
The Increasingly Complicated Tuesday (Updated On 09/07/2014)
 
Prologue:  Sunday Night
“You can tell me anything.”
He didn’t trust that.  Not that Hailey wasn’t someone he couldn’t trust, of course.  On the contrary, she seemed more down to earth and understanding than anyone else he had dated in recent years.  Some things were better left unsaid, he thought.  At least for now.
This was his fault, though.  They were snuggling on her couch and watching the television when the conversation somehow took a weird segue from the Asian women who bound their feet to people with a foot fetishes to fetishes in general.  Which, then, prompted Hailey to ask him: “Do you have any fetishes?” And then, instead of saying “No,” he said:  ”Uhm...”  Which, in turn, brought them to that moment where she informed him that he could tell her anything.  But she did said it in that way that implied:  ”It’s really in your best interest to tell me about what you’re into, because now that I know you’re into something, I’m going to nag you until you tell me.”
“Sure,” Marcus said, pulling away from her cuddles a little bit. “I have some kinks.”  He specifically used the word “kink.” The connotations that “fetish” had were a little beyond his interests, he thought.
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Well, tell me about them.”
“Hold on,” he said.  ”What about you?  Do you have any kinks?”
“I might.  But I asked you first.”  Ah yes, the classic I-asked-you-first.  He should have seen this coming.  
They had been dating for a little over four months now.  The secret to the continued success of their relationship seemed to be in the privacy that they maintained.  They had opted early on to never give into the pressure of moving in with each other.  They had an almost clockwork-esque weekly schedule of days when they saw each other and days they didn’t.  So far, it seemed to be working.  
So, in a moment of weakness, or perhaps a moment of falling victim to a pretty girl’s plea for answers, he lowered his mental guard.  Admittedly, the bottle or two of beer he had during dinner might have had the slightest of effects on him too.
“Have you ever heard of age play?”
“Can’t say I have,” she said.  This didn’t especially surprise him.  She was a little vanilla in the bedroom.  He once suggested spanking in the bedroom and she laughed it off like he was joking.  
“It’s like...” finding just the right words seemed tricky, “acting like you’re a different age.”
“Younger, I imagine?”
“Right.”
“Is this like a lolita thing?”
“Well...no...but maybe yes.  Not in my case.”  
“Well, tell me about your case,” she said, sensing his unease and wishing to comfort him.  She gently placed her hand on his leg.
“Like, for me, I like to dress up in things that aren’t really...age appropriate.”
“That’s kinda vague,” she said.  ”Are we talking, like, Power Rangers t-shirts?  Or...bonnets?”
“I’d say bonnets are definitely the direction to be going in.”
“So you dress up like...a baby?”
“I don’t know.  I don’t know if I think of myself as a baby.  I’m more like an adult...with pacifiers... and diapers.”  
He didn’t even mean to say it.  In fact, earlier in the conversation he told himself that he wasn’t going to say the “D Word.”  He wanted to do everything he could to avoid saying that.  Alas, suddenly the word just fell out of his mouth, almost nonchalantly too.
For a moment, she didn’t even react.  She just nodded her head in acceptance like he had just listed off a list of bands that he liked.  Then, her nodding stopped, she stared blankly ahead for a moment.  Then, her lips slowly opened and it was as if he could see her mind suddenly slamming on the brakes as it fully processed the words he just said.
“Wait.  Diapers?”
“Well...”
“So, like, you wear diapers?”
“I mean...I have, yes.”
“But how in the world do you fit into baby diapers?”
“No,” he said, blushing as he hoped that he didn’t have to further elaborate.  ”Not, like, baby diapers.  Like...adult diapers.”
“Oh,” she said, nodding her head.  Her mental image began to change to something a little more sensical.  Or as sensical as the concept of her boyfriend wearing an adult diaper could be.
“So do you...”
“Wait,” he said, interrupting her.  ”Do you really want to know?  Like...depending on how I answer that, would you judge me differently?”
“No, of course not, Sweetie.”  She rubbed his leg with her hand gently as she cooed to him in her supportive voice. “I did say that you could tell me anything, didn’t I?”
“You did,” he said, with a sigh of relief.  This wasn’t that bad at all.
“Well there ya go!”  She paused, then remembered that she had asked a question, much to his dismay.  She asked again:  ”So do you, like, use them?”
“I have,” he said, hoping that that answer sounded better than a simple “yes.”
“That’s really neat,” she said with a nod.
“Neat?”
“Yeah.  Neat.”  
“Well...I guess there are worse things that you could think about it,” he said, feeling a little more relaxed now.
“I don’t know what to think about it,” she said, seeming to be thinking out loud.  ”Like, it doesn’t bother me or anything.  To each their own, you know?  I just don’t know if it’s something I could see myself being a part of.”
“It’s not like you have to be,” he said.  ”I wouldn’t ask you to do anything you didn’t want to do.”  
“I don’t know.  Maybe I just need to, like, see it for myself.”
“Wait...what?”  He wasn’t expecting her to say that.
“Like, what do you normally do with them?  Just...wear them around the house?”
“Sometimes.”
“Well, where else would you wear them?”
“Like...maybe I’d wear them if I’m going out.  Under my clothes or something.”
“Oh, that’s naughty,” she cooed playfully.  He blushed a little, though he tried to act as stoic as possible.
“I guess that’s part of the thrill.  Wearing them out with the threat of being exposed and humiliated for wearing diapers.  But at the same time, being within a safety zone of sorts, because you know there’d be no reason for anyone to find out.”
She nodded and her eyes seemed to stare off into the distance again, like her mind was somewhere else completely.  This worried him, as she was obviously putting something together in her head.
“Okay, so let’s do it.”
“Do...it?”
“Let’s...I don’t know...play with it.  It’d give me a chance to see what you like.  And it’d give you a chance to experience this with someone else.”
Again, what he probably should have said was:  ”Not now.”  But, being under the influence of her pretty eyes and her willingness to explore something she didn’t understand, he instead said:  ”What did you have in mind?”
“Well, we’re getting together Tuesday night, after work, right?”
“Right.”
“What if you, like, wore some diapers to work?  And then you came to my place after work and I, like, “˜caught’ you in them.”
He laughed aloud, noting in his mind how much this seemed like a seemingly implausible plot from the fetish-fiction he regularly read online.  
And, so, he said:  ”Okay, let’s do that.”
Thus began the chain of events that would conclude in two days with both the worst day of his life and the end of his relationship with Hailey.  Neither of them knew this yet, of course.
For now, they cuddled again and watched television together.

