
        
            
                
            
        

    
Wet Secret Wife

A Wife's Grinning Discovery of Diaper Desires and Anal Ecstasy


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: Hidden Habits

Mike Thompson closed the front door of their neat two-story house in the quiet Breda suburb a little too carefully, the click of the latch sounding louder than it should in the empty hallway. It was 6:47 p.m. Sara had texted twenty minutes earlier that she was staying late at the office for a client call—something about finalizing the quarterly projections for the accounting firm where she worked as a senior consultant. That gave him at least two, maybe three hours. Plenty of time.

He exhaled slowly, shoulders dropping as the familiar weight of the day sloughed off. The tie came first—silk knot loosened, then pulled free and draped over the banister. Shoes kicked off next, lined up neatly by the coat rack because Sara hated clutter. Socks peeled away last, leaving bare feet on the cool hardwood. Every small ritual helped peel away the corporate shell he wore from eight to six.

Upstairs, the master bedroom smelled faintly of Sara’s vanilla candle and the lavender detergent she insisted on for their sheets. Mike didn’t turn on the overhead light. Instead he flicked the small bedside lamp, its warm amber glow pooling just enough to see without announcing his intentions to the empty house.

He opened the bottom drawer of his dresser—the one Sara never touched because it held only his old running gear and a few pairs of boxers he’d stopped wearing years ago. Beneath a folded stack of faded T-shirts lay the real contents: three unopened packs of adult diapers, medical-grade, white with faint blue waistbands, the kind marketed for “discreet protection.” Next to them sat a small zippered pouch containing baby powder, a travel-size bottle of lotion, and a single pacifier he had never dared use outside these stolen moments.

Mike’s fingers trembled slightly as he lifted one of the packages. The plastic crinkled softly, a sound that sent a familiar shiver down his spine—equal parts shame and anticipation. He tore the perforated edge with practiced care, pulling out a single thick diaper. It unfolded in his hands like something from another life: plush padding, soft inner lining printed with tiny pastel clouds, elastic leg gathers that promised containment. He held it for a moment, breathing in the clean, powdery scent that clung to the material.

He stripped quickly. Shirt unbuttoned and folded over the chair back. Trousers unzipped, pooled at his ankles, then kicked aside. Boxers slid down last, already half-hard from the anticipation alone. Naked now, he stood in front of the full-length mirror on the closet door and looked at himself.

Thirty-four years old. Six-foot-one, still carrying the lean runner’s build from university days, though the desk job had softened his edges a little. Dark hair cropped short, a faint shadow of stubble because he’d skipped shaving this morning. And between his legs, the small, insistent erection that always appeared the moment the diaper touched his skin.

He tore open a baby-wipe packet—another item hidden in the same drawer—and cleaned himself methodically, front to back, the cool wipe making him twitch. Then the powder: a generous cloud puffed over his groin, his inner thighs, the cleft of his ass. The talc settled like snow, cool and dry and impossibly comforting. He rubbed it in with slow circles, letting his fingers linger, teasing the sensitive skin behind his balls until his breathing grew shallow.

Finally, the diaper.

He stepped into it, pulling the front up between his legs. The padding pressed thickly against his cock, cushioning it, trapping the growing hardness in soft bulk. He fastened the tapes—left side first, then right—pulling them snug but not painfully tight. A quick adjustment at the crotch ensured everything sat comfortably centered. He gave a small experimental wiggle. The diaper crinkled loudly in the quiet room.

God, that sound.

Mike turned sideways in the mirror. From the front the bulge was noticeable if you knew what to look for—thicker than normal underwear, a soft rounded swell at the groin. From behind it looked almost innocent, just a padded bottom under nothing at all. He smoothed his hands over the plastic backing, feeling the slight resistance of the outer layer, the way it resisted his palms.

He walked to the bed and sat. The padding compressed under his weight with a muted squish. Another crinkle. He lay back, propped on the pillows, legs spread slightly. His right hand drifted down almost automatically, cupping the front of the diaper through the smooth plastic. Pressure. Warmth building beneath the padding. He rocked his hips once, twice, grinding gently against his own palm.

Not yet.

He wanted to savor this part—the slow build, the pretense that he could stop if he wanted to. He closed his eyes and let his mind drift to the usual fantasy reel.

Sara discovering him. Not angry. Not disgusted. Just… curious. A slow smile spreading across her face, the same one she wore when she solved a tricky spreadsheet problem or when she caught him staring at her legs in the kitchen. She’d step closer, tilt her head, and say something calm and devastating like, “So this is what you’ve been hiding, baby.”

In the fantasy she didn’t run. She didn’t laugh. She reached out and rested her palm exactly where his was now—firm, possessive. “You’ve been such a good boy keeping this secret,” she’d murmur. “But secrets are heavy. Let Mommy help you carry them.”

Mike’s cock throbbed hard inside the diaper at the word Mommy. He hadn’t said it out loud in years—not since the one awkward college hookup where he’d tried to whisper it and received only confusion in return. But here, alone, it felt safe. Potent.

He pressed harder, rubbing in slow circles. The friction was muted by the thick padding, turning sharp pleasure into something diffuse and teasing. He let his left hand wander up to his chest, pinching a nipple lightly the way Sara sometimes did when they fucked missionary—casual, almost absentminded.

His bladder twinged. He’d had two coffees after lunch and deliberately skipped the bathroom on the drive home. The pressure was building steadily now, warm and insistent low in his pelvis.

He could get up. Walk to the toilet like a normal adult.

Instead he stayed exactly where he was.

Another slow grind against his palm. The diaper shifted slightly, tapes pulling at his hips. He imagined Sara’s voice again, lower this time. “Go on, sweetheart. Let it happen. You don’t have to hold it anymore.”

The first small spurt came almost as a surprise—hot, sudden, soaking into the padding right at the front. Mike gasped, hips jerking upward involuntarily. The warmth spread quickly, seeping across the absorbent core, wicking upward toward his balls. Another pulse followed, longer this time, a steady stream that made the diaper grow noticeably heavier between his legs.

He kept rubbing, faster now. The wet padding squelched softly under his hand, the sound obscene and perfect. Each fresh gush pushed the warmth farther back, coating his ass crack, making the diaper sag slightly between his thighs.

“Oh fuck,” he whispered to the empty room.

He was fully soaked now, the indicator strip somewhere inside having long since turned blue. The diaper held everything—no leaks, just an expanding, squishy weight that pressed back against him with every movement. He rocked harder, chasing the edge, imagining Sara kneeling between his spread legs, peeling the tapes open slowly, inspecting the mess he’d made.

“Look at all this,” fantasy-Sara would say, voice thick with approval. “Such a wet little boy for me.”

That did it.

Mike’s orgasm hit in a sudden, shuddering wave. His cock pulsed inside the drenched padding, spurting thick ropes that mixed instantly with the urine already pooled there. The diaper absorbed it all, turning even warmer, heavier. He kept grinding through the aftershocks, milking every last twitch until he collapsed back against the pillows, chest heaving.

For a long minute he simply breathed.

The afterglow was always the sweetest part—lying there in the heavy, sagging diaper, feeling small and cared-for even though no one else was around. The shame crept in eventually, the way it always did, but tonight it felt softer, less biting. Almost like anticipation.

He glanced at the clock on the nightstand: 7:38. Still plenty of time before Sara got home.

Mike sat up slowly. The wet diaper squished audibly as he moved, sagging between his legs. He stood, feeling the weight pull downward, the soaked padding pressing insistently against his spent cock and balls. A tiny trickle escaped down his inner thigh—nothing serious, just the diaper reaching capacity in one spot.

He padded to the dresser, retrieved a fresh diaper and a handful of wipes. In the en-suite bathroom he untaped the used one carefully, letting it drop open on the tile floor with a heavy plop. The smell hit him—warm urine mixed with baby powder and his own semen. He cleaned himself thoroughly, powdered again, and taped on the fresh one. This time he added a little extra powder, enjoying the thick cloud that settled over his skin.

Back in the bedroom he hid the soiled diaper in the small opaque trash bag he kept under the sink, double-knotted and buried beneath tissues. Evidence erased.

He dressed in loose sweatpants and a T-shirt—nothing that would show the faint outline of the new diaper—and headed downstairs to start dinner. Pasta, probably. Sara liked the one with pesto and grilled chicken. He could have it ready by the time she walked in.

As he chopped garlic at the counter, the fresh diaper crinkled faintly with every step. A small, secret smile tugged at his lips.

He loved this life—the double existence. The ordinary husband by day, the hidden baby by night. Sara was perfect: smart, affectionate, ambitious, beautiful in that effortless way that still made his stomach flip after eight years together. She didn’t know. She couldn’t know. And yet sometimes, when she kissed him goodnight or ran her fingers through his hair while they watched television, he wondered what it would feel like if she did know.

If she took the choice away.

If she decided he didn’t have to hide anymore.

The thought sent a fresh twitch through his groin, the padding shifting softly.

Mike shook his head, laughing quietly at himself as he stirred the sauce.

Just a fantasy.

Nothing more.

He turned the heat down to simmer and checked his phone. A new text from Sara:

“Wrapping up now. Home in 20. Miss you.”

He typed back quickly:

“Miss you more. Dinner’s almost ready.”

He set the phone down and leaned against the counter, one hand drifting unconsciously to rest over the front of his sweatpants, feeling the reassuring bulk beneath.

Twenty minutes.

Plenty of time to pretend everything was normal.


Chapter 2: The Unexpected Return

Mike was halfway through setting the table when he heard the key turn in the front door.

The sound registered before his brain could fully process it—metal scraping tumblers, the familiar soft click of the deadbolt retracting. His stomach dropped like a stone. Sara wasn’t due for another fifteen minutes at least. The text had said twenty. He’d checked the clock twice.

He froze with a plate in one hand, fork in the other, staring toward the hallway as if sheer willpower could rewind time.

Footsteps. Light, purposeful. Sara’s heels on the hardwood—click-click-click—coming straight toward the kitchen.

“Smells amazing in here,” she called before she even appeared in the doorway. Her voice was warm, tired around the edges from the long day, but bright. “You’re a lifesaver. I’m starving.”

Mike set the plate down too quickly; it clinked against the others. He turned toward the stove, pretending to stir the pesto one last unnecessary time, buying seconds. His heart hammered so hard he could feel it in his throat.

Sara stepped into the room. She looked exactly like she had when she left that morning: charcoal pencil skirt hugging her hips, cream blouse tucked neatly, dark hair pulled into a low knot that had loosened just enough to let a few strands frame her face. She dropped her leather tote by the island, kicked off her heels with a sigh of relief, and padded barefoot across the tiles toward him.

“Hey you,” she said, sliding her arms around his waist from behind. Her cheek pressed between his shoulder blades. “Missed you.”

Mike managed a small laugh that sounded strangled even to his own ears. “Missed you too. Dinner’s ready whenever you are.”

She lingered there a moment, chin resting on his shoulder, breathing him in. Then she kissed the side of his neck—soft, casual—and stepped back to grab a glass from the cabinet.

“I’ll just run up and change,” she said. “These clothes are starting to feel like armor. Be right back.”

Before he could respond, she was already moving toward the hallway, bare feet silent now on the wood.

Mike exhaled hard through his nose. The diaper crinkled faintly as he shifted his weight—barely audible, but to him it might as well have been a siren. He forced himself to breathe normally. She wouldn’t notice. She never had. The sweatpants were loose, dark gray, forgiving. He’d checked in the mirror earlier. Nothing showed unless someone stared.

He plated the pasta anyway, added the grilled chicken strips, sprinkled parmesan. Routine. Normal. Safe.

Upstairs, Sara’s footsteps moved across the bedroom floorboards. Drawer opening. Hanger clinking. Then silence for a beat.

Mike carried the plates to the table, set them down, arranged the napkins. He was reaching for the wine bottle when he heard it.

The small, unmistakable sound of the bottom dresser drawer being pulled open.

His blood turned to ice.

No. No no no.

He’d closed it. He always closed it. But maybe not all the way. Maybe the corner had caught. Maybe—

Footsteps again. Faster this time. Coming down the stairs.

Sara appeared in the doorway.

She was still in her blouse and skirt, but barefoot, hair fully down now, loose around her shoulders. In her right hand she held one of the unopened diaper packs—the white one with the blue waistband. The other hand rested on her hip.

She didn’t look angry.

She looked… amused.

Mike’s mouth went dry. He couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. The room narrowed to the pack in her hand and the slow, knowing smile spreading across her face.

“Interesting choice of running gear,” she said quietly.

He opened his mouth. Closed it. Tried again. “Sara, I—”

She raised an eyebrow, cutting him off without a word. Then she stepped fully into the kitchen, set the pack on the island with deliberate care, and crossed her arms.

“I came home early because the client rescheduled,” she said. “Figured I’d surprise you. Looks like I got the surprise instead.”

Mike felt the heat climb his neck, burning into his cheeks. His legs wanted to buckle. The diaper suddenly felt enormous—thick, obvious, humiliating. Every small shift made it rustle.

“I can explain,” he managed.

“Can you?” Her tone wasn’t sharp. It was curious. Almost gentle. She tilted her head, studying him the way she studied a complicated balance sheet—methodical, intrigued. “Because I’ve been wondering for months why you’ve been so… particular about that drawer. Why you always lock the bedroom door when you’re ‘changing after work.’ Why sometimes you smell faintly of baby powder when we kiss goodnight.”

She took one step closer.

Mike backed up instinctively until his lower back hit the counter.

