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Paul had worked his charm and his nerve up to get up to her apartment.    They had drinks and now they were moving towards her bedroom.    She coyly looked at him as she started to shed her clothes.    He pulled his shirt off and was about to unfasten his pants when it hit him.    What was he doing?    He was a happily married man.  He couldn’t do it.   He put his shirt back on.
 
“I’m sorry, Lu,”  he stated.   “But I can’t do this.    You see, I am in love with my wife.   While the idea of the your attention was intriguing to me.   I really can’t.”
 
There was a long pause and finally she broke the silence, “I understand.”   Perhaps she did, perhaps she didn’t.   “I suppose this means we won’t be seeing each other again?”
 
“Yes, I’m afraid so,”  Paul said.
 
He gathered up his things and headed home.    It was a relief that he had put an end to it.    As he walked through the front door his wife was waiting.      “I suppose you were with her.”    It hit him.   He didn’t think he was going to be found out.   It was a good thing he didn’t go farther.   He started to explain himself and she held up her hand.   “We’ll talk about this tomorrow.   You better sleep in the guest room tonight.”
 
This was bad.    Had he just screwed his marriage.   And his life.  After all he did work for her father.   Surely if there was nastiness he would side with his daughter.    But she hadn’t kicked him outright.   Talk, yes he’d come clean when she was ready and beg for forgiveness and whatever she wanted.
 
The next morning they met at the breakfast table.     “I’m sorry,” he said.   “I already broke it off.   I just couldn’t go through with it once I thought about it clearly.   I love you and I don’t want to lose you.”
 
She queried him for the details.   “I knew you were up to something.   You got those fancy briefs.   You’d always been a boxer man.”
 
Ah, so that is how she got wise.     “I’ll go back now if you like.”
 
“Let me think about what kind of underwear I want you in,” she smiled.
The trace of a smile led him to believe he had hope.   “I’ll see you tonight.”
 
He went to work and got immersed with his job.   His boss didn’t say anything unusual to him so hopefully his wife hadn’t mentioned it to him.     At five o’clock he made his way home.     Dinner was waiting as usual and they ate with normal small talk.
“Now, I want you to come to the bedroom,” she said.
 
He followed her there.    “Get undressed,” she commanded.    He did so.   When he got down to the stylish briefs she commented, “You do look cute in those.   Perhaps, too cute.   Get them off.”    He ditched them and she moved towards him and kissed him.    Things got more passionate and soon her clothes were off and they were making love.   Perhaps things will go back to normal now, he thought.
 
Afterwards she slipped on her silk robe.    She routed around the floor and retrieved his briefs.    “These are going.   I’ve already gotten rid of the others.”    OK, no problem, he thought.   He’d go back to the boxers he’d always worn.
 
“I got rid of your boxers as well.   You look too good in those, too.    I want something I can feel safe that you’d wear and not seduce some other woman in.”
 
He wondered what she was talking about when she pulled out and odd piece of cloth and came towards him on the bed.   “Lift up your tooshie,” she ordered.    She slid the cloth under him and worked it into place.    “Down,” she continued.    He dropped and she quickly pinned the thing around him.
 
A diaper?   What the…
 
“There you go.    I made you a drawer full of these today and there are more pins there.      You’ll wear these from now on.     Can’t see Lucy taking you serious dressed like that,” she chuckled.
 
Feelings rushed over.  Embarrassment, shame, anger, sexual feelings?
 
“OK?” she asked.
 
He thought about the situations.   If this was all he ended up with for his indiscretions, he could deal with it.    He wondered how long it would last.
 
That night he was back in the marital bed.    Early the next morning, he had to pee.    He walked into the bathroom and stood before the toilet.   He had to think about it a second but decided to unpin one side fo the diaper and let it slide to the floor.   When he was done he pulled it back up and repinned it.    This was going to be strange, but he could live with it.
 
