The Vacation

It so rarely works out that a singles website, especially an “adult” singles website, leads to two people finding each other and living together at all, much less happily.  But John and Alice did meet online, and they did get married, and three years later, they were living together happily.  When they married, they didn’t have enough for a honeymoon, but they had pursued their careers successfully, even feverishly, and now they were ready for a vacation.
 
            Alice and John met on Fetlife in 2010.  Of course Alice had the upper hand, what with twenty men for every woman on the site (twenty-five if you only count the real women), and after wading through rude emails, improper suggestions, and an array of emotional cripples, she had been the one to contact John.  John had joined the site on a whim, been truthful in his profile, and then done nothing with the site.  He had almost forgotten about it when he received an email.  Each enjoyed playing the little, and each enjoyed playing the top as well.  And most importantly, they lived in the same metro area.  After the usual cautious encounter in a crowded coffee shop, they began dating.  It was Alice that suggested, at six months, that they finally try playing together. 
 
            They were engaged at a year, married at eighteen months, and three years later, in mid-September, they were ready for a vacation.  John was the shy one in the relationship, and though the apartment they lived had thick enough walls, he still did not feel comfortable playing as realistically as the couple often wanted to, and neither could they engage in more full time play.  They worked at serious jobs with serious people, lived in a building where everybody knew everybody else, and as much as they loved each other and their fetish, they were afraid to compromise themselves.  More specifically, it was John who was ever cautious and afraid to take his fetish out in public, no matter how much Alice urged him or demonstrated that a diaper could be concealed under clothing in public.  Alice thought of winter as one long, cold opportunity to hide diapers under jeans and coats.
 
            Their play ran the gamut, and though it almost always involved diapers, they were both ageplayers with a broader focus.  Sometimes he was a little boy in diapers, sometimes she was a cheerleader in diapers.  It varied to suit their moods, and the variety gave them a chance to be more spontaneous, with an outfit she wore being enough to start a scene on the spur of the moment, or John spilling a drink.
 
            The vacation had been a mutual idea, but it was Alice who pointed out that the vacation could be a time to indulge in their fantasies to the fullest extent, and being the caring wife she was, she offered to play the mommy during the trip and let John act out his passion in private.  Alice insisted that she be the one to plan the vacation, and accordingly, she booked the house, made all the arrangements, and went a step further: she was the mommy, and she was in charge.  Indeed, they had never had a need to play with a safe word, but this time she insisted.  John agreed Alice would take the lead, and absent the word, John would obey.  He didn’t even know where they were going, or what her plans were.  He did know this though – he would be diapered from when the play began until when it ended.
 

Leaving
 
            “Honey, where are all the supplies?  I just put the suitcases in the trunk.  We can’t have everything in there already, can we,” John asked as he looked at the wedding photo on the hallway wall.  He paused for a moment to appreciate what he had – a wife who was 5-foot-seven, blonde, slim, smart, funny, successful and who loved him – and opened the kitchen drawer to make sure he remembered everything he took with him when leaving the house.  He set his wallet, keys, phone, and sunglasses on the counter, filled his travel mug with water and a slice of lemon, and looked around once more to make sure he hadn’t forgotten to unplug anything.  As he was doing his mental inventory, Alice called out to him.
 
            “Come in the bedroom for a second.”  Alice had one foot on the bed, buckling her sandals.  “Sit down for a sec.”  John did as he was told.  Alice often did this either when they were playing or when she wanted to calm John down.  Sometimes John found it patronizing – he was rarely not calm, in fact thought it was Alice who was on edge, thinking that John needed to be handled.  This was one of those times, but he did as he was told.
 
            “You put the suitcases in the trunk,” Alice asked.
 
            “Yes.  Is that everything?  It can’t be for a whole week of play.”  Alice stood in front of him.  She paused to admire what she had – a husband who was handsome, with brown hair and eyes, was two inches shorter than she was, and at 28, two years younger – and smiled.
 
            “That is everything.  I told you I’d take care of it, and I don’t want you to ask any questions about this week.  You are to participate, not anticipate.  Go to the bathroom before we leave.”
 
            John blushed, as he was prone to, and said, “Okay.  You know I trust you.”  He kissed her on the cheek.  He did trust her, but he also only loaded three suitcases – one for him, one for her, and one with some of their play items.  Alice had been the one to pack that bag, and she padlocked it too so John couldn’t peak.  He could figure out what was likely in there from what was still in the apartment, but no way was there a week’s worth of items in there.
 
            While he was in the bathroom, Alice took the opportunity to put on an Abena pull-up.  She actually hated pull-ups, and so did he, but she had a plan, and it involved him wetting his pants, not the other way around.  She just hoped she didn’t leak if she had to use it.  And anyway, they only got one vacation, and she intended to spend some time diapered as well, even if she was playing the big on this trip.  For the time being, though, she didn’t want him to know she was protected.  She pulled on a pair of panties over her pull-up, both as concealment and because they held it in place better.
 
            In the kitchen, Alice packed the cooler with their picnic lunch and called out to John, “John!  I’m putting your wallet in my purse, okay?”  He replied with a flush and opened the door.
 
            When he got to the kitchen, he was holding a card of Immodium.  They had discussed this last night.  John had Irritable Bowel Syndrome, and often before travelling, he downed a double dose to slow down his system.  This time, Alice didn’t want him to.
 
            John looked sheepish.  “Honey, are you sure I shouldn’t take this?  How long of a ride is it?”
            Alice was sympathetic.  John worried constantly about his IBS.  When they went anywhere, it was on his mind.  If they went to dinner, John ate bland food; if they went to a movie, John sat on the aisle.  He was actually quite good at controlling his flare ups, but he was constantly vigilant, and it had even had an impact on his career.  He passed up opportunities that would require travel, and often made excuses as to why he ate so little during lunch meetings.
 
            “First, I’m not telling you how long the car trip is.  I don’t want anything that would ruin the surprise.  Second, I don’t think you’ll need it.  You already went this morning, you skipped breakfast – if you were going to have an episode this morning, you’d have had it.  And besides, remember what happened when we went to your mother’s last year?  You took a dose before bed, a dose in the morning, and you spent the next ten days constipated.  But just in case, put it in my purse.”  She held out her purse, and he dropped it in.  She knew John would feel better just having it with them in an accessible place (another box was in the suitcases), even though if John ended up having to take it, it would be too late.  “Ready to go?”
 
            John nodded yes and paused, expecting the countdown, the ritual to say that this was playtime.  Instead, Alice handed him the soft-sided cooler that contained their picnic lunch.  John collected his phone, keys, and sunglasses from the counter and followed Alice out the door.



The Drive
            Alice was serious about keeping everything she had in store a secret.  She even made John cover his eyes while she programmed the GPS.  The cooler they put in the backseat, and Alice drove them away from the city.  It had been John’s idea to move here.  Prior to settling down, he had lived all over the Midwest and East Coast, but it was Michigan that he loved the most.  Hot in the summer and cold in the winter, they lived in Ann Arbor and commuted for work.  Alice had grown up in New Jersey, and she was skeptical at first, but she came around to John’s point of view.  In Michigan, they would be able to afford a home much sooner than on the east coast and getting away for a weekend was something they could afford to do much more often.  Granted, Alice had expected Midwesterners to be naïve and parochial, but they weren’t.  They headed north. 
 
            “Honey, why don’t you take a nap?  I know a place where we can lunch have all alone – I’ll wake you when we get there.”  John agreed, and put his seat back.
 
Lunch
 
            John woke up an hour and a half later.  Rather than sit up and let Alice know he was awake, he laid back and enjoyed this feeling.  It made him remember going on vacations with his family when he was a kid, not having to worry about anything and just watching the road pass by from the window.  When he hit fourteen, he often fantasized about being diapered on those trips, about stopping for bathroom breaks and everybody going into the gas station while his mother reached up the leg of his shorts to check his diaper, about being changed on the backseat while his brother and sister waited outside, about blushing when he walked past them trying to conceal the used diaper he was going to throw away and then getting back in the car, everyone pretending that nothing out of the ordinary had happened.  As he remembered that fantasy, he also remembered when he would lay back in the car and hope no one noticed his erection, a thought he was having again just now.
 
            Alice got off the highway, and John sat up.  Alice smiled at him, and John wanted to ask where they were, but after all of Alice’s insistence that John not ask questions and just enjoy, he didn’t.  It occurred to him she was right – adult John wanted to know where they were, but little John could trust the adults.  He connected his realization with his fond memory of napping on family road trips, and he wondered if maybe he had mentioned that to Alice at some point, or if she was smart enough to know how that this would help John into his little headspace.
 
            John had a serious job, and he was a serious person.  He put a premium on appearances and courtesy, to the point of being somewhat old fashioned, and that made it very hard for him to get into little headspace.  When they first met, John listed himself on Fetlife as an adult baby, but after playing with him, Alice thought that he was really a diaper lover that wanted to be an adult baby and didn’t know how.  What she loved about playing the big with him was how hard she had to work to make John feel little.  John loved that she could make it happen, but most of the time, John merely acted like he was in little headspace.  While it went unspoken, they both hoped that John could make a breakthrough on this trip and find his little space and be able to hold onto it.  It was what motivated Alice to take charge of the trip in the first place, to try to mentor John and bring him out of his comfort zone.  Alice, on the other hand, could turn her headspace on and off like a spigot.
 
            “Rise and shine, sleepyhead!  We’re stopping for lunch soon,” Alice smiled.  They were about halfway there, and Alice had gotten off the interstate and onto a two lane highway in the southern reaches of the north woods.  September in the north woods is time suspended.  Some of the trees are turning, but some are still green.  The days are still long, but the heat is gone out of most of them.  You can swim in the lakes, but you need a sweater at night.  The young tourist families are gone, but the older couples and empty nesters hang on for a few more weeks.  Everywhere there are reminders that the woods are ruled by the seasons in ways that cities are not.  John liked the woods, but when he had sold his car and moved to the east coast for his first real job, he didn’t have the time or resources to get away to them.  When he had lived in Michigan before, it was southern Michigan in the summer time.  It wasn’t until he had married and moved there that he experienced the north woods, and he knew he made the right decision.
 
