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"Oh shame, shame, Look at those pants, they're sopping wet, you should be ashamed of yourself.  You act just like a little three year old."  He knew he was in trouble now.  When his wife talked to him this way, he knew she meant business.
"You should be punished, you know that.  Well I'm going to see to it that little boy gets what he deserves.  Now come with me.  Oh are you having trouble walking in your wet pants!  Ha, ha.  Now get in that bathroom little boy, and let's get those wet pants and panties off you."  She always calls his underpants panties.
His wife was a large woman.  She was over six feet tall, and since they got married, she had put on weight.  He never really knew but guessed she must of weighed at least 190.  He often wondered, how did I get myself into this mess.  It wasn't really his choice though.  She saw him one time and decided that he would be hers.  It didn't take much coaxing on her part, he always loved the strong woman, both physically and mentally.
She let him take off his pants himself, but when he was down to his blue underpants, she came over to him.  "My my these panties are soaked.  You really had to wet."  She began to pull his pants down letting her large hand brush against his damp penis.  "Well, well what have we here.  I'll teach you to become excited when I'm scolding you.  Now into the tub."
She lifted him with both powerful arms into the tub, the water was cold.  She said, "That will take you down a notch or two, won't it?"  she laughed.  She washed him all over paying special attention to his penis and behind.  All the while teasing him with humiliating comments about his little behind and little penis.  "You have such a cute little penis, its the same size as a three year old's!"
She then reached into the vanity and brought out a tube of cream.  He thought it was the regular cream she used on him constantly.  She lifted up, and stood him in the tub and began rubbing the cream all over his behind, legs, penis and balls.  
She rubbed it in very well.  He noticed that the cream had a different smell than usual, but he thought nothing of it.  After about five minutes, she told him to turn around with his rear end facing the shower.  She turned on the shower and adjusted the water.  Then she turned him around.  The water hit him in the eyes, and he couldn't see very well.  
She then began laughing uncontrollably, his hair was rinsing right away.  She had put a depilatory all over him!  He began to cry.  "Oh don't be such a baby," she taunted him as she lifted him out of the tub and began drying him off.  "You look much better this way," as she patted his bottom.  "Now go into the bedroom and wait for me."
When she came into the bedroom she was carrying a lot of things in her hands.  "Now lie back on the bed and let me get you ready, we have company coming you know."
Company he thought, that could only mean one thing her friend Mary Ann was coming.  He hated when Mary Ann came she loved to tease him about being such a puny little man.  Mary Ann was larger than his wife, but she seemed to be in a little better proportion.  But one thing he knew for sure, was that his wife was stronger than Mary Ann.  In the beginning Mary Ann and his wife use to have wrestling matches when she came over.  He tried to stay away from the two of them when this was going on because they loved to humiliate him when they were pumped up.  Even though Mary Ann was not as strong as his wife, she still could pin him without as much as a puff of breath.
He shuddered of the thought of Mary Ann seeing him hairless.  She sprinkled baby powder all over his penis and balls, Next she reached for the diapers.
Oh no he thought, Mary Ann never saw him like this.  He pleaded with her, "Please Sally, not diapers when Mary Ann's coming."
She grabbed his penis with her large hand.  "You are to call me mommy when I have you like this, do you understand?"  as she spoke she twisted his penis.
"Yes mommy," he said.
"And for another thing, you should have thought about this before you wet you pants, Stinky!"
Like he actually had a choice.  It wasn't too long after they were married that she introduced this diaper thing into the relationship.  She always told him he was so small and that it pleased her to have him this way.  She placed one diaper under him and almost as an after thought picked up another one.
"I want there to be no mistake that you're a little diaper boy!"
As the diapers were laying underneath him, another thought came to her.  She said, "Now you just lie here I'll be right back."  He heard her go down to the kitchen.  When she came back she told him, "spread your legs and lift your rear end up."  The next thing he felt was something cold and greasy sliding up his rear end.  She wiped her hands on the front of his diapers.  She pinned him up very quickly, even though the double diapers made it harder than usual.  Next she looked through his plastic panties.  She kept crunching them, when she was satisfied she had picked the noisiest pair she slid them up his legs.  They were pink with little lace on the bottom.
