Once the pacifier was fastened around his head, Josh sucked gently for a moment, before trying to push it out with his tongue. Unsurprisingly, the pacifier stayed inside his mouth, refusing to budge more than a few fractions of an inch before the straps holding it in place pulled it back in.

The car started, and Ida dialled Rita to let her know the pair were on their way.

“Ya. Yes. I’ve picked the baby up,” Ida said into the bluetooth headset in her ear. “He is a little fussy today.”

Josh’s eyebrows furrowed as he heard Rita’s remarks about him, but his attention was stolen by a face looking at him through the window of the car opposite.

A teenage girl giggled and snapped a photo as she stared at Joshie, pulling another girl who might have been her friend or her sister over to look. Josh’s face was bright red - he couldn’t hear what they were saying through the glass, but their mouths moved animatedly, laughing and pointing at the adult baby in the next car over.

Luckily a few moments later Ida sped away, and Josh was spared embarrassment… Until they passed another car with a passenger looking out the window, at least.

***

A half hour later and Josh was finally at the place he used to call work, the pacifier removed from around his head, but another one clipped to his shirt. He was handed over to one of the ladies in the office, and now he was back in the little play area they’d set up in lieu of his old desk area.

Josh remembered the burning humiliation he’d felt the first time he came in and saw the little playpen with baby toys scattered around, knowing that was where he’d spend most of his time from now on. Now it was just another part of his adult baby life, like the soggy diaper between his legs, or the babyish outfit he was forced to wear.

“Here we go, Joshie,” the girl who was holding Josh’s hand said as she led him into the playpen. “I’ll let Nurse Ida know you’re here.”

Josh sank down into the playpen with a pout on his face, snuggling the soft toy lamb against his legs. The office was filled with the normal hustle and bustle of people working, typing, filing reports… And Josh was no longer part of it.

Seeking the form of comfort that came most naturally to him now, Josh lifted the binky clipped to his shirt up to his mouth, sucking dolefully as he peeked out at his former coworkers.

One man, Jed Harris, was sweating, stroking his hands through his hair again and again as he waited on hold with his boss. Josh frowned slightly - it didn’t look like he was having much fun, either. Was that how he used to look here every day? Joshie remembered work was stressful sometimes, but he didn’t remember how it felt anymore.

Focused now, Josh looked around and noted the panicked expressions on people’s faces, the stressed movements, the groans and grunts as spines were cracked and necks were rolled, stiff from sitting in cheap desk chairs all day. Joshua was never allowed to do anything by himself anymore, but he also didn’t have to deal with any of the stresses he saw in front of him.

Wrinkling his nose, Josh frowned behind the pacifier, harder. Being a baby… All this time, he’d thought there was nothing worse than how he was being treated. And now he found himself feeling almost grateful to Joanna for this. No longer having to work, no having to worry about money or hours or anything like that. Mommy and Nurse Ida took care of everything for him.

Josh blushed as he felt the warmth blooming around his crotch, wetness soaking the front of his diaper and running down to his backside. He was wetting again, again without even feeling himself start to go. Again Josh remembered the humiliation he felt the first time he wet his diaper - now it was so routine he was barely conscious of it happening.

...And somebody took care of that, too. Josh groaned as he closed his eyes. Thinking was too hard.

“Finkin’ is for big boys,” Josh muttered to himself in a babyish voice, although there were no ‘adults’ around to chide him. “Babies pway…”

Brushing aside his earlier musings, Josh put his arms in front of him, his stuffed toy balled up in one fist, and began to crawl towards some of the toys on the other side of the playpen. His diaper stood out clearly against his backside, crinkling audibly even over the noise of the office. Poor baby Joshie had been an adult toddler for so long he was beginning to forget what it felt

like to be a man at all.

As he reached the toys, Josh picked up a red and blue block, and began to carefully stack them. Without any access to any kind of adult entertainment - computers, movies, even books or magazines - he had learned to entertain himself with the babyish activities provided to him. Josh even felt a smile spreading across his lips behind his binky as he stacked a third block on his tower, his gaze intense as he watched it to make sure it didn’t fall.