After breakfast and showering, he went to his dresser.  True to her word, all that was there were more diapers.   He grabbed one and worked at pinning it on.    It was a sad droopy state of affairs.   Just then his wife came in and clucked.   “You’re going to have to learn to do that better. “    She removed it from him and showed him how to fold it and then put it in place and unfan the tops before pinnig.    That fit better.    He quickly got his shirt and pants on and headed out to work.
 
The cloth between his legs was a constant reminder all day, but at least his marriage was intact.


After a couple of days, Paul started to adapt to his new underwear.    He got good at putting them on himself and used to unpinning them so he could pull them down to use the bathroom.    Still when getting dressed in the morning he’d catch a look at himself in the mirror and see himself as the big baby and wondered how long he’d have to put up with this indignity.
 
Friday night came and they went out to the local roadhouse and had dinner and stayed on to dance a little bit.   This was one of her favorite nights out and he was glad to oblige.   Arriving home it didn’t take long to find themselves in the bedroom with the clothes scattered on the floor.
 
After resting a while she got up and grabbed a diaper and started towards him.   He was a little annoyed but lifted himself up to allow her to fasten it in place.     If this was the game she wanted to play, he thought.   She got up and came back carrying something else.   “I’ve got something new for you,” she beamed.
 
He looked at what she was holding, it took a second and then it sunk in, “Rubber pants?”
 
“Well, vinyl actually, but yes,” she responded.   She grabbed one foot and started working it through the holes, and then the other.   Resigned, he reached down and pulled the thing into place.   He looked down in disgust.
 
“You can’t be serious,” he said.   “I can understand you ditching my underwear, but I don’t need this.”
 
“Ah, but I need  this,” she said coming closer to him.    She reached down and pulled at something on the waistband of the pants and then he heard a click.   When she pulled her hands away he saw a small padlock.   He just stared at this trying to comprehend what was happening.
“There, you are locked up.   Now I know you won’t be taking these off for anyone else.”   She fingered a chain she was wearing around her neck.   “This is the key to my heart,” she joked, “or more specifically, to certain of your parts.”
 
“You can’t expect me to go around like this?” he asked.
 
“Of course you can.  If you want to stay married.   If you want that cushy job with my father.   If you don’t want to lose everything.”
 
“But how will I …”
 
“Go to the bathroom?”  she completed.   “Honey, you’re wearing your bathroom now.   I might let you out from time to time at home, but when we’re out or by yourself, you’ll just have to use that diaper.   That’s what it’s for.”
 
It was really now beginning to hit home.    She was expecting him to wet himself, perhaps even worse, like a baby.”
 
“Think of it as a vinyl and cotton chastity belt.”
 
She crawled into bed next to him and switched off the light.   She rolled over and snuggled to him, reached down and gave the lock a reassuring tug, and then moved her hand down to the soft plastic guarding his manhood and they drifted off to sleep. 



Working through the morning the coffee caught up with him.   He thought about asking his wife to let him out but figured he should choose which battles he was going to fight.    He gave it a few minutes more and forced himself to relax, flooding the diaper.     Around lunch time he went up to the kitchen where she was prepareing sandwiches.    She reached back and grabbed his crotch, playfully asking “Need a change?”
 
They made their way back to the bedroom and as before the change was followed by some quick love making.   Paul guessed there was some advantages to this situation but he wasn’t sure it was a net gain.    Getting diapered and dress they made their plans to do some shopping.
 
As they prepared to leave, she grabbed what appeared to be a large purse and handed it to him.    “Diaper bag,” she explained.   “You might need a change.”
 
They headed to the mall and visited one department store looking at furniture and then  to another.    As they were in the second store, Paul realized he was going to need to pee again.    He wondered if he could hold it until they got home and they started back across the mall to where the car was parked.     “I want to go to the home center, too,” she announced.   Paul knew at that point he wasn’t going to make it.   He tried to pee, but it wasn’t something he could do while walking.   He paused for a moment while the flow started.     Soon she realized she had put some distance between them and turned back.    A smile came over her face, “I know what you’re doing!” she commented.
 
They got to the car and they drove to the home center.   She had him park in the far corner of the lot.   She picked up the diaper bag and told him to lie down in the back seat.
 