There he sat on the bed T- shirt, diapers and pink plastic panties.  She said, "Oh you look so cute!"  She took him by the hand, "come on, sissy pants, lets go down stairs and wait for our company."
"But can't I wear shorts!"
"Oh do you think I should let you."  She loved to hear her little man beg.
"Please mommy, please."
"Oh, okay I'll see what I can find."
He thought that strange she usually lets him wear his gym shorts.  When she came back he thought to himself oh no.  In her hands were a pair of baby blue terry cloth shorts.  He didn't know it but she had them made.  They look just like something a toddler would wear.
She held them up to him and said, "How are these?  I knew you would love them."  She put the shorts on his legs then with one hand lifted his bottom and pulled the shorts up his legs and over the bulky diapers.  She had him lie down while she snapped the crotch.  "You look adorable in them.  I love the way the diapers make them bulge."
As they were going down the stairs, he felt a weird feeling in his stomach like he had to poop.  This scared him because when she had him in diapers, she refused to let him use the toilet.  Once when he did have an accident, she spanked him till his bottom was bright red.  Just then the doorbell rang.
"Go answer the door, Stinky!"
"I can't."
"Answer that door or you'll be sorry."  He went to the door it was Mary Ann.
"My, my aren't you cute."  She laughed, "look at those shorts, are you wearing diapers!  Finally something appropriate for such a puny boy."
"Hi, Mary Ann" Sally said, "what do you think of my little baby!"
"Oh this is priceless Sally.  I think its great."
"Take your coat off and I'll let you have a good look at my little sissy pants."  They walked into the living room and Sally said to him.  "Pull your shorts down so Mary Ann can see what you're wearing."
"But Sally."
"Now you do as your told, and remember what I told you to call me."
"Yes mommy."
She didn't wait for him to pull his shorts down she walked right over to him.  "Look Mary Ann they even have snaps in the crotch for easy diaper changes!"  She pulled the shorts down slowly.
"Oh my," Mary Ann said, "look at those pink plastic panties!"
"Turn around and show Mary Ann the bottoms."
He turned around slowly, Mary Ann came up and patted his bottom, "Oh these ruffles are so cute."
"He's such a sissy pants don't you think, Mary Ann?"
"Oh yes," she laughed, as she pulled up his little shorts.
Sally told Stinky to stay in the living room.  Her and Mary Ann went into the kitchen to discuss the activities they had planned for Stinky that day.  Sally told Mary Ann of the suppository she had given him earlier.  Mary Ann could hardly wait to see him fill his diapers.  
As he was standing in the living room, he began to feel a lot of pressure in his bowels.  The two women came back into the living room, and Sally sensed that he was having a problem.
"What's the matter, sissy pants, you're squirming around.  Do you have to make?"
"I'll bet he does," said Sally.  Now spread your legs a little and it will be easier for you honey."  She started to rub his belly with one hand and pat his bottom with the other.  The sexual tension was to much for him.
She knew this.  When she did this to him he couldn't help forgetting he was trying to hold it in.  All of a sudden it happened, "Look Mary Ann, the baby's filling his pants."
Mary Ann felt his bottom.  "Oh look what a big load."
She kept patting it.  He kept going, "Pu," Sally said, "I'm sure glad we put a double diaper on you sissy, you have quite a load there."
She was right.  What ever she put up his rear in the morning made him really go.  He could feel the weight of the mess making his diapers sag.
Mary Ann noticed it too.  "Look, Sally, the way his diapers are sagging."
"Oh they sure are, I better pin his diapers to his T-shirt."  She reached in to his pants and pinned his diapers to his shirt.  "There that's better, now your diapers won't droop so much Stinky.  That will be better because you're going to be in those shitty diapers for a while.  Now lets see you walk with a load in your pants."
"Isn't it cute the way he waddles, Sally."