            Turning again onto a smaller road, Alice drove another mile and stopped by a clearing.  There was nothing around at all.  John wondered how she had found this place.  It wasn’t that it was a special clearing, just that she had somehow known it was there and decided this was where they would eat lunch on the first day.  Indeed, Alice did know what she was doing, and it was no coincidence that she reached over and unbuckled John’s seatbelt before he could.
 
            “John, could you grab the cooler?  I’m going to get a blanket out of the trunk.”  Alice and John walked to the far edge of the field, where Alice laid out the blanket and turned to John.  “Why don’t you go explore while I set up lunch?”
 
            “You don’t want some help,” John asked.
 
            “No, I’m fine.  Just don’t go far.”
 
            John walked a few yards into the woods on what was left of a trail that hadn’t been used in a few summers.  While he did, he mused about his wife.  She was so very good at this.  The nap, the seatbelt, setting up lunch, telling him not to go far.  They were all subtle ways to make him feel little.  To him it seemed effortless on her part, whereas when he played the big, he had to work at it a little more.  In fact, their play was built around subtle cues.  They didn’t script scenarios, and only rarely did they have to decide what the play would be.  They were good at reading each other’s moods and knowing what the scene should be, and it was rare that one of them had to say directly that they wanted to be comforted, or punished, or played with. 
 
John was trying to guess how old a deer track was when Alice called out to him.  He was still expecting a countdown any minute.  Being fed lunch was one way to get it started he figured, or on the other hand he could be naughty and hide from his mommy in the woods.  He dismissed the thought though – he had agreed that Alice would take the lead.
 
            “Honey, lunch is ready.” 
 
John came back up the path.
 
            “We have bread, cheese, some chicken, and some fresh fruit.  And your favorite wine.”
 
            “You think of everything, sweetheart.  It’s perfect.”  They took turns feeding each other bread and cheese, and John enjoyed his favorite sauvignon blanc.  After three years, Alice and John still felt like newlywed sometimes.  With lunch over, and John a little tipsy, they started fooling around on the blanket.  John’s hands were in Alice’s hair, their lips were open to each other, and they were both ready when John felt a familiar twitch in his gut.  He tried ignoring it, but after another one, he knew better and pulled away.
 
            “John, where did you go?”
 
            “Sorry, I just…I have to go to the bathroom.”  Alice knew what that meant: IBS.
 
            “Oh, well, the next place to stop is a few miles away.  Can you hold it?”
 
            “No, but it’s okay.  I’ll just use the woods.  Can you grab the toilet paper out of the car?”  John was already on his feet and walking toward the path.  Alice had enough experience in almost five years together to know that that meant that John was in urgent need of relief, so she didn’t say anything else to him and just started back across the field to the car.  This was exactly why they kept a roll of toilet paper in the car in the first place.  During their first trip together as a married couple, a pillow case had become a casualty.
 
            Alice felt bad about this.  She was the one who told John not to take any Immodium  that morning or the night before, she was the one who packed the lunch.  In as much as she knew that IBS was unpredictable, she had thought a romantic lunch would be nice, and she planned on it ending in sex.  Hence the light faire – bread, cheese and chicken, on the bland side so as not to bother John.  She retrieved the toilet paper and walked back across the field.
 
            “John,” she yelled, “just shout when you’re done.”  In a lot of ways, they were very lucky.  While neither of them found this at all sexy or romantic, at least they weren’t grossed out by it like a vanilla couple might be.  Each had dirtied their share of diapers, and each had cleaned up the other.  Alice knew, though, that John wanted privacy right now and didn’t want to be cleaned up; diapered or not, he kept his IBS flare ups private and avoided Alice during them.  Alice knew his stomach hurt and was upset, as John probably was to.  He had described his symptoms to her before, and Alice knew that as every episode was painful, it was also emotionally draining to be subject to something random and beyond his control.
 
            “Honey…I’m ready!”  John sounded downright plaintive.
 
            Alice walked down the trail a little ways and spotted John’s shoulders sticking out from either side of a tree.  He had done his business elsewhere and waddled a few yards with his pants around his ankles.  Alice handed the toilet paper to him over his shoulder, and he thanked her.  She didn’t particularly want to look at him, front or back, and he didn’t want to be looked at.  She walked back to the blanket.
 
            “Alice, uh…could you come here?  For a second,” John half shouted.
 
            Strange, thought Alice, I gave him a full roll.  She walked back down to him; he watched her come over his shoulder.  His cheeks were burning.
 
            “Honey, I think I dripped some on my shorts.  How bad is it?”  Lucky again.  Where any other wife would be disgusted, Alice was clinical.
 
            “Can I come around the tree?”  John said yes.  He was holding the toilet paper in his hands over his genitals, and she looked down at his shorts, turning him to see the back.  His shorts were fine, but his boxers did in fact have some stool on them, not much but enough that they would not be making the trip with them.
 
            “You just need some fresh underwear.  Did you bring some?”  In theory, he only needed the pair he had on, but he sometimes liked to wear them over his diapers, so he brought extras.
 
            “Yes, in the bottom of my suitcase.”  He looked about ready to cry.
 
            Alice reached for his hand and gave it a squeeze.  “Honey, it’s okay.  This isn’t a big deal.  We’re not even running late.  I’ll be right back.”
 
            Alice was halfway back to the path when it occurred to her that she could just start the scenario earlier.  She had planned on him wetting his pants at her urging; it was something they had done before, with John telling her that big girls did not wet their pants, the hint that she should wet to start the scenario they were playing out that weekend.  However, she didn’t have any diapers with her.  The suitcase of supplies was filled up with props other than diapers – a diaper bag, some baby clothes, a few other items.  But she had arranged for diapers to be shipped to the cabin they were renting and placed inside by the couple that owned the place, which she had already confirmed that they did.  
 
            This was a dilemma, because she was planning on doing the countdown when they got back into the car, hinting that he wet himself about a half hour before they got to the cabin, and diapering him as soon as they got inside.  Alice wanted to start out their vacation playing the mean mommy, and she didn’t want to abandon the scene entirely.  Discipline was the best way to get John into his little headspace.  It was a way to force him to let go of his adult self, and sometimes it was the only way to get through to John.  Under the circumstances, though, she was worried that she would actually hurt his feelings if she used this incident as the start to their play.  She turned and headed back to John, who had shuffled away to another tree away from the unburied pile of toilet paper.  He had left his boxers behind and was holding his shorts in his hand, naked from the waist down and nervous to be standing in public naked, even if no one was around for miles but Alice.
 
            She took his hand.  “John, how are you feeling?”  John’s IBS had a tendency to come in waves.  His first bowel movement during a day with an episode would often be normal, but the next and the next and the next would be more and more urgent while the amount he produced would be less and less, often until he was just producing mucus.  She was asking if he had to go again.
 
            “My stomach is a little twisted, but I don’t have to go again right now.  I think I’m okay.  Where’s my underwear,” he asked.  He still looked upset.  Alice looked him right in the eye.
            “Do you trust me,” she asked.
 
            John looked confused, but said yes.
 
            “And you know that I didn’t plan on this happening?  I didn’t pack a lunch that I thought would make your tummy upset?”  Again John said yes, and again, he noticed that she used the word “tummy.”  It was a babyish word, and it felt soothing to John.
 
            “And you know that I would never do anything to hurt your feelings or make fun of you?
 
            “Of course not.”
 
            “Then I’ll be right back.”  Alice walked back to the trail, out of site, before stopping and making sure that John couldn’t see her.  She didn’t have any diapers for him, but she did have the pull-up she was wearing and had not yet used.  It would have to do; it might even be a better segue.  She stripped off her shorts and her panties and took off the pull-up, being careful not to get it dirty.  She got back into her shorts and headed back to John.  She was about ten yards away when she started the countdown.
 
            “Ten…nine…eight…seven…six…five…four…three…two…one.”

		

Playtime begins
           
            After everything Alice had just said, John wasn’t surprised at the countdown, but he had mixed feelings about it.  John knew everything Alice had just told him about not planning this was absolutely true, but he also didn’t feel very playful at the moment.  Nonetheless, of course he went along.  Alice stepped in front of him.
 
            “Johnny, hand me the toilet paper,” Alice said as she held out her hand.  She kept the pull-up behind her back.  She did a very good job of appearing stern.  The mean mommies in the movies they sometimes watched online usually were parodies of mean mommies, too much anger and not enough caring and all of it poorly acted.  Alice didn’t overact, and since she really did care about John, all she had to do in a situation like this was seem disappointed and irritated.  John handed her the toilet paper.
 
            “Turn around so I can make sure you did a good job.”  John’s mouth went dry.  This had been very embarrassing for him, and he didn’t have any trouble conjuring up the emotion of humiliation.  He felt his Adam’s apple move up and down, and turned around.
 
            Alice reached for his thighs and with a gentle push, let John know to open them.  “Well, you did a good enough job.  Still, sixteen years old or not, I don’t trust you with underwear after what you just did.  You’ll be going back into pull-ups for the rest of the car ride.  Turn around.” 
 
            He turned, trying to hide himself, and whined, “But mom…”
 
            Alice was expecting that, and reached out and gave John a slap on the side of his bum.  “Don’t even think about starting.  You should have been more careful.”  Alice bent down and undid the Velcro on John’s sandals.  As she did, she set the pull-up on the ground.  John wondered why it was already unfolded.  She took his sandals off, grabbed the pull-up, and held it out.
 
            “Come on.  Step into it,” she coaxed.  John did, and she pulled it up as high as it would go.  In a weird way, stepping into a pull-up being held out for him felt even more babyish to John than having his bottom wiped.  He started to put his shorts back on when she stopped him.
 