While he played, a couple of the female office workers stopped to giggle and watch at how closely he was looking at his blocks.

“He’s so adorable!” One gushed, with a grin on her face. “I can’t believe you used to think he was hot!”

“Sh!” The other replied, face flushed. “I didn’t know he was really just a baby then, did I?

Josh looked up, his eyes wide with surprise as he heard their conversation. They both giggled and moved on quickly, the first woman wiggling her fingers in a playful wave before she left.

What surprised Josh most was how little he cared about what he’d heard - after all, the only woman a little boy needed was his Mommy, and Mommy always thought he was handsome.

***

It was around 3pm when Nurse Rita came to get Josh for his daily enema - not that the little baby boy knew the time. He’d been changed out of his wet diaper once already, before he had his lunch of applesauce and graham crackers and was put down for a nap. He’d only been awake for a little while before Nurse Rita came to get him.

Now Josh rose reluctantly and took Rita’s hand as she led him to the ‘infant care’ room, set up just for him. Having enemas was still something Josh didn’t enjoy very much, but struggling wouldn’t have made a difference - Rita would just have called in some of the bigger, stronger men from the office to hold him down, turning a small humiliation into a massively embarrassing scene.

"Your Mommy's coming to collect you soon," Rita said, with a smile, as she firmly led the adult baby boy down the corridor. "So we'd better hurry."


"Yes, Nurse Wita," Josh mumbled, his mouth a thin line as he thought about the inevitable feeling of the enema's nozzle sliding into his backside - and then messing himself helplessly in front of the Nurse. 


"Don't look so pouty, kiddo," Rita said, as she pushed open the door to the familiar space where Josh had his diaper changed every day, subjected to frequent humiliating checks and 'examinations' that seemed designed just to reinforce his role as 'adult baby'. 

"Mommy told me you're getting a special treat tonight, is that true?"


Joshie's face brightened slightly, and he nodded. If Mommy was talking to other adults about him getting to make stickies that evening, then it was almost guaranteed she'd follow through. 

The thought of finally having an orgasm after so long made Josh tremble with excitement, his balls swollen from days of denial, his cock needy but trapped and unable to stiffen. He was far from eager as he climbed onto the adult-sized changing table, sitting with his legs parted as Rita began to undo the snaps - but the thought of his coming 'treat' made it more bearable.


"That's the happy baby I like to see," Rita said, as she pushed the unsnapped shortalls up, revealing Joshie's thin onesie pulled tight over his thick diaper. 

"Who's a happy baby? Who'ssa happy baby boy?” she teased, slender fingers reaching out to tickle Josh.
 

"Me, me!" Josh giggled, cheeks rosy pink, as Rita tickled his tummy. "I'm a happy baby boy!"


The warmth he felt inside as he was cooed and fussed over like an infant was undeniable, if a little embarrassing. The feeling of beautiful, intelligent women thinking he was an attractive, sexy, virile man, was so far in the past Josh couldn't even remember how it had felt, really. 

Now he felt almost that same confidence and pride when those women pinched his cheeks or told him what a 'handsome little guy' he was... before going back to talk to, flirt to, 'real' men, a world baby Joshie was no longer part of.


"Turn around, get on all fours," Nurse Rita ordered, suddenly brisk now she'd undone Joshua's onesie. "There we go... Let's just pull this diaper down..."


Like always, Josh cuddled his stuffed toy close to his chest as he felt his diaper being tugged down, exposing his backside. The familiar noise of Nurse Rita pulling on a pair of blue latex gloves made him bite his lip worriedly, taking his pacifier gratefully when the woman looking down at him pulled it up and offered it. Then there was the slimy sound of the lubricant, and Joshie suckled worriedly as he turned around to see what was happening, his puckered anus clenching in anticipation.


"Deep breath in, Joshie," Rita commanded, as she held up two fingers slathered in lubricant. "There's a good boy."