7:00 AM
As he brushed his teeth, wearing nothing but the towel he had wrapped around himself when he got out of the shower, he thought about how much he sometimes wanted to throw his alarm clock out the window.  This, in turn, made him think about that classic joke about wanting to see time fly.  He laughed, but then felt stupid for laughing at such a stupid joke.
Wandering back out into his bedroom, the daily chore of getting his wardrobe together seemed to be interrupted by the thoughts he had of his upcoming night.
He got dressed, all the while thinking about what that night was going to be like. This wouldn't exactly be his first time wearing a diaper in front of another person, though it would be the first time that he wore a diaper in front of someone that he actually had a relationship with.
Marcus recalled the fond memory of going to Chicago three years ago to meet up with a woman, Nina, he had talked to online, at length, about the prospect of acting out some age-play scenarios. She was game, of course, with the understanding that he would do for what she would do for him. Meaning, of course, she wanted a chance at taking care of Baby Marcus if that meant that later on, Daddy Marcus would take care of her.
Seeing a willing and ready participant, Marcus had agreed to her in Chicago. For what it was worth, he had one of the most fantastic weekends of his life in the talented hands of Nina. He was left wanting more. Of course, he was never going to be able to go back to Nina again...
But this. This was different. This wasn't wearing a diaper for someone who was essentially a stranger. This was Hailey, one of the best girlfriends he's had in years. Easily the person he could most likely see himself having a future with. Plus, she wasn't aware of age-play and its inner-workings like Nina was. The sight of the masculine Marcus in a diaper might be enough to turn her off from sex with him forever.
And, damn, that sex was really good.
Maybe, he thought, she would forget about it. Or, better yet, what if he pretended that he forgot instead? “Whoops, sorry,” he'd say. “I didn't have time for that today. Maybe another time.” That seemed pretty foolproof to him.
Alas, as he picked up his cell phone from its charger on his desk, he saw that there was a text message waiting for him from Hailey.
Don't forget your diaper! I can't wait to see you tonight!
Okay. So she didn't forget. In fact, she almost seemed excited by it, right? He sighed and went to his closet where he pulled out the package of diapers. He pulled four or five from the package and shoved them into his satchel. He didn't know why he would need more than one, but maybe...just maybe...Hailey would like it enough that he'd need more than one?
Just touching the diapers, though, stirred emotions within him. He badly wanted to regress right now. He wanted to crawl around in a diaper and suck his thumb. He wanted a mommy to come into the bedroom and feed her from her bosom.
He thought of Nina, again. He recalled that amazing night, where she made his fantasies come true. She was a spectacular Mommy to him. But then, when it came time for the roles to be reversed...he bailed. He left, got his own hotel room, and then flew out the next day. She was more than sad. She was devastated. He would never forget the last things she said to him, as he quickly scrambled for his belongings in her apartment ““ not long after they had just finished in the bedroom: “You're a selfish person, Marcus. I'm really disappointed.”
She was certainly right about that. Marcus knew he was selfish. He wanted it all. Usually? He was able to get it all too.
The feeling finally overwhelmed him and he realized that he would have to alter his plans slightly. He had planned to put his diaper on at the end of the day at work, just before leaving to go to Hailey's apartment. That wouldn't be enough now.
He lowered his pants and his boxer shorts and unfolded one of the diapers he had placed in his satchel onto the bed. Lowering himself onto it, he sealed himself within the cozy white padding, taping it shut. He pulled his boxers and his pants back up, over the diaper, before admiring himself in the diaper. It didn't seem that noticeable. He could certainly tell the difference with the extra padding in his rear, but he doubted anyone else at work would be staring intently enough to know the difference. The sound of the diapers crinkling seemed muffled enough by his khakis that he wasn't too concerned about it.
This would be fun, he thought. A little diaper day for him at work. He had never done this before, though he had been tempted to once or twice. There were some lingering questions, though. Like, what if he had to use the restroom? Well, he figured, that's what the extra diapers in his satchel were for. A quick change at the end of the day, and Hailey would never know the better.
He fixed himself breakfast and drank his morning coffee, all while fixating on the added padding inside of his pants. He was very excited about today.
He was in control of the things he wanted, just like always. Nothing could go wrong.

8:00 AM
The morning drive was right smack in the middle of waking up in the morning and having to go to work; the creamy filling of a miserable morning routine, if you will.  With a coffee in one hand and the other taking turns between the steering wheel and the radio dial, he always made the most of it.  
His cell phone began to ring.  Great, he thought, who was this going to be?  He imagined it was his boss, telling him about some project he needed to finish as soon as possible today.  Or maybe it was Hailey, looking to ask him about what he wanted for dinner tonight...or what he was wearing under his pants.
No, this was neither.  It was April.
Really?  At this time of day?  What did she want?  He sighed, put his coffee cup down, and answered the phone.
“Hi,” he said, trying to sound as happy to hear from her as possible.
“Good morning,” she said in a tone that seemed far more chipper than he would’ve thought possible so early in the morning.
“I hardly see much good about it.”  Though, he admitted to himself, he was happy that it wasn’t work calling him.  That was something.
“So what are you doing today?”
“You mean...besides work?”
“Well, maybe afterwards,” she said.  He sighed again, trying to shield his mouth from the phone so she wouldn’t hear him.
“I have plans tonight, April.  Sorry.”
“Oh come on, Marcus.  I want to see you.  Can’t you make some time for me?  Just a little bit?”
“It’s not really a good day for me, you know, and...”
“It’s never a good day.  Look, I just want to see you, okay?  How about lunch?”
He wanted to say no.  He was tempted to say no.  But he knew better than to say no.  April wasn’t just some friend or acquaintance.  She was, essentially, his mistress.  The girl on the side.  A dirty little secret.  Or, more accurately, another one of many little secrets.  He knew better than to say no to her.  She wasn’t beyond threatening him with revealing his dirty laundry if she didn’t get her way.  
Not that she knew everything.  She didn’t know about his diapers, for one.  But that was just it: He didn’t want her to know either. That’s why he didn’t want to see her today, of all days.  
“Lunch?” he said aloud, pondering it.  ”Maybe.  I mean...I might be kind of busy at work today.”
“Oh nonsense, you know they’ll give your lunchbreak.  Look, let’s do lunch today.  Is noon okay with you?”
“Noon?  Look, I don’t know about today at all.  Maybe if we could just do this some other day? Any other day, really.”
“Now, Marky,” as she sometimes called him in a demeaning tone, “I want to see you today.  Today, understand?  Are you really not going to let me have my way?”
“I...”  He was at a loss for words.
“I didn’t think so.  I’ll see you at noon.”
She ended the call, and he was left stuck in traffic, his heart beating a little faster than it had been before.  Maybe he’d have to  put off his diaper plans for the day.  When he got to work, perhaps, he’d discard the one he had, wait until the end of the day and put on a new one before he went to see Hailey.  
But, as he drove, and he became conscious of the soft bulge between his legs, he wondered if he should modify his plans a little bit.  
Okay, okay, he thought. He’d wear diapers until, say, 11:00 or so. And then he’d take them off before April came by.  Then, after she left, he’d slip into a fresh pair.  It seemed like a sound idea.
Once again, he was looking forward to his day.