            “Wait.”  Alice pulled out the waistband of the pull-up and reached inside with her other hand.  John was quite shocked when she found his penis and pointed it down, pressing it against his body, before letting the elastic on the waistband snap.  “There, put your pants on, Johnny.”  She sounded like a very disappointed mother.
 
            “Mom,” John asked, “Why did you do that?”  Of course John knew why, but he wanted to hear the answer out loud.
 
              “Because now if you have an accident, it will stay in your diaper and keep your pants dry.”
 
            “It’s a pull-up, not a diaper,” John said petulantly.  “And I’m not going to use it.”
 
            “You’re right.  It is a pull-up, not a diaper.  And you had better not use it, but if you do, now you won’t leak.  And watch your tone.  You’ve gotten in enough trouble today.”  Alice took John’s hand and they started back up the trail.  Johnny knew his part of the scene.  He was a sixteen year old who would only get in the way, so he stood sullenly while she cleaned up the picnic.  Almost all sixteen year olds could help just fine, but sixteen year old Johnny wasn’t very mature.  Instead, he stood there and pouted.  As he did, he felt his pull-up, and said, “Red light.”
 
            While they didn’t use safe words, they did use the light system.  Green meant go, of course, yellow meant slow down (as in, you’re feeding me too fast, or spanking me too hard), and red was essentially a pause.
 
            “This pull-up is kind of damp.”
 
            “I’m not surprised.  I was wearing it while we were fooling around on the blanket.”  Alice smiled from ear to ear.  John’s Adam’s apple bobbed again, and while he didn’t like pull-ups, he liked this one.  Alice packed up everything and handed the cooler to John.
 
            They didn’t often do a red light this early when playing, but Alice took it as an opportunity to say what she had wanted to say and had planned on saying after making love and before getting back in the car.  She put her arm around John as they started back to the car.
 
            “John, I know how hard it is for you to let go and be little.  I want you to promise me something.  This next few days are not a scene.  They are our life.  We’re not back in the city, you don’t have to go to work tomorrow and be a professional.  I want you to let all that go.  Don’t act or pretend.  Just go with what you’re feeling.  This is more about your enjoyment than mine, so don’t act out a scene.  Just be your little self.  Can you try that for me?”
 
            John was a little choked up.  “I promised I’ll try.”
 
            Alice threw the blanket in the backseat, took the cooler and placed it on the floor.  She kissed John for a long moment.
 
            “Good.  The safe word is ‘skyline.’  Green light.  Sit down so I can buckle you in.” 
 
            He sat, and she reached across him to buckle the seatbelt.  As she was standing up, she paused and ran her hand over his crotch, pushing on the pull-up.  She unzipped his fly, put her hand inside, and announced, “You’re still dry.  We have a few more hours, and we won’t be taking any bathroom breaks.  You had better still be dry when we get there.”  She zipped him back up.
 
            John got the message.
 
Arrival
 
            Sixteen was a strange age for the male partner in an ageplay scenario to play under the circumstances.  It would be one thing for the sixteen year old guy to play a jock with a cheerleader, or a jock with an older teacher, but this was a new take on ageplay for the John and Alice.  On Alice’s part, it was very deliberate.  Her plan was to steer the week so that John kept getting demoted in age, a slow and deliberate way to help him find his little headspace.
 
            Just because they were roleplaying didn’t mean that John and Alice couldn’t also talk about actual problems.  If anything, the circumstances helped break down barriers, and in the case of a couple as close as they were, those barriers were the last they had.  John never wanted to talk about his IBS.  Alice wanted to use the circumstances to talk about it.
 
            “Honey, how have your stomach problems been,” Alice probed.  The euphemism was deliberate.  John’s stomach was not the problem, his bowels were.  But when John was fourteen, he had started deliberately wetting the bed to see if his mom would give him night diapers.  Eventually, and at his urging, she did, but that’s another story.  Anytime his mother wanted to talk about his bedwetting, she would ask about his kidney problems.  Even if John had been a real bedwetter, his kidneys would not have been the problem.
 
            “It’s okay.”  John’s sheepishness was not acting.  “I have a flare up sometimes.”
 
            “Like when?  Johnny, you can tell me anything.  There’s nothing to be embarrassed about.”
 
            “Like when I eat too much, or when I eat fatty food.  It’s a problem at school.”  School was the euphemism they used in these times to talk about work.
 
            “How is it a problem at work,” Alice slipped.
 
            “Well, sometimes I’m late.  It’s not like my teachers really notice, but I get stressed about it.  I have to plan my morning around when I have to go to the bathroom, and I hate showing up late.  I don’t like waiting for the bus.”  John actually did take the bus to work.
 
            “Well, what happens if you don’t eat food that upsets your stomach?”
 
            John sighed.  “Sometimes it doesn’t matter what I eat.  It just happens.  I can’t do fatty food, and I can’t even do a lot of vegetables.”
            “Let’s step back.  Why don’t you like waiting for the bus?”
 
            “When I’m having an episode, I can’t tell when it’s over.  It’s so stressful trying to figure out if I’ll be able to wait for the bus or if I’ll have to run back home to deal with it.  My stomach gets all tied up in knots, and I get cramps, and the moment I see the school, it’s like my body just decides that it can go right there.  Sometimes I barely make it into the restroom on the first floor.”  Alice knew about the fatty foods, but the vegetables were new for her, as was waiting for the bus and barely making it to the office sometimes.  She did know how stressful it was for him to leave the house sometimes.  It had taken her a while to get used to having to hang around the house on Saturday and Sunday mornings until John felt up to leaving.  Usually they hung around and nothing happened. 
 
            Alice started diapering John for bed on nights where they didn’t have to be anywhere the next morning.  John had resisted at first, insisting it wasn’t a medical condition that required that.  It made diapers seem involuntary to him, and he didn’t want that.  Her reasoning was sound though.  Rather than having four or five movements in the morning, complete with the urgent need to go, the cramping, the spasms, the rushing to the bathroom to produce nothing at all, he could just go wherever he was and wait to see if he had to go again.  When he was ready to change, he could shower.  It was a lot less stressful, and perhaps for that reason, the symptoms on those mornings were not what they used to be.
 
            “Aren’t your medicines helping, sweetie?”  John took a fiber supplement and probiotics to help regulate his bowel.
 
            “I have to take two doses a day now.  I used to have to only take one in the morning.  Now I take one before bedtime.”
 
            “Johnny, how come you never want to talk about it?”  That was a long story.
 
            John paused for a long moment.  He had dealt with bowel issues since long before he met Alice, and he had been diagnosed with IBS a few months before meeting her.  His primary doctor back home would just lecture him about diet.  But it never occurred to him that something serious might be wrong.  It all got to be too much after he moved to the east coast, and after spending a week with his family back home, where he was symptomatic every day, he finally found a new doctor. 
 
            Nothing can prepare someone to answer questions about their bowel habits with a stranger.  It was humiliating.  The doctor suggested that it might be as serious as Crohn’s Disease.  John was skeptical about that.  He was sent to a specialist.  The specialist was John’s first female doctor, and he developed an instant crush on her.  He went through the same questions with her and was scheduled for an upper and lower endoscopy.  Worst case, she said, was some form of inflammatory bowel disease.
 
            In the month before the appointment, John did his research.  Ulcerative colitis sounded like a real possibility, and everybody he talked to about it told him they hoped it wasn’t that.  John, on the other hand, hoped that it was.  It wasn’t that he wanted a disease, but this was not John’s first experience with a chronic ailment, and the thing he was most afraid of wasn’t that he would be diagnosed with something terrible.  It was that he wouldn’t be diagnosed at all.  If it can be diagnosed, it can be treated or even cured, he reasoned.  If not, he would just have to live with it.
 
            The colonoscopy revealed a healthy colon.  The upper endoscopy revealed some minor problems, but nothing that John and his doctors didn’t already suspect.  At the time of the procedure, John’s doctor didn’t suggest a diagnosis at all.  A colleague drove John home, where he got in bed and slept off the anesthesia.  When he woke up that afternoon, John thought over his situation, and in a fit of rage and self-pity, he beat his fists into the mattress, screamed into his pillow, and almost cried.  It was exactly what he had feared.  By this time, John’s symptoms were affecting his lifestyle almost every day.  His mornings were torture, and the only reason they didn’t grow too burdensome was that he was sufficiently new at his job that he didn’t go to a lot of meetings and was never asked to travel.  If he had been, it would have been difficult to do the job.  So severe and painful had his symptoms become, the night before the colonoscopy, when John was drinking the powerful laxative that others say is the worst part of the procedure, John was downright happy: bowel movements without cramping, involuntary straining, or pain.  He would have taken that laxative once a week if he could have.
 
            At the follow up meeting with the gastroenterologist, John was diagnosed with Irritable Bowel Syndrome.  This was based not on the any actual evidence, but based on the symptoms and the lack of another apparent cause.  John had done his research on IBS as well.  To him, this was worse than being told there was nothing wrong with him.  This was being told directly that there was something wrong but there was nothing to be done but take a fiber supplement and watch his diet.  Colitis might be much more serious, and there may not be a cure, but there were at least treatments.  John had none of that, and because there was no apparent cause or even damage, John knew that as an IBS sufferer, there would be a stigma.  Some people just don’t think it’s real, that it’s all in a person’s head or that it they are even making up their symptoms.  A person with colitis suffers terrible pain, but at least others take pity.  A person with IBS is more likely to be mocked.  Worse, John wasn’t sure that it wasn’t all in his head.  Sure, the symptoms were real, but that didn’t mean they weren’t caused by his own stress and inability to deal.  Either way, his own fault or not, John was well aware that he would likely be dealing with IBS for the rest of his life, taking a daily fiber supplement and hoping things didn’t get worse.  John had never told Alice all of that.  She knew he dealt with all of this, but he had never told her that he wished he had a more serious disease, if only because they had actual treatments for those.  He felt ashamed for feeling that way, and wondered if it didn’t make him unusual.
 
            John finished, “And that’s the way it is.  I can’t even go on a picnic without worrying that something will happen.”
 