Sara stopped just out of arm’s reach. Her eyes flicked down to his hips, then back up to his face.

“Are you wearing one right now?” she asked.

The question landed like a punch. Direct. No judgment in her voice—only interest.

Mike swallowed. His throat clicked. “Yes.”

Her smile widened, slow and satisfied.

“Show me.”

He stared at her. “Sara—”

“Show. Me.”

It wasn’t a shout. It was calm. Commanding. The same tone she used when she was negotiating with a difficult vendor—firm, unhurried, expecting compliance.

Mike’s hands shook as he reached for the waistband of his sweatpants. He hooked his thumbs under the elastic and pushed them down slowly, inch by inch, until they bunched at his thighs.

The diaper came into view: pristine white, taped snug, the faint bulge at the front betraying his earlier arousal and the fresh padding he’d put on after the wetting. No wet spot yet. Still dry. Still shameful.

Sara’s gaze dropped. She studied it without blinking—taking in the thickness, the elastic gathers, the way it cupped him so completely.

For a long moment she said nothing.

Then she stepped forward.

Mike flinched, but she only reached out and rested her palm flat against the front of the diaper. The contact was light—almost clinical—but it sent electricity straight through him. His cock twitched hard beneath the padding.

“Soft,” she murmured. Her fingers pressed slightly, testing the give. “Thick. You like how it feels?”

He couldn’t answer. Couldn’t breathe.

She slid her hand lower, cupping the padded crotch fully now. “Answer me, Mike.”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Yes what?”

“Yes… I like how it feels.”

She nodded once, as if filing the information away. Her thumb traced a slow circle over the plastic. “And earlier? When I was out?”

He closed his eyes. “I… I used one. Wet it. Came in it.”

Her breath hitched—just a tiny sound, but he heard it. When he opened his eyes again, her pupils were dilated, cheeks faintly flushed.

She didn’t pull her hand away.

Instead she leaned in, lips brushing his ear.

“You’ve been hiding this from me for how long?”

“Three… maybe four years.”

“Four years.” She exhaled softly against his skin. “That’s a long time to carry a secret alone.”

“I didn’t want to—” His voice cracked. “I didn’t know how you’d react.”

Sara pulled back just enough to meet his eyes. “And now you do.”

She stepped away, leaving her handprint’s warmth lingering on the front of the diaper. Then she picked up the pack from the island and turned it over in her hands, reading the label as if considering a purchase.

“I’m not upset,” she said finally. “I’m… curious. Very curious.”

Mike pulled his sweatpants back up, hands trembling. “You’re not disgusted?”

“No.” She set the pack down again. “I’m turned on.”

The words hit him like static. He stared at her.

Sara smiled—small, wicked, the same smile she wore when she won an argument she knew she’d win from the start.

“I’ve always liked taking care of you,” she said. “You know that. You come home tired, I make you tea. You’re sick, I bring soup. This…” She gestured toward his hips. “This is just another way I can take care of you. Only bigger. And honestly? A lot more interesting.”

Mike’s knees felt weak. He gripped the counter edge.

Sara closed the distance again, this time pressing her whole body against his—chest to chest, hips aligned so the diaper’s bulk pushed against her skirt.

“I want to know everything,” she whispered. “How often. What you think about. What you do when you’re alone wearing one. And I want to see it. All of it.”

She kissed him then—slow, deep, possessive. Her tongue slid against his, tasting of mint gum and certainty. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark.

“But first,” she said, “we’re going to eat the dinner you made. Because I’m starving. And then we’re going upstairs. And you’re going to show me exactly what you’ve been doing behind my back.”

She stepped away, picked up her wine glass, and took a slow sip.

Mike stood rooted to the spot, heart racing, cock throbbing insistently inside the padding.

Sara glanced over her shoulder as she walked to the table.

“Don’t change yet,” she said. “I like knowing you’re padded under there while we eat.”

She sat down, crossed her legs, and waited.

Mike followed on unsteady legs.

They ate in near silence—pasta twirled on forks, wine sipped, glances exchanged across the table. Every time he shifted in his chair, the diaper crinkled. Every time he caught her looking, her lips curved.

When the plates were finally cleared, Sara stood and held out her hand.

“Come on, baby,” she said softly. “Time to show me your secret.”

Mike took her hand.

And followed her upstairs.


Chapter 3: Confessions and Curiosity

They climbed the stairs in silence. Sara led the way, her hand still wrapped loosely around his, guiding rather than pulling. Mike followed, each step making the diaper crinkle faintly against his thighs. The sound seemed deafening in the quiet house, though he knew it was only loud to him. Sara didn’t comment. She didn’t need to. The small squeeze of her fingers said enough.

At the top of the stairs she turned left toward the bedroom instead of right toward the guest bath where he usually disposed of used diapers. She flicked on the bedside lamp—the same one he’d used earlier—and closed the door behind them with a soft click. The lock turned. Deliberate. Final.

Sara released his hand and sat on the edge of the bed, legs crossed at the knee. The skirt rode up slightly, exposing a smooth stretch of thigh. She patted the space beside her.

“Sit.”

Mike obeyed. The mattress dipped under his weight; the diaper compressed with a muted squish. He kept his hands folded in his lap, staring at the carpet.

“Look at me.”

He lifted his eyes. Sara’s expression was calm, open. No trace of mockery or revulsion. Just that steady, searching gaze she used when she wanted the full truth.

“Start from the beginning,” she said. “When did this start?”

Mike swallowed. His mouth felt cotton-dry. “College, mostly. I found… stuff online. Forums. Stories. It wasn’t about sex at first. It was comfort. Feeling small. Safe. Like someone else was in charge for a little while.”

She nodded slowly. “And the diapers specifically?”

“I tried them on a whim. Ordered some discreetly. The first time I put one on, I didn’t even wet it. Just lay there feeling… held. It was the most relaxed I’d been in months. After that, it became a thing. Stress relief. Secret escape.”

“How often?”

“Once or twice a week at first. More when work got bad. Lately… almost every day I’m home alone.”

Sara tilted her head. “And when I’m here?”

“Never. Not until tonight.”

She reached out and rested her hand on his knee, thumb stroking small circles over the fabric of his sweatpants. “You’ve been careful.”

“I had to be.”

“Because you thought I’d leave.”

“Because I thought you’d be disgusted.”

Sara’s hand stilled. “Do I look disgusted?”

“No.”

“Do I look angry?”

“No.”

She leaned closer. “Then stop assuming you know how I feel.”

Mike exhaled shakily. “I’m sorry I hid it.”

“I’m not asking for an apology. I’m asking for honesty. Keep going.”

He shifted, the padding rustling. “The fantasies got bigger over time. Not just wearing. Using them. Wetting. Messing, sometimes, though I rarely went that far. And always… someone else there. Someone who knew. Who didn’t judge. Who… took over.”

“Someone like me?”

The question hung between them.

Mike met her eyes. “Yes. Exactly like you.”

Sara’s lips curved—just a hint of a smile. “Tell me what that looks like. In your head.”

He hesitated. The words felt too big, too exposing. But her hand was still on his knee, warm and steady.

“You come home early one day. Catch me. Instead of freaking out, you smile. You say something calm, like ‘Oh, baby, is this what you need?’ Then you take charge. You make me beg for a change. You powder me. Tape me up. Sometimes you tease me until I can’t hold it anymore. Sometimes you… touch me through it. Or make me come while I’m wet. And afterward you hold me. Tell me I’m good. Safe.”

Sara listened without interrupting. When he finished, the room was quiet except for their breathing.

“That’s a lot to carry alone,” she said finally.

“I know.”

She moved her hand from his knee to the front of his sweatpants, cupping the diaper’s bulk again. This time she didn’t just rest there—she pressed, firm enough to make him gasp.

“And right now?” she asked. “What are you feeling?”

“Embarrassed. Scared. Turned on.”

“More of one than the others?”

“Turned on,” he admitted.

“Good.” She kept her hand where it was, applying gentle, rhythmic pressure. “Because I’m turned on too.”

Mike’s breath hitched. “You are?”

“Very.” She leaned in until their foreheads touched. “I’ve always liked being in control. You know that. In bed, out of bed. I like when you let me lead. This… this is just another layer. A deeper one. And honestly? The thought of you depending on me like that—needing me to change you, to decide when you get relief—it’s powerful. Intimate. Hot.”

He closed his eyes, letting her words sink in.

Sara pulled back slightly. “But we’re not rushing. Not tonight. Tonight we talk. And maybe… experiment a little. If you want.”

“I want.”

She smiled fully now—slow, predatory, affectionate. “Then let’s start small. Stand up.”

Mike rose on unsteady legs.

Sara stayed seated, looking up at him. “Pants off. Slowly.”

He hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pushed the sweatpants down, stepping out of them. Now he stood in just the T-shirt and diaper—white, pristine, obviously thick between his legs.

Sara studied him openly. “Turn around.”

He did. Slowly. When his back was to her, she reached out and smoothed both palms over the padded rear, squeezing lightly.

“Nice fit,” she murmured. “No sagging. You’re good at this.”

Heat flooded his face.

“Face me again.”

He turned.

She stood, closing the distance until their bodies nearly touched. “I want to see you wet it. Right here. While I watch.”

Mike’s cock jerked hard inside the padding. “Now?”

“Now.”

He nodded, throat tight. “I… I need a minute. I’m not desperate yet.”

Sara’s eyes sparkled. “Then we wait. Sit on the bed. Legs spread.”

He sat. Spread his knees. The position made the diaper pull taut across his groin, outlining the semi-erect shape beneath.

Sara knelt between his legs—eye level with the padded front. She rested her hands on his thighs, thumbs brushing the leg gathers.

“Relax,” she said. “Breathe. Think about letting go. Think about me being right here, seeing everything.”

Mike closed his eyes. Focused on the pressure in his bladder—still mild, but building now that permission had been given. He pictured her hands guiding him, her voice coaxing. The fantasy he’d replayed a hundred times was happening for real.

The first spurt came small, tentative. Warmth bloomed at the front of the diaper.

Sara’s breath caught. “There it is.”

He let go further. A steady stream now, soaking into the absorbent core, spreading upward and back. The padding swelled under her gaze. She pressed her palm flat against the growing warmth, feeling it expand.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Keep going. All of it.”

Mike shuddered. The flow strengthened, then tapered. When he finished, the diaper sagged heavily between his thighs, warm and full.

Sara kept her hand there, rubbing slow circles over the wet plastic. “How does it feel?”

“Heavy. Safe. Humiliating.”

“And?”

“Amazing.”

She rose to her feet, pulled him up with her. “Come here.”

She guided him to the full-length mirror on the closet door. Stood behind him, arms around his waist, chin on his shoulder.

“Look at yourself.”

Mike looked. Flushed face. T-shirt riding up slightly. Thick, obviously used diaper hanging low between his legs, the faint yellow tint visible through the outer layer where it had soaked through in spots.

Sara’s hands slid down to cup the swollen front. “This is you. My wet little secret. And I like it. A lot.”

She kissed the side of his neck. “We’re going to talk more tomorrow. About rules. About what I expect. But tonight… tonight I just want to take care of you.”

She steered him toward the changing mat he kept rolled up under the bed—another hidden item she now knew about. She spread it out on the floor without comment, then patted the center.

“Lie down.”

Mike lay back on the mat, legs parted. Sara knelt beside him, retrieved wipes, powder, and a fresh diaper from the drawer.

She peeled the tapes open slowly, one side at a time. The used diaper fell open with a wet sound, exposing his slick, softened cock and the glistening skin beneath.

Sara looked. Really looked. Then she leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to his lower stomach, just above the line where the padding had been.

“My sweet boy,” she murmured. “You did so well.”

She cleaned him with gentle strokes—front, back, between his legs—taking her time. Then the powder, puffed generously, rubbed in with careful fingers that lingered just enough to make him twitch.

When she slid the fresh diaper under him and pulled the front up, she taped it snug, patting the crotch firmly.

“There. All clean and dry. For now.”

She helped him to his feet, then pulled him into a long, slow embrace. Her body pressed against the fresh padding, warm and solid.

“We’re going to build on this,” she said against his ear. “Slowly. But I’m in charge now. You don’t hide anymore. You ask. You beg. You trust me.”

Mike nodded into her shoulder. “Yes.”

She pulled back, cupped his face. “And if it ever feels wrong, you say so. Immediately. Promise?”

“Promise.”

Sara kissed him—deep, claiming. When she broke away, her eyes were bright.

“Now come to bed. We’re sleeping like this. You in your diaper. Me holding you.”

She led him to the mattress, pulled back the covers, and climbed in first. Mike followed, curling against her side. Her arm draped over his waist, hand resting possessively on the padded front.

As the lamp clicked off and darkness settled, Sara whispered one last thing.

“Tomorrow we start the real fun.”

Mike drifted toward sleep with her heartbeat steady against his back, the diaper crinkling softly with every breath.

For the first time in years, the secret didn’t feel heavy.

It felt shared.


Chapter 4: First Rules of Submission

Morning light filtered through the half-closed blinds, painting thin gold stripes across the bed. Mike woke slowly, aware first of the warmth of Sara’s body curled against his back, then of the soft, dry bulk between his legs. The diaper she had taped on him last night still felt fresh—no accidents in his sleep, no desperate morning urge yet. He lay still, listening to her steady breathing, feeling the rise and fall of her chest against his spine.

Her arm was draped over his waist, hand resting flat on the front of the padding. Possessive. Casual. As if it had always belonged there.

Sara stirred. Her fingers flexed once, then pressed deliberately against the diaper’s front, cupping him through the plastic.