"Ha, ha, ha," they laughed.
Poor Stinky he could barely walk with the huge load in his pants, but they were having fun.  "Lets put him on his little stool.  Come on Stinky," Sally said as she lifted him up under the arms, she didn't want to squish his messy bottom, that would come later.  "That's a good boy.  Now you stand there so Mary Ann and I can tease you.  Go ahead Mary Ann, pat his bottom."
"Oh my, look at the load in these diapers, My are they full."  Mary Ann said as she patted his loaded diaper bottom.
Sally said, "Oh Stinky you're turning red, are you embarrassed.?  That's okay that's what's supposed to happen to little sissies who fill their pants.  Shame on you, shame, shame."  They both laughed.
"Okay Stinky, get off the stool and stand in the corner.  Here, wait, let me get those shorts off you, there's nothing to hide now is there?"
Mary Ann and Sally went into the kitchen.
"Mary Ann, why as long as his diapers are dirty, why don't we make him wet them too?"
"Oh that's a great idea Sally.  We can make him drink water, and watch as he tries not to wet his pants."
"Yes, I love to humiliate him that way."  Mary Ann filled a pitcher of water, while Mary got a cup.  It wasn't a regular cup though, it was a baby's trainer cup.  When Mary Ann saw it she laughed, "Oh isn't that darling."
They went back into the dining room, there was Stinky in the corner.  Sally noticed his hands were in front of him.  She thought of this can only mean one thing.  He's trying to masturbate, he's going to be sorry for that!!  "What are you doing.  Huh, I saw you turn around, Just as I thought.  Look Mary Ann look at the little bulge in the front of his diapers.  He was playing with himself.  Shame on you Stinky, you know that I give the command when you dare to touch yourself."
"I'm sorry mommy."  Stinky said.  He looked like a little boy.
"You don't know how sorry your going to be.  Now I want you to drink this water."
Mary Ann poured a cup for Stinky.  "Now drink it all honey," Mary Ann said.
Stinky drank the first cup and Sally said, "That's a good boy, now another."  And so it went until he drank almost the whole pitcher.  "Just one more Stinky, come on baby, that's a good boy."  She reached down and grabbed his little penis through the diaper and said, "Now when you feel like you have to make pee pee, you better call us, Do you understand me," she said as she gave a squeeze for emphasis.  "Mary Ann all that water has gotten me thirsty, would you like a cup of coffee?"
"Sure, that sounds great."
Mary Ann and Sally hadn't been sitting that long when Mary Ann said to Sally, "I think the baby's calling us."
Sure enough Sally could hear in a soft voice.  "Mommy, Mommy."
"Speak up Stinky."
"Mommy, Mommy," he said in a louder voice.  This was part of the humiliation she had planned for him, she wanted him to say everything out loud about his predicament.
"What's the problem Stinky?"
"I have to go."
"Go where?"  she said, "I don't really think you want to go out in your diapers, do you?"
"No I mean I have to go to the bathroom."
"Why would you want to go up there?"  she said deliberately being off-handed.
"I mean I have to make Pee Pee."
"Well that's better, why didn't you just say that."  Even though she couldn't see him she knew he was blushing.  "Why don't you come in here and hurry up."
Mary Ann said, "Those plastic panties are great for keeping an eye on him they're so noisy you can hear every move he makes," she laughed.
Slowly Stinky came waddling into the kitchen, he was having a hard time walking with the load in his diapers.  
Sally said, "Ah Tch Tch, what's the matter sissy your having such a hard time walking, Why is that Hmm?  Why is that?  Answer me."
Stinky put his head down, "Because I have a load in my diapers."
They both laughed our loud.  "Come over here."  She grabbed his penis through the plastic panties and diapers.  "Now don't tell me your going to wet your pants to are you?  Can't you hold it like a big boy huh?"
"I, I can't."
"Okay then Stinky, show us how little boys wet their pants, come on show Mary Ann what a little boy you are."