            Now Alice was a little choked up and reached for John’s hand.  “Honey, I wish you had told me all that when you were going through all of this.  You know I’m always here for you to tell me anything.  You’ll never be too old for that, and I’ll always be your mom.  When we get back home, we’re going to try to work out a new routine to help you, alright?  And don’t worry.  Someday you’re going to meet a nice girl, and she’ll love to go on a picnic with you, and she’ll love you no matter what.”  John smiled at that.  Alice put her hand on his knee.
 
            “Johnny, do you mind if I say something very honest?  Sometimes I think it’s you stigmatizing your condition.  I know I’m your mom so my opinion doesn’t count, but I don’t think people would think less of you if they knew you had IBS.  I doubt anyone even notices how often you go to the bathroom.  It’s not like you’ve ever had an accident, and you said yourself that your teachers don’t even notice you’re late.  Yes, your symptoms are real, but no one is judging you for them but yourself.  Promise me you’ll work on that, and I’ll help you any way I can.”
 
            John smiled at her.  “I promise.”  Alice actually did have a plan for helping him deal with the stress – teaching him that he could wear diapers in public.  It wasn’t accidents that kept him home.  It was the fear of accidents.  Even on his worst mornings, John’s last few movements weren’t movements at all.  It was just mucus that his body was expelling.  He stayed home and missed out on life because of a few wet farts that seemed at first like an urgent need to move his bowels but were in fact nothing, and he usually knew that.  He was just scared to be wrong.
 
            Getting back to less serious topics, Alice’s voice took on a more serious tone.  “You know I’m not mad at you because you had to go to the bathroom in the woods.  I’m mad at you because you were careless and ruined a pair of your underwear.  I would expect a high school junior to be able to poop in the woods without hitting his underwear.”
 
            “I’m sorry, Mom.  You’re right.”  The truth of that make John blush, and it did make him feel little.
 
            “How’s your pull-up holding up?”
 
            “Geez, Mom.  It’s still dry.  It’s not like I had an accident.  I made it in time.”
 
            “Well, we have another forty-five minutes to go.”  In truth, both of them had to go pretty bad.  John because he drank almost half a bottle of wine, and Alice just because she had to go.  Alice decided she had to stop, and she hoped John would play along.
 
            At their exit, she pulled into a gas station and turned to John.  “I have to use the lady’s room.  Do you have to go potty?”
 
            “Mom, I’m old enough that you don’t have to call it the potty.  I’m fine.”  That was what Alice wanted to hear.
 
            “Okay, Mister Tough Guy.  We have a ways to go, and it’s your choice.”  When Alice got back, he noticed that John had his hands between his legs.  He would be squirming in another five minutes.  She smiled as they pulled out of the gas station and back onto the road.


 
            Twenty minutes later, John was about ready to burst.  They each had tried holding it before to the point of bursting to help simulate a real accident, but John never cared for it.  It was too painful for him.  John was doing the potty dance now, and it wasn’t just for Alice’s benefit.
 
            Alice was stealing glances at John.  Watching him squirm and press his hands into his crotch turned her on, but she said nothing.
 
            “Mom, can you pull over so I can go to the bathroom?”
 
            “What?  You just told me you didn’t have to go!  And there is no place to pull over here.”  Lost in the moment, Alice’s face turned red and she did sound very irritated.
 
            “But Mom…I have to go.”  John sounded whiny but not too whiny, like an adolescent not yet ready to be an adult but not a child either.
 
            “Well you should have thought about that before.  We’ll be there soon.  You can just hold it.”  John merely grunted and turned toward the window to sulk.  If he didn’t go on his own in the next five minutes, he would have a real accident in the next ten.  In addition to all the wine, he usually had to go more often after an IBS attack.  John also knew, though, that there was no way a pull-up would hold what he had to do.  He thought about their leather seats, but there really was nothing to be done about it.  After another three minutes, he started to let go.  It actually was uncomfortable, since the angle of the seat made it difficult to pee.  It felt like a real accident, with initial bursts giving way to a slow, sustained, and somewhat painful flood.
 
            “Owww…Oh, no!”
 
            “‘Oh no’ what?  Johnny?  Are you having an accident?”  Alice’s irritation was giving way to anger, and John wanted to coax it on.
 
            “No…”
 
            “Move your hands,” Alice said as she reached between his legs and placed her hand on his crotch.  She felt the warmth and let her voice rise.  “John Alexander, I cannot believe you just wet your pants.  And you’re still going...stop it right now!”  She felt the pull-up give way.
 
            “I can’t!  I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to.  If you had just pulled over…”
 
            “You’re blaming me?  My sixteen year old son wets his pants, lies about it, and then blames me!”  They both looked at John’s crotch and saw the spreading wetness creep up the inside of his thighs.  “And look at what you’re doing to my seat!  Are you done?”
 
            “I think so.”
 
            “Good.  Johnny, I’m very upset with you.  We’re almost there.  I can’t believe were starting out this vacation with you in this much trouble.  I’m thinking of doing something I haven’t done in a long time.”  John swallowed.  Alice knew that John didn’t feel like he was living up to his responsibilities if Alice wasn’t happy, so the mention that his accident put a damper on the start of their vacation easily brought up some feelings of guilt in John, enhancing his littleness.  Alice turned down a road and drove for another ten minutes, coming to a stop five miles later in front of a cabin across the street from a cove that was part of a larger lake.
 
            “Stay right there,” Alice commanded.  She got out and walked around to John’s door.  His hands were in his lap, and after opening his door and unceremoniously pulling his hands out of his lap, Alice said under her breath, “I want to see how much damage you’ve done.”  John just sat there with a sheepish look on his face.  John took the moment to look around.
 
            The cabin was clearly old, but it looked pleasant, with a porch that wrapped around the side and a stone chimney.  The yard had a swing set off to the side, and the cove across the street was calm.  A rowboat was tied to the small dock that extended some thirty feet into the lake.  Above all, John noted that the road ended at the cabin.  They were all alone.  Even the larger body of the lake was around a bend.  There wouldn’t be any boat traffic at all either.
 
            “Oh, Johnny!  You’re completely soaked!  Alright, stand up!”  Alice unbuckled the seatbelt for him and stepped aside so he could get out of the car.  Once standing, Alice turned John around so she could see his shorts.  There was a half-moon on either cheek, something that nobody could mistake for anything other than a leaky diaper.  Without a word, Alice reached for John’s belt.  John instinctively backed away and pushed at Alice’s hands.
 
            “Hey…what are you doing?”  John was more than a little peeved.  Alice knew he didn’t like wearing in public at all.  Alice didn’t back down.
 
            “Watch your mouth!  I’m taking off your shorts before you get them any wetter.”  Alice pulled John closer, slapped his hands away, and undid John’s belt and shorts.  She held them up and waited for John to step out.  He folded his arms across his chest instead.
 
            “Well…I’m waiting.”  John threw his arms down, pouting, and harrumphed as he stepped out of his shorts.  His pull-up sagged and was yellow.  Carefully, so as not to catch his sandals on shirt shorts, he stepped out of them.
 
            Alice started to walk toward the cabin, John following.  “Johnny, start unloading the car.  I’m going to put your shorts in the wash.”  Alice unlocked the cabin door and disappeared inside.  She found the washing machine and left the shorts on top, and went back to the kitchen to see what they had.  She had sent the owners a grocery list, and they had filled it and stocked the pantry and fridge for her.  She went to check the bedrooms and found them as they were pictured.  There were three bedrooms, and they had played a big part in her selecting the place.  In addition to the master bedroom, there was a room that was clearly for a child, decorated with a sports motif.  And there was also a nursery, with a crib, toddler bed, and changing table.  None of that was big enough for John, but he could spend some time in there just the same.  In the child’s room, Alice opened the closet to find the boxes she had sent, still unopened.
 
            In it were enough diapers for John to wear 24/7, as well as a few for Alice.  Back home they wore Abena M2s because they liked how well it balanced concealment and absorbency, but in addition to those, she had sent some Abena M4s, some Cushie’s and several cloth diapers that they sometimes used on their own or to cover a disposable for naps and bedtime.  Along with this, Alice had some brand new diaper covers and plastic pants for John to wear.  Some of her choices for the vacation were aimed at concealment, and some because of their babyishness.  Alice wanted John to experience the gamut.
 
            Stepping back into the living room, Alice wondered where John was.  It didn’t take ten minutes to unload three suitcases.  Going back out on the porch, Alice was shocked by what she saw.  Bent over the trunk of the case, yellowed pull-up sagging, was John, with a stream of urine running down his legs and forming a puddle in the driveway, slowing flowing under the car.
 
            “Johnny Alexander!  What on earth do you think you’re doing,” Alice shouted.  John jumped at her voice, turned three shades of red, and started to stutter as Alice marched toward him angrily.
 
            “I can’t believe you!  Wetting your pull-up when the bathroom is just a few feet away!  What were you thinking young man?  Well?”
 
            John turned defensive, “You made me wear these stupid things, and you’re the one who wouldn’t pull over.  This is your fault!”  John was shouting too, but his voice was trembling.
 
            Alice’s voice was calmer now.  “Johnny, a sixteen year old should know when he has to go to the bathroom.  You’re the one who refused to go at the gas station.  And a sixteen year old should be able to hold it.  And a sixteen year old shouldn’t lie.  When I asked you if you were having an accident, you lied to me.  And then you raised your voice to me.  In case you’ve forgotten, I’m the mom!  Grab your suitcase and follow me.  I’ve decided something”


Alice took her own suitcase and the suitcase full of supplies and led John to the door.  She paused to look over him to make sure he wouldn’t drip across the house, removed his wet sandals, and then went inside.  Stopping to place her suitcases on the bed in the master bedroom, she turned John around and led him to the kids room.
 
            Taking the suitcase from him, she directed John into the corner.  With a sodden smack to the rear of his pull-up, she coldly told him, “Stay here, nose on the wall.”  Alice stopped in the kitchen for some paper towels and some cleaning solution, and went to clean up the car seat.
 