Josh sucked in a big gulp of air around his pacifier, his whole body tense as he felt the fingers pushing at his exit hole. Nurse Rita didn't wait around for him to get comfortable - instead, she pushed her slickened digits deep into his tight rear, eliciting a whimper of surprise from the humiliated adult toddler. 


The whimper wasn't entirely discomfort, however. Without having his little dick directly stimulated for so long, Josh's body took pleasure from places he'd never have imagined possible this time last year. He'd always been a boyish, strictly hetero kinda guy, who'd never even thought about how it would feel to have something inside his ass - except when laughing at how repulsive the whole idea sounded. 


Now though, as Rita drove her fingers slowly in and out of Josh's tight backside, his muscles gripping her snugly, her fingertips lightly pressing his prostate every time she pushed inwards, Josh found himself breathing heavily through his nose, moaning under his breath. 

It felt weird, and strange, but also good, and without even thinking, Josh pushed back against Rita's probing fingers, quivering. His caged penis was swollen as much as possible within its tight confines, little dribbles of excited fluid running from his tip into the diaper that still covered his crotch.


"Good baby," Rita said, the smirk evident in her voice. "I guess little one doesn't hate this procedure so much any more, is that so?"


"Nmm.. hmm," Josh shuddered as he nodded, sweat beading on his brow. "Feelsh... funny but good..."


Rita chuckled, continuing to stretch and lubricate Josh's rear slowly, letting the adult toddler enjoy himself for just a little longer before she slowly tugged her gloved fingers out of his bottom. Joshie moaned softly, sagging, as he peered behind him, face red from embarrassment and excitement, watching the enema nozzle being brought close to his lubricated entrance. It seemed bigger than it had been when they'd first started - but what did Josh know? He was just a little baby, after all...


"Ngggh!" Josh grit his teeth around the pacifier, as the nozzle was unceremoniously pushed up into his bowels. "Ohhh..."


Rita said nothing as she pushed the hard plastic deep into Josh's backside, far deeper than her fingers had gone. The firm object pressed directly on Josh's secret pleasure spot inside, finding it swollen and sensitive as the big baby whimpered in confusion and arousal. 

Now the small dribbles of precum from his trapped length came closer and closer together, making the inside of the diaper slightly damp and sticky. Josh suckled the pacifier, hands balled into fists of tension as he heard the valve of the enema being opened... and felt the coldness rushing into his bowels.


Josh closed his eyes. It always felt strange to have cold fluid rushing up inside of him, to feel himself being filled with saline solution that would soon force him to mess himself. His stomach rumbled as his guts churned, slowly filling with liquid, his body quivering at the unusual, invasive sensation. 


"Good boy, good boy," Rita murmured, as she gently stroked Josh's shaking back. "You're doing so well today. After this, I bet you're going to make a big poopy for me like the healthy baby boy you are."


Nodding distractedly, Joshie felt tears of discomfort pricking his eyes as more and more liquid filled him. He was more used to it now, but his body still told him he urgently needed to expel whatever his bowels were full of, muscles cramping and clenching, insides churning uncomfortably. The saline took up so much space inside, seeming to flow forever, the cold liquid an icy contrast to the warmth inside of him. 


Just like always, as it started to feel like there was no way Josh could take anymore, that his guts would burst if more liquid ran down the hose into him... it stopped, the entire bag emptied into his rear. 

Josh quivered, body weak with pained pleasure as Rita grasped the thick nozzle and began to slowly slide it out of his bottom. Instinctively he clenched down hard as it left, holding the sloshing fluid inside himself. His stomach rumbled audibly as Rita slid his diaper back up, ready to collect the big load that would inevitably be filling it later.


"That's a good baby," Rita muttered, as she re-dressed Josh and helped him carefully to sit up, noting his wince and groan. "What sticker would you like today?"


"Da... Da bunny," Josh managed, one hand clutching his stuffed lambie friend, the other hesitantly pointing at the roll of stickers before returning to his tummy, rubbing it in ginger semi-circles. "Thank you..."