9:00 AM
So far so good it seemed.  He parked his car, traversed the parking lot, braved the elevator, snuck through the lobby and then finally made it to his desk without incident.  He wasn’t sure that there was really that much of a risk for an incident, but the extra padding in his pants made him paranoid and every stray glance that was cast in his direction stopped his heart for the briefest of moments.
Things should be better now, he figured. This, like every other day, was where he went into autopilot.  His job wasn’t that stressful.  Sure, occasionally some random report would need to be done yesterday, but usually he had more than sufficient time to complete any of his tasks.  Most of his time at work he spent sealed inside of his office, either enjoying the view of town from his window or playing around on his cell phone.  
Today, though, it took an awful lot of effort to stop himself from just pulling down his pants and rubbing himself through his diaper.  He laughed to himself before settling into his desk and opening up some of his project files on his computer that he might glance at from time to time so that he didn’t feel too bad about wasting his company’s time and money.
He thought of April, who he’d be seeing at noon today.  Occasionally he felt guilty about seeing her.  Those moments were becoming more and more infrequent with time, however.  Honestly, his biggest problem with April was that he was losing that “exciting” feeling that they used to have together when they first started meeting up.  Even with a mistress, he realized, there was a risk of things feeling samey.  He sometimes considered trying to find a new girl to meet up with on the side.  Sometimes, he even met up with someone once or twice; just to test the waters.
The biggest problem was how to get rid of April.  April was one of those I-get-what-I-want types, and she seemed to be pretty content with having Marcus by the balls.  Sometimes literally.  To end things with April would probably mean that she’d reveal the affair to Hailey.  
Still, with a relationship as good as he had with Hailey, he sometimes had to ask why he felt the need to see other women.  The most common answer was the need for something dangerous.  Hailey, as sweet and beautiful as she was, was safe.  He needed something risky and threatening.  Something to keep him on edge.  April most certainly provided that.
If there was one thing that neither April or Hailey didn’t provide though, it was an outlet for his fetishes.  One he had first met April, he considered bringing up his diaper kink to her to see what kind of reaction it’d get.  She seemed open minded enough.  He decided to start small, and once, over a shots of tequila, he asked her if she was familiar with the concept of golden showers - drunkenly thinking that if she answered in the affirmative to that, she was likely to understand a diaper fetish.  Her answer was an abrupt laugh and:  ”No fucking way.”
Well, so much for that.
He sometimes wished he hadn’t burnt the bridge with Nina.  But he hadn’t just burnt the bridge with her so much as he had bombed it and then pissed on the ashes.  She was right.  He was selfish.
Oh well, he thought.
A new thought entered his mind:  Maybe the three cups of coffee he had this morning was overdoing it a little bit.  He never even intended to have that much, but it was possible that the anxiety he felt over his wardrobe choices led him to compensate with some extra caffeine.  And so now he was faced with a new conundrum; the need to go to the bathroom.  It was funny, he mused, how you could go for hours without feeling like you had to go to the bathroom.  Then, suddenly, it hits you and suddenly its the only thing you can think about.
Peeing was the only thing he could think about now.
“Should I go to the bathroom?” he asked aloud to nobody.  ”Or,” he continued, “should I go ahead and use my...uh...protection.”
He thought about what he just said and laughed.  Was he really nervous to even say the word “diaper” out loud?  He shook his head.
“Diaper,” he said aloud, just to prove to himself that he could.  Still, he blushed.  The fact that he was saying it at work, in a closed office where nobody else could hear him, seemed more thrilling than it should be.  ”I’m wearing a diaper,” he said aloud.  He looked around the office.  None of the inanimate objects reacted to this announcement, as was to be expected.
“I...I’m wearing a diaper,” he said again.  ”And...I’m going to wet it.  Like a baby.”  He laughed to himself.  Except it was less of a laugh and more of a toddler-esque giggle.
And so he did.  Slowly at first, he felt a little dribble roll out of his penis, only to be quickly wicked away the absorbent diaper’s lining.  Then the flow increased slowly to a little stream.  The stream became a river.
Uh oh, he thought, realizing that he was wetting a lot more than he intended to.  Of course, at this point, it really wasn't anything he seemed to have control of anymore.  He attempted to stop it, but to no avail.  He continued to wet his diaper, feeling it grow in size, a wet lumpy mass between his legs.
“Shit...” he said aloud, unhappy with how this was playing out.  He quickly stood up, fearing that he may spring a leak.  His hands went to his backside, in search of wetness.  And, unfortunately, he had found it.  
His diaper had already leaked.
“Shit,” he said again. “Shit, shit, shit.”
Well, he thought, at least I’m in my office.  Maybe, just maybe, he was protected from scorn or detection for as long as he was in here.  
Right?
 
