Why I Diaper Punish My Husband

I might say that it never occurred to me that anyone else did this until I came across this magazine.  Even so, I feel kind of uneasy talking about what I do.  I'm not at all into the S&M scene and I'm not even sure what it is to be a dominant woman.  Am I a dominant woman?  I don't know.  I suppose so.  I guess I was just raised a certain way (I was the oldest of five kids) and from an early age found myself in a parental role.  When I started dating I was pretty shocked to discover that my boyfriend's bad habits weren't very different from the habits of my baby brothers.

I don't remember what the circumstances were when I first threatened to make my husband wear diapers, but I can remember what I said.  I told him, "If you want to carry on like a baby, I'm going to have to pin you up into diapers."  Something like that.

The first time I made good on such a threat, I can remember safety pinning a towel around his waist after he passed out drunk.  I was so angry with the way he'd been behaving, drunk, raving, out of his mind, and then he thinks he's just going to sleep it off and all is forgotten?  No way.  We used to argue all the time when Jim drank and I just got fed up with it-especially the drinking.  So I started pinning a 'diaper' around his waist every time he passed out drunk, as a morning reminder to him of what he'd been behaving like the night before.

Jim and I were watching TV one night and a commercial for one of those brands of adult diapers came on.  I pointed to the screen and told Jim I'd make him wear senior Pampers like the old biddy on TV if he didn't watch his drinking.  He laughed, but little did he know!  I work as a nurse in ICU and all I had to do was go over to Geriatrics and bring home a box of these old folks diapers.  So one day, after Jim went on another drinking binge, I did just that.

I got the biggest kick out of these 'incontinent briefs' because they looked and fit just like the Pampers the babies wore in pediatrics, with little tapes and elastic around the legs, as if they were made for genuine over-size babies.  I thought that was appropriate for my husband, the way he behaved sometimes.  So I brought a box of them home, put them up in my closet and waited for Jim to dare to come home drunk again.

Just to give you an idea, my Jim is no sissy.  He's retired military and was a bar brawler when I met him.  Alcoholic and drug abusing?  You bet.  He seemed to me like a man who needed to be settled down and that's what I set Out to do.  I'm certainly no head doctor but I think Jim was looking to be, and still needs to be, mothered; that this was the root of the drinking and drugs.  Some women might have walked away (I wouldn't blame them) but this kind of role suited my purpose just fine.  So I undertook to straighten him out.  I got him off the drugs while we were dating.  It was pretty simple.  "You want reach inside momma's dress, you've got to quit the nasty stuff," I told him.  Case closed.  So he quit smoking dope.  But the drinking wasn't going to be so easy.

Jim's funny.  He's such a tough guy on the outside.  I think he thinks he's a Marlon Brando character from the fifties.  I'm sure all the guys he works with think he rules his house with an iron fist the way he swaggers around.  And that's what's so funny, because I've always thought of Jim as my little prince, all two hundred ten pounds of him.  And when I talk to him like he's my little boy, he just melts in my hands.  All I have to do is put on a nice dress, some perfume and sit him down with his head in my lap.  I'll give him some of my "little boy" talk and run my nails from his chest down to the soft little mound below his belt.  I like to scratch and pinch and tease him.

"Are you going to show momma what a big boy you are?"  I'll say, giving his bulge a squeeze.  This kind of thing just drives him crazy, he loves it.  And so do I.  He's so sweet and precious when I've got him like this.  Makes me want to bring him to my breast and make love to him.  That's why it's so frustrating for me when he drinks.  The sweetness goes away.

One night things came to a standoff.  We'd had a very bad argument and Jim was carrying on like a monster.  Of course, he'd been drinking.  That made me out of my mind angry because only a week before he had sworn, on my wedding ring, to give up the bottle, once and for all.  Then he comes home from work drunk, like he never made such a promise.