"No problem," Rita replied, carefully placing the sticker on the bib of Josh's shortalls. "You did a great job today, little buddy. No complaining at all."


Josh knew how weird it was, but he felt a warm glow inside of himself at the praise anyway, sitting up straight with a smile on his face. The saline in his bowels had warmed now, slowly being absorbed by his body, and he could feel it starting to make him cramp again. Joshie squeezed his muscles back there tightly, knowing he was supposed to hold the enema for as long as possible, knowing the feeling was going to get much more urgent in a few minutes.


The sound of rapped knuckles against the outside of the door made Joshie whimper and jump, hiding his face in shame quickly behind his toy lamb. Who was that? Why were they here? Rita chuckled at his embarrassment, patting him on the thigh before she stood up and went to answer it, Josh watching shyly from behind his plushie. 


As it turned out, it was Paula, the administrative assistant who'd changed Josh's diapers on his first day back at work. She peered in before the two women began talking, and waved at the shy adult baby on the changing table. Joshie waved uncertainly back, his legs pulled together tightly around his thick diaper, face red, knowing it was only a matter of time before he messed himself, and hoping the cute woman left before then.


"Is she here?" Rita asked, dragging Paula's attention back to her.


"Yes," Paula nodded. "You told me to come get you as soon as she arrived, so..."


"Of course, thank you," Rita smiled. "Bring her in."


"What's happening?" Josh asked, slight dread in the pit of his stomach. "Who's here?" 

"Mrs. Harper? Joshie's in here," Paula called to somebody waiting outside in the hall, and Joshie's heart leaped despite the circumstances. His Mommy was right there!


Unable to contain himself, as soon as she entered Joanna found herself being wrapped in a clumsy hug from her adult-sized toddler, chuckling as Josh squeezed her tight and close, breathing in the scent of her perfume. Josh's insides grumbled loudly, but he ignored the growing pressure as he rubbed his cheek happily against his Mommy, full of childlike glee at seeing her.


"Mommy, why are you here?" Josh asked, his pacifier falling from his mouth in his excitement. "Are you here to.. nmf... take me home?"


"I am," Joanna replied, with a smile. "I heard it was time for my baby boy's enema, so I came in to make sure you were being good..."


Her eyes twinkled with mischief.


"...And to watch you mess your britches for Mommy," she added, as Josh's cheeks flushed even further. "How much longer do you think it will be, Rita?"


"Oh, not long," Rita replied with a smirk, closing the door behind Paula as she entered as well. "Someone had a very big enema a little while ago."


Josh whimpered, looking from his Mommy to Paula to Nurse Rita, all three women watching him expectantly as he squirmed under their gaze. The humiliation of being watched so closely as they waited for him to do something so dirty and intimate made him throb inside his cock cage, groaning and clutching his swollen tummy as he tried to stop his muscles forcing the big load into his diaper right then and there.


"But... Mommy, Paula's here too," Josh protested weakly, already knowing that Joanna's intention was probably to embarrass him as much as possible. "I don't want her to see... Nghh..."


As the cramping grew more and more urgent, Joanna merely rolled her eyes as Josh's complaint.


"Oh please, baby, don't start that again," she said, with a tired dismissiveness. "You know it doesn't matter what you want. You're too little to decide. Paula was curious, so I said she could watch too."


Groaning, Josh bit his lip hard as he felt his knees bending, the urge to mess growing stronger and stronger, almost unbearable now. He looked nervously at Paula as his legs trembled, trying to decide where to go or what to do to hide from the three pairs of interested eyes watching him. 


"Gnuh!" Josh grunted, wincing as he felt the surge of mess heading towards his rear, clenching and clamping down to stop it leaving abruptly. "I'm gunna make poopies!"


In a sudden rush of panic, Josh turned around, blindly fumbling for the changing table. Paula and his Mommy giggled, watching as he carefully placed his stuffed lamb on it, and then gripped the padded topper tightly, grimacing as he bent his knees further, into a toddler-like squat. 