10:00 AM
He had begun to calm down, as he realized that maybe a simple diaper change would be all that he needed to give his pants some time to dry completely before his meeting with Amy.  Of course, the spare diapers were in his car now.  He considered his options carefully before deciding to simply go to the car to get one of the spares.  If nobody knew to look for damp spots on his dark colored pants, he figured, then who would notice?
Then, however, there was an unexpected knock on his door.
“Yes?”
“It’s just me,” chirped a pleasant female voice.  It was one of his co-workers, Jenn.  He was momentarily thrown off.  Why was Jenn here now?  What did she want?  Then he realized that he had actually set up a meeting with her this morning to review some reports that she had been working on.  He cursed silently and told her to come into the office.
She was a junior executive, afew years younger than Marcus and almost right out of college.  She had already built a small reputation for being very motivated.  Rumor had it that she was rather popular with management.  Looking at her now,  it wasn’t too difficult to speculate as to why.  She was adorable looking in her dark glasses and curly brown hair. She was cute as a button and just oozing charm.
“You seem a little antsy today,” she said as she took a seat across from him on the other side of his desk.  ”Everything okay?”
“You bet,” he said, smiling.  ”Did you bring those reports?”  He was hoping to play it cool long enough to get through their meeting with incident.  
“I sure did,” she said, putting a folder down on the desk.  He picked it up and started flipping through the pages.  For the first page or so, he looked at the numbers and the work she did, but as he went through each page, he found himself less and less able to focus.  He was thinking about his wet diaper now and how badly he wanted to take it off.  Still, he nodded and occasionally pointed at things on the pages as if he was completely consumed by her work and was devoting all of his attention to it.
“It smells kind of weird in here,” Jenn said, sniffing at the air as she tilted her head slightly.  ”Do you smell something?”
“I...no...what do you smell?”  He suddenly felt his heart race again.  He had noted the smell of his wet diaper earlier, but he realized he must have gotten used to it before Jenn entered the office.  
“It’s like...hmm...it’s hard to say.  It’s kind of familiar, you know?  Like...a cleaning solution or...”
“Right,” he found himself interrupting her, “that’s probably what it is.  I tried out this new cleaning solution on the carpet near my desk this morning because I spilled some coffee.”
“Oh,” she said, giggling a little.  ”That makes sense.”  She opened her mouth as if she was going to say something, but thought better of it and didn’t say anything at all.
“What?” he said, sensing her apprehension about saying whatever she was thinking about saying.
“Oh...it’s nothing. It’s silly...”
“Go ahead,” he said, now a little curious.
“I was just going to say that the smell reminded me of when I used to babysit in college.  I used to look after one of my professor’s babies, you know?  And that smell...it just brought me back to when I had to change her diapers.  I know, I know...that’s kind of weird...it’s just what it reminded me of.”
“Yeah...” he said, trying to hide the massive panic attack taking place in his mind at that moment, “I guess i know what you mean.  It does kind of have a similar smell, I suppose.”
He went back to pretending to read her reports while further trying to hide the amount of stress that he was feeling at that moment.  Meanwhile, out of the corner of his eye, he could see that she was continuing to sniff at the air with a puzzled look on her face.  She seriously didn’t seem like she could let it go.
“Everything okay?” he finally said, finding himself getting overly nervous about her continued curiosity in the smell.
“Oh, of course,” she said, blushing slightly.  ”I guess the smell of whatever solution that is just really touches on some memories, you know?”
“Yeah...well, I guess memories are weird like that you know.
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she said.  ”I’ll stop bringing it up.”
“It’s okay,” he said, hoping that she meant what she had said.  He decided to continue with a work-based conversation in the hopes of getting the topic as far away from the smells she was experiencing as possible.  ”So, in reviewing this report, I was thinking that maybe you’d benefit from reviewing some data we put together two years in another report...I think it was called the Montrose Report.  Let me see if I can find that for you.”
Without thinking about it, he got up from his desk and walked over to a cabinet and rifled through one of the drawers until he found the documents he was thinking of.  It wasn’t until he had closed the cabinet drawer and started walking back to his desk that he realized that she probably had a perfect view of his padded ass, and probably the wet spots that had formed from his soggy diaper.
He didn’t dare look her in the eyes.  He returned to the desk, handing the file to her without a word.  She politely accepted the papers and placed them down on the desk without further investigating them.  It suddenly appeared as if she had something else on her mind..
He was almost tempted to bring it up to her, but he knew that was a terrible idea, just for the fact that she might not have even seen anything.  He decided to go back to looking at her reports.
“So, these look good,” he said, nodding.
“Thank you,” she said, smiling.  ”I put a lot of work into them and...”  She stopped herself and laughed aloud.
“Is...everything okay?” he asked.
“It’s just...you,” she said.
“Me?  What about me?”
“Your...pants.  I just can’t help but notice...uhm...did you like have an accident or something?”
Dammit, he thought, she must’ve noticed.  Maybe the smell alone wouldn’t have meant anything.  Or maybe just the sight of his pants.  But putting all the pieces together, it easy to figure out what had happened.  He tried not to panic, instead thinking of how he should handle this.  He could try to deny it, but he didn’t think that would work.  What would be best?  The truth?  There was no way that he could tell her that he was wearing a wet diaper.  Maybe it’d have to be some edited version of the truth...
“It...it was an accident,” he finally said.
“Oh,” she said. Her playful laughs died out and she had a concerned look on her face.  ”Are you okay?”
“Yeah...I’m okay,” he said.  ”It’s just like...stress, you know?  I have to see a doctor...sometimes I just have these little accidents...”
“Oh god, I feel so bad for laughing now,” she said.  ”Is there anything I can do to help?”
He wasn’t really sure how to respond to that.  Was he going to tell her more?  Or was he just to end this conversation here and now?  But then he thought to himself that maybe this could be used to his advantage.  Maybe she could go to his car to get the rest of his diapers before he met with April.  Of course, that would involve him revealing the fact that he was wearing diapers too, and maybe that was just far too much to reveal.
“No, I really appreciate the offer, but I think I’ll be ok...”
“You...you can’t just sit there in wet pants, Marcus.  Do you have any spare clothes?”
This might work out to his advantage, he realized.  The diapers were still in his bag which were in the car.  If she could grab the bag and bring it up to him, he might have a shot at changing and drying off in time for his meeting with April on his lunch bag.  He wouldn’t have to walk through the office in a wet diaper after all!
“I actually have a bag in my car.”
“Okay.  Can I get it for you?”
“Oh...you don’t have to do that,” he said coyly.
“Let me help you, Marcus.  I know it’s embarrassing...but I get it.  My father used to have accidents too because of a bladder issue.  I know its hard for men to deal with. Just let me borrow your keys, I’ll run to your car real quick and grab your bag.  Then, while I’m doing that, you can look over my report and then when I come back you can tell me what you think.”
“Okay, fair enough,” he said.  He handed her his keys and she left the office.  He sighed in relief.  Maybe there was hope for this day after all.

 
After he had dropped his car keys into her hand and after she had left his office, there wasn’t much left to do except wait.  His heart rate wasn’t decreasing any, and his hands were feeling a little clammy.  Still, he tried to maintain his composure.  In theory, Jenn didn’t know about the diapers.  She just assumed he had a small accident and she was bringing a change of pants. Right?  Right.  
 
Two minutes became five minutes and five minutes became ten.  Where was she?  What was she doing?  He knew that she knew what his car looked like and where it was, as they had parked next to each other for the last few months.  With the elevator ride, it was probably a seven or eight minute trip, tops.  
 
He wondered if she got held up somewhere, talking to one of their colleagues.  In his head, he imagined her standing there chatting, with his bag hanging from her shoulder.  His diapers could be anywhere between the car and his office right now, and nobody knew.  This made him nervous.
 
His phone vibrated.  He checked it quickly to see if it was Jenn.  It was not.  It was April, his mistress and lunch date at noon.
 
“Can’t wait to see you,” she said in her text message.
 
He rolled his eyes.  He wasn’t sure how to respond.  He’d like to respond with: “How about we just not meet today.  How about we just meet any other day except for today.”  But he knew that wouldn’t fly.  So he was going to have to stick to his plan:  go without diapers before he met up with April and then slip back into a fresh pair once his lunch date was over.  It seemed pretty flawless.
 
He opted not to respond to April’s text message at all.  He would be seeing her in a little less than an hour.  Besides, he was at work.  He couldn’t be expected to drop all of his important work to answer a text message, right?  Sure, he wasn’t actually doing any work, but she certainly didn’t need to know that.
 
Which brought him back to the one thing that he actually did want to focus on:  Where the hell was Jenn?  It had been 15 minutes now and still no sign of her.  If he hadn’t been concerned about the leak in his current diaper, he’d probably have just done it himself, but now he felt completely trapped until she returned.
 
Trying to get his mind off of where his diapers might be, he found himself thinking about the situation with April again.  He needed to find a way out.  That relationship...that affair, for lack of a better word, had run its course some time ago.  For a moment, he considered poor Hailey, sweet and adorable; she had no clue that Marcus had been running around her back since the beginning of their relationship.
 
He tried to justify it.  ”I need something extra in my life to excite me,” he’d tell himself.  ”I just need to figure myself out before I commit to just one person.”  Even something as shallow as: “As long as Hailey doesn’t know, is it really hurting anyone?”
 
Even earlier this morning, when confronted by Jenn in his office over his wet pants, he found Jenn to be a very cute girl.  He wondered what it would be like to kiss her.  He wondered what he would have to do to get her to fall for him.
 
Probably not wetting his pants would have been a start, he realized.
 
There was a rap on the door to his office.
 
“Come in.”
 
It was Jenn.  She flashed a small smile and handed the bag over to him across the desk before sitting back down in the chair she used before.
 
“Thanks so much for this, Jenn.  I really appreciate this.  Man, I can’t tell you how embarrassing this is.”
 
“It’s really okay,” she said.  ”These things happen.  Is there anything else I can do to help?”
 
He thought about that for a moment.  He imagined himself pulling a diaper from his bag and asking her to help him change out of the one he was wearing.  He imagined her lovingly changing his diaper while she stroked his hair.  Still that seemed like a pretty terrible idea.  They were at work, after all, and he already needed to save a little face in this situation if he wanted a chance at doing anything illicit with her in the future.
 
“I really appreciate that offer,” he said.  ”You’ve been a really good friend today.  I think I got it from here though.”
 