“Here?” he said incredulously.
 
“Sure, you’re wet, and we still have shopping to do.   You need a change.”
 
He furtively looked around but they were pretty isolated.    He did as instructed.    She unfastened his pants and slid them down.   She then unlocked the plastic pants and moved those down and she started to remove the diaper.    He tried looking around but couldn’t see out the windows, so he just closed his eyes.   This was so odd being there with his junk exposed to the air in public.   And if anybody had caught on to what was going on.   Not just naked but having a sopping diaper changed.  She cleaned him up and fitted him with a fresh diaper and did up the plastic pants and jeans.
 
“OK, lets go shopping.”
 
Dinner was uneventful and another round of diapering and sex came before bed.    He settled down wondering how strange his life had become.
 
Sunday wasn’t too bad.   Again he was let out of his diapers to shower and use the toilet and shave.    Church was uneventful other than she insisted he carry the diaper bag.    Neither was the rest of the day.   At dinner, he inquired, “How are we going to work this tomorrow, when I’m at work?”
 
“Just tell Daddy, that I wanted you to meet me for lunch, and I can take care of you,” she explained.   “Or some days, I’ll meet you at the office.”
He figured it ought to work and it did.   One thing was it did make him somewhat more efficient.   He didn’t leave his office all morning.   He didn’t need to use the bathroom, and he figured he ought to cut back on his coffee consumption a bit.
 
The next few days went by much as the others.    Then one afternoon after lunch he felt a rumbling in his gut.    This wasn’t good.    He tried to suppress the urge to go, and it worked for a while, but then the cramps came back with a  vengence.    He tried to pass some gas to relieve the pressure but instead a load of poop came gushing out.   The initial relief was almost immediately replaced by the disgust of the mess mushrooming over his rear in the diaper.   He stood up and dialed the phone when a second wave hit him and gushed out into the diaper.
 
“Hello?”
 
“Hi, Dear.   I’ve got a problem.   I’ve had an accident?”

“An accident?   In the car?”
 
“No I mean, my diaper…”
 
“Poopy?”

“Yes,” he responded sheepishly at the sound of it.
 
“I’ll be right over.”

“Thanks.”
 
Hopefully she’d find this aspect as disgusting as he did and this might be the end of this silliness.    Ten minutes later she popped into the office with the diaper bag over her shoulder.   Right behind her was her father.   He leaned over and gave her a kiss on the cheek.
 
“Hi, Sweetie Pie.”
 
“Hi, Daddy.”
 
For a second a odd look came on his face.   “Whoa it smells like someone needs a diaper change in here,” he said as he left the room.
 
They looked at each other.   “No, I didn’t tell him.”
 
She closed the office door and locked it.    From the diaper bag she laid out a pad on the floor and had him lie down.   She removed his pants completely and then unlocked and removed the plastic pants.    “Wooeee,” she said as she started to work on the diaper.    It took her several minutes of wiping to get him cleaned up.    Finally, she had bagged up the dirties and laid out a fresh diaper for him.
 
She smiled at him, “That wasn’t so bad was it?”    He didn’t answer.   She noticed his erection and moved closer to him lifting up the skirt she was wearing.    She maneuvered herself down on him.   She had not been wearing any panties.
After they were finished she put the diaper in place and locked him in a fresh pair of pants.   He pulled his jeans up and mumbled something about getting back to work.     “Ah, you like doing it with the boss’s daughter in the office,” she toyed.
 
He had to admit it was sort of thrilling being risqué like they were.    She packed up the diaper bag and told him she’s see him at dinner.



Weeks went on and he was adjusting to going in the diapers.   He hated to say that he was getting used to it, he wasn’t ever sure it would go that far, but he got to the point where he could effortlessly just start peeing.   He no longer had to get up from his desk, or worry about it while driving, or miss anything on TV.   He just went.    He still found the concept of crapping himself pretty disgusting but fortunately he was able to do most of that while he was let out of his diaper for his morning shower.
 