“Morning, baby,” she murmured, voice thick with sleep.

“Morning.”

She nuzzled the back of his neck. “How’s your diaper?”

“Dry.”

“Good boy.” Her hand gave a gentle squeeze. “Stay right here.”

She rolled away, stretched, then slid out of bed. Mike heard her bare feet pad across the floor, the soft rustle of fabric as she pulled on a silk robe. A moment later the bedroom door opened and closed.

He waited.

Minutes passed. He didn’t move. The instruction had been clear: stay right here. So he did.

When she returned she carried two mugs of coffee. She set one on his nightstand, then climbed back onto the bed, straddling his hips so she sat facing him, weight resting lightly on the padded crotch. The pressure made him twitch.

Sara took a slow sip from her mug, watching him over the rim.

“Today we start,” she said. “No more guessing. No more hiding. I make the rules. You follow them. Clear?”

Mike nodded.

“Words, please.”

“Yes. Clear.”

She set her mug down. “Rule one: you don’t touch your diaper. Ever. Changing, adjusting, checking wetness—that’s my job now. If you need something, you ask. Politely.”

He swallowed. “Yes.”

“Rule two: you don’t decide when you wet or mess. You hold until I say it’s okay, or until you physically can’t anymore. If you have an accident because you couldn’t hold it, that’s fine. But you tell me immediately. No hiding it.”

The thought sent a shiver through him—vulnerability laid bare.

“Rule three: every change requires begging. You don’t get fresh padding until you ask for it properly. On your knees if I want. I’ll decide what ‘properly’ means each time.”

Mike’s cock stirred beneath the diaper at the image. Sara felt it; her hips rocked once, teasing.

“Rule four: we’re keeping this private. No one else knows unless we both agree. But inside this house? You’re mine to care for. Completely.”

She leaned down, kissed him softly. “Last rule for now: if anything feels wrong—physically, emotionally—you use your word. What’s your word?”

“Red.”

“Good.” She kissed him again, deeper this time. “Now. Are you desperate yet?”

“Not really. Coffee might change that.”

Sara smiled. “Then drink up. We have a busy morning.”

They showered together—separately in function, but shared space. Sara washed him like it was the most natural thing: soapy hands gliding over his chest, down his stomach, then carefully peeling the tapes open while the water ran warm. She let the used diaper drop to the tile with a wet slap, cleaned him thoroughly under the spray, then dried him with a towel before leading him naked back to the bedroom.

No fresh diaper yet.

Instead she sat him on the edge of the bed and knelt between his legs.

“I ordered some things last night,” she said. “While you were sleeping. They’ll arrive this afternoon.”

Mike’s pulse jumped. “What kind of things?”

“Supplies. More diapers—thicker ones. A few different sizes of plugs. Lube. Powder in bulk. Some other bits I think you’ll like.”

He stared at her.

Sara reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out the small zippered pouch he’d kept hidden. She opened it, removed the pacifier, and held it up.

“This too. I want to see you use it sometime. Not today. Soon.”

She tucked it away again.

“For now, though…” She stood, walked to the closet, and returned with one of his plain white T-shirts and a pair of loose lounge pants. No underwear. No diaper.

“You’re going to stay bare under these until the delivery arrives. I want you feeling exposed. Needing me to decide when you get covered again.”

Mike dressed under her watchful eyes. The pants felt wrong—too thin, too normal. Without the padding he felt strangely naked, vulnerable in a different way.

Sara dressed in yoga pants and a soft sweater, then led him downstairs.

Breakfast was simple: toast, fruit, more coffee. They ate at the kitchen island. Every time Mike shifted on the stool, the absence of bulk reminded him how dependent he already was becoming.

Around eleven the doorbell rang.

Sara checked the peephole, then glanced back at him with a grin. “Stay here.”

She signed for the packages—three large cardboard boxes—and carried them inside one by one. Mike watched from the living room doorway, heart pounding.

Sara set the boxes on the dining table and opened the first with a utility knife. Inside: case after case of premium adult diapers, white with reinforced panels, higher absorbency ratings than anything he’d ever bought. The second box held wipes, powder in industrial-sized containers, rash cream, and several bottles of clear lube.

The third box was smaller. She lifted the flaps slowly, teasingly.

Plugs. A graduated set—small, medium, large, and one noticeably thicker. Silicone, flared bases, black with a subtle shimmer.

Sara lifted the smallest one, turning it in her fingers. “We’ll start with this. Tonight, maybe. During your first supervised change.”

Mike’s mouth went dry.

She repacked everything neatly, then carried the boxes upstairs to the walk-in closet. Mike followed.

She cleared a lower shelf—his old running shoes moved aside—and began arranging the supplies: diapers stacked, plugs lined up in order of size, lube and powder beside them. When she finished, she closed the closet door and turned to him.

“Looks official now,” she said. “Our little secret stash.”

Mike stared at the shelf. The sight of it—organized, abundant, hers—made his knees weak.

Sara stepped close, backed him against the wall. “Feeling needy yet?”

“Yes.”

She reached down, slipped her hand inside his waistband. No diaper to cushion the touch. Her fingers wrapped around his hardening cock, stroking once, slowly.

“You’re leaking already,” she whispered. “Pre-cum. Poor thing.”

She pulled her hand free, brought her fingers to his lips. “Taste.”

He sucked them clean without hesitation.

Sara’s eyes darkened. “Good. Now upstairs. I want to see you beg for the first time.”

They returned to the bedroom. Sara sat on the edge of the bed, legs crossed.

Mike stood in front of her, pants tented obviously.

“Pants off,” she said.

He stripped them away. Naked from the waist down, cock bobbing, already slick at the tip.

Sara patted her lap. “Kneel.”

He dropped to his knees between her thighs.

She cupped his face. “Now beg. Tell me exactly what you need.”

Mike’s voice came out hoarse. “Please, Sara… I need a diaper. I’m starting to feel desperate. I don’t want to make a mess on the floor. Please change me. Powder me. Tape me up. I’ll be good.”

She tilted his chin higher. “More. Make it pretty.”

He swallowed. “Please, Mommy… your baby needs his diaper. I can’t hold it much longer. I want to feel safe and padded again. Please take care of me.”

Sara’s breath caught at the word Mommy. Her thighs tightened around him.

“Better,” she said softly. “Much better.”

She stood, walked to the closet, and returned with a fresh diaper, wipes, powder, and the smallest plug.

“On the changing mat,” she ordered.

Mike lay back. Legs spread. Exposed.

Sara knelt, tore the diaper open, slid it under his hips. She wiped him even though he was clean—slow, thorough strokes that made him whimper.

Then the powder: a thick cloud, rubbed in with firm circles. Her fingers brushed his hole, teasing.

She picked up the plug. Coated it generously with lube.

“This is going inside you,” she said. “Small one to start. You’ll wear it while I tape you. It’ll help you feel full. Remind you who’s in charge.”

Mike nodded, breathless.

Sara pressed the tip against him. “Relax.”

He did. The plug slid in slowly—cool silicone stretching him just enough to make him gasp. When the base nestled against his skin, she patted it once.

“Perfect.”

She pulled the diaper front up, taped it snug. The added bulk of the plug pressed the padding tighter against him.

Sara helped him stand. The diaper crinkled loudly now, heavier with the plug inside.

She cupped the front, feeling the outline of the toy through the layers.

“How does it feel?”

“Full. Tight. Safe.”

She kissed him hard. “Good. Now we wait. When you’re desperate enough to beg again, we’ll see about a wetting. And maybe… your first tied release.”

Mike shivered.

Sara led him back downstairs, hand on his padded ass.

The day had barely started.

And already he belonged to her completely.


Chapter 5: The Begging Begins

Sara kept him bare under the lounge pants for most of the morning, but only until the first real pressure built in his bladder. She had him sit on the couch beside her while she scrolled through her phone, one hand resting casually on his thigh, fingers occasionally drifting higher to trace the seam where fabric met skin. No diaper yet. Just the thin cotton and the growing ache low in his pelvis.

Around noon she glanced at him sideways. “How full are you?”

Mike shifted. “Pretty full. Not desperate, but… close.”

She set her phone down. “Then it’s time.”

She stood, extended her hand. He took it and followed her upstairs to the bedroom. The changing mat was already spread out on the floor from earlier—no need to roll it out again. Sara pointed to the center.

“Kneel. Right here.”

Mike dropped to his knees on the soft mat. The lounge pants tented slightly from his half-hard state, but the real tension was lower, insistent.

Sara sat on the edge of the bed again, legs parted just enough for him to kneel between them. She looked down at him, calm, expectant.

“Pants off.”

He pushed them down and kicked them aside. Naked now from the waist down, cock bobbing free, skin prickling in the cool air.

Sara leaned forward, elbows on her knees. “You know what comes next.”

Mike’s voice was low. “Please… change me.”

She tilted her head. “Not good enough. Try again. Make me believe you need it.”

He swallowed, cheeks burning. “Please, Sara… I need my diaper. I’m going to wet myself soon if I don’t get padded. I don’t want to leak on the floor. Please take care of me.”

“Closer.” Her tone was patient, almost gentle. “Use the word you used earlier. The one that made me tighten my thighs.”

Mike’s breath hitched. He looked up at her, eyes wide.

“Please, Mommy… your baby needs his diaper. I’m so full. I can’t hold it much longer. Please powder me, tape me up tight. Make me safe again.”

Sara’s pupils dilated. She exhaled slowly through her nose.

“Much better.”

She rose, walked to the closet shelf, and selected one of the new, thicker diapers from the stack. She also grabbed the wipes, powder, and—after a moment’s consideration—the medium plug from the graduated set. Not the smallest anymore. A step up.

She returned and knelt in front of him.

“On your back. Legs up.”

Mike lay down, knees bent toward his chest, exposing everything. The position made his cock twitch against his stomach.

Sara tore the diaper open with a sharp rip, slid it under his hips. She wiped him slowly—unnecessary, but deliberate—her fingers lingering at his hole, circling the rim where the small plug had stretched him earlier.

“You’re still a little open,” she observed. “Good. Makes this easier.”

She picked up the medium plug—noticeably thicker than the first—and coated it generously with lube. The clear gel glistened on the black silicone.

“Deep breath.”

Mike inhaled. Sara pressed the tip against him, steady pressure until the widest part breached. He whimpered, hips lifting involuntarily. She held it there a second, letting him adjust, then pushed the rest in until the flared base seated flush.

“There,” she said softly. “You’ll feel that one more.”

She dusted powder over his groin and between his cheeks, rubbing it in with firm circles that made the plug shift inside him. His cock leaked a clear bead at the tip; she swiped it with her thumb and brought it to his lips again. He sucked without prompting.

Sara pulled the diaper front up between his legs. The added thickness of the plug made the padding bulge noticeably at the crotch. She taped it snug—left, right, then the bottom tapes pulled extra tight to cradle the toy in place.

She patted the front twice. “All set.”

Mike sat up slowly. The diaper felt heavier already, the plug pressing insistently with every movement. Walking would be… interesting.

Sara helped him to his feet. “Now we wait. No touching. No rubbing. You hold until I say you can let go. If you leak before then, you tell me. Immediately.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

The word slipped out easier this time. Sara’s smile was small, pleased.

They went back downstairs. She had him sit on a towel she spread over the couch cushion—“just in case”—while she made lunch. Simple sandwiches, cut into triangles like she sometimes did when he was sick. The small domestic gesture twisted something warm in his chest.

He ate sitting carefully, the plug shifting with every chew. Sara watched him across the table, sipping water, eyes bright.

“Tell me how it feels,” she said midway through.

“Full. Everywhere. The plug keeps pressing when I move. Makes me want to… grind.”

“No grinding.”

He nodded, obedient.

After lunch she led him to the living room floor. She sat cross-legged on the rug, patted her lap.

“Come here. Lie down. Head here.”

Mike stretched out, head pillowed on her thigh. She ran her fingers through his hair, slow strokes that made his eyelids heavy.

“Talk to me,” she said. “What’s going through your head right now?”

“I feel… small. Safe. Like I don’t have to decide anything. You decide when I wet, when I get changed. It’s scary and perfect.”

Sara’s fingers paused. “Scary how?”

“Because I’m giving up control. Completely. What if I hate it later?”

“Then we stop. Or adjust. But right now… you don’t hate it.”

“No. I love it.”

She resumed stroking. “Good. Because I love it too. Watching you squirm. Hearing you beg. Feeling how hard you get when I take charge.”

They stayed like that for nearly an hour—quiet, intimate. Mike’s bladder filled steadily. The coffee from breakfast, the water with lunch, the slow build of pressure. He shifted once, twice. Sara noticed.

“Starting to hurt?”

“A little.”

“Tell me when it’s bad.”

More time passed. His breathing grew shallower. The plug amplified every clench, turning desperation into something almost erotic.

Finally he whispered, “Mommy… I can’t hold it much longer.”

Sara’s hand slid down to rest on the front of his diaper. “Beg for permission.”

“Please… let me wet. I need to go so bad. Please, Mommy, let your baby make a mess in his diaper.”

She pressed her palm harder. “Go ahead. Let it happen. Right now.”

The release was instant. Hot flood against the padding, soaking in fast. The diaper swelled under her hand; she kept it there, feeling the warmth spread, the core expanding. Mike moaned, hips rocking once before she stilled him with a firm grip.

“All of it,” she murmured. “Don’t stop.”

He emptied fully. The diaper sagged heavily between his thighs, warm and squishy. The plug pressed deeper with the added weight.