"Just like a real baby!" Paula said, with a gasp, but Josh had no more time to focus on the women behind him.


"NGggh! GNNN!" Josh grunted as he screwed up his bright red face, pushing hard as the pressure inside him grew too much. 


Three women watched as Josh trembled and messed himself, the hot, mushy load being pushed out into his thick diapers, the back of them bulging almost imperceptibly through his brown shortalls. Josh felt tears in his eyes as he soiled himself like a toddler, again, in front of ladies who giggled and watched as if he was a real baby, as if it was normal to see him disgracing himself like this. 


Josh groaned and quivered as he felt another surge, muscles cramping desperately as his bowels tried to completely evacuate. Josh could only moan softly as he felt his already-loaded diapers sag even further, the snug onesie keeping the stinky deposit firmly against his bottom, spreading up and downwards as he grunted, expelling it all. 

As he finally finished, Josh sagged, panting, droplets of salty water on his cheeks as he was overwhelmed with relief and exhaustion, his body tired from the exertion of emptying his bowels so forcefully.


"Peeeyuuw," Paula complained, pinching her nose shut as the thick scent of adult toddler mess filled the air. "Somebody has some very poopy pampers!"


Whimpering, Josh didn't try to rise or turn around, his Mommy coming over after a moment to help him up from his squat. As he moved, he winced, feeling the heavy load in his diapers shifting and being pressed and spread against his rump.


"Good job, Joshie," Joanna said brightly, patting his soiled diaper through the shortalls. "I'm very proud of you for using your didees like the little baby you are."


"Do you want me to change him here," Rita said, as Josh watched Paula back away, nose wrinkled and the corners of her mouth turned up in wry amusement. "It wouldn't take too long."


"Thank you, but we need to get home," Joanna said with a smile, placing her hand on Josh's shoulder as his heart sank. "We have plans for this afternoon."


As nice as those 'plans' were, Josh's heart pounded in his chest as his Mommy said their goodbyes and began to lead him through the office, clutching her arm nervously. Conversations stopped and people peered out of their cubicles as they passed, everybody trying to see what the smell was, Joshua whimpering in new humiliation as he clung helplessly to his Mommy, seeing people smiling, laughing, covering their faces and nose in disgust. 


The worst part was how nobody even looked shocked. Everybody expected Josh to be a complete toddler now, apparently, using his diapers every day for anything. Sometimes little Joshie kept the hope burning in his heart that people were surprised or amazed to learn that somebody who looked like such a big tough man was really a little baby - maybe one day, he'd get to be a big tough man again. 

But as he looked from former coworker to former coworker, all of them smiling and chuckling, he knew everybody saw him the same way his Mommy had intended... As her helpless baby boy.

***

"Phew," Joanna said with a wrinkled nose as she rolled down the window of the car. "Baby boy, what have you been eating?"


Josh pouted, looking out of his own window, barely able to see properly out of it from the car seat he was strapped into. His sagging diaper seat was forced up against his backside as he sat and squirmed in his own mess, smelling ripely of his own waste and a hint of baby powder. When Josh sat perfectly still, the scent was mostly contained - but it was hard not to wriggle with the sensation of warm, mushy poop squishing against his backside.


"Ugh, I wish it wasn't such a long drive home," Joanna muttered. "It's almost unbearable with such a stinky baby in the car."


"You, you could pull over and change me?" Joshua offered, hesitantly. 


Usually, he would have been as humiliated as always at the idea of being changed on the side of the road, but the shame of being in his own soiled underpants the whole way home was even more intense. Josh winced as he shifted in his seat, feeling the mush inside his diaper being pushed to one side by his buttcheek.


"Don't be silly," Joanna said. "It's not that far, you can wait. And where would I put the old diaper? I'm not going to litter."


Joshua felt shame burning his cheeks, and he lowered his head, nodding softly.


"Yes, Mommy," he mumbled, with a pout. "Sorry..."