Still life was pretty good.   Most diaper changes evolved into sexual activity and it was really nice.    He could accept his confinement if things kept on at this pace.
 
One Saturday morning his wife came in with the diaper bag and said “Let’s go!”
 
“Where are we going?”  Paul asked.
 
“We have our doctor’s appointments today,” she replied.
 
He’d forgotten about that.   He had his annual physical scheduled and she was seeing her doctor at the same time.    They got to the doctors’ offices and soon he was ushered into the examining room.   The nurse who showed him the way was checking over his paperwork and then told him to get undressed and the doctor would be in in a few minutes as she left the room.
 
He kicked off his shoes and pulled started taking off his shirt.    Darn, he remembered.    He should have asked her to remove the diaper before coming here.    Well, it was too late to do anything about it now.   He took off his pants and sat on the edge of the table.    Soon the doctor came in and said hello and started flipping through his chart.    He grabbed and otoscope and a tongue depressor and turned towards Paul and stop.
 
“What’s this?” he said gesturing to the plastic pants with the tongue depressor.
 
Paul sighed.    “It’s my wife’s idea.   There’s no medical issue, I assure you.”
 
“Hmm..  OK,” the doctor said and proceeded with the examination.   Eyes, ears, throat.   Blood pressure, reflexes.  The usual prodding and thumping.   After a while the doctor said, “I’m going to need you to take those down.”
 
Paul wasn’t sure what to do but there was little option.   “You’ll have to get my wife, she’s in with Dr. Greene for her checkup.    These are locked on me.”     The doctor’s eyebrows raised in surprise.    He pushed a button on the wall and a nurse appeared from the hallway.
 
“Yes, doctor?”
 
“Could you have Mr. Stone’s wife join us here when she’s done with her examination.   She’s in with Dr. Greene.”
 
“Yes, doctor,” she replied.   As she turned to go she looked at Paul.    He wasn’t sure what her reaction was.   Surely they saw patients with diapers from time to time.
 
A few minutes later, his wife came into the room.
 
“I need to examine your husband, down there.”
 
“Oh, of course,” she said.    “I’m afraid he had a little infidelity and I have had to keep him locked up.”   She pulled the key from the chain around her neck and unlocked the plastic pants.    She gently pushed Paul back and he laid down on the table.   She slid the plastic pants off and then went and unfastened the diaper.    “I’m afraid this one is a little wet,” she said putting it in the wet compartment of the diaper bag.
 
“You can put a clean one on in a minute,” the doctor replied.   He quickly conducted the rest of his examination.   At the conclusion, his wife started putting on the fresh diaper.    As she worked the doctor asked a few questions.   “So, he wears those all the time?”
 
“Pretty much,” she replied.
 
“And he has to go in them?”
 
“Yes.”
“Any dermatitis, you know, diaper rash or other signs of infection, redness, oozing, broken skin?”
 
“No nothing like that?”
 
“I guess it’s all right.   I hope it doesn’t catch on with the other wives.     Well, you seem to be healthy enough.   I’ll see you again in a year.    You’re free to go.”
 
The doctor left the room and Paul finished dressing.    While he was doing so, his wife announced, “I have some news.”    Paul paused.    “I’m pregnant.”
 
“I guess with all the sex we’ve been having of late, it was inevitable.”
 
“Yes, but we might have to slow down on that a bit as things progress.”

 “You don’t sound very enthusiastic,” she stated.
 
“No, really I am.   This is great.   I’m just so surprised I’m speechless,”  Paul said.
 
“Let’s go visit my folks and tell them,”  she suggested.
 
Paul did a quick check of himself.    The diaper was dry, sure why not.
“Yes, let’s do that!”  he said.
 
Paul liked his in-laws.   Not only was her father his boss, but he was a truly nice guy.   Her mother was strong like her daughter but an excellent cook.   Showing up there would certainly be excuse for her to “throw a little something together” which would be a major meal.
 
They pulled in and her father opened the door.   “Hi Sweetie, Paul,” he said.   “What brings you over today?”
 