Sara rubbed slow circles over the wet front. “Such a good boy. You held so long for me.”

She helped him sit up, then stand. The used diaper hung low, tapes straining.

“Time for a change,” she said. “But first… reward.”

She backed him against the wall, dropped to her knees. Through the soaked padding she mouthed him—hot breath, firm pressure, tongue tracing the outline of his cock beneath the plastic. Mike groaned, hands fisting at his sides.

She pulled back just as his hips started to chase her. “Not yet. You come when I change you. If you’re good.”

Back upstairs. On the mat again. Sara peeled the tapes open slowly, revealing the drenched, yellow-tinted padding. The smell hit—warm urine, faint powder, arousal. She didn’t flinch. She leaned in, kissed the slick skin of his inner thigh.

“My messy boy.”

She cleaned him thoroughly, teasing his hole around the plug base, then removed the toy with careful pulls that made him whimper. Fresh powder. A new diaper—thicker still. She slid it under him, taped it snug.

Before she finished, she coated her fingers with lube, slipped two inside him—slow stretch, curling to brush his prostate. Mike arched.

“Please…”

“Not yet.”

She edged him like that—slow strokes inside, hand wrapped around his cock above the fresh padding—until he was leaking steadily, begging incoherently.

Then she pulled her fingers free, taped the diaper closed, and patted the front.

“Later,” she promised. “Tonight. After dinner. You’ll come hard while I hold the plug in and milk you through the padding.”

Mike shuddered.

Sara pulled him into her arms on the mat, rocking him gently.

“You did so well today,” she whispered. “My perfect baby.”

He buried his face in her neck, breathing her in.

The rules were set.

The begging had begun.

And he never wanted it to stop.


Chapter 6: Stocking the Secrets

The afternoon sun slanted low through the living-room windows, turning the hardwood golden. Sara had cleared the dining table completely—plates rinsed, crumbs swept away—and now the three unpacked boxes sat open like treasure chests. She moved with quiet efficiency, sorting items into neat piles: diapers by absorbency level, wipes in tall stacks, powder containers lined up like soldiers.

Mike stood in the doorway, arms folded across his chest, watching her. The fresh diaper she’d taped on him after the begging session still felt plush and dry, but the medium plug nestled deep inside shifted with every small movement. A constant, low hum of fullness that made focusing difficult. He hadn’t been allowed to remove the lounge pants again; she liked the subtle crinkle when he walked, the way it reminded him—and her—of his new status.

Sara glanced up, caught his stare. “Come here. Help me.”

He stepped forward. She handed him the largest container of baby powder—industrial size, pale blue label promising “extra gentle, no talc.” It was heavier than it looked.

“Put these on the second shelf in the closet. The diapers go on the bottom—easiest to reach when I’m kneeling.”

Mike carried the powder upstairs, the plug pressing deeper with each step on the stairs. By the time he reached the bedroom closet, his breathing was shallow. He set the container down carefully, then turned to find Sara right behind him, arms full of diaper packs.

She placed them beside the powder, then stepped close enough that their bodies brushed. Her hand slid around to the small of his back, then lower, cupping the padded rear where the plug’s base pressed against the plastic.

“Feel that?” she murmured. “Every time you move for me today, you’ll remember why you’re helping.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She squeezed once—firm enough to make him gasp—then released him. “Keep going. I want everything organized before dinner.”

They worked in near silence for the next half hour. Mike carried armloads of supplies while Sara directed: lube bottles on the top shelf beside the plugs, rash cream next to the wipes, a small stack of changing mats rolled and tucked in the corner. She even produced a pack of adult-sized onesies from the bottom of one box—soft cotton, pastel blue with snap crotches—and folded them neatly on their own shelf.

“You ordered those too?” Mike asked, voice low.

“Last night. After you fell asleep.” She ran her fingers over the fabric. “Thought we might try one soon. For naps. Or longer sessions.”

He swallowed. The idea of being snapped into one, helpless and padded, sent heat pooling low in his belly.

When the closet looked like a discreet nursery supply station, Sara closed the door and turned the small key in the lock. She slipped the key onto a thin chain around her neck, letting it rest between her breasts.

“Now it’s official,” she said. “Our secret stash. Locked away. Only I decide when it opens.”

Mike stared at the chain, then at her face. Her expression was calm, but her eyes were dark with something possessive and hungry.

She took his hand and led him back downstairs. In the kitchen she poured two glasses of water, handed him one.

“Drink. Slowly. I want you filling up again before dinner.”

He obeyed, sipping while she watched.

Sara leaned against the counter, arms crossed. “Tell me what you’re thinking right now.”

“That this is real. All of it. The supplies, the rules, the plug… you.”

“It is real.” She stepped closer, took the glass from his hand, set it aside. Her fingers traced the waistband of his lounge pants, slipping just inside to brush the diaper tapes. “And it’s only going to get more real.”

She tugged the pants down to mid-thigh, exposing the padded front. The diaper was still dry, but the outline of his growing erection was unmistakable beneath the plastic.

“Look at you,” she said softly. “Already hard just from stocking shelves.”

Mike’s face burned.

Sara dropped to one knee, eye level with the diaper. She pressed her palm flat against the front, rubbing in slow, firm circles. The friction was muted but insistent; the plug shifted inside him with every press.

“You’ve been such a good helper,” she murmured. “I think you deserve a little reward. But only a little.”

She kept rubbing—steady, unhurried—until pre-cum darkened a small spot on the inner lining. Mike’s hips rocked forward instinctively; she stilled them with her free hand on his thigh.

“No thrusting. Just feel it.”

He whimpered.

She edged him like that for long minutes—close, then easing off, close again—until his legs trembled and small, desperate sounds escaped his throat.

Then she stopped.

She stood, pulled his pants back up, and kissed him once—soft, claiming.

“Dinner first,” she said. “Then we finish what we started. During your next change.”

They cooked together: chicken stir-fry, rice, simple vegetables. Sara directed him to chop while she stirred the sauce. Every reach for a knife, every stir of his own, made the plug press and shift. By the time they sat down to eat, he was squirming subtly in his chair.

Sara noticed. Of course she did.

“Full again?” she asked midway through the meal.

“Yes.”

“Bladder or… elsewhere?”

“Both.”

She smiled. “Good. Hold it until we’re done eating. Then you beg upstairs.”

The rest of the meal passed in charged silence. Mike forced himself to chew slowly, swallow normally, while pressure built in waves. When the plates were finally cleared, Sara stood and held out her hand.

“Upstairs. Now.”

In the bedroom she pointed to the changing mat. Mike lay down without being told. Legs spread. Hands at his sides.

Sara knelt, peeled his lounge pants off completely, then rested her hands on his padded thighs.

“Beg.”

Mike’s voice cracked on the first word. “Please, Mommy… I need a change. I’m so wet already—just from waiting. And the plug… it’s making everything tighter. Please take it out, clean me, put a new diaper on. I’ll be good. I promise.”

She considered him for a long moment.

“More.”

“Please… I’m desperate. I want to come for you. While you hold the plug in and milk me through the padding. Please let me. I need it so bad.”

Sara’s breath hitched. She leaned down, kissed the front of the diaper where the small wet spot had begun to show.

“Beautiful.”

She tore the tapes open slowly. The diaper fell apart, revealing the soaked padding, his hard cock glistening with pre-cum, the plug base pressed firmly against his skin.

She removed the plug first—slow pull that made him arch and moan—then wiped him clean with long, teasing strokes. Fresh powder, thick and cool. She didn’t insert a new plug yet.

Instead she wrapped her hand around his bare cock, stroking once, twice—firm, slick from his own arousal.

“You’re going to come in the new diaper,” she said. “But only after I tape it on. And only while I rub you through it.”

She slid a fresh diaper under his hips—extra thick, the kind with extra padding in the crotch. She pulled the front up, taped it snug, then straddled his thighs so her weight pressed the padding firmly against him.

Her hand returned to the front—rubbing, circling, pressing the plastic against his leaking cock.

“Let go,” she whispered. “Wet for me again. While I make you come.”

Mike clenched, then released. Fresh warmth flooded the new diaper, soaking instantly into the core. Sara kept rubbing—faster now, insistent—until the combination of the fresh wetness, the tight padding, and her relentless hand pushed him over.

He came hard, hips bucking, spilling thick pulses into the diaper while she milked every drop through the plastic. The orgasm rolled through him in waves, leaving him shaking, gasping, the diaper now doubly soaked and heavy between his legs.

Sara kept her hand there, gentle now, soothing circles until the aftershocks faded.

“Good boy,” she breathed. “Such a good, messy boy for Mommy.”

She cleaned him again—this time with extra care—then taped on one final dry diaper for the night. No plug. Just soft, thick padding.

She helped him into bed, curled around him from behind, hand resting possessively on the front of his diaper.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered against his ear, “we go bigger. And you beg even prettier.”

Mike drifted toward sleep wrapped in her arms, the diaper crinkling softly with every breath.

The house was stocked.

The secrets were shared.

And the pull between them grew stronger with every passing hour.


Chapter 7: Daily Rituals Emerge

The next morning arrived with rain tapping softly against the bedroom windows. Mike woke to the sound before anything else—steady, gray, comforting in its monotony. Then came the awareness of Sara’s arm draped across his chest, her breath warm against the back of his neck, and finally the thick, dry diaper she had taped on him before they fell asleep. No wetness during the night. He had held everything, instinctively now, waiting for her permission even in dreams.

Sara stirred behind him. Her hand slid down his stomach, fingers finding the front of the padding and pressing once—testing, approving.

“Still dry,” she murmured, voice husky from sleep. “Good boy. You’re learning fast.”

Mike turned his head slightly. “I didn’t want to disappoint you.”

She kissed the curve of his shoulder. “You couldn’t if you tried.”

She rolled away, stretched, then sat up. The silk camisole she slept in slipped one strap off her shoulder; she didn’t fix it. Instead she reached for the small notepad and pen she had started keeping on the nightstand—another new ritual forming before his eyes.

“Morning check,” she said, flipping to a fresh page. “Stand up. Let me see.”

Mike slid out of bed, stood beside it in just the diaper. The room was cool; goosebumps rose on his arms and thighs. Sara’s gaze moved over him methodically: the snug tapes, the slight bulge at the crotch from his half-morning erection, the way the padding cupped his ass where the plug had stretched him yesterday.

She made a small note. “Dry. No rash. Holding well overnight.” She looked up. “How do you feel?”

“Safe. A little full already. And… needy.”

She smiled. “We’ll take care of that soon. First, shower. Together.”

In the bathroom she peeled the diaper off him slowly, tapes ripping open one by one. The used padding dropped to the tile with a soft thud—still dry, but carrying the faint scent of powder and his skin. She stepped into the shower first, adjusted the water to warm, then beckoned him in.

Under the spray she washed him like it was routine now: shampoo in his hair, soap lathered across his chest, then lower. Her hands were thorough between his legs, cleaning the sensitive skin that had been confined for hours. She didn’t tease this time—just cared. When she was done she handed him the loofah.

“Your turn.”

He washed her with the same careful attention: shoulders, back, breasts, stomach, between her thighs. She sighed softly when his fingers brushed her clit, but didn’t guide him further. Not yet.

After they dried off she led him back to the bedroom naked. From the locked closet she selected a fresh diaper—medium absorbency for the day—and the smallest plug again.

“On the mat.”

He lay down. Legs up. She lubed the plug, pressed it in with steady pressure until it seated. Then powder, thick and cool, rubbed in until his skin tingled. The diaper taped on snug, the added internal pressure making every breath feel deliberate.

Sara helped him into loose sweatpants and a T-shirt—no underwear, of course. She dressed similarly: leggings, oversized sweater. Then she took his hand and led him downstairs.

Breakfast became the first formal ritual. She sat him at the island, poured coffee, prepared oatmeal with sliced banana. While he ate she stood behind him, one hand resting on his shoulder, the other occasionally drifting down to pat the padded front through the pants.

“Rule reminder,” she said quietly. “You don’t ask to use the bathroom today. You hold. If you get desperate, you come find me and beg. No exceptions.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She kissed the top of his head. “Good.”

The day unfolded in small, deliberate patterns.

Mid-morning she worked at her laptop in the living room while he tidied the kitchen. Every time he bent to load the dishwasher or wipe a counter, the plug shifted, reminding him. Around eleven the pressure in his bladder became noticeable. He ignored it at first—testing himself—then felt the first warning twinge.

He found her on the couch, legs tucked under her, typing.

“Mommy?”

She looked up. Closed the laptop halfway.

“I’m starting to need to go.”

She set the laptop aside. “Come here.”

He stood in front of her. She tugged his pants down to his thighs, exposing the diaper.

“Kneel.”

He dropped between her legs.

“Beg properly.”

“Please, Mommy… let me wet my diaper. I’m full and it’s starting to hurt a little. Please let your baby go.”

She cupped his face. “You may. Right now. While I watch.”

The release came in a long, steady stream. Warmth bloomed across the front, spreading back, soaking the core. The diaper swelled under her gaze; she pressed her palm against it, feeling the expansion.

“Beautiful,” she whispered. “Such a good boy.”

She kept her hand there until he finished, then pulled the pants back up.

“No change yet. You’ll wear it wet until after lunch. Let it remind you.”

The wet padding sagged slightly as he moved, squishing with each step. The sensation was humiliating and comforting in equal measure. Sara noticed every wince, every careful shift, and smiled.

Lunch was sandwiches at the table. She fed him the last few bites from her fingers—small, intimate bites that made his cock twitch inside the soaked diaper.