“Well it was the least I could do,” she said.  ”Did you want to continue the meeting?”
 
“How about we stick a pin in that and go over thing tomorrow morning.  Deal?”
 
“Of course,” she said, smiling.  ”That works for me.”
 
“Okay great.”
 
“I’ll head out so you can take care of your...little situation.”
 
“Again, Jenn, I really appreciate your help.”
 
“No worries.”  She left her chair and was walking towards the door.  Just before she reached for the door knob, though, she turned around with a look of caution on her face - as if she had a question that was eating at her, though she didn’t quite know how to ask it.  Finally: “So...how often does this happen?”
 
“How often does...” Marcus started, wanting to get a better feel for exactly what she was asking.
 
“How often do you have, like, accidents?”
 
“I mean...not that often.  Once in a while.  It’s never anything that severe,” he said, trying to downplay whatever impression he was leaving with her.  ”I’m seeing a doctor about it, actually.  Why?”
 
“I just...nevermind.  I was just curious, that’s all.  Look, I have to get back to work.  I’ll see you later.  I hope you’re able to take care of everything.”
 
“Thanks,” he said, not knowing what else to say.  She left his office.
 
What was the purpose of her question, he wondered.  Did she sincerely have concern for him? Or...
 
He opened his bag that she had brought him and sure enough his diapers were right there, staring back at him.  He wondered if she had taken a look into the bag herself.  If she had, the diapers would have been the first thing she had seen.  His heart rate was racing a little again.  He breathed deeply and decided not to worry about it for now.  She left without bringing it up and clearly didn’t want to embarrass him with whatever she knew.  If she had seen the diapers and chose not to bring them up, that just enhanced his impression of her further.
 
Marcus looked at the clock on the wall.  It was 11:45.  He had a few minutes left before April showed up for their poorly timed lunch date.  He was going to have to be quick about changing.
 
Unbuckling his pants, he began to pull his pants down, revealing his boxer shorts which could barely conceal the bulk and shape of the wet diaper contained within.  His boxers were a little damp now, but there wasn’t much he could do about that.  Given just an hour and lunch, though, there probably wasn’t much of a chance that April would need to know the condition of his boxers.  
 
Suddenly his phone rang.  He sighed, frustrated at the poor timing of the call.
 
“Hello?”
 
“Marcus, this is Gail.”  Gail was the office receptionist.  ”I believe there is a woman here to see you.  Her name is April?”
 
“Okay, great,” he said.  He was being sarcastic, but he knew that wasn’t going to translate over the phone.  Still, April was early and he was in no shape to see her at the very second.  ”Would you please ask her to hold on for a moment?  Tell her that I’m finishing up some paperwork and I’ll be out to greet her in about 5 minutes.”
 
“I would if I could, Marcus,” she said.  ”But she’s already walking towards your office.  I’m sorry, I didn’t realize you were busy.”
 
“It’s...it’s okay, Gail.  Thanks for giving me a heads up.”  He hung up the phone and began to panic.  What was he going to do now.  
 
There was a knock on the office door.
 
“Uhm...one second please!”
 
“Come on, silly.  It’s me.”  It was April’s voice, sure enough.
 
“Okay, be right there.”  There was no time for anything now.  He quickly pulled his pants up over his wet diapers and boxer shorts and buckled his belt again.  He took one last deep breath before approaching the door to let her in.  
This was probably going to be the longest hour of his life.

 
Before Marcus even had a chance to turn the handle on the door to his office, he found that it was opening on its own.  April was already coming in, whether he was ready or not.
 
“April,” he said, trying to sound excited and happy to see her, “how are you?”
 
“Just dandy,” she said.  It was sometimes hard to read April.  Sometimes she was being sarcastic, and other times she was simply blunt.  The line seemed blurred at times.
 
“You’re early,” he said.
 
“Yes, well, I was going to get my nails done this morning, but apparently the woman who does my nails wasn’t there today.  Otherwise I might have been late, I suppose.”
 
“I guess I’m glad that you made it on time then,” he said, though he didn’t really mean that.  He wished that she had gotten her nails done so that he had time to slip out of his wet diaper.  As of right now, he was trapped in it, and it was going to take some crafty maneuvering to get through the next hour without her knowing.
 
“I want to go to that little Mexican place by Grape Street,” she said.
 
“We’d have to drive,” he replied, somehow hoping that would dissuade her.
 
“That’s fine.  But we’ll take my car.  It’s parked closer than yours.”  This was probably true, though Marcus suspected that the reasons had just as much to do with the fact that April liked driving as much as she liked being in control of a given situation.  
 
They left his office, with April leading the way to the elevator.  Behind her, Marcus tried to casually slide his hands down the back of his pants as he walked to survey any damage caused by his soaked diaper.  It didn’t seem any worse than before, thankfully, as his pants only seemed a little damp at this point.  He looked across the office at that point to catch the eyes of Jenn.  She shot him a sly smile, as if to say “I know your little secret.”  Really, though, he had no idea what Jenn did or didn’t know.  This hardly seemed like the time to worry about that.
 
In the parking lot, they made their way into April’s car.  Marcus was tempted to quickly find a discarded shirt or even some papers that he could slide onto the passenger’s side seat just for some added assurance that he wouldn’t accidentally cause a wet spot on April’s seat, though there didn’t seem anything available for him.  He sat down and closed the door behind him, taking note of the gentle “squish” of his wet diaper as he sat down into it.
 
“What’s wrong?” she said as she closed the door behind her on the driver’s side.
 
“Oh, nothing,” he said.
 
“Oh come on, Marcus,” she cooed.  ”Your face can be read like a book.  Something is on your mind.  Out with it.”
 
“I’m just...I have a lot of work to do today, you know?  I’m trying to prioritize things in my head.”
 
“That’s your first mistake,” she said while playfully teasing his hair.  ”You’re not supposed to be thinking about work when you’re in the presence of someone as cute as myself.”
 
She was so modest, he thought sarcastically.  But he said nothing. Instead he laughed back and gently ran his hand through some of her dark brown hair.  Looking at her face now seemed a little bit like a reality check.  What was he doing here with April?  This would devestate Hailey if she were to find out.
 
Of course, April knew of Hailey.  Her existence didn’t seem to bother April.  In fact, April seemed to enjoy being the other woman - the woman who Marcus turned to for whatever it was he couldn’t get from his other relationship.  She sometimes teased him with the idea that she’d one day reveal his dirty secret to Hailey, and that actually excited him sometimes - the thrill of such an idea.  Lately, though, this scared him more than anything, and it was why he wanted to find a way to end things with April altogether.
 
They drove down Main Street, making small talk.  April shot him flirtatious looks from time to time, and those looks lingered a little longer while at stop lights.  He had to admit, as much as he didn’t trust her, April was an attractive woman and she had an amazing knack for making him feel like the sexiest man alive with just a glance.
 
Her right hand slid off of the steering wheel and found itself on his leg.  He instantly found himself a little aroused by her touch as she drove.  She lightly gripped his leg before releasing.  She slid her hand down his leg, and then back up again.  It was sending little shockwaves through his body.
 
It felt so good to be touched by her.  It was...
 