“I’ve got something to tell you Dad, and Mom,” she said.
At this point her mother came into the hall.    “Now that you’re both here.    I’m expecting.”
 
This was enthusiastically met by both parents.    “This calls for a celebration.   Let me go throw a little something together,” her mother stated.    Paul smiled at his wife.
“I’ll help,” she said following her mother off to the kitchen.
 
“Paul, let’s celebrate in a little different way.”
 
I followed him into the den.    He went over to the side of the room and set some glasses out and a carafe of water.   I knew what was coming.    Simon was a real lover of single malt scotches.    I had bought him a bottle for his birthday once, but I knew my selection was rather pedestrian compared to his collection.    He opened the cabinet and pulled out a wooden box.   Lifting the lid he pulled out an unopened bottle.
 
“Aged for 38 years.    I’ve been saving this for a special occasion.   This is as good as any.”
 
He poured out two measures of the amber fluid into the glasses.    I knew the drill.   This was going to a darned expensive drink and I wasn’t going to toss it back.    I gently turned the glass in my hand and then brought it to my nose.    The aroma was exquisite.   There were nuts and spice and something I couldn’t identify.   I tried a second nose.
 
“Floral?” I asked.
 
“Yes, I think maybe I’d call it heather,”
 
I allowed him to take the carafe and add a touch to his glass and I did the same to mine.   I raised it to my nose again.   Yes, I could definitely get it now.    I took a sip.   Again, just incredibly smooth and complex.    I’m sure that this bottle was probably worth over a thousand dollars.    This was close to a hundred dollars in my glass.
 
He sat down in one of the overstuffed chairs in the room and I moved to the other.
 
“I guess I’ll have to get some cigars,” he stated.
 
“Well, you’ve got a few months to do that,” Paul added.   He knew that these would not be a box from the local store.   Something fabulous and expensive and hard to get.   He might even wrangle Cubans.
 
They talked and savored their drinks.    After a staring at their empty glasses for a minute, her father took the two empties back to the bottle.    “What the hell”, he said and poured out two more measures.    Her father handed him a glass and set the carafe on the table between them.
 
Soon his wife entered and said the food was ready.    “Oh, I see you and dad are into the scotch.” 
 
“It’s fabulous,” Paul said.
 
And so was the food.   His wife was a great cook and she probably learned from her mother, but mom did an even better job.
 
After dinner, Paul became aware that the rich food was catching up with him.    He took his wife aside.
“We should go,” he said.
 
“Why?  Aren’t you having fun?”
 
“No, but it’s that I… umm, I have to go?”
 
“If you mean you have to wet your diaper, just do it.”
 
“No, not that,  I need to poop.”
 
“So, just do it.”
 
“I can’t, not here.”

“You’ve done it at work.”

“Yeah, but your father didn’t catch on.    I’m….”
 
Her mother popped over to them and said “Are you too arguing?”
 
“Paul wants to go just because he has to poop,” she blurted out.
 
Her mother was slightly taken aback.    “Well you can go here, we’re family,” she smirked.
 
Paul looked around at everybody, there was no way he was going to win this.
 
He resigned himself, “Oh, OK.”     He took a breath and gave a little push.    The pressure within his gut was relieved by being transferred rapidly into his diaper.     Plenty liquid it immediately smeared all over his rear.
 
Again her mother was surprised, “Well I assumed you might have tried the toilet.”
 
“I’ll explain in a bit,” she said.
 
She led Paul in the bathroom and spread out the changing mat.    She had him take his pants all the way off and then unlocked the plastic pants and set out to clean him up.     She replaced with fresh ones both the diaper and the plastic pants.    She left him to finish dressing.    He did so slowly and took time to wash his hands and comb his hair.   Hopefully, this would give her time to explain.
 
He came out to the room to find the three of them in laughter punctuated conversation.     “Don’t worry,” Simon said.   Sweetie has explained everything.
 
Paul was slightly relieved though he was still highly embarrassed that now his inlaws knew the details.
 
“Well,” her mother said, “At least you’ll be ready for diaper changes when the baby comes.”




 “It’s time,” she said.
 