Afterward she led him to the couch for what she called “nap time.” Not a real nap—more a quiet regression period. She spread a soft blanket on the floor, had him lie down with his head in her lap. She stroked his hair, read aloud from a novel on her phone—nothing childish, just soothing words in her low voice.

Halfway through she slipped her hand inside his pants, resting it on the wet front without rubbing. Just holding. Possessive.

“You’re leaking a little,” she noted. “Not much. Just enough to keep you slippery inside.”

He whimpered.

“Shh. Rest.”

He drifted in that hazy space—warm, held, dependent—for nearly an hour.

When she finally decided it was time for a change, she took him upstairs without a word. On the mat she peeled the tapes open, inspected the soaked padding with clinical interest.

“Very wet. No mess yet. We’ll work on that soon.”

She cleaned him slowly, teasing his hole around the plug base until he was hard and leaking. Then she removed the plug—slow pull that made him arch—cleaned thoroughly, powdered generously.

New diaper. Thicker this time. She inserted the medium plug again before taping it closed.

“Tonight,” she said, patting the front, “we try for a mess. During your bedtime change. You’ll beg for it. And you’ll come while you push.”

Mike’s breath caught.

The afternoon passed in similar rhythm: small tasks, quiet moments, her hand always finding the diaper front when he least expected it. She texted him from across the room once—just a single word: Hold.

He did.

Dinner was takeout—Thai, spicy enough to make him sweat. Afterward she had him kneel in the living room while she unpacked one more delivery that had arrived while he napped: a pack of adult pacifiers, soft silicone, one with a ring handle.

She selected the simplest one, blue. Held it to his lips.

“Open.”

He did. She slipped it in. The nipple filled his mouth—foreign, comforting. He sucked instinctively.

Sara smiled. “Keep it in until bedtime. Practice.”

He nodded, cheeks flushed around the paci.

Bedtime came early. Eight-thirty. She led him upstairs, pacifier still in place.

On the changing mat she had him lie back. Removed the paci gently, set it aside.

“Last change of the day,” she said. “But first… mess for Mommy.”

She lubed her fingers, worked two inside him—slow stretch around the plug—then removed the toy. Cleaned him. Fresh powder.

“On your knees now. Face the mirror.”

He knelt, ass presented, diaper open beneath him.

“Beg to mess.”

“Please, Mommy… let me make a mess in my diaper. I want to feel it. Want you to see me push. Please.”

She knelt behind him, one hand on his hip, the other reaching around to stroke his cock slowly.

“Push when you’re ready. I’ll help you come while you do it.”

Mike bore down. The first soft push produced a small, warm mass that settled into the open diaper. He gasped. Sara stroked faster.

“More.”

Another push—larger, heavier. The smell rose—earthy, intimate. She didn’t flinch. Her hand kept moving, slick with lube now, edging him closer.

“Again.”

He pushed. The mess spread, warm against his skin. Sara pressed the front of the diaper up, trapping everything inside as she milked him.

“Come for me,” she whispered. “While you’re messy. While Mommy holds it all.”

The orgasm hit sudden and violent—thick pulses spilling into the front of the diaper, mixing with the mess behind. He shuddered, moaned around the returning pacifier she slipped back between his lips.

Sara taped the diaper closed over the heavy load—bulging now, sagging low. She cleaned his front carefully, avoiding the mess, then helped him stand.

She pulled him into bed, spooned behind him, hand resting on the swollen, messy padding.

“Perfect,” she breathed. “My messy, perfect boy.”

She rocked him gently until his breathing evened.

The rituals had taken root.

Morning checks. Holding. Begging. Wetting. Messing. Coming only with her permission, only in his diaper, only for her.

And every night now ended the same way: curled in her arms, heavy diaper between his legs, safe in the knowledge that tomorrow the cycle would begin again.

Deeper.

Tighter.

Forever hers.


Chapter 8: Plug Progression

The rain had stopped sometime during the night, leaving the morning air crisp and damp outside the windows. Inside, the bedroom felt warmer—thicker with the scent of powder, lube, and the faint musk of last night’s messy change. Mike woke to Sara already sitting up against the headboard, legs stretched out, the small notepad balanced on her knee. She was writing again, pen moving in neat, deliberate strokes.

She glanced at him when his eyes opened.

“Morning check,” she said, voice soft but firm. “On your back. Legs apart.”

Mike rolled onto his back without a word. The heavy diaper from bedtime still sagged between his thighs—cool now, the mess from last night mostly absorbed but leaving a faint, lingering weight. Sara set the notepad aside and knelt between his spread knees.

She peeled the tapes open slowly, one side at a time, folding the front down to expose the used padding. The smell rose immediately—earthy, intimate, mixed with the sweet undertone of powder. She didn’t wrinkle her nose. Instead she studied the mess with calm appraisal.

“Thicker load than yesterday,” she noted. “You pushed hard for me.”

Mike’s face heated. “I… wanted to please you.”

“You did.” She reached for the wipes, cleaned the front first—gentle strokes over his softening cock—then lifted his hips to wipe between his cheeks. Thorough. Unhurried. When he was clean she patted his skin dry, then reached for the lube bottle on the nightstand.

“Today we go up a size,” she said. “The large one. You’ve taken the medium comfortably for two days. Time to stretch a little more.”

Mike’s breath caught. The large plug was noticeably thicker—wider at the bulb, longer shaft, still flared at the base but with more presence. He had eyed it in the closet with a mix of dread and anticipation.

Sara coated it generously, the clear gel glistening. She warmed it between her palms first, then pressed the tip against him.

“Breathe out slow.”

He did. The stretch came immediate—burning at first, then blooming into deep, full pressure as the widest part breached. Sara held it steady, letting him adjust, then pushed the rest in with one smooth motion until the base nestled flush against his skin.

Mike whimpered, hips twitching.

“Too much?” she asked, hand resting on his thigh.

“No… just… big.”

She rubbed slow circles around the base through the open diaper. “You’ll wear this one all day. Every time you move, every time you sit, you’ll feel how much you’re opening for me.”

She dusted powder over his groin and between his cheeks—extra generous around the plug—then rubbed it in until his skin felt silky. The diaper she chose next was the highest-absorbency one from the stack: extra padding front and back, reinforced leg gathers, designed for overnight or heavy use.

She slid it under his hips, pulled the front up tight, taped it snug. The added bulk made the plug press even deeper; the padding cradled everything in soft, inescapable containment.

Sara patted the front twice. “All set. Now stand.”

Mike rose carefully. The large plug shifted with gravity, pressing against his prostate in a way that made his knees weak. Walking felt different—each step a deliberate roll of fullness.

Sara watched him take a few experimental steps across the room. “Good. You’re carrying it well.”

Downstairs, the morning ritual continued. Coffee. Oatmeal. Her hand on his padded crotch while he ate, resting there without moving, just a constant reminder.

By mid-morning the pressure in his bladder had built again. Sara was at her desk in the spare room—now half office, half supply closet—when he knocked softly on the open door.

“Mommy?”

She turned in her chair. “Yes, baby?”

“I need to go.”

“Come here.”

He stepped inside. She tugged his sweatpants down to his ankles, exposing the thick diaper.

“Kneel. Beg.”

Mike dropped to his knees. “Please, Mommy… let me wet my diaper. I’m so full. The plug makes it harder to hold. Please let me go.”

She cupped his chin. “You may. But keep your eyes on mine the whole time.”

The stream started slow, then strengthened—hot flood soaking the front, spreading back around the plug base. The diaper swelled under her gaze; she pressed her palm flat against it, feeling the warmth expand, the core thickening.

When he finished she kept her hand there, rubbing slow circles over the wet plastic.

“Such a good boy. Now stay wet for a while. I like knowing you’re walking around heavy for me.”

The day progressed in measured escalation.

Lunch: soup and bread. She fed him spoonfuls while he sat on a towel-draped chair, the plug pressing deeper every time he shifted. Afterward she had him lie on the living-room floor for “quiet time”—head in her lap, pacifier in his mouth, her fingers occasionally tracing the swollen front of his diaper through the pants.

Around three she led him back upstairs.

“Change time,” she said. “But we’re going to edge you first.”

On the mat she peeled the tapes open. The diaper was soaked through at the front, the mess from last night long gone but the fresh wetness heavy. She removed the large plug slowly—inch by inch—making him moan with every pull. Cleaned him. Powdered him. But no new plug yet.

Instead she straddled his thighs, hand wrapping around his bare cock. She stroked—slow, slick with lube—bringing him to the edge three times, stopping each time his hips started to buck.

“Please,” he gasped after the third denial. “Mommy, please…”

“Not yet.”

She slid a fresh diaper under him—same thick one—and taped it on over his aching erection. Then she straddled him again, this time pressing her weight down so the padding trapped his cock against his stomach.

“Grind,” she ordered. “But don’t come.”

Mike rocked his hips—small, desperate movements. The wet friction of the fresh padding, the memory of the large plug still echoing inside him, the denial—it built fast.

She stopped him just before the brink.

“Enough.”

She helped him stand, adjusted his pants, kissed his forehead.

“Tonight,” she promised. “During your bedtime change. You’ll take the largest plug. You’ll mess while it’s in. And you’ll come harder than you ever have.”

The afternoon dragged in delicious torment. Every step reminded him of the stretch he’d taken, the stretch he would take again. Sara kept him close—sitting beside her on the couch while she worked, her hand occasionally slipping inside his waistband to cup the padded front, feeling for wetness, for hardness.

Dinner was light—salad, grilled fish. She fed him again, bite by bite, her foot resting between his thighs under the table, toes pressing lightly against the diaper bulge.

Afterward she led him upstairs early.

“Bedtime change,” she said. “On the mat. Legs up high.”

Mike lay back, knees to chest. Sara lubed the largest plug—thick, intimidating—and pressed it against him.

“Breathe. Push out a little.”

He did. The stretch burned, then gave way to overwhelming fullness. When the base seated, Sara patted it once.

“Perfect. Now… mess for Mommy.”

She stroked his cock through the open diaper—slow, firm—while he bore down. The first push came with a soft grunt; warm mass settled against the plug base. Another push—larger, spreading. The smell filled the room.

Sara kept stroking. “More. All of it.”

He pushed again. The diaper filled behind him, heavy and warm. She taped it closed over the mess, trapping everything, then straddled his hips.

“Grind into your mess,” she whispered. “Come for me while you’re plugged and full.”

Mike rocked—desperate, helpless. The combination—the deep plug pressing his prostate, the warm mess squishing against him, the thick padding rubbing his cock—pushed him over in seconds.

He came with a choked cry, pulsing hard into the front of the diaper, the orgasm ripping through him in long, shuddering waves. Sara kept her hand there, milking every drop through the plastic until he collapsed, trembling.

She cleaned him carefully—front first, then lifting his hips to wipe the mess away. Fresh powder. A final dry diaper for sleep—no plug tonight, just soft containment.

In bed she curled behind him, arm around his waist, hand resting on the padded front.

“You took the largest one so well,” she murmured against his ear. “Next week we go bigger again. Or maybe we keep this one longer. Make you crave it.”

Mike shivered, already drifting.

“Yes, Mommy.”

The progression was clear.

Wider. Deeper. More.

And every step pulled him further under her control.


Chapter 9: Public Teases

Monday morning arrived with a sharp, clear light that cut through the bedroom curtains. Sara was already awake, dressed in slim black jeans and a soft gray sweater, hair pulled into a low ponytail. She stood at the foot of the bed, holding a fresh diaper in one hand and the medium plug in the other—the one Mike had worn most of the weekend.

“Up,” she said simply.

Mike slid out of bed, still naked from sleep. The air felt cool against his skin. Sara pointed to the changing mat already spread on the floor.

“On your back.”

He lay down. She worked quickly but carefully: lube on the plug, slow insertion that made him hiss at the familiar stretch, thick powder rubbed in, then the diaper taped snug. This one was a little thinner than the overnight ones—still substantial, but designed to be discreet under clothes. She patted the front once.

“Today we go out.”

Mike’s stomach flipped. “Out?”

“Yes. Coffee shop. Grocery store. Maybe the park. You’ll wear this all day. You’ll hold until I decide you can wet. And you’ll beg for every change when we get home.”

She stood, walked to the closet, and returned with a pair of dark jeans and a loose button-down shirt—both his, but chosen specifically for their forgiving cut.

“Put these on. No underwear. No belt. Just the diaper.”

Mike dressed under her watchful eyes. The jeans hugged his hips snugly, the thickness of the padding barely noticeable unless someone stared. The plug shifted with every movement, a constant, secret pressure.

Sara checked him in the full-length mirror, running her hands over his hips, smoothing the fabric. “Perfect. No one will know. Except you. And me.”

They drove to the small café in the center of Breda, the one with the outdoor tables even in winter. Sara parked a block away—longer walk, more steps for him to feel the plug. She walked beside him, hand resting lightly on the small of his back, thumb occasionally brushing the waistband of his jeans.

Inside, the café smelled of fresh coffee and cinnamon. Sara ordered for both of them: cappuccino for her, black coffee for him. She chose a table near the window, sat, and gestured for him to sit opposite her.

The moment his weight settled on the chair, the plug pressed deeper. Mike bit his lip to keep from making a sound.

Sara sipped her coffee, eyes bright. “How does it feel?”

“Full,” he whispered. “Every time I move.”

“Good. Drink your coffee. Slowly.”

He did. The caffeine hit his bladder faster than usual. By the time they finished, he was shifting in his seat, the pressure building steadily.

Sara noticed. Of course she did.

“Ready to go?”