He suddenly stopped himself.  He realized he couldn’t let her hand do any more exploring.  She was likely to find his diaper like that, and there was no way he could explain this.  Thinking quick, he slid his hand on top of hers, holding it, while holding it to his leg.
 
She smiled at him again, holding his hand in hers.  She seemed oblivious to his intentions, and that was key right now.  All he had to do was just distract her.  Should be easy, he thought.
 
They came to a stop light.  She flashed another flirtatious smile and batted her eyes at him.
 
“It’s a shame we only have an hour,” she said.  ”I bet we could find some good things to get into.”
 
“Probably,” he said, relieved at the fact that she apparently didn’t see this as a time to get freaky.  He added:  ”Maybe next time, you know?” hoping that it would put the issue to rest.
 
“Indeed.  I’ve been pretty horny lately,” she replied.  As she said this, her hand broke free of his hand and slid to his crotch where he gave it a playful squeeze.  But, whereas she was hoping to find his cock, instead she found something squishy and foreign.  
 
She pulled her hand away immediately, seemingly weirded out by whatever she thought she felt.  The traffic light had turned green and her attention went back to the road with both of her hands on the wheel. The look on her face suggested that she was trying to wrap her head around what she just felt.
 
“So...what was that, Marcus?”
 
“What was...what?” he said, hoping that playing dumb might work.  Playing dumb never seemed to work, he had learned in life, but it always felt like a good first line of defense in a situation like this.
 
“That wasn’t your cock I just grabbed in your pants, Marcus.  It was like...you were wearing something thick in there.  What are you wearing?”
 
“What?  Nothing,” he said, trying to bluff.  He was very nervous now.
 
“It didn’t feel like nothing.”  Her hand shot out again and grabbed at his crotch without warning.  He tried to block her movements with his own hands, but he was far too slow.  Her hand was upon his crotch - groping at his pants and between his legs while trying to figure out what was contained within them.
 
It was then that she returned her hand to the wheel of the car and pulled off the road into the parking lot of a convenience store.  Marcus wasn’t sure what was happening, but he was sure that he probably wasn’t going to like it.
 
“Okay,” she said after parking her car in a parking spot in a relatively empty area of the parking lot, “show me what’s going on in there.”
 
“It’s...it’s nothing.  Really, don’t even worry about it.”
 
“Well then what are you wearing under your pants? Because it’s definitely not normal.”
 
“It’s just these pants,” he replied, a little more desperation in his voice, “they have a weird...seam in them.”
 
“You expect me to believe that.”
 
“I...well...I think you should believe me, yes.”
 
“I’m not interested in playing games with you right now,” she said sternly.  ”You’ve been acting weird all day and I’m going to go ahead and assume it has something to do with whatever is going on with your pants.  Show me. Now.”
 
There wasn’t an ultimatum or threat there, he noticed.  It was just her stern command, and that seemed to be more than enough.  Without another word said between them, he unbuckled his belt and unfastened his pants.  He lifted his bottom off the seat enough to shimmy his pants down to his mid-thigh before doing the same with his boxer shorts.  He didn’t have to move the boxer shorts that far, though, before he heard a slight gasp coming from April.
 
“You’ve got to be kidding me,” she said in a lowered tone.
 
He didn’t respond to that.
 
“A...diaper?  That’s what I’m seeing, right?”
 
“Well...yeah...”
 
“A diaper.  You’re wearing a diaper.  And it’s like...yellow and...why does it look like that?”
 
He suspected that she already knew the answer, but her gaze was fixed on his face now and he wasn’t sure how to proceed.  She seemed furious.  Or maybe she was just confused.  Or, most likely, she didn’t know how she felt right now.  Still, she seemed to be searching for an answer.  Was he really going to have to admit this?
 
Her unflinching harsh gaze seemed to suggest that that was the case.
 
“I...wet in it before,” he finally said.
 
“You pissed yourself?  In a diaper?”
 
“I...yes...”
 
“Do you have, like, some sort of medical condition that you never told me about?”
 
He could’ve said nothing.  He could’ve lied.  Instead he said:
 
“No.”
 
“That’s just...I don’t even know what to say about that.  You’re a grown man in a...pissy diaper.  This is unbelievable.  I don’t even know what to do with you.  Why...what... I mean, what would possess you to pull some weird thing like this with me?  Did you think I’d be into it?”
 
“No!  I mean...look, it was an accident.”
 
“An accident?”  She laughed, shaking her head.  ”Like the one in your diaper, baby?  Or, was it an accident like you accidentally fell down the stairs and landed in a pair of oversized wet diapers?  Because either way, I’m not sure how I should be taking this.”
 
She had him there.  He hung his red face in shame and tried to consider his next action.
 
“You can just take me back to the office,” he said.  ”I’m sorry...”
 
She didn’t say anything for a moment, she just stared at his soaked diaper between his legs.  
 
“I don’t want to do that,” she said.
 
“What?  What do you mean?” he asked.
“I’m not done with you yet, you big fucking baby.”
 
“I don’t get you, Marcus,” she said.  Except that she really didn’t say it as much as she spat it, viciously.  She was furious.  He could see it in her face.  ”What in the world made you think this was a good idea?”
 
“I didn’t intend to...” he began.  
 
“RIght, right,” she interrupted.  ”You accidentally slipped into some pissy diapers.  I didn’t forget about that.  So what was your big plan, hmm?  Were you going to waddle around in a wet diaper until I offered to change you?”
 
“I just...”
 
“You’re such a joke, Marcus.  I’ve been looking forward to having lunch with you all day...but then here I am in a car with a big baby.  A baby!  Unbelievable.”
 
“April, I’m sorry, but I didn’t mean to involve you in this.  I just...”
 
“That’s enough out of you, baby.  Should I jam a bottle in your mouth?  A pacifier?”
 
He didn’t know what to say to that.  She was clearly mocking him and poking fun at his current humiliating situation, and he knew he should feel terrible about it, but yet he was actually finding himself a little aroused by her words. He made a mental note to himself to try and not reveal to her that he was secretly enjoying this but...
 
“No, I don’t believe it,” she said suddenly.  ”I swear your crotch just grew.”  She reached over and quickly stroked the front of his diaper, confirming her suspicion. “You like this, don’t you?  You actually like this?”
 
“It’s not like that,” he started.  He wanted to tell her about his plans with Hailey and about the close call with Jenn at work.  He wanted to explain that he wasn’t trying to force some awkward position on her during their lunch date.  
 
“It sure seems like that to me.”  She looked away, huffing in disgust.  She stared out her window for a moment or two, seeming to be considering what she wanted to do next.  Finally she turned to him again.  
 
“So you like diapers, is that right?” she asked.  It was a pretty loaded question, but he was finding that it might be easier to take the bait than to further piss her off.
 
“I do.”
 
“It’s like a sexual thing for you?”
 
“It can be, yes.”
 
“You’re disgusting,” she said.
 
“I’m really sorry, April.  I didn’t mean for you to see me like this.”
 
“I find that hard to believe.  You come into my car wearing a soaking wet adult diaper...and well, I just don’t know what you were expecting that I was going to do.”
 
“I just...”
 
“So, fine,” she said sternly.  Have it your way.  Be a little baby.  Act like a toddler.  Is that what you want?  You want to wear pissy diapers?  You want Mommy to sprinkle powder on your ass?  You want to suck mommy’s tits?”
 