Stinky couldn't hold in any longer, and the two women noticed the expression on his face.  "Oh," said Mary Ann, "I think sissy has had another accident."
"What did you do?"  Sally shot at him, "Huh?"
"Wet my, my pants."
"Oh I I don't think so.  You don't wear pants.  Men wear pants.  What did you do?"
"I..  I a a wet my diapers."
"That's right little one, stinky little baby diapers.  Tell us now what are you."
"A, a little baby."
"That's right and tell us what are you wearing and why."
"I'm wearing little baby diapers because I need to because you told me I need them."
"That's right Stinky.  You'll do what ever I tell you to and why?"
"Because you are so much stronger than me.  Good boy, now finish this water."  She picked the little man up with one powerful hand and forced the glass to his mouth, again he was forced to drink more liquid.
"You know what we should do little one?"  He was terrified, he hated when she asked him questions.  He never liked the answers.  Of course, she answered for him.  "Let's show Mary Ann what your favourite thing is.  Now tell Mary Ann what is your favourite thing."
"I like to be masturbated."
"Oh such a big word for such a small man."  The two giant women both laughed.  She stood him on the floor next to her.  She took her massive hand and began to stroke the front of his pink plastic panties.  
The shame was to much for him and tears began to well up in his eyes.  "Look Sally," Mary Ann said.  The little baby's starting to cry, Ah.  Now tell Mary Ann what are you."
He hated this she always made him recite this when she had him in this position.  It always tore his male ego limb from limb.  "I am a little man," he said.  Sally picked up the tempo on the front of his pink plastic panties.  The squishing sound was now audible through out the room.
"A little man," she laughed, "you don't look like much of a man to me."
"I mean a little boy."
"That's right a little boy.  And how does a little boy get to cum?  Huh?"
"In wet and messy diapers Mommy."
"That's right my little sweetie.  And when is the only time you get to cum."
"When I'm wearing wet and smelly diapers."
"Good boy."
Sally rubbed a little more and all of the sudden, the little man filled his diapers with the only other secretion his body could produce.
"Wow!"  Mary Ann exclaimed, "that was fast."
"Of course, could you imagine, that at one time, he actually thought he could satisfy me!"
Stinky just stood there.  Tears were streaming down his cheeks.  He had never been so humiliated in his life.  Now I want you to go back into your corner.  Stinky slowly waddled back into the dining room.
"Just wait Mary Ann, once he cums, he always has to wet again.  We'll give him a little time, then will have some more fun with the sissy."
It wasn't even five minutes when the two massive women heard him calling again.  "Mommie, Mommie."
"Get in here smelly pants."  Stinky dreaded walking.  It was so un-comfortable.  He again walked into the kitchen.  "Now what is the problem?"
"I have to wet my diapers."
They both laughed.  "Get over here.  We're going to play a little game."  Sally picked up a wooden spoon and handed it to Mary Ann.  "Mary Ann I want you to spank him every time he counts to five.  You can continue you to spank him till he wets his little diapers.  Sally pulled him in front of her and plunged her hand down his diapers, and grabbed his penis.
He knew it would be extremely had to pee, when she had a grip on his penis.  Without warning, the first crack came down on his diapered ass.  He thought, that really hurt, I'm sure glad I'm wearing diapers.
"One, two, three, four, five."
CRACK!  Over and over until Sally made the announcement.  "The little baby is wetting.  Ah so sweet.  That's the way all men should be treated don't you think Mary Ann."
"But of course," she said.  "After all, men are dependent on women for everything from the day they come into this world.  Women make the mistake of letting them get out of hand."
"Now Stinky, get a plastic bag, put it on this chair and sit until I tell you to get up."  Mary Ann and Sally watched, as the poor boy, went through the motions of preparing his seat.  He was trying to sit down, delicately when Mary Ann put her hands on his shoulders, and pushed him down on to the wooden seat with a plop.  The both women just laughed at the hapless man.  "Now you just sit there and do what you do best, Stink!"
The two women left the room and the poor boy just sat there with tears in his eyes.
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