He nodded.

Outside, she took his hand and led him toward the park instead of straight back to the car. The paths were quiet—winter-bare trees, a few joggers, an older couple walking a dog. Sara stopped beside a bench, sat, and patted the space next to her.

“Sit.”

Mike lowered himself carefully. The plug shifted again, pressing right against his prostate. He exhaled shakily.

Sara leaned close, voice low. “I want you to wet. Right here. While we sit. No one will know.”

Mike glanced around. The nearest person was fifty meters away, headphones in, jogging past.

“Please, Mommy… I can’t hold much longer.”

“Then don’t. Let go. Now.”

He closed his eyes, relaxed. The warmth came in a slow, steady stream, soaking into the front of the diaper. The padding swelled slightly under his jeans; he felt it press against the seat. Sara’s hand rested on his thigh, thumb rubbing small circles through the denim.

“Feel that?” she murmured. “All that wetness trapped against you. Just for me.”

When he finished, the diaper sagged a little, warm and heavy between his legs. Sara stood, offered her hand.

“Time to shop.”

The grocery store was busier—carts, families, the low hum of conversation. Sara pushed the cart while Mike walked beside her. Every step made the wet padding squish faintly. He kept his movements small, careful.

She stopped in the aisle with diapers—adult ones, discreetly packaged. She picked up a pack of the same brand they used, turned it over in her hands, then placed it in the cart.

“Just in case,” she said with a small smile.

Mike’s face burned. A woman walked past, glancing at the cart but not at him. Still, the risk made his cock twitch inside the wet diaper.

At the checkout Sara paid while Mike stood behind her, trying to look casual. The cashier barely looked up. The moment they stepped outside, Sara leaned close.

“You did so well. Now we go home. And you beg for your change.”

The drive back was quiet. Mike sat carefully, the wet diaper squishing with every bump in the road. By the time they pulled into the driveway, he was desperate again—not just for a change, but for her touch.

Inside, Sara locked the door, turned to him.

“Living room. On your knees.”

Mike dropped to the floor. She stood above him, arms crossed.

“Beg.”

“Please, Mommy… I’m soaked. I wet in the park like you told me to. The diaper’s heavy and warm and I can’t stop thinking about you changing me. Please take it off. Clean me. Put a fresh one on. I need you.”

Sara’s eyes darkened. “More.”

“Please… I’m aching. The plug’s been in all day. I want to come for you while you hold me. Please change your wet baby.”

She stepped closer, cupped his chin. “Beautiful.”

She led him upstairs to the bedroom. On the mat he lay back, legs spread. Sara knelt, peeled the jeans down slowly, then the diaper tapes. The used padding fell open—yellow-tinted, swollen, the plug base visible between his cheeks.

She removed the plug carefully, making him moan. Cleaned him thoroughly. Powdered him. Then she straddled his hips, hand wrapping around his bare cock.

“You may come now,” she said. “But only while I edge you. Three times close, then on the fourth you finish.”

She stroked—slow, firm—bringing him to the edge three times, stopping each time his hips bucked. On the fourth she kept going, faster, until he spilled hard across his stomach, shuddering beneath her.

Sara cleaned him again, taped on a fresh diaper—thick, dry, perfect.

She pulled him into her arms on the bed, rocking him gently.

“You were perfect today,” she whispered. “My brave boy. Taking risks for Mommy.”

Mike buried his face in her neck, breathing her in.

The public teases had only begun.

And he already craved the next one.


Chapter 10: Shared Vulnerabilities

The house was quiet that evening, the kind of quiet that settles after a day of careful tension. Rain had started again—soft pattering against the roof, steady enough to muffle the outside world. Sara had turned off most of the lights downstairs, leaving only the warm glow from the living-room lamp and the flicker of a single candle on the coffee table. She sat on the couch in loose silk pajama pants and a thin tank top, legs tucked beneath her, a glass of red wine in one hand.

Mike knelt on the rug in front of her, still in the thick diaper she had taped on after their return from the park. No pants tonight. Just the padding, crinkling softly every time he shifted his weight. The plug was out—removed during the afternoon change—but the memory of it lingered, a faint ache that made him feel open, ready.

Sara set her glass down and reached for him, fingers threading through his hair.

“Come up here,” she said quietly. “Sit with me.”

He rose carefully, the diaper squishing faintly from the earlier wetting, and settled beside her. She pulled him close until his head rested against her shoulder, her arm around his back, hand resting possessively on the padded rear.

For a long minute neither spoke. The rain filled the silence.

Then Sara said, “Tell me something you’ve never told anyone.”

Mike swallowed. “About… this?”

“About anything. But yes. About this, too.”

He took a slow breath. “I used to think it made me broken. The diapers. The need to feel small. I’d finish and feel ashamed for days. Told myself it was just a phase. That I’d grow out of it. But I never did. And the more I tried to stop, the stronger it got.”

Sara’s fingers traced slow circles over the plastic backing. “And now?”

“Now… it doesn’t feel broken anymore. Not since you found out. Now it feels like the only part of me that’s honest.”

She pressed a kiss to his temple. “Thank you for saying that.”

She shifted so they were facing each other, knees touching. “My turn.”

Mike looked up.

“I’ve always liked control,” she said. “Not just in bed. In everything. Spreadsheets. Plans. People following my lead. But I never let it go too far with anyone else. Too risky. Too much chance of hurting someone. Or getting hurt myself.” She paused, thumb brushing his cheek. “With you, though… it’s different. I don’t want to hurt you. I want to keep you. Protect you. Own you in the safest way possible. And that scares me a little.”

“Why?”

“Because if I let myself really take over—if we go all the way with this—I’m afraid I’ll never want to stop. And I’m afraid you’ll wake up one day and realize you gave up too much.”

Mike reached for her hand, laced their fingers. “I’m scared of the same thing. That I’ll disappear inside it. Become just… the baby. Not your husband anymore.”

Sara’s eyes searched his. “Then we talk. Every step. We check in. Like now.”

He nodded.

She leaned in, kissed him—slow, deep, tasting of wine and certainty. When she pulled back, her voice was softer.

“Tonight I don’t want rules. No begging. No commands. Just us. Showing each other what this really means.”

Mike’s throat tightened. “Okay.”

She stood, offered her hand. He took it. She led him upstairs to the bedroom.

The changing mat was already out. Sara lit the small bedside lamp, dimmed the overhead. Then she knelt in front of him, hands resting on his padded hips.

“Let me take care of you,” she said. “Not because you need changing. Because I want to.”

She peeled the tapes open slowly, folded the front down. The diaper was wet from the park hold and the slow leak that had followed—warm, heavy, but not messy. She lifted his hips gently, slid the used one out from under him, set it aside.

No rush. No teasing strokes. Just her hands—warm, steady—wiping him clean with soft, careful motions. She lingered over his cock, not stroking, just holding, letting him feel the contact.

When he was clean she puffed powder generously, rubbed it in with both palms, covering every inch. Then she reached for a fresh diaper—thicker than usual, the kind with extra padding front and back.

Before she slid it under him, she leaned down and kissed the soft skin of his lower stomach, just above where the padding would sit. Then lower—soft kisses along his inner thighs, the crease where leg met groin. Finally, a single, gentle kiss to the head of his cock.

Mike exhaled shakily. “Sara…”

“Shh. Let me.”

She slid the diaper underneath, pulled the front up, taped it snug—left, right, bottom tapes pulled extra tight to cradle him completely.

Then she stood, stripped off her own clothes—slowly, letting him watch—and climbed onto the bed beside him.

“Lie back.”

He did. She straddled his hips, the fresh diaper pressing against her bare skin. She rocked once—gentle friction—then leaned down to kiss him again.

This time she guided his hands to her breasts, let him touch her the way he always had—reverent, careful. She moaned softly into his mouth when his thumbs brushed her nipples.

“I want you inside me,” she whispered. “But I want the diaper between us. I want to feel how wet you get while I ride you.”

Mike nodded, breathless.

She reached between them, tore a small slit in the front of his diaper—just enough to free his cock. The padding still framed him, still contained the rest of him. She positioned herself, sank down slowly.

The sensation was overwhelming—her heat, the soft plastic edges brushing her thighs, the way the diaper crinkled with every movement. She rocked slowly at first, then deeper, setting a rhythm that made them both gasp.

Mike’s hands gripped her hips. “You feel… incredible.”

“So do you,” she breathed. “My padded boy. So full for me.”

She leaned forward, breasts against his chest, mouth at his ear.

“Come with me,” she whispered. “No holding back. No permission needed. Just us.”

They moved together—slow, then faster—her grinding down, him thrusting up into her. The diaper crinkled loudly now, the wet warmth from his leaking pre-cum soaking the inner lining. Sara’s breath hitched, her rhythm faltering.

“I’m close,” she gasped.

“Me too.”

She kissed him hard—claiming, desperate—and clenched around him.

They came together—her pulsing around his cock, him spilling deep inside her while the diaper absorbed the overflow, turning warm and slick between them.

Sara collapsed onto his chest, both of them trembling. She didn’t move for a long minute, just breathed against his neck.

When she finally lifted her head, her eyes were soft, unguarded.

“I love you,” she said. “All of you. The husband. The baby. Everything.”

Mike cupped her face. “I love you too. More than I ever thought I could.”

She kissed him again—gentle this time—then carefully lifted off him. The torn diaper was messy now, his release mixed with her wetness, the padding swollen and heavy.

Sara cleaned him with the same tenderness she’d used earlier—no rush, no commands. Fresh powder. A new, pristine diaper taped on snug.

Then she pulled him into her arms under the covers, spooning him from behind, hand resting on the padded front.

“No more secrets,” she whispered. “No more hiding what we need.”

Mike nodded, eyes closing.

They fell asleep like that—bodies tangled, diaper crinkling softly with every breath, the rain still falling outside.

Tomorrow the rules would return. The begging. The progression. The control.

But tonight had been something else.

A promise.

That this wasn’t just kink.

It was them.

Vulnerable. Honest. Together.


Chapter 11: Anal Expansion Deepens

The week slipped into a rhythm that felt both inevitable and intoxicating. Mornings began with Sara’s quiet command—Mike on the changing mat, legs raised, the largest plug lubed and waiting. She inserted it now without preamble, the stretch no longer burning but blooming into a deep, addictive pressure that stayed with him through every hour of the day. By Wednesday, she had added a twist: the plug remained in until bedtime, removed only for cleaning and reinsertion with the next size up on alternate nights.

Thursday evening found them in the bedroom earlier than usual. The curtains were drawn, the lamp turned low, casting long shadows across the walls. Sara had already laid out the supplies: the thickest diaper from the stack, a fresh bottle of lube, the extra-large plug—the one they had eyed but not yet used—and a small towel folded beneath the mat for easier cleanup.

Mike knelt on the mat in nothing but the current diaper, which sagged slightly from the afternoon wetting she had permitted during a quiet moment on the couch. The plug inside him—the large one—pressed insistently against his prostate with every small shift of his weight.

Sara stood above him, barefoot, wearing only a loose silk camisole that skimmed her thighs. She held the new plug in one hand, turning it slowly so the black silicone caught the light.

“Tonight we go all the way with this one,” she said. “You’ve taken the large comfortably for three days. Your body’s ready. I can feel it when I finger you during changes.”

Mike’s cock twitched beneath the padding. “It’s… big.”

“It is.” She knelt in front of him, set the plug aside for a moment, and cupped his face. “But you’re going to take it for me. Slowly. And when it’s in, you’re going to hold it while I edge you until you’re begging to mess. Then you’ll push with it seated deep, and you’ll come harder than last time. Understood?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She kissed him once—soft, reassuring—then guided him onto his back.

“Legs up. Hold them.”

Mike hooked his hands behind his knees, pulling them toward his chest. The position exposed everything: the sagging diaper, the plug base nestled between his cheeks, his hardening cock outlined against the plastic.

Sara tore the tapes open carefully, peeled the front down. The used padding was warm and heavy; she slid it out from under him, set it aside on the towel. She removed the current plug with deliberate slowness—long, smooth pull that made him arch and whimper—then wiped him clean, lingering around his stretched hole.

“You’re already open,” she observed, voice low with approval. “Look how easily my fingers slide in.”

She coated two fingers with lube, pressed them inside—easy glide, no resistance. She curled them, brushing his prostate until pre-cum beaded at his tip.

“Good boy. So ready.”

She withdrew her fingers, picked up the extra-large plug. It was noticeably thicker at the widest point—almost intimidating in her hand. She warmed the lube on it between her palms, then pressed the tip against him.

“Breathe out. Push gently toward me.”

Mike exhaled. The initial pressure was intense—stretching him wider than anything before. Sara held steady, letting him adjust, then eased forward millimeter by millimeter. When the widest part breached, Mike gasped, hips lifting involuntarily.

“Easy,” she murmured. “You’ve got this. Just like the others. Deeper now.”

She pushed again. The fullness built, overwhelming, filling every inch until the base finally seated flush against his skin. Mike’s breathing came in short pants; his cock throbbed untouched beneath the open diaper.

Sara rested her palm flat over the base, pressing lightly. “There. All in. Feel how deep it is?”

“God… yes. So full.”

She smiled, small and proud. “You’re doing beautifully.”

She dusted powder over his groin—thick cloud, rubbed in with slow circles that made the plug shift inside him. Then she reached for the fresh diaper—extra thick, the kind with booster padding already inserted. She slid it under his hips, pulled the front up tight, taped it snug. The added bulk trapped the plug even deeper; every small movement made it press harder against his prostate.