"Oh, don't worry," Joanna reassured Josh with a smirk that he could see in the rearview mirror. "Nobody expects your silly little baby babbling to make sense. Toddlers like you should just let their Mommies take care of everything."


Another whimper from Josh, as he looked down at his thickly diapered crotch, feeling himself soaking his already-full diaper, the crotch swelling outwards and making his shortalls tighter. Joshua could remember a time when he 'took care' of a lot of things... or at least, he was supposed to. 


That had sort of been how this whole thing started, hadn't it? Josh and his wife were supposed to have dinner with Joanna's relatives, but he'd missed it. The blind panic he'd felt when he saw her standing there with the suitcases was enough to get Josh to agree to almost anything, even wearing diapers and being treated like a baby. 

At first, he'd believed it would be temporary... but now Joshua knew for sure he would never be able to get Joanna, or anybody else they knew, to see him as a man again. It would be absolutely futile to even try.


Joshua's expression was melancholy as Joanna pulled up, thinking about how his life had changed. It was difficult because it had been so long, and almost every aspect of Josh's adult life had been removed, over time. Adulthood was foreign to him now.


Worse still was the fact that Joshua honestly found a great deal of comfort in his current routine. While part of him kept rebelling, he was starting to feel like maybe he only clung to the idea of being allowed to grow up and 'be a man' again because it was what he felt he was supposed to do.  

Josh frowned deeply as Joanna opened his door, reaching over to undo the straps on his seat. Unconsciously again, he reached for the stuffed lamb toy, clutching it to his chest as his Mommy helped him out.


"What's up, grumpy?" Joanna cooed, as she pulled him out of the seat and stood him on the tarmac of their driveway, bottom heavy and sagging.


"Nothing," Josh responded, looking away. "I dunno Mommy. Just thinking about being a baby and... that stuff. Bein' a big boy again one day?"


"You shouldn't think about that," Joanna chided, unlocking the door to the house. "You won't get to grow up until Mommy says you're ready."


"But... Mommy, it's been so long!" Josh protested, earning him a tight-lipped glare from his former wife. He shrank back shyly, and Joanna's smirk returned.


"It only seems long because you're just a baby," Mommy explained. "If you were really a grown-up, this time would have passed in a flash."


Joshua scowled, but obediently followed Joanna into the house. Nothing made any sense anymore. He'd thought he was supposed to be an adult man, providing for his wife and going to work every day. But Joanna didn't need or even seem to want him for that now.


"Up the stairs," Joanna ordered, and Joshua obediently began to scale them, hand gripping the rail.


His palm was sweaty. As Josh climbed higher, his musing was replaced by thoughts of what would soon happen in the bedroom, of his cock finally being free and allowed to cum. It was shameful, he knew, to be so excited just for the opportunity to orgasm, but Josh couldn't help it. It was the only 'adult' pleasure left in his life, and he intended to treasure every second.


"Lay down on the changing mat," Joanna commanded, as she spread the thin plastic sheet on the floor. "I don't want you getting any stinky poops on my bed or the carpet."


Josh didn't even blush as he sank down to the floor, sticking his feet out as he looked up at Joanna. His heart fluttered with love, lust and excitement as Joanna crouched down, a maternal smile on her face as she peeled open the velcro of Josh's sneakers, pulling them off one by one.


"Now let's get you out of these clothes," Joanna muttered, more to herself than anything, as she carefully undid the shoulder straps holding Josh's shortalls up.


The anticipation Josh felt was almost overwhelming, trembling slightly as his Mommy slowly uncovered his body. What would come soon had completely eroticized this scene for Josh, being undressed like a toddler before his diaper change making his chest pound with eagerness. 

As Joanna finally pulled the shortalls all the way off, leaving Josh in just his highly soiled diaper, he could feel his cock aching, balls swollen as he anticipated the loving touch of his wife against his turgid flesh for the first time in a week.


"Such a stinky baby," Joanna grunted, pushing Josh down on his back, hard. "Good thing Mommy is here to clean you up, hm?"