Paul lept up and grabbed her suitcase and started rushing about looking for his car keys.
 
“No need to rush.   This could take a while.    Let’s get you into a clean diaper, this might be a while.”   She led him to the bed and calmly changed him.   He was a bundle of nerves.   He wished she’d go faster.    Finally locked back into place he jumped up and pulled his pants on.    Restraining his urge to hurry he helped her to the car.    She had to keep admonishing him to slow down while driving.
 
He stayed by her side.   The nurses explained it could be hours, but Paul wasn’t going to leave.     Here was one time the diaper was a blessing.    As time went on it because progressively wetter, but Paul didn’t seem to notice.   Finally things seemed to be going faster and suddenly the doctor was announcing, “It’s a boy.”
 
“The key is in the console of the car,” she said as they wheeled her and the baby away.   The nurse was telling him that it would be a few minutes to get her to her room and that he should take a break.     He headed down and found the key and his diaper bag and went off to find a bathroom.    It was odd, but this was the first time he’d taken his own plastic pants off since the beginning of all this.
 
He changed, awkwardly in the small space, and put the key and the bag back in the car.   He found her room and went in.    She was holding the baby and handed it to Paul.    “We need to think of a name,” she said.
“How about Simon?” he asked.
 
“My father would be proud,” she said.
 
As they left the hospital they put the baby in the car carrier.     She retrieved the key and put it back in it’s usual place around her neck and they drove home.    Arriving home, he carried the baby into the house.    “I think we both need a change,” he said.
 
“OK, you first,” she said.
 
Fatherhood agreed with him.    As the days went on he loved taking care of his son and playing with him.    Soon she was pregnant again.     One morning he was sitting on the rug opposite the baby.    They were both wearing nothing but their diapers playing peek-a-boo games.   She watched in fascination at the two of them interacting.   “My two diapered boys,” she said.    Paul just grinned.
 
“I’ve been thinking,”  she started.    “Your plastic pants are due for replacement and I think I can trust you a bit.   I think I’ll order the new ones without the lock.    It’s getting kind of busy with two kids and you.    Could you change yourself at times.”
 
“I kind of like having you change me, but I can do it.”
 
“I’ll still do it at times, but I think with three in diapers I could use the help.”
 
The next baby was a girl.     She seemed to respond immediately to Paul.   “Daddy’s girl,” mom proclaimed.    “Let’s call her Paulina.”
 
Soon a third was on the way.   Simon was tearing around the house and Paulina was toddling along behind them.    It wasn’t unusual for mom to come down and find three diapered butts playing on the carpet.     “I think we need to start thinking about toilet training.”
“I guess your right.     Simon’s three now,” he said.
 
“Not Simon, Paulina.   I think she’s showing the signs of being ready.”
 
“Ok, but what about Simon?”
 
“I don’t think so.”
 
“What do you mean?”

“I think boys shouldn’t be toilet trained.   It’s working well for you.”
 
“But they didn’t do anything, they’re just babies.”
 
“I want to keep them in diapers.”
 
Paul remembered his father’s admonition about pregnant women.   He’d take this up later after the child was born.    But, it turned out, it never was resolved.    The next child was a boy, named Peter after his father.   And finally a girl, Mary.
 
Eventually, they had to explain to the girls why they were out of diapers and the boys weren’t.   The boys soon realized that other boys weren’t in diapers any more.   But they knew their father was diapered, and that was good enough for them.    Christmas day was always the boys and their father rushing down in just diapers.   Mom always took pictures of that.
 
There was a slight battle when Simon got to school age.    The public schools resisted having diapered students.   They switched to parochial school whose resistance disappeared with the appearance of a substantial donation from the elder Simon.    Eventually, they all grew up.    Despite Paul’s concerned, the boys both found girls who were accepting of their untrained state and who would keep their sons diapered as well.     Family events at Thanksgiving and Christmas frequently featured photos of three generations of diapered males.
 
The girls were likewise determined to find a diapered mate, even if they had to take a toilet trained man and convert him.   But that’s another story.