            While she was gone, John took note of a few things.  First off, corner time was not something they had used before.  A spanking may be childish, but it was not exclusively childish.  Corner time, though, was a toddler’s punishment. Second, he was staying in this bedroom.  Sex was usually a part of their play, but he was staying in a different bedroom.  He wondered if he would have to go without for the whole trip.  They had gone a few weeks without sex before, but already John was horny.  The realism of the play was too much for him, and he was expecting a spanking, which always turned him on.
 
            The car seat cleaned, Alice went back into the house and went to the master bedroom to get what she would need for John’s punishment. As she went down the hall to John’s room, she called out ahead of her, “You had better still be in the corner.”
 
            When she came in, John was still facing the wall and said, “I didn’t move, honest.”
 
            “Good.  Turn around.”  John did as he was told.  Alice was staring back at him with her arms folded over her chest.  In her right hand was a hairbrush.  John saw that and took a big swallow.  John enjoyed spanking very much, but he didn’t enjoy pain.  The few spanking implements they had were more for Alice’s pleasure.  John preferred the hand.  Against a wall were a desk and a chair.  Alice set the brush on the desk, and took John by the wrist. 
 
            “I want to make sure you’re done,” she said.  Alice took John to the bathroom, where he stood a little dumbfounded as Alice positioned him in front of the toilet.  She pulled his pull-up to his knees, reached around him, took his penis in her hand, and pointed it at the toilet bowl.  She had to use her free hand to slap John’s hands away.
 
            “Well, go if you still have to.”
 
            “I don’t think I have to,” John said.  This was humiliating.  He was loving it.
 
            “I bet you can if you try,” Alice replied.  She gave his penis a tug that made John jump.  He closed his eyes and pushed, and sure enough he did manage a small dribble.  Some splashed on the rim before Alice found the right spot.  Alice was always complaining about him hitting the rim.  John filed this away for next time.  See, he wanted to say, it’s not so easy after all!  When she was done Alice gave him two shakes, and taking a bit of toilet paper, wiped off John’s privates and bottom.
 
            “Alright, back to your room.”  John started to pull his pull-up back up before Alice stopped him.
 
            “Leave it.  I just wiped you down, and you’re not going to need it anyway.”  John waddled in front of Alice with the pull-up hanging between his knees, swinging back and forth.         “Get back in the corner and don’t turn around.”  John did as he was told, letting his ears help him sense what was happening and what was to come.
 
            First he heard Alice open the closet on the other side of the room.  Then he heard the sound of tape breaking as a box was opened.  A plastic bag tore, and Alice walked over to the bed.  Next, the chair clattered as it was pulled from the desk and set on the floor.  It must be in the center of the room, he thought, because he didn’t hear the feet hit the hardwood floor, but a more muffled sound – the rug.  He heard wood scrape wood as the hairbrush was dragged off of the desk.
 
            “Turn around.”  Alice was standing, and as he looked around, everything was where he thought it would be.
 
            “Come here.”  John stepped forward.  Grasping him by the upper arm, she directed him to in front of the chair.  She sat down, and he stood before her with his hands over him penis and the pull-up sliding almost to the floor.  Setting the hairbrush to her right, she reached out and tore the sides of the pull-up, removed it from between John’s legs, and rolled it up.  She held it on her lap.
 
            “Look at this.  What do you have to say for yourself?”
 
            John mumbled, “It was an accident.  I didn’t mean to…”
 
            “The first time was an accident.  Getting your boxers dirty was an accident, but it was caused by your carelessness.  And what about wetting in the drive way?  That looked like you did it on purpose.  I swear, Johnny, I just don’t know what’s gotten into you.  Your grades last year were terrible, you broke curfew a half a dozen times – do you expect me to let this go on?  You’re acting more like a little kid than someone who’s going to college in two years.  Do you expect me to trust you with a driver’s license?”  John said nothing until Alice reached out and smacked him on the thigh.  “Answer me.”
 
            “I guess not.”  John sounded exactly like the barely verbal teenager who had gotten in trouble.
 
            Alice started again, “You guess not.  Well, you guess right.  I haven’t spanked you since you were twelve years old – do you remember? – for throwing food.  I’m going to spank you again, and you had better not say stop.”  John’s head shot up at the last comment.  That was Alice’s way of saying that there would be no yellow lights during the spanking.  A red light would bring a pause, but it would be temporary.  The only way to stop it was to use the safe word, and John didn’t want to do that.
 
            John wanted to protest somewhat though, so he said what any sixteen year old would say.  “You can’t spank me!  I’m too big.”
 
            “You’re still my child, I’m the mom, and I can spank you!”
 
            John tried again.  “But…”
 
            Alice was having none of it.  “No ‘buts!’  How many do you think you deserve?”  Sometimes Alice liked to ask John that.  It made him participate in his punishment, and she used it to go harder on him than she might otherwise if John gave her a low number.
 
            “Until…until you think I’ve learned my lesson?”
 
            “And then some.  Get over my lap.”  Alice placed the wet pull-up to her left where John’s face would be, and taking his right wrist in her left hand, she guided him over her knees.  Though John was shorter than Alice, OTK spankings were physically awkward on a chair.  Alice, however, intended that – it was just as awkward as it would be with a real teen over his mother’s knee.
 
            “I’m sorry I have to do this.  I didn’t think I would ever have to do this again.”  Alice started out slowly, using her left arm to keep John’s thin body locked down and to keep his shirt tucked up.  She paid careful attention to his sit spot where his butt joined his thighs.
 
            John was silent, the only sounds being the SMACK, SMACK, SMACK of Alice’s hand.  Alice and John found the layer cake method was the best way to add humiliation to a spanking.  The whole point of it was not so much the pain as the headspace.
 
            “I can’t believe you wet your pants!  And we had to throw away your poopy underwear!  It’s time you started to grow up and take responsibility, but you can’t even toilet yourself without my supervision.”  A flurry of smacks followed.  John’s rear end was starting to redden.  Alice was not a strong woman, but she knew how to deliver a spanking, letting her wrist do the hard work.  At fifty swats, John started to grunt with each one.  As a rule, John didn’t cry during spankings.  It wasn’t something he could bring himself to do.  Alice knew that, but she also knew that getting him to cry during a spanking would do more than anything else to help him find his little self. 
 
            John almost cried from time to time.  He was prone to moods, and sometimes he would just feel sad.  John had told Alice that sometimes he actually wanted to cry, but he couldn’t.  Movies could make him choke up, but the he hadn’t cried since watching Marlie & Me, and that was just a few weeks after his own childhood dog had died.  Alice wanted to help him learn to cry.
 
            “If your girlfriends could see you now, over your mommy’s knee getting spanked for wetting yourself and lying about it…”  Alice picked up the pace, and she heard John sniffle.  She knew it would be the psychological aspect, not the pain, that got John crying.  She had a trick up her sleeve for that.  After another ten very hard swats, Alice paused.  As she caught her breath, John turned around as much as he could, expecting her to be getting ready for the hairbrush.  Instead, she told him to stand up.
 
            “Johnny, I’m sorry, but we’re not done.  Lay down on the bed.”
 
            Rubbing his butt, John did as he was told.  His penis was semi-erect, and he longed to touch it.  He was ready for his diaper, and he thought that was what was coming.  He stared at the ceiling until Alice stepped into his field of vision, hairbrush in hand.
 
            “I’m going to spank you in the diaper position, Johnny.  I want you to look at me during your spanking, and I want you to listen.”  Alice gave John a knowing look.  This was what the diaper position was for, so she could look him in the eye, her secret weapon to communicate to him those emotions she believed could break through his barriers.  Alice reached down and grasped John’s genitals in her hands, pushed them against his stomach, and said, “Hold those there.  I don’t want them to get hurt.  Lift your legs.”  They had never used the diaper position before except for actual diapering.  Holding into himself, John raised his legs and kept them closed.  He hadn’t worried about it before, but now he was worried about the hairbrush hitting his balls.  He was focused on that until the hairbrush connected with his already sore bottom.  He yelped, and Alice began spanking much harder than she had ever spanked John before.  It took less than ten seconds to deliver twenty-five spanks, and as Alice used her left hand to hold up John’s ankles and her right hand to do the spanking, she kept her eyes on John’s and began lecturing.
 
            “John Alexander Winfrey, I have been so disappointed in you.  You disobey me, and you lie to me, you run around with girls!  Your grades are low, and you don’t care.  You disrespect your teachers and you don’t care.  And you don’t respect me!”  John’s butt was turning crimson, and his eyes were watery.  John gritted his teeth and shut his eyes tight only to have Alice land the hairbrush on his sit spots, five times each, quickly and with even more force.
 
            “I told you to look me in the eye.”  John’s eyes reluctantly opened back up, and he saw that Alice was sweating a little now, her forehead damp, and she was breathing harder.  As spank after spank rained down, John began to squirm.  He was normally quite still, but this was beyond any pain he had ever wanted to experience.  He felt as though he were actually being punished, and whatever it was he did, he was sorry! 
 
His breathing grew shallow, and he started to panic a little bit.  He wasn’t hearing Alice very much at all, until through his pain he heard, “And I can’t trust you anymore!” 
 
She can’t trust me!  That was about the worst possible thing he could hear.  Mommy or wife, John was a conscientious husband, an attentive lover.  He believed his wife was the most beautiful and deserving woman in the whole world, and he treated her like a goddess.  A goddess who couldn’t trust him anymore.  In her happiness was his happiness, and without that, he had nothing.
 
            It started with a low sob, and before he knew what he was doing, John had tears running down his cheeks, and sobs were escaping his throat, and he was crying.  Actual crying, too.  He hadn’t cried like this since a funeral.  His chest was heaving, his nose was running freely, and the tears were staying in his eyes, making them burn and blurring his vision.
 