“I...I do,” he said, honestly, not sure if she was being sarcastic or sincere at this moment.
 
“Fine.  Go ahead then, let’s play baby.”  She smiled as she said this.  It seemed as mysterious as it did cruel.
 
“I...don’t know what you mean, April.”
 
“Well,” she said before adding in an exaggerated tone one might use in talking to a toddler, “if little Marky-poo wants to be a little baby, maybe I should let him, yes?  Let him show his true self to me.”
 
He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.  Was she actually inviting him to show her his interests with his kink?  Was this something that she wanted to explore with him?
 
“Yes,” he said.  ”That’s what I want.”
 
“Okay,” she replied, smiling again.  Then how about we make a little deal.  You show me what I want to see, and then I’ll show you exactly how we deal with overgrown toddlers like yourself.”
 
Oh he wanted that.  He wanted that badly.  He didn’t even know what she meant, but that tone that she was using seemed convincing enough.
 
“Yes,” he said.
 
“Good.  So, then, show me just how devoted you are to being a baby.”
 
“What do you mean?”
 
“Well, here you are.  You’re sitting in a soaking wet diaper.  Do you want me to change you?  That’s what you want right?  To be treated like a little baby at the hands of your mommy?”
 
“I...yes...”
 
“That’s what I thought, Baby Marky.”  The way she said his name like that made him blush again.  He was so incredibly torn on how he should be feeling.  
 
“Let me see what a big baby you are then,” she continued with a cruel smile.
 
“How...how can I do that?” he asked.
 
“Well, the way I see it, you’re already wearing this ridiculous oversized diaper that you’ve pissed yourself in.  I mean...I don’t see why you’d stop there.”
 
At first, Marcus didn’t really understand what she meant by that.  In looking into her eyes, though, he slowly grasped what she was implying.
 
“You mean you want to see me...”
 
She nodded.
 
“...like...”
 
She nodded again, smiling.
 
“...do something else in my diaper.”
 
“Yes,” she said.”
 
He had done such a thing before in the comfort of home, of course.  It wasn’t a common occurrence, mostly just due to the cleanup.  Still, there was something utterly degrading and ultimately pleasurable about giving in to one’s most infantile inhibitions while in a diaper.
 
In front of another person though, well this was something he had never done nor ever considered.  Nor did he want to consider this.  
 
“I...I don’t think I can do that,” he said.
 
“Ohh,” she said in a mock-coddling tone, “does the baby boy not want to use his diaper for his mommy?  Well too bad.”  Her look and tone suddenly took a drastic tone as her eyes narrowed and her smile disappeared.  ”You want to act like a fucking baby? Well go ahead then and act like a baby.  But you better be ready to go all the way with this.”
 
“I...wait...all the way?  Or else what?” Marcus was shocked and befuddled.
 
“I’ll make sure everyone knows.”
 
“Why...April, please...I never wanted any of this.  Why are you blackmailing me to do these things?  I...wouldn’t even think that you’d want to see me do...that.”
 
“I’m a lot of things, Marcus.  I’m a strong woman.  I’m a smart woman.  And, occasionally, I’m a foolish woman.  I was a fool to be the “˜other woman’ in your life, Marcus.  You’re immature, selfish and now on top of everything else...you’re disgusting.  And so I think that I’m being quite fair in giving you a chance to avoid having all this revealed to the people who know you.”
 
“And...then what?” he asked, giving her words a moment to set in.
 
“Like I said, you show me what a big baby you are and then you’ll get treated like the big baby that you are.”
 
Again, she was being vague, Marcus not only knew this was an obvious decision on her part, but he knew that she probably knew that he knew.
 
“I...” he wasn’t sure what to say.
 
“Just do it.”
 
“Do it?”
 
“That’s right, you big baby. Just do it.  Show me what a big ol’ baby does in his diapers.”
 
And so, against his better judgement, he finally nodded.  
 
“Yes, okay.  I’ll do that for you.”
Somehow, that seemed like the best thing to do in the moment.

 
1:00 PM
“Hello, Gail?  Hi, yes.  This is Marcus.  I just wanted to let the office know that I might not be coming back from lunch on time.  Yeah...I just got a little caught up in some business.  I’ll let you know when I’m on my way back.  Okay, thanks.  Bye.”
Marcus ended the call on his cell phone and looked back to April, who was still giving him a very sour look.
“Okay, so are you going to do this for me or what?”
“You can’t rush me,” he retorted.
“Your attitude is not acceptable.  Don’t forget, I have all day.  I have no trouble waiting here all day.  But I would suppose its in your best interest to get this over with.”
“So, let me get this straight,” he said, scratching his head, “you want me to”¦”
“Oh for the love of...Yes, Marcus.  Make like a baby and make a poo poo in your diaper for me.  Can you do that?”  She laughed to herself.  She mocked him in babytalk:  ”Baby gonna make a poopy in his diaper for mommy in his diaper?”
His heart was racing, and he had no idea what to do.  This was not how we expected today to go at all.  
“I can’t just...go on command.”
“I’m patient,” she said with a stubborn sigh.
“Yeah, but I’m not.  I have work to go back to.  I have a life.  I can’t just be held hostage in your car until you make me...do that”¦”
“You’re hardly a hostage,” she said with a laugh.  ”You did this to yourself, the way I see it.”
Neither of them said anything for a minute or two.  Marcus tried to collect his thoughts.  How was he going to get out of this without either making an ass out of himself, or worse, without April making a big scene?  The last thing he wanted was for April to expose the truth to Hailey that they had been seeing each other.  There had to be some way out of this mess.  Without, you know...an actual mess.
“Are you sure there’s no way we can settle this, April?  This whole day has just been a big misunderstanding and”¦”
“Marcus,” she said, interrupting him, “the way I see it, I’m in control right now.  Do you want me to expose you as the cheating dick you really are? I’m sorry, let me correct myself:  Do you want me to expose you as the cheating diapered baby bitch that you currently are?”
“No, of course not.”
“Right.  So do as I tell you and we won’t have any problems.”
“But I can’t just”¦”
“I’m not changing my mind.  You better figure out something.”
He went back to staring out the window.  There had to be something he could do to help expedite his misery so that he could go back to living in the non-humiliating part of his life.  
Suddenly, a thought crossed his mind.  He had an idea of how he could get this all over with.
“What if we took a trip to the store real quick?”
“The store?  For what?”
“An enema.”
She didn’t say anything immediately, but he could see that she was considering it.  She nodded at first, then smiled.  Then, that smile grew larger until he could see shades of wickedness in her eyes.
“Yes, that’s a fine idea.  But, tell me, are you really telling me that you’re willing to have me shove an enema in your ass so that you use a diaper, just so that I keep your dirty little secrets all to myself?”
“I...welll...yes.”
“Okay, fantastic.  I just want to be sure that we’re on the same page here.”
She turned the keys in the ignition and the car roared to life again.  She shot him one more sly smile before reversing from the parking spot and pulling out into the road again.  This was really happening, wasn’t it, he thought?  They were going to go to the store and he was going to get an enema.  He quickly tried to think of another option.  Maybe if he just waited until he had to go to the bathroom, then”¦  No, he knew that wasn’t going to be anytime soon.  Especially not under this duress.
“Admittedly, I like the idea of seeing you squirm in front of your girlfriend in your little wet diapers while i tell her the truth about you and me.”
“She knows about the diapers,” I corrected her.  ”This was her idea.”
“Oh ho ho, is that true?  That’s too funny.”
“It was just supposed to be a fun little thing.”
“I can’t believe I stumbled right into the middle of some little weird sex thing.  So tell me, is your girlfriend expecting you to come home in soggy diapers like those?”
“Well...no,” he admitted.  ”I got a little careless, I guess.  I was going to change before I got home.”
“So you don’t think she would react well to you coming home in a pissy diaper?”
“Well...we didn’t really talk about that.”
“And I suppose she’d have a really big problem with you coming home in a stinky diaper.”
“I”¦”  He didn’t even know what to say. He felt sweat building on his brow, and he almost felt nauseous.
“Relax.  You do what I ask, and I’ll be sure to send baby back to work so that nobody knows your dirty dirty little secret.”
Her car pulled into the parking lot of a drug store and came to a stop.  He was thankful that they parked in a more remote area of the parking lot.
“Okay, let’s go,” she said.
“I can just go and grab it,” he responded.
“I’m coming with you,” she said.  He didn’t know how to respond to this, so he just shrugged and started making his way to the entrance, with her walking at his side.
He wasn’t sure if she was looking to watch his humiliation in buying an enema, or if there were alternate reasons.