Josh nodded enthusiastically, not caring what he had to say. He was beyond excited to 'make stickies' - he wouldn't let that be taken away from him because he was 'too fussy' during a change. 


The tapes undone, Joanna gingerly peeled the front of the diaper away, a grimace of disgust at the sight that greeted her. Josh flushed, looking up and away, feeling the air cooling the warm mess that had caked his backside and balls. 


"Filthy, poopy little boy," Joanna said, pulling on a pair of blue latex gloves. "Ugh. I hope you're grateful that I'm doing this for you..."


"I am, fank you, Mommy," Josh hurriedly replied. 


Of course it was because of Joanna that he had been in a diaper in the first place, but Josh could tell that his Mommy wouldn't react well to being told that. Instead, he shivered slightly as the first cold wipe passed across his skin, taking a layer of thick mess with it. Another wipe followed, and another, as Josh held his legs high in the air and waited for his backside to be completely cleaned.


Concentrating, Joanna was quiet as she used wipe after wipe to clean her messy adult baby boy's bottom. The smell hung in the bedroom, inarguably infantile, as was the act of Josh having his diaper changed on what used to be his own bedroom. 


Carefully, Joanna avoided Joshua's cage until she'd finally cleaned all the mess away from his backside and testicles. Josh gasped, surprised by her strength as she pushed him upwards using his ankles, pulling the soiled diaper out from underneath. With disgust, Joanna rolled the muddy-brown diaper up, sliding it into a plastic bag for disposal.


"Doesn't it make you embarrassed, baby?" Joanna cooed. "Pooping in your diapers and being changed by your wife?"


Josh didn't reply, flushed pink as Joanna wiped around his upper crotch, cleaning any dirt off of his cock cage. Now Josh found himself trembling, watching his Mommy stroke the wipe around the plastic device trapping his penis. He could feel her touch numbly through it, biting his lip as he longed for more, longer contact, his length swollen in its enclosure.


"I'd feel very embarrassed. Especially over getting so excited about an org- I mean, making stickies," Joanna continued. "But I suppose I just don't understand what it's like to be a tiny, helpless baby."


Joanna seemed to be watching for Josh's reaction. The adult baby boy couldn't stop a flicker of a frown crossing his lips, but he didn't respond. He knew he 'should', should tell Joanna he wasn't tiny, or helpless, but a big, strong man. Instead, he slowly nodded, fists clenched at his sides.


"Uh huh, Mommy," he said, as softly as possible while still being heard. "I'm just a... just a helpless baby."


"Good boy," Joanna said, a big smile on her face. "And good little boys... get rewards."


At last, she produced the key to Joshua's cock cage, sliding it into the lock. Josh trembled, hearing it turn, clicking slightly - and then the plastic sheath was being pulled away. It couldn't quite slide off, because Josh's penis was trying to firm up, swelling and taking up all the space inside it. 


Joanna tugged once more, and Josh's cock slipped free, throbbing, immediately swelling to his full length. Josh blushed as he peered down between his legs, hopefully, watching his erection twitching in the air. He was hopelessly pent up, hoping against hope his Mommy's hand would soon be wrapped around his shaft. 


But his Mommy's next move wasn't to wrap her fingers around his throbbing length. Instead, she acted almost completely disinterested in Josh's erection, humming to herself as she wrapped up the old, used diaper in a second bag, and then a third, along with the used gloves. Josh watched impatiently, knowing better than to plead with Mommy to touch him - but his dick hadn't gotten the memo, throbbing and twitching needily as Josh admired her body with childlike fervor.


"You've behaved so well for me while I was changing you," Joanna said, her attention suddenly focused on Josh again. "I can tell you've really accepted that you're supposed to be just my pathetic adult baby boy."


Josh nodded, quivering, watching Mommy's hand moving towards his crotch as if in slow motion. As he felt her fingers brush the swollen skin of his erection, he grunted, soon feeling Joanna's palm curled tight around his hot, throbbing length.


"Good boy, good boy," Joanna muttered, grinning. "So eager just for Mommy to touch you. You love being Mommy's adult toddler, don't you?"