            Alice’s heart was broken for John.  She considered for a moment, and gave him twenty more hard smacks.  When she was growing up, spankings went until you cried “and then some,” as her mother liked to say.  His bum was a light purple, and lowering his legs to the bed, she sat and cradled his head.  She started to shush him as he began to apologize, to promise to do better.  John sniffled and tried to catch his breath, which came in broken sobs and had to be forced out again through the tears.
 
            Alice stroked his hair, “There, there.  Mommy still loves you.  It’s okay.  I know you’ll be a good boy.  Shh, shh.”  She rocked him until he got control of himself again, and then she stepped to the bathroom.
 
            Behind the closed door of the bathroom, Alice let out her own short sob.  She was overcome with so many emotions.  Some shame and regret at having pushed John so far.  Guilt for delivering such a painful spanking when she knew John wasn’t into that.  She was proud of John for taking that spanking and for making an emotional breakthrough, and she was so very happy that she could help him, even as she considered the method.  She permitted herself the selfish thought that she was the only person who could help him; to be needed – that was what she had always wanted.  Her last few tears were for the deep love she felt for the man who had married her and made her happy. 
Alice got control of herself, not letting herself take more than a few minutes lest the moment be broken.  Alice dried her eyes and washed her face, and once more she was the mommy with a misbehaving teen to see to.


John was still crying when Alice came back, but he wasn’t sobbing anymore.  She had a warm washcloth in her hand, and she wiped his face, held the cloth to his nose while he blew, and John started to perk up somewhat.  He was quiet, but there was a glint in his eye.  Alice bent to kiss him, and when she pulled away, she noticed a crease in his forehead, and John began to squirm a little.  Alice knew immediately what was wrong.
 
            “Roll over, sweetie.  I’ll be back again.”
 
            John’s butt was not prone to bruising, but then he wasn’t prone to severe spankings either.  He might get a bruise tomorrow, but in the meantime the burning sensation gave way to a clammy pins and needles feeling.  It was actually much worse than a bruise.  He felt like scratching more than rubbing, but he quickly realized that was a big mistake.
 
            Alice returned with a clean washcloth, a bowl of warm water, and their swim bag.  Wetting the cloth and wringing it out, Alice laid it on John’s bottom and pressed gently, letting the coolness of the cloth take away some of the sting.  Alice loved John’s butt, and as she looked at what she had done, she felt another pang of regret.  She was almost certain that John would have a hard time sitting down for the next few days, but she hoped he would be fine.  She took her time soothing John, and despite the angry color of his bum, Alice had to resist the temptation to squeeze it and play with it.  John’s breathing slowed, and he still hadn’t said anything yet except that he was sorry.  Putting the cloth in the bowl and the bowl on the floor, Alice reached into the swim bag and came out with a bottle of aloe.
 
            Knowing that it would be even more painful to put cold aloe on John’s bottom, she poured it into her hands and rubbed them together before smoothing it onto John’s skin.  He sighed and made a choking sound, and Alice thought he would start crying again.  He almost did.  When the aloe was all rubbed in, Alice went to the closet and retrieved a diaper.  John preferred Abenas even for around the house, but she grabbed a Cushie instead.  She laid it down next to his face.
 
            “Johnny, look at me.”
 
            John turned.  “Yes, Mommy?”  His eyes were puffy and red.  He actually looked quite awful.
 
            “The people who own this house keep extra diapers here in case their guests need them suddenly and can’t get into town.  I know that the woods were not your fault, but what happened in the car was.  Just for tonight, I want you to wear a diaper.”
 
            “But, Mommy, I’m not a little boy.  I don’t need diapers,” John whined.  He sounded unhappy about it, but he knew better than to be petulant about it.  Mommy Alice believed that once her little boy had been spanked once, it made no sense not to spank again immediately if the first one didn’t take.
 
            “Well, sweetie, you needed pull-ups, and we don’t have any more of those.  You don’t have to use the diapers, but you’ll have them just in case.  Trust me?”  John just nodded, and Alice ran her hand over John’s butt to make sure the aloe had dried and wouldn’t get on the sheets.  She nudged him to roll over.  John’s eyes were closed, and for the first time since they got out of the car, John was smiling.
 
            Standing back up, Alice unfolded the diaper, smoothing out the wings.  She turned to John’s legs, and they were flat on the bed.
 
            “Honey, I know it’s been a while since I diapered you, but I know you know your legs have to come up.  Good…open your knees.”  As she slid the diaper under John’s bum, she realized she didn’t have any powder with her.  She pulled the diaper up to his waist, made sure it was positioned correctly, and told John to hold it there.
 
            “I don’t want you spraying down the room while I’m gone.”  John picked his head up and wondered what the holdup was.  When Alice returned from the master bedroom with the talc and a diaper cover, John found his big boy voice again.
 
            “Mom, I don’t need that.  I’m actually going to use the diaper.  It will make me smell like a baby.”
 
            “Johnny, first of all, the perfume they put on the diaper already makes you smell like a baby.  Second, it will keep you dry even if you don’t use it.  A sweaty bottom wouldn’t feel very good under the circumstances.”  Alice pulled the diaper back down and very gently rubbed some powder onto John’s butt and into his genitals.  She paused to knead his scrotum between her fingers.  Sometimes this alone was enough for John to climax, but she didn’t want to do that just yet.  Pointing his penis down, Alice closed the diaper and taped it shut.  Stepping back, she asked him to stand up and held out the diaper cover for John.  This was one of their favorite play things.  They had purchased it as a pull-on flannel diaper only to find that at least ten of them would have to worn to actually absorb anything.  After Alice had accidentally tuned it pink in the wash, it became just a fuzzy pink diaper cover.  For the second time that day, John stepped into undies held out by his mom.  Alice had a pacifier in her pocket, and she was tempted to give it to him, but she decided it didn’t fit with the scene.  They had the whole trip together.  There was no need to rush things.
 
            “Johnny, I know you said you were sorry, but I want to impress upon you how much you hurt me when you misbehave.  I want you to think about what happened today and how you are going to be more responsible in the future.”  Leading him with a hand on his shoulder, Alice led John back to the corner.  She took the chair from the center of the room and put it behind him.
 
            Next, she picked up the now cold pull-up from the floor.  It had already begun to smell in the way that pull-ups do and diapers don’t, another reason they didn’t like them.  She rolled it back up.
 
            “Johnny, turn around.”  He looked over his shoulder and thought he was going to get another lecture.  Instead, Alice placed the pull-up in his hand.  “You can sit down if you want to, but when I come back in here, you had better be holding that diaper.  And stare at the wall.  I’ll come get you when dinner is ready.”  With that, Alice turned and left. 
 
John had two thoughts.  First, it was difficult to rub his bottom through such a thick diaper, and the cover didn’t help either.  Second, it was a pull-up, not a diaper.



The rest of the first day
 
            Both Alice and John loved to cook, and almost everything they made was from scratch.  They planned to eat out during their vacation a few times, but they had the cabin’s owners stock the fridge with enough groceries for ten or so meals.  Alice was planning a trip to the grocery store, so she didn’t mind running out.  As she glanced through the fridge, she settled on making alfredo with broccoli.  It was one of their favorite meals – butter, cream, and cheese.  It was awfully hard to mess up.
 
            Though they had lunch almost six hours ago, Alice took her time.  In part that was because she wanted John to really think about his timeout, but Alice also wanted some time to think about the day.  She was proud of John.  He had told her more about his IBS in that afternoon than he ever had before, and she was very surprised that he actually cried.  She was not at all certain she could make it happen.  John always became more babyish when he was punished, but he barely ever whimpered, let alone sobbed.  John could be so moody.  Sometimes he was just sad.  It wasn’t like a melancholy, and it wasn’t deep or long lasting, but there were evenings when John would be quiet for no reason.  He would turn on music and sing along with it, old folk songs mostly, most of them sad.  He would snuggle up against her and rest his head on her shoulder or breast, and she would stroke his hair. 
 
            He had told her that he thought he would feel better if he could cry, but he couldn’t.  He would get teary eyed looking at pictures of his nieces, and he cried when his grandmother was dying, but even then he was self-conscious.  When they flew to his home town for the funeral, he had neatly ironed three brand new white handkerchiefs, placing them in the pockets of his suit.  They weren’t for him.  They were for his sister and mother.  He never shed a tear at the funeral.  The only thing that made him choke up was watching his loved ones cry.
 
            Alice finished the sauce, but the pasta needed more time.  She stepped out onto the porch with a glass of wine and walked around to the back.  The swing set in the side yard was the older kind, made of wood and metal, like the kind they had both grown up with.  The swings were wider and would accommodate them, which made her feel happy.  She loved swinging, but then, all little girls love swinging.  Around back was a woodpile under a small, open shed.  It was well stocked.  The air was turning cold.
 
            The pasta was done, al dente, and Alice blanched the broccoli in the pasta water before straining.  A little salt and pepper, and the sauce was ready.  She went to get John.  He was still standing.
 
            “Johnny, you can turn around now.”  His face still looked puffy, and his shirt was damp with tears and snot.  She took the pull-up from him and set it on the chair.
 
            “Arms up,” she said.  John lifted his arms, and Alice pulled the shirt over his head.  “Do you have to go potty?”
 
            “No, Mom.”
 
            She patted the front of his diaper and didn’t detect any heaviness.  She knew John would be wet at some point, she just wasn’t sure if he would do it before he was put to bed or after.
 
            “Okay.  But tell me if you do.  I’ll lay out a shirt for you while you wash your face and hands for dinner.”  She handed him the pull-up again.
 
            “Throw this in the diaper pail in the nursery on your way to the bathroom.
            Halfway out the door, John turned around.  “Can I wear some pants too?”
 
            “Not right now.  I want to be able to check your diaper easily.  You can have some when we go outside.”  John went to the bathroom, and Alice took a T-shirt out of john’s suitcase and laid it on the bed.
 