 
They entered the store, which thankfully seemed a little deserted at the moment.  There were a handful of shoppers idling about.  He started making a quick march to the back aisles of the store, where he suspected he might find an enema quickly.
 
“Woah, hold on there, Marky,” April said from behind him, causing him to stop.  Why was she calling him that in public, he thought to himself while blushing a little?
 
“Uh, I was just going to grab a”¦”
 
“Yes, I know, baby. We’ll get you your enema in just a moment.  But first I think we need to get you some diapers.  I’ll need something to change you into, after your big messy accident, right?”
 
“Please,” he pleaded with her, “not so loud!  We’re in public!”
 
“Oh come on,” she brushed his concerns off, “do you know any of these people?  I don’t.  They’re not going to see you again and you’re not going to see them again.  Do you think it matters if we discuss your diaper wearing out loud or not?”
 
An elderly woman shot a look up at them as she emerged from one of the aisles.  Mark couldn’t tell if she had really heard what April had said or not, though the quizzical look on her face seemed to suggest that she had.  Whether April was right or not, in that he didn’t know these people, it didn’t make things any less embarrassing.
 
“Don’t you wish they made large diapers for adults that had little toddler designs on them like the baby diapers have?”
 
Marcus didn’t even want to respond to that.  There were such things out there, but he felt it was best if she didn’t know that.
 
“Suddenly you’re bashful, aren’t you?”
 
They entered the aisle holding the adult incontinence products.  There was another girl in the aisle, looking over tampons on the side of the aisle opposite to where the adult diapers were.  She was younger than he was and looked pretty attractive too, even if it looked like she had just come from the gym.
 
“Okay, which of these are going to work best, do you think?” April asked, completely disregarding the young woman in the aisle.
 
“I...I don’t know,” Marcus stammered.
 
“Oh, come on,” she said, putting her hands on her hips.  ”What kind of diapers do you normally wear?  What kind are you wearing right now?  Don’t make me pull down your pants so that I can match them to the ones on the shelves.”
 
At this, the young girl turned around and gave April a strange look before shifting her stare to Marcus.  Then, as if she wasn’t quite wrapping her head around the conversation, she looked back at April again.
 
“Can I help you, honey?” April asked the woman in a condescending tone.
 
“Oh...no, sorry, I was just”¦”
 
“Yes, he wears diapers, okay?  Do you want to see?”
 
“Uh...no.”  The girl huffed, grabbed some tampons and walked hurriedly out of the aisle.
 
“Okay, now back to where we were,” April said with a nonchalant shrug.
 
“It’s these,” Marcus offered, pulling the package off of the shelf and handing it to her.
 
“Perfect.  See how nice it is when you comply?  Let’s go get that enema so you can make your dirty little mess in your diapers.”
 
He blushed again, but before he even knew what was happening, she was on the move and he was obediently following her.  For not even knowing about his fetish prior to two hours ago, she was taking the reigns quite handedly.  Though this was hardly knew.  Since he had first met her, while at a bar a few months ago, she had been very controlling and sure of what she wanted.
 
He recalled the first night they met in a smokey bar.  He had probably had a few more drinks than he should have.  She might as well have been perched on a barstool looking for her prey.  She found it with him.  They made out at the bar, they made out in the bathroom.  They made out in the backseat of her car, and it was only after his dick was inches from entering her that he finally admitted that he was seeing someone.  Her answer was something along the lines of “I figured as much - but don’t worry, our little secret stays between us.”  
 
And, of course, from that moment on, it seemed as if she had complete and utter control over him.  She had been mostly respectful of his relationship with Hailey, but he was sure to hold it over his head whenever she felt like it would get a better reaction from him.
 
“What about suppositories instead?” she said, breaking his thoughts.  She held up a package of them.
 
“I’m not sure about those...I never tried them before.  I don’t know how long they take.  I think enemas are a little quicker.”  He was nervous that in saying that she’d take the suppositories, but surprisingly, she grabbed an enema with a nod - either oblivious to the opportunity to make this last longer than it had to, or not wanting to wait longer than she had to herself.
 
“Let’s go, Baby Marky.  You have a date with a dirty diaper.”  
 
She grabbed a package of baby wipes from the end of one of the aisles as they made their way to the cashier.  He was pretty pleased to see that there was no line, so he hoped that they’d just get to the cashier, pay and leave.  They got to the counter, and April placed the objects on the counter, flashing a smile at the guy behind the counter, who seemed like he’d have the same reaction if someone was buying a pack of gum or a rocket launcher.  Okay, good, he clearly didn’t care.
 
As the clerk bagged their items though, the girl from the tampon aisle got in line behind them.  April’s back was to her, so she didn’t see it, but the girl was again staring at the items on the counter.  She looked back to Marcus, and he could see her eyes drop to his midsection, possibly trying to see if there was something bulky concealed within his pants.  His heart beat raced again and he tried to think of what he should say - if anything.  All he could come up with was a half-hearted shrug, as if to say “Look, I don’t know what’s going on either.”  The girl flashed a very slight smile and looked away, possibly trying not to add to his embarrassment.
 
“Well?” April said.  It occurred to him that she had just said something he missed.  His blank expression seemed to say enough that she realized she needed to repeat herself:  ”Are you going to pay for your diapers, baby?”
 
“Wait...what?  Me?”
 
“Well, they’re certainly not my diapers, baby.”
 
“Oh...uh”¦”  He fumbled in his pocket and pulled out his wallet, not even thinking about it.  The cashier remained stoic, though he could’ve sworn he heard the slightest of giggles coming from behind him.  He swiped his credit card, grabbing the bag and made his way to the exit without looking anyone else in the eyes.  
 
Once back at her car, he opened the passenger side door again, only to find himself stopped.
 
“No, not there.  You go into the back.  You’ve got something to do.”