I remember giving him an ultimatum: That either he accepts my rules in the house or move into a motel.  Period.  And rule number one was this: you come home drunk, you're being put into diapers.  Well, he just laughed at that.  So I told him straight out: "either you go lie down on that bed and do what I tell you, or we're through."  And I meant it.  I took off my wedding ring, put it in his hand and said: "You decide.  But if you're not down on that bed in five minutes, you're Out."

He slammed the door and went out to his work shed.  Then a minute later he came back in, got down on a knee and asked me if he could put my ring back on for me.  I said: "You can, as soon as I take care of some business with you in the bedroom."  He turned all red but he kept his mouth shut and followed me into the bedroom.

He must've still thought it was a joke, because when I started undoing his pants he got fresh with me.  I had to slap his hands away.  "This isn't about your sexual pleasure," I said.  "This is about you being punished for breaking a promise to me, and for behaving in a way that you should be ashamed of."  His response to that?  He passed out.  Wonderful.  I powdered him, diapered him, and left him in the bedroom.

About an hour later, he came stumbling into the living room, wearing just his diaper, wanting to know why the "god damn" bathroom door was locked.  I just sat there doing my cross-stitch, paying no attention.  Then he asked me again about the bathroom.  I told him that diaper babies didn't use the bathroom in this house; that if he wanted to use a bathroom that he could check into a motel, and stay there.

His expression changed from anger to disbelief.  He looked at me shocked and said, "But I have to go."  I told him he'd just have to "go" in his baby diaper.  And he said, "but I have to do more than just pee."  I laughed and told him he could just use the seat of his diaper.  Like any other baby.

Now Jim's certainly big enough not to have to do anything he doesn't want to.  But when I told him he could either go back to bed or check into a motel, he stayed.  I told him he could come talk to me again when his diapers needed changing, but not until then.  He shuffled back into the bedroom.

A little while later I heard him crying.  He was standing in the doorway of the living room, bowlegged.  The way his diapers were sagging, I didn't have to ask why he was crying, but I wanted to make him tell me.

"Do you have something to tell momma?"  I said patting the seat of his diaper.

He could hardly talk for all his tears.  "I-I-I," he stammered, nodding his head.

"Look momma in the eye and tell her what you did," I told him.  He could hardly contain himself.  I took him in my arms and patted his diaper bottom.  "There, there," I said.  "You just whisper it in Momma's ear.

"Momma, I made a mess," he blurted out.  He was crying like a waterfall.  I wiped his tears and blew his nose for him.  He looked into my eyes.  "I messed my diapers," he said.  "Just like I've been messing up in life...  I'm sorry."

That was a breakthrough night for Jim.  It was that night he learned I was dead serious about him quitting drinking.  And that I'd do whatever it took to make him stop.  I wish I could say that was the only night since that I've had to put him in diapers.  Yes, he's improved (going to AA meetings, stopped going to the bars) and there have been lots of good times, but still some bad nights too.  And that's when the diapers go on him.

It's as if Jim goes through a transformation when I diaper punish him.  From being ornery to being vulnerable and sweet.  It's truly remarkable to experience.

I now have the corner of my sewing room set up for Jim.  "Jim's baby comer," I call it.  It's the place where I put Jim into his diapers and take him to change him-self when he's messy (he changes his own diapers as part of his punishment.  All I do is supervise).

I picked up the cutest desk set and fixed it up for Jim to sit at when he's being punished.  I give him assignments to complete for me while he's in his diapers.  Writing assignments, with names like "Why I'm Being Punished" and "An Apology For My Baby Behaviour."  These assignments are a time for my husband to reflect on his punishment while still feeling the full effect of it.  I know he hates being made to sit in his mess.  I'm sure there's no more humiliating feeling for a man.  But when momma pulls his desk chair out for him and hands him his crayon, he sits.

These writing assignments have brought out a side of Jim I never knew existed.  He has written me letters and poems, telling me how much he loves me for caring enough about him to give him the punishment he deserves.  I know he means it, because after an hour in his diapers he behaves like my little prince again.  For days on end.
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