            Alice had the table set when John came in, looking much better with his hair combed and face washed.  He was surprised that Alice had set a glass of wine at his place setting.  Sensing that, Alice said, “You’re old enough for a glass of wine, but only with me around.”  She noticed that he sat down slowly and winced when he made contact with the chair, even though it had a pillow covering the hard wood.
 
            Alice tossed the pasta with the sauce and served it.  It smelled good and looked good, but John hesitated.  Butter, cream, and cheese.  This was exactly the kind of food that John was not supposed to eat, but John loved food, and he ate this kind of stuff anyway when didn’t have to go somewhere the next morning.  Normally he wouldn’t give it a second thought.  He had already had one episode that day, and he rarely had them in the evenings ever.  He decided to take a chance.
 
            It gets dark in the woods early.  The sun may not go down until 8:30 that time of year, but when it dips below the trees, dusk comes early.  It was fairly dark by seven.  Alice suggested they take a walk.  She helped John put on jeans, shoes and a sweatshirt.  Alice threw on a cashmere pullover and grabbed a flashlight out of a kitchen drawer.  She’s elegant even in the woods, John thought.
 
            She showed him the back yard with the wood and told him they might have a fire while they were there, and they sat down on the swings.  She pushed him for a while and then sat down to watch him.
 
            John started to go higher and said, “Look at me, Mom!”  Alice couldn’t tell if that was little Johnny or big John showing off for his mom or his wife.  That seemed a step in the right direction.  He came to a stop, and said, “Mom, why don’t you swing for a while.  I’ll push you.”
 
            “Okay, I haven’t done this since I was a schoolgirl.”  John liked the thought of that, and Alice sat down and John pushed her for a while.  He stepped back to watch her, the smooth grace of her legs pulling back and swinging upward, her back arching on the rise, her hair behind her one moment and falling on his shoulders the next.  She let her feet drag in the dirt and came to a stop.  In what was left of the moonlight, John could see that Alice had goose bumps on her legs, but she didn’t seem cold.
 
            Grabbing the flashlight, they started toward the dock.  There was a tall light pole at the foot of the dock with an electric box.  Opening it, Alice threw the switch and the light atop the pole came on.  There was another switch that turned on the lighting that ran on either side of the dock, but she left it off and took john’s hand.  When they reached the end of the dock, Alice turned off the flashlight, sat down with her legs opened, and motioned for John to sit between them.  He leaned back against her and rested his head on her breast.  She wrapped her arms around his chest, and he reached up to place one hand on her forearm.  Alice whispered in his ear, “I’m so proud of you.”
 
            As the sun set behind them, they watched the moon rise over the cove, and after a little while, Alice began to hum a lullaby and rocked slowly back and forth.  John had never felt so at peace. 

After about twenty minutes, John’s stomach made a sound that he knew all too well.  Dinner had not agreed with him.  Thinking over his situation, he decided that he needed to use the diaper at some point.  Alice was right: he judged himself for his condition, not other people.  He may not like it, but at least when he was playing he could fit it into the narrative.  He knew from experience that the noises he was hearing would soon be audible to Alice.  He decided just to wait, and then it did happen.
 
            “Honey, do you need to go potty?”
 
            “I think so, Mom.  Can we go back to the house?"
 
            “Of course.”  Alice wasn’t sure if John was planning on using his diaper or the toilet.  She would let him lead.  Turning the flashlight back on, they headed back toward the house, turning off the dock light on the way.  About halfway there, John stopped and doubled over.  He was having a cramp, but he straightened up.  This is going to be unpleasant, he thought, but he walked onto the porch and into the living room.  As he was having second thoughts about using his diaper, if Alice would even let him use the toilet, the pain became too great, and still holding Alice’s hand, he squatted own and pushed.
 
            The sound was muffled but wet, and putting the flashlight in her pocket, Alice crouched down next to John and began rubbing his back.  She could tell when he was pushing because his grip tightened on her hand.
 
            “Go ahead, sweetie, you’re wearing a diaper after all.  Just do what you have to do,” she coaxed him.  After about two minutes, he looked up at her.  His was face was very red.  He turned toward her slightly, and she placed her hand on his stomach.  Suddenly, John’s face clamped down, and he began to strain involuntarily.  She felt his abdominal muscles contract beneath her hand, and she was so surprised by how powerful the contraction was that she pulled her hand away.  John broke out in a cold sweat and slumped the rest of the way to the floor.  He had a few more spasms, and Alice kept holding his hand, telling him it was alright, to just go.  John finally relaxed.
 
            Alice looked him over.  His ears were bright red, and she placed her hand behind them.  They were giving off so much heat it was as if he had come in from jogging.  Alice had never seen an episode before.  Even when he used a diaper, he went to the bathroom to do it alone.
            “Johnny, is it always like that?”
 
            “That was a little worse than it usually is.  My fault, I should have eaten less for dinner.  That was the first time I didn’t make it to the toilet, though.  Or a tree.”
 
            “Don’t say that.  It’s not your fault at all.  Do you want a cold cloth?”
 
            “I really just want to be changed.”
 
            Alice hesitated.  She wanted to do anything to make him feel better.  The episode may be over, but she knew that his bowel probably still felt twisted and crampy.  He also stunk quite badly.  On the other hand, she knew there could be an encore.
 
            “Wait right here.”  John looked at her as she walked into the kitchen.  Where am I going, he thought.
 
            Alice came back with a damp paper towel and placed it behind John’s right ear, then his left, then wiped his face with it and let it rest on his neck.  “Why don’t we wait five minutes, just in case?”
 
            “Okay.”  John felt better the moment that cold water got behind his ears.  He smiled.  Just like a real mommy, Alice knew instinctively how to make him feel better.
 
            “Okay, let’s go change your pants.  In the nursery.”  Alice helped John to his feet, and they went to the nursery.  There was no way John could go on a changing table with a rail on it, but he could lie on the pad if it was on the floor.  Alice knelt to remove John’s shoes and socks, then took off his sweatshirt and T-shirt.  As she undid his jeans, Alice hoped that the diaper had contained whatever John had done.  Lucky for them both, it had; she pulled down his diaper cover, which was miraculously still clean, and he stepped out of it.  IBS may seem catastrophic when it’s happening, but it doesn’t always lead to a as big a mess as might be expected.
 
            Tossing aside his clothes, Alice removed her own sweater and pointed to the mat, and John knew to lay down.  “I’ll go get the supplies.”  Alice went back to John’s room to get everything she needed, and found John rubbing the front of his diaper when she came back.  She just laughed.
 
            “You’re incorrigible.”
 
            “Well something good ought to come out of this.”
 
            “Well no more of that.  Sixteen year olds do not talk to their mothers that way.”  Alice put on a pair of latex gloves, something she didn’t often do when changing a dirty diaper, but she was scared of what was inside.  With such a thick diaper, she couldn’t tell from the outside, but she noticed that the leg gathers were clearly stained.  This was actually a rare occurrence for them.  They both liked dirty diapers, their own and each other’s, but they didn’t like changing them.  They usually showered, but Alice thought she owed John a treat.
 
            With everything ready, Alice undid the tape on either side of John’s diaper and opened it.  It wasn’t as much as either of them had expected, and it wasn’t thick either.  But it was soft and formless and oily, so it was still a pain to clean up.  Using the front of the diaper to get as much as she could, Alice told John to lift and up and slid the diaper out from under him to the side.  She began using the wipes and setting them in the diaper, each pass exposing another track of still very red skin.  He winced each time ran over a wipe over him.
 
            “Sorry, but that ought to teach you to misbehave.”  She completed the unpleasant task of cleaning his scrotum and around it, and when everything else was clean, she started on his crevice.  After a few passes, she saw his anus.  Then she looked at the wipe.  In addition to the stool, there was blood.  She had changed him many times, but never after an episode.  She was shocked, a little scared, and she pitied him.  She held it up to show John.
 
            “Does that always happen?”  She was genuinely concerned.
 
            John lifted his head.  “After episodes like that, yes.”  He put his head back down.
 
            “I didn’t know.”  Alice finished cleaning him as gently as she could, but the alcohol in the wipes burned.  Each pass cleaned less stool, but the blood was not less.  She finally had to ask him if she should stop.
 
            “It’s okay,” he told her, “It’s just a little raw.”
 
            Alice started to unfold a new diaper when John stopped her.  “Do you think I can have a bath?”
 
            “Sure.  Go ahead, and I’ll clean up in here.”  John left, and Alice folded the used diaper into itself and put it in the diaper pail.  She realized they had better remember to take that trash out or they would never be able to stay there again.
 


The bathroom door was open part way, and Alice knocked.  “Johnny, do you need help?”
 
            “No, Mom, I can take a bath on my own.”  Alice thought about it for a moment.  She wasn’t sure if John wanted her or not, but she decided that she wanted John.
 
            “I’m coming in anyway.”  It was a decent sized bathroom, and in the closet was a small stool for a mother to sit on while she bathed her child.  She sat down and checked the water temperature.
 
            “Let me do that.  Just sit back.”  She took the washcloth from John and began to lather it with soap.  She shushed John when he began to protest, and pushed him back against the tub.  Alice loved John’s chest.  He was very well built, with more thickness than definition.  To her that was how real men looked, not the guys in underwear ads.  She took her time rubbing the soap in, and she slowly and gently ran the cloth over his stomach.  John sighed in contentment.  He was practically a puppy when it came to having his stomach rubbed.  She reached under the water and found his genitals, slowly soaping them up, and then ran down his legs.  He pushed himself forward so she could get his back, and then she had him stand.  She freshened the washcloth and did everywhere again, then had his spread his legs while she thoroughly cleaned his cracks and crevices.  She was gentle on his bum, and John shuddered when she ran the cloth over the small of his back.  She leaned in close to give his diaper area a sniff, and content that he wasn’t stinky, she pulled the plug and grabbed the shower nozzle to rinse him off with.
 
            Once the dirty bath water was gone, John sat back down, and the tub was refilled.  He relaxed while Alice washed his hair, rinsed him again, and spent a few minutes enjoying the warmth.
 