"Y, yes," Josh spluttered, groaning, his penis trembling and dripping hot precum down Joanna's fingers already. "It feels good Mommy. I'm your good little boy, Mommy..."


"That's right," Mommy purred, stroking harder and faster now, Joshua's hips thrusting up needily to meet her motions. "Helpless. Baby loves his diapers, doesn't he?"


"I do," Josh agreed instantly, his breathing strained. "I love my diapers."


Joanna's fist squeezed tighter, his own slippery pre lubricating his shaft so she could move up and down faster and faster. It felt so good, so overwhelmingly good, Josh's heavy balls looking almost sore from how swollen with need they were. 

At that moment Josh would have done or said anything just to get Joanna to touch him, stroke him more, but all he could do was lay back, moaning, whimpering, as his Mommy played with his adult toddler peepee.


Feeling something being pushed into his mouth, Josh opened his eyes, which had been closed from the sheer intensity of the feelings racking his body. The pacifier easily slid in, and Josh cuddled his stuffed lamb to his chest childishly as his Mommy loomed over him, smirking maternally, jerking his erection over and over.


"Oh, Mommy, oh, Mommy," Josh mumbled, his hips moving in ime with Joanna's movements. "Pweashe Mommy, let baby make stickies, please?"


"Are you going to be a good boy? Are you going to stay Mommy's helpless toddler in diapers forever and ever?" 


"Yes! Mommy, baby promises! Pl- pwease!" Josh pleaded, sucking the pacifier urgently once he was done. 


The scariest part was how he meant every word. The shocking pledge to remain Mommy's adult baby boy swirled together with the palpable eroticism of what was happening, the situation that might have started off as torture being twisted into a filthily kinky scenario. Josh whimpered and panted and moaned as Mommy squeezed and stroked his throbbing shaft, the pleasure building inexorably towards a peak. 


Laying flat on the back of the bedroom Josh once slept with his wife in, the adult baby boy in his place now moaned and humped at his Mommy's hand, squirming, clutching a stuffed animal to his chest, whimpering around a pacifier. It was nothing Josh had ever imagined or even fantasized about before, but after so long as nothing but his 'wife's diapered toddler... This felt like heaven, truly transcendent, the best reward for a good little boy like him...


"Mommy!" Joshie squealed, biting down hard on his pacifier. "Mommmy!"


Joanna gasped, surprised by the force of Josh's orgasm. It was obvious it had been a long time since he'd climaxed, his erection throbbing in her tight fist as his cum spurted out, some splattering on her hand and on his stomach. Joshie groaned softly as he shot another load, not as high this time, the relief and pleasure of orgasm hitting him like a freight train.


Several more loads erupted from his tip, less and less over time, dribbling down his still-hard cock. Josh panted around his pacifier, trembling as the peak ended, one last dribble of cum pushing its way out before Josh sagged, glowing with pleasure, a dopey smile on his face behind the pacifier.


He was Mommy's baby boy, and it was good. While sometimes he'd have reacted with disgust after his ejaculation, recoiling mentally from the feelings he'd expressed. But now there was nowhere to go in his mind, only to embrace what he’d known for a while/. 

Josh felt some sense of shame and disappointment in himself, weak and repressed, but he pushed it aside. Right now his mind and heart were in agreement - it didn't matter how he'd gotten here. From now until forever, Josh would be Joanna's helpless infant husband.


Joshie barely reacted as Joanna wiped him clean, and immediately re-caged his softening penis, locking it up quickly before the afterglow was even done. A hurried diapering followed, and Josh obediently lifted his bottom to allow it, watching as his penis was hidden away, totally controlled by his Mommy from now on.


As he sucked his pacifier, Josh sighed, softly. Having Mommy in control was exactly how things should have been all along. As he was cuddled to his Mommy's chest, crotch swaddled in a thick diaper and wearing nothing else, Josh felt completely relaxed and at peace.


Accepting his wife was now, and always would be, his Mommy.
  

THE END.
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