Sara straddled his thighs, her weight pressing the padding firmly against him. She reached inside the leg gather, wrapped her hand around his leaking cock through the inner lining.

“Now we edge,” she said. “Five times close. No coming until the mess is out and I say so.”

She stroked—slow, firm pulls through the plastic—bringing him to the brink again and again. Each time she stopped just as his hips began to chase, leaving him whimpering, hips rolling uselessly.

By the fourth denial, tears pricked the corners of his eyes.

“Please, Mommy… I can’t… I need to come.”

“Not yet. One more.”

The fifth edge was merciless—her hand faster, the plug shifting with every rock of his hips. When she finally stopped, Mike was shaking.

“Now,” she said. “Beg to mess.”

“Please… let me push. Let me fill my diaper with the plug in so deep. Please, Mommy, I need to feel it spread while you hold me.”

Sara leaned down, kissed his forehead. “Go ahead. Push for me. Slowly.”

Mike bore down. The first push produced a soft, warm mass that settled against the plug base, pressing it even deeper. He moaned, the sensation overwhelming—fullness in front, fullness behind, the diaper containing it all.

“More,” Sara whispered. Her hand returned to the front, rubbing slow circles over his cock through the padding.

Another push—larger, heavier. The mess spread, warm and thick, squishing against the silicone. The smell rose, intimate and raw. Sara didn’t pull away; she pressed her palm harder against the front, feeling the diaper swell behind as well.

“Again. All of it.”

Mike pushed one last time. The diaper filled completely—bulging now, sagging low between his thighs. Sara kept rubbing—faster, insistent—milking him through the plastic while the mess shifted with every stroke.

“Come,” she commanded. “Right now. While you’re plugged and messy and full for Mommy.”

The orgasm crashed through him—violent, blinding. He pulsed hard into the front of the diaper, thick ropes soaking the padding as his body clenched around the massive plug. Wave after wave rolled over him until he collapsed, trembling, tears slipping down his temples.

Sara kept her hand there, gentle now, soothing circles until the aftershocks faded.

“My perfect boy,” she breathed. “You took it all so well.”

She cleaned him with extraordinary care—front first, then lifting his hips to wipe away the heavy mess. The plug came out last—slow, careful pull that left him gasping at the sudden emptiness. Fresh powder, thick and comforting. A final dry diaper—extra thick again—taped on snug.

She helped him into bed, curled behind him, arm around his waist, hand resting on the padded front.

“Next week,” she whispered against his ear, “we try the biggest one. Or maybe we keep this size longer. Make you ache for it every day.”

Mike shivered, already drifting in the afterglow.

“Yes, Mommy.”

The expansion continued.

Deeper stretches. Longer holds. Bigger messes. Harder releases.

And every time, the trust between them grew thicker than any padding—unbreakable, endless.


Chapter 12: The Boom in Intimacy

The house felt different now—charged, alive in a way it hadn’t been in years. Every room carried the quiet imprint of their new routine: the locked closet upstairs stocked and waiting, the changing mat always rolled out beneath the bed, the faint scent of baby powder lingering on the sheets even after laundry day. But more than the objects, it was the air between them that had shifted. Touches lasted longer. Glances held weight. And sex—ordinary, vanilla sex—had become something else entirely.

Friday evening Sara came home from the office earlier than usual. Mike heard the front door open while he was in the kitchen rinsing dishes. He still wore the thick daytime diaper she had taped on that morning—no plug today, just the soft, constant bulk that had become his baseline. The jeans he’d pulled on over it sat low on his hips, the waistband brushing the top tapes.

Sara appeared in the doorway, coat still on, briefcase in one hand. Her eyes found him immediately.

“Hi, baby.”

“Hi, Mommy.”

She set the briefcase down, shrugged off the coat, hung it on the hook. Then she crossed the room in three strides, took his wet hands from the sink, dried them with the dish towel, and pulled him against her.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” she said against his mouth. “Couldn’t focus on the numbers.”

Mike’s cock stirred inside the padding. “What were you thinking?”

She kissed him hard—claiming, hungry—then pulled back just enough to speak.

“About coming home and finding you already wet. About peeling those jeans off and riding you while you’re still padded. About making you come inside the diaper while I come on top of you. No edging. No waiting. Just us. Right now.”

Mike’s breath hitched. “Please.”

She smiled—small, wicked—and tugged him toward the living room.

They didn’t make it upstairs.

Sara backed him against the couch, pushed him down so he sat. She straddled his lap immediately, knees bracketing his hips, the diaper’s bulk pressing up against her through her skirt.

“Pants off,” she ordered.

Mike lifted his hips; she yanked the jeans down to his ankles in one swift motion. The diaper came into view—white, slightly sagging from the afternoon wetting he’d held until she texted go from her office.

Sara hiked her skirt up, pushed her panties to the side—no time for removal—and ground down against the padded front.

“Feel how wet I am already?” she whispered. “Just from thinking about this.”

Mike groaned. The friction was perfect—muted by the plastic, but warm, insistent. Sara rocked slowly at first, then harder, using the diaper like a toy designed for her pleasure.

She reached between them, tore a small opening in the front of the diaper—just enough to free his cock. It sprang up, hard and leaking. Sara guided him inside her in one smooth slide.

They both moaned.

She rode him like that—diaper still taped around his hips, framing his cock, crinkling loudly with every thrust. The padding absorbed the wetness leaking from both of them, turning warmer, heavier.

“Touch me,” she gasped.

Mike’s hands slid under her blouse, cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples through the lace bra. Sara arched, grinding down harder.

“More,” she demanded.

He pinched lightly—exactly the way she liked. She clenched around him, rhythm faltering.

“I’m close,” she breathed. “Come with me. Fill your diaper while I come on your cock.”

Mike thrust up into her—desperate, helpless. The combination—the deep heat of her, the squish of the wet padding against his balls, the crinkle echoing in the quiet room—pushed him over.

He came hard, pulsing deep inside her while the diaper soaked up the overflow. Sara followed seconds later—shuddering, nails digging into his shoulders, a low, broken moan escaping her throat.

They stayed locked together for long minutes, breathing ragged, foreheads pressed together.

Finally Sara lifted off him carefully. His release mixed with hers had leaked out around the torn opening, darkening the front of the diaper. She smiled at the sight.

“Messy boy,” she murmured fondly.

She stood, helped him up, led him upstairs without bothering to pull his jeans back on.

On the changing mat she peeled the ruined diaper open—wet, sticky, heavy with both their fluids. She cleaned him slowly, reverently, kissing the sensitive skin as she went. Fresh powder. A new diaper—thicker still—taped on snug.

But she didn’t stop there.

She stripped completely, climbed onto the mat beside him, pulled him on top of her.

“Again,” she said. “This time slower. Face to face.”

Mike settled between her thighs. She guided him inside—no diaper between them this time, just skin on skin. They moved gently—deep, rolling thrusts that made them both sigh.

“I love this,” Sara whispered against his ear. “Love how you feel inside me. Love how you trust me with everything.”

Mike kissed her neck, her jaw, her mouth. “I love you taking it. Taking me. All of me.”

They built slowly this time—no rush, no commands. Just bodies remembering each other in a new context. When they came again it was quiet—long, rolling waves that left them trembling and clinging.

Afterward Sara curled around him on the mat, both of them naked except for the fresh diaper she had taped back on.

“We’re not stopping,” she said softly. “This isn’t a phase. This is us now. Diapers. Plugs. Messes. Begging. All of it mixed with… this.”

Mike nodded against her shoulder. “I don’t want to stop.”

“Good.” She kissed his forehead. “Because I’m going to keep pushing you. Bigger plugs. Longer holds. Public risks when you’re ready. But I’m also going to keep loving you like this. Every single day.”

They lay there until the room grew dark, rain tapping the windows again.

Later, in bed, Sara spooned him from behind—hand resting on the padded front like always.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, “we try double diapers. One inside the other. See how long you can hold everything before you beg to be changed.”

Mike shivered, cock twitching inside the fresh padding.

“Yes, Mommy.”

Their sex life hadn’t just recovered.

It had exploded—hotter, deeper, more frequent than it had been in years.

Every change became foreplay.

Every wetting became a promise.

Every mess became a shared secret.

And every night ended the same way: curled together, diapered and held, utterly owned and utterly loved.


Chapter 13: Total House Control

Saturday morning broke with pale winter sunlight filtering through the bedroom blinds. Mike woke to the now-familiar sensation of Sara’s hand already resting on the front of his diaper—dry this time, the overnight padding still soft and untouched. She had taped it on him after their late-night session the previous evening, thick with booster padding, the kind that could handle anything he might produce while sleeping. He hadn’t wet; his body had learned to wait for her permission, even unconsciously.

Sara stirred beside him, fingers pressing lightly through the plastic. “Morning, baby. How’s my padded boy feeling?”

“Full,” Mike admitted. “Bladder’s tight. And… I think I need to mess soon.”

She smiled against his shoulder. “Perfect timing. Today we don’t just play in the bedroom. We turn the whole house into your nursery.”

Mike’s pulse jumped. They had talked about this—casual mentions during quiet moments—but hearing her say it now, voice calm and certain, made it real.

Sara sat up, stretched, then stood. She wore only an oversized T-shirt that skimmed the tops of her thighs. “Up. On the mat first. Quick change before we start.”

He followed her lead. On the changing mat she peeled the dry diaper open, inspected him with a clinical eye—clean skin, slight redness from constant wear but no rash—then wiped him anyway, slow and thorough. Powder puffed generously. A fresh diaper slid under his hips: the absolute thickest one in their stock, double-layered with an extra booster already sewn in. She taped it snug, patted the front twice.

“No plug today,” she said. “I want you focused on holding everything until I say otherwise. And when you can’t hold anymore… you’ll do it wherever we are in the house. No rushing to the bedroom. No hiding. Understood?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She helped him stand. The new diaper felt enormous—bulky between his thighs, forcing a slight waddle when he walked. Sara noticed and smiled.

“Exactly how I like you.”

They went downstairs together. Sara had prepared the night before while he slept: the living room rug had been covered with a large, soft waterproof play mat she’d ordered online—padded, pastel blue, crinkling faintly underfoot. A folded changing pad sat on the couch. In the corner, a small basket held wipes, powder, spare diapers, and a few soft toys she’d added on a whim—a plush bear, a rattle, nothing extreme, just touches to deepen the atmosphere.

The kitchen island now held a high chair she had assembled from a flat-pack delivery—adult-sized, padded seat, tray table, soft restraints at the wrists and waist if needed. It faced the window overlooking the small backyard.

Sara guided him to it.

“Breakfast time. Sit.”

Mike hesitated for half a second. The chair looked… permanent. Sara noticed.

“You can say red if it’s too much.”

He shook his head. “Green.”

She helped him up into the seat. The thick diaper compressed under his weight with a loud squish. She fastened the waist belt loosely—more symbolic than restrictive—then clipped the tray in place. From the fridge she retrieved a bowl of oatmeal mixed with mashed banana, warm and soft. A sippy cup of milk sat beside it.

She fed him slowly—spoonful by spoonful—her free hand resting on the padded crotch the entire time.

“Such a good baby,” she murmured between bites. “Sitting so nicely for Mommy while you fill that big diaper.”

Halfway through breakfast the pressure became urgent. Mike squirmed in the chair.

“Mommy… I need to go.”

She set the spoon down. “Then go. Right here. While I feed you the rest.”

Mike exhaled shakily. He relaxed. The wetting came first—long, steady stream soaking the front, the booster swelling instantly. Sara kept her hand there, feeling it expand beneath her palm.

“Good boy. Keep going.”

A moment later the mess followed—soft, warm, spreading against the padding as he pushed. The diaper sagged heavily between his thighs, the smell rising faintly. Sara didn’t flinch. She simply continued feeding him the last few bites, then wiped his mouth with a soft cloth.

“Finished? Or more?”

“Finished,” he whispered, cheeks burning.

She unclipped the tray, helped him down. The used diaper hung low, tapes straining.

“Living room now. Play time.”

On the padded mat she had him lie back while she changed him—slow, deliberate, turning the process into extended foreplay. She wiped him clean, teased his hole with lubed fingers until he was hard and leaking, then powdered him generously. Fresh double diaper taped on—thicker still.

For the next few hours the house became his contained world.

She led him around on hands and knees for “crawling practice,” the diaper crinkling loudly across the mat. She sat cross-legged, pulled him into her lap, rocked him while reading aloud from a novel—her voice low and soothing, hand occasionally slipping inside the leg gather to stroke him through the padding.

When he grew desperate again mid-afternoon—bladder and bowels both—she didn’t take him upstairs.

“On the mat,” she said. “On your back. Legs up.”

He obeyed. She knelt between his thighs, rubbed the front of the diaper in slow circles.

“Let it happen. Mess for Mommy right here in the living room.”

Mike pushed. The diaper filled again—warm mess spreading, wetness following. Sara kept rubbing, faster now, until he came hard into the front—pulsing against the plastic while the heavy load shifted behind him.

She changed him on the spot—right there on the living-room floor—wipes, powder, fresh double diaper. No rush. No shame. Just care.

Evening brought the final escalation.

Sara had transformed the spare bedroom into a full “nursery corner”: padded floor mats covering most of the space, a crib-sized adult bed with rails she’d ordered, shelves of supplies, soft lighting. She led him inside, locked the door behind them.

“This is your room now,” she said quietly. “When we want a full weekend—or longer—you stay here. Padded. Fed. Changed. Held. No decisions. Just surrender.”

Mike stared at the setup—heart pounding, cock twitching inside the fresh diaper.

Sara guided him onto the crib bed, raised the side rails, clipped soft cuffs around his wrists to the headboard—not tight, just enough to remind.

She straddled his hips, rocked against the padded front.

“You’ll spend the rest of the weekend here,” she whispered. “Messing when you need to. Wetting when you can’t hold. Coming only when I milk you through the diaper. And every change will end with me riding you until we both come.”

She tore the front open just enough, sank down onto him—slow, deep. They moved together—her controlling the pace, him helpless beneath her—until they both shattered again.

Afterward she taped a fresh double diaper over the mess of their release, curled beside him in the crib bed, arm draped over his padded waist.

“Tomorrow we go longer,” she murmured. “No leaving this room unless I carry you. Total babification. My baby boy home forever.”

Mike turned his head, kissed her softly.

“Yes, Mommy. Forever.”

The house had become his nursery.

And he never wanted to leave.


Chapter 14: Facing the Edge

Sunday morning light crept under the nursery-room blinds in thin, pale lines. Mike had spent the night in the crib bed—side rails up, double diaper taped on thick after the last change, no plug for once so he could rest. The padding between his legs felt enormous even dry; the booster had swollen slightly from a small, involuntary wetting around three a.m. that he hadn’t been able to stop. His body was learning obedience, but it still had limits.

Sara appeared in the doorway holding a fresh bottle of lube and the extra-large plug—the one he had taken successfully Friday night. She wore soft gray lounge pants and a loose tank top, hair in a messy knot. Her expression was calm, but her eyes held that focused intensity Mike had come to recognize as the prelude to a deeper push.

“Morning check,” she said quietly. She lowered the crib rail, helped him sit up. The diaper crinkled loudly as he moved.

She guided him to the padded floor mat in the center of the room. “On your back. Legs up.”

Mike complied. Sara knelt, peeled the tapes open one by one. The used double diaper fell apart—front wet, back lightly soiled from the overnight mess he’d pushed out in his sleep. She cleaned him thoroughly, no teasing this time, just efficient care. Then she paused, fingers resting on his inner thighs.

“Today we try the biggest one again,” she said. “The one we used Friday. But we’re going to hold it longer—until you’re desperate to mess, until you’re shaking. And when you finally push… I want you to fight it first. See how long you can resist before you give in completely.”

Mike’s stomach tightened. “I… I don’t know if I can take it that long.”

Sara cupped his face. “You can say red at any point. We stop. No questions. But if you want to try—if you want to push your edge for me—I’ll be right here. Holding you. Guiding you.”

He searched her eyes. Saw only care, not cruelty.

“Green,” he whispered.

She smiled—small, proud—then lubed the extra-large plug generously. She warmed it between her palms, pressed the tip against him.

“Breathe out. Relax into it.”

The stretch came fast—wider than memory, burning at first, then settling into that deep, overwhelming fullness as the base seated. Mike gasped, hips lifting. Sara held it steady, palm flat over the base, pressing lightly.

“There. All in. Feel how much you’re carrying for Mommy?”

Mike nodded, breathing shallow. “It’s… a lot.”

“You’re doing beautifully.”

She dusted powder thickly, rubbed it in, then slid the fresh double diaper under him—extra booster again. Taped it snug. The plug pressed harder now, trapped by the padding, every small shift grinding against his prostate.

Sara helped him stand. The diaper forced an exaggerated waddle; the plug made every step a reminder.

“Breakfast in the high chair,” she said. “Then we spend the morning here. No leaving the nursery. You hold everything until you can’t anymore.”

The high chair waited in the corner. She helped him up, fastened the belt, clipped the tray. Oatmeal again—soft, warm—fed slowly. Her free hand rested on the padded crotch the whole time, feeling for the first signs of desperation.

Halfway through the meal the pressure started—bladder first, then bowels. Mike squirmed.

“Mommy… it’s coming.”

“Hold it,” she said softly. “Fight it. Tell me how it feels.”

Mike clenched. “Tight. Aching. The plug makes it worse. Every time I breathe it presses.”

“Good. Keep holding. Finish your breakfast.”

He managed the last few bites, trembling. Sara wiped his mouth, unclipped the tray, helped him down. She led him to the padded mat, had him lie on his side facing her.

“Now we wait,” she said. “Lie here with me. Tell me when you’re at the edge.”

Minutes stretched. The fullness built—wave after wave. Mike’s breathing grew ragged; small whimpers escaped.

“I can’t… I’m shaking.”

Sara wrapped her arms around him, pulled him close. “You’re doing so well. Just a little longer. Fight for me.”

Tears pricked his eyes. “Please… I need to push. It hurts.”

“Beg properly.”

“Please, Mommy… let me mess. I can’t hold it anymore. The plug’s too deep. I’m going to lose it.”

Sara kissed his forehead. “One more minute. Show me how strong you are.”

Mike clenched harder—muscles trembling, sweat beading on his skin. The diaper crinkled with every involuntary twitch.

Then he broke.

A soft, helpless push. Warm mass slipped out, settling against the plug base. Another push—larger, unstoppable. The diaper filled behind him, heavy and warm, pressing the plug even deeper. Sara held him tight, hand rubbing slow circles over the swollen front.

“Let it all go,” she whispered. “Give it to me.”

Mike pushed again—full release. The diaper sagged low, bulging noticeably. The smell rose, thick and intimate. Sara didn’t pull away; she rocked him gently, hand still rubbing.

“Now come,” she said. “While you’re messy and plugged and completely surrendered.”

She slipped her hand inside the leg gather, wrapped around his leaking cock through the inner lining, stroked firmly. The combination—the deep plug on his prostate, the warm mess shifting with every movement, her relentless hand—pushed him over in seconds.

He came hard—pulsing into the front of the diaper, body clenching around the plug, tears slipping down his cheeks as the orgasm ripped through him in long, shuddering waves.

Sara milked him through it, gentle now, soothing. When he collapsed against her, spent and shaking, she kissed away the tears.

“My brave boy,” she murmured. “You fought so hard. And you gave in so perfectly.”

She changed him on the mat—slow, careful, cleaning every inch, removing the plug with tender pulls that left him gasping at the emptiness. Fresh powder. A final double diaper for the rest of the day—thick, dry, comforting.

Then she pulled him into her lap on the padded floor, rocked him like a child, humming softly.

“You didn’t need to fight that hard,” she said quietly. “But you did. For me. That means everything.”

Mike buried his face in her neck. “I wanted to please you.”

“You did. More than you know.”

They stayed like that for a long time—curled together in the nursery room, the house silent around them.

Later, when the shaking had stopped, Sara cupped his face.

“We don’t have to push that far every time,” she said. “Some days are gentle. Some days are hard. But we always check in. Always.”

Mike nodded. “I know. And I trust you.”

She kissed him—slow, deep, full of everything they’d built.

“Forever,” she whispered.

“Forever,” he echoed.

The edge had been faced.

And they had crossed it together—stronger, closer, unbreakable.


Chapter 15: Eternal Kink Bond

The nursery room had become more than a corner of the house. Over the following months it evolved slowly, naturally—additional padding laid over the existing mats for longer sessions, a soft rocking chair added in the corner where Sara could hold him for hours, shelves expanded to hold not just supplies but small tokens of their life together: framed photos from before, now placed beside plush toys and pacifiers. The crib bed acquired a thicker mattress, softer blankets, and a mobile of gentle stars that turned slowly when the fan spun overhead. It was no longer just a play space. It was home within home.

One quiet Saturday evening in late spring, Sara led Mike upstairs after dinner. He wore only the double diaper she had taped on that morning—thick, slightly sagging from the day’s holdings and releases. No plug tonight; she had decided on gentleness for this particular night. The house smelled faintly of lavender from the diffuser she kept running in the nursery.

She closed the door behind them, turned the small lock, then faced him.

“Lie down on the mat,” she said softly. “No rush. Just us.”

Mike settled onto the padded floor, legs parted slightly. Sara knelt beside him, hands resting on his padded thighs.

“Tonight isn’t about pushing,” she said. “It’s about remembering. And promising.”

She peeled the tapes open slowly, folded the front down. The diaper was wet—warm from the slow leak he’d allowed during their movie earlier—but clean otherwise. She wiped him with deliberate tenderness, then puffed powder thickly, rubbing it in until his skin felt silky and cared for. No new diaper yet. Instead she lay down beside him, pulled him into her arms so they faced each other on the mat.

“Tell me again,” she whispered. “Why this works for us.”

Mike rested his forehead against hers. “Because it’s honest. I don’t have to pretend I’m always strong. You don’t have to pretend you’re always soft. We get to be exactly what we need—dominant and dependent, caring and controlled. And it makes everything else better. The ordinary days feel deeper. The sex feels electric. Even the quiet moments feel… sacred.”

Sara traced his jaw with her fingertip. “And you’re not afraid anymore? Of disappearing?”

“I was. But I haven’t disappeared. I’ve just become more of me—the part that was always there, hidden. You see all of it now. And you still choose me every day.”

She kissed him—slow, lingering, tasting of mint tea and certainty.

“I choose you,” she said against his lips. “Every messy, padded, begging inch of you.”

They stayed like that for a long time—bodies pressed close, her hand occasionally drifting to cup the open diaper front, feeling the warmth of his skin, the softness of his arousal growing beneath her touch.

Eventually she reached for a fresh diaper—single this time, plush but not overwhelming. She slid it under his hips, pulled the front up, taped it snug. Then she helped him stand.

“Come with me.”

She led him to the full-length mirror on the nursery wall—the one she had installed so he could see himself during changes, see the way he looked when he was hers completely.

They stood together, her arms around his waist from behind, chin on his shoulder.

“Look,” she said.

Mike looked.

His reflection: hair slightly tousled, cheeks flushed, eyes soft and unguarded. The white diaper hugged his hips, tapes straight and secure, a small wet spot already forming at the front from her earlier touches. Behind him Sara—strong, beautiful, calm—holding him like something precious.

“This is us,” she whispered. “Not a fantasy. Not a secret anymore. Just… us.”

Mike turned in her arms, kissed her deeply. When they parted, he spoke the words that had been building for weeks.

“I want to make it permanent. Not just the kink. The promise. Renew our vows. Here. In this room. With everything we are.”

Sara’s breath caught. Her eyes shimmered.

“Yes.”

They planned it quietly—no guests, no ceremony outside these walls. Just them, on a Sunday afternoon two weeks later.

That day arrived soft and golden. Sara wore a simple white sundress that skimmed her knees. Mike wore only the diaper she had chosen for him—thick, white, with faint pastel edges, taped on that morning with extra care. She had powdered him generously, kissed his stomach before closing the tapes, whispered “forever” against his skin.

They stood in the center of the nursery, on the padded mat, hands joined.

Sara spoke first.

“Mike. I take you again—not just as my husband, but as my baby, my boy, my everything. I promise to hold your control when you need to let go. To change you when you’re wet or messy. To push you when you’re ready and cradle you when you’re spent. To love every part—the strong man, the vulnerable child, the leaking, begging, coming mess you become for me. In diapers or out, plugged or empty, held or free—I am yours. Completely.”

Mike’s voice trembled only once, then steadied.

“Sara. I take you again—not just as my wife, but as my Mommy, my owner, my safe place. I promise to surrender when you ask. To beg when you want. To wet and mess and come only for you. To trust you with my body, my needs, my edges. To wear what you choose, hold what you command, release when you allow. In this house, in this room, in every quiet moment and every wild one—I am yours. Completely.”

They kissed—deep, claiming, sealing.

Sara reached for a small velvet box on the shelf. Inside: two thin platinum bands, engraved inside with tiny symbols—a droplet and a lock, intertwined.

She slipped one onto his finger. He slipped the other onto hers.

Then she guided him down to the mat, lay beside him, pulled him close.

“Forever starts now,” she whispered.

They spent the rest of the afternoon in the nursery—slow changes, gentle rocking, quiet touches that built to slow, shared release. No rush. No commands beyond the soft ones they both craved. When night fell, Sara taped a final overnight diaper on him—thick, double-boosted—and they curled together in the crib bed, rails up, her arm over his padded waist.

Flash-forwards came in quiet snapshots over the years that followed:

A rainy Tuesday—Mike crawling across the living-room mat while Sara worked from home, occasionally reaching down to pat his sagging diaper, smiling when he wet without asking.

A summer weekend—double diapers, the largest plug, a full day of holding until he begged on his knees in the nursery, tears in his eyes, only to be rewarded with her riding him through the mess until they both shattered.

A quiet anniversary—renewing again in the same room, same vows, same bands, but with new engravings: a tiny high chair and a pacifier beside the droplet and lock.

Public risks crept in slowly—discreet outings with extra-thick padding hidden under loose clothes, Sara’s whispered commands through earbuds while they walked the park, his desperate begging in a secluded restroom stall before she changed him in the car.

And always—always—the return home. The nursery door closing. The mat waiting. Her hands on his tapes. His surrender. Their love.

One night, years later, Sara held him in the rocking chair after a long change. The diaper was fresh, warm from powder, crinkling softly as he shifted in her lap.

“Do you ever regret it?” she asked quietly.

Mike looked up at her—eyes clear, peaceful.

“Never. This is where I belong. Padded. Held. Yours.”

She kissed his forehead.

“And this is where I belong. In charge. Caring. Yours.”

They rocked slowly, the house quiet around them.

The kink had become their life.

The life had become their forever.

And forever felt exactly right.
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Image Disclaimer 

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional. 

Copyright 

© 2026 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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