            Putting the stool away, Alice grabbed a towel off the bar and held it out for John.  She wrapped him up and dried him off, and then took him back to his own room.  He immediately got on the bed.
 
            “Mom, I know I have to wear a diaper again tonight, but do I have to wear one tomorrow?”
 
            “Only if you wet tonight.  Your accident tonight wasn’t your fault, so that doesn’t count.  Is that fair?”
 
            “Yeah, I guess so.”
 
            “Good.  I’ll go get a diaper out of the nursery.”  Alice went to get the supplies out of the nursery.  John was on his side rubbing his butt when she came back in.
 
            “Enough of that.  It will feel better in the morning,” Alice said.  “Lift up…”  John lifted his butt up, and Alice positioned the diaper underneath it.  She shook some powder onto his scrotum and penis, and reached the Desitin to put some on his butt and perineum.  As she smoothed it on, she figured it might help sooth his anus, so she spread his cheeks and applied some as gently as she could.  John had been thinking the same thing.  In fact, his gastroenterologist had suggested that in the past.  John was perfectly content.  As Alice finished with the Desitin, she sighed, and reached for a wipe to clean her hands.  Without taping up the diaper, she stood up and went to the head of the bed. 
 
            Taking John’s chin her hands, and with all seriousness said, “John Alexander Winfrey, when you have a problem like that, you tell me.  I don’t care how embarrassing it is or how painful it is, you tell me, and I’ll help, do you understand?  I’m your mother, and I love you,”  Alice’s voice cracked.  John had kept his ailment hidden from her as much as he could; in retrospect, Alice was surprised that she had never seen that before, but at the moment, all she could think was that she wanted to help her husband.  No secrets, especially when it came to his health, even it was what others would derisively term “a quality of life issue.”
 
            John swallowed and nodded yes, and Alice kissed him on the cheek.  She smiled at him and ran her hand through his hair before returning to the diaper.  She was about to fasten it up when she noticed John’s penis, semi-rigid and bobbing up and down. 
 
            “Tell you what, sweetie, I’m going to go clean up the bathroom.  It should take me about ten minutes.  I think some fresh air on your butt will be good for you.”  Alice left, and John took the hint.  It took him less than five minutes to masturbate and clean up, and he didn’t even have to move off the diaper.
 
            Alice came back in and she laughed as she sauntered across the bedroom, “Johnny, how did you get Desitin cream all over your peepee?”
 
            After fastening the diaper, Alice went back to the closet for a pull-on cloth diaper and plastic pants.  John was a side sleeper, and this would ensure a dry bed in the morning.  All diapered, Alice selected a T-shirt and cotton pajama bottoms and helped John dress. 
 
            “It’s been a really long day, Johnny.  I think you should go to bed.”
 
            “Okay, Mom.”
 
            “Do you need anything?”
 
            “Maybe just some water.”
 
            “I’ll bring you some in a little while.  Good night.  I love you.”  Alice turned off the light and headed to the living room.  Aside from John not feeling well, she couldn’t have been more pleased with how the day had gone.  After taking her own shower, and making good use of the shower wand, Alice went to bed herself.  Before though, she took a glass of water to John’s room and found him fast asleep.  She was tempted to check his diaper, but she didn’t want to risk waking him.  They both slept soundly.


Part 10.  Brief...
 

Day 2, in the morning
 
            “Mom…Mom…”  John prodded Alice’s shoulder.  She slowly rolled over.  She was very groggy.
 
            “What is it, sweetie?”
 
            “I…I wet my bed.”
 
            “What time is it?
 
            “6:45.”
 
            “Come here.”  John waddled up to the bed as Alice propped herself up on an elbow.  Reaching out, she tugged John’s pants down and lifted the crotch of his diaper.  She felt around the edges of his plastic pants.
 
            “You can’t be too wet since everything is still dry on the outside.  It’s too early to get up.  You can go back to bed or watch TV quietly in the living room.”
 
            “But Mom, I’m all wet.” 
 
            “Johnny, this is my vacation too, and I want to sleep in for once.  I’ll change you as soon as I get up.”  Alice rolled back over and was almost asleep again by the time Johnny reached the door.  Alice found it kind of cute that he would wake her up.  Just like real kids, John was an early bird; Alice was anything but.
 
            When Alice did wake up again an hour and half later, she dressed casually into jeans and a sweatshirt and went to the kitchen to make a cup of tea.  She assumed John had gone back to bed, and there was no evidence that he had come into the living room.  A cold front had moved in during the night, and it looked like it would rain.  They didn’t have any plans for the day, and the idea of spending the day inside was not unappealing.
 
            Mug in hand, she went to wake up John.  Opening is bedroom door, she sang out, “Rise and shine, Johnny!”  Except John wasn’t in there.  It was a small cabin.  Alice went back down the hall looking for any sign of him, and she went out to the porch to call his name.  He wasn’t out there and he wasn’t on the swing set.  Alice was genuinely worried.  She went back to the kitchen and waited.  It started to rain.


Part 11
 

A half hour passed before John came in through the front door, dripping wet and dressed for a run.
 
            “Hi, Mom.”
 
            “Don’t ‘Hi, Mom’ me!  Where the hell were you?  I’ve been sitting here worrying!”  Alice was actually quite upset.
 
            “It’s no big deal.  I went for a run.  Chill out.”
 
            “Don’t you dare tell me to chill out!  I had no idea where you were.  None at all!”
 
            “Mom, I’m sixteen.  I can go for a run on my own.”
 
            “Not here, you can’t.  You don’t even know where we are.  Come here.  Stand in front me.”  John trudged over, leaving a wet trail front the entry way to the kitchen floor.  Without a word, Alice bent down and untied John’s tennis shoes and pulled them off.  His socks came off next, their wetness making it a more difficult task.  She stood to remove his shirt and tossed it with his shoes into a wet pile.  Finally, she stripped off his shorts, leaving him naked and beginning to shiver. 
 
            “Mom,” John Whined, “I don’t like you seeing me like this!”  John tried to cover himself with his hands.  Alice ignored his complaint.
            “Well,” Alice asked, hands on her hips, “Where’s that diaper you wanted me to change?”
 
            “I threw it away.”
 
            “And the cloth diaper and plastic panties?”
 
            “I put them in the washer.  They were barely damp.”
 
            “Was I not clear last night?  I told you that if you wet your diaper before morning, I would keep you in them until you stayed dry.  When did I tell you that you could take your diaper off?”
 
            “I…I guess you didn’t”
 
            “You guess.  Well I know I didn’t.  Do you have any idea how worried I was about you?  It’s raining, I wake up, I don’t know where you are.  What if you had fallen down?  What if something happened to you?”
 
            “I’m sorry, Mom.  I guess I didn’t think.  It won’t happen again.”
 
            “I know it won’t happen again.  You’re acting more like a twelve year old than a sixteen year old.  Maybe that’s how I should treat you.”  That was John’s cue.  He had been demoted.  It was different than being demoted from sixteen to an infant.  John didn’t really know what twelve meant in terms of what he could and couldn’t do.  That made him nervous; as he often told Alice when she was the little, ignorance of the rules was no excuse.  “Let’s get you dried off.  Go to your room.”
 
            They headed down the hallway, John walking in front.  She examined his rear end as they went.  She judged that yesterday’s spanking still lingered, and it looked like John had a hairbrush-shaped bruise on each cheek.  It was ironic.  Alice hadn’t wanted to spank John today, and she figured that John didn’t want to be spanked today, but he had forced her hand. 
 
Alice stopping in the bathroom for a towel.  She found John shivering on his bed.  She wrapped the towel around him and roughly dried him off.  He was starting to warm.  Leaving the towel around him, Alice sat down.
 
            “Johnny, we need to have a mother to son talk.  I know that twelve is a tough age.  I was twelve once too.  You feel like an adult, but you’re really not.  It’s confusing.  You don’t know what the rules are.  I get all that.  But you can’t just run off whenever you feel like it.  I need to know where you are at all times.  Another hour and I would have called the police to come find you.”
 
            “Mom, are you mad at me?”
 
            “A little, but I’m more disappointed than mad.”
 
            “Mom, are you going to spank me?
 
            “I think I have to, don’t you?”
 
            “It’s just that, I think I’m too old for a spanking.  I want to be grounded instead.”
 
            “I understand that spankings are no fun, but under the circumstances, I think it’s appropriate.  Are you going to fight me?”
 
            John turned to look at Alice, and the look was defiant.  After a long moment, his face softened.  “Can I at least put some underwear on?”  John’s shoulder stooped lower; he seemed to shrink is his resignation.  Alice couldn’t tell if it was an act or not. 
 
            “Underwear won’t make it any easier, and I saw everything you have last night.  Give me the towel.”
 
            John slowly slid the towel off his shoulder.  He had goose bumps running up and down his arms and legs.
 
            “Get into the diaper position.”  John laid down, tucked his genitals in front of himself, and lifted his legs up while Alice took the hairbrush from the desk.  She walked back to the bed and took up her position, grasping his legs with her left hand.  She started out spanking him with her hand, looking him in the eye.  He jumped a little with each swat, a result more of yesterday’s spanking than the current one.  She decided to go easy on him, but she still lectured him. 
 
            John was taking it pretty well.  It hurt, but it was duller pain than yesterday’s.  After twenty-five spanks on each side, Alice picked up the hairbrush.  The first spank with the hairbrush made him yelp.  He was squealing with each spank.  Alice kept lecturing told him that what he did was a sign he couldn’t be trusted, and she paused in mid swing, waiting for tears, but nothing came.  Alice started spanking harder to get a reaction, but there was nothing.  After five spanks as hard she was willing to try, there was still nothing.  John’s eyes were watery, but nothing more.  Alice was bothered by it, and she was tempted to get the belt, but she relented.  She wasn’t even sure John had heard her lecture over his own ‘ouches’ and ‘ows.’
 
            Alice lowered John’s legs and placed the hairbrush in her back pocket.  She didn’t plan on using it again for a few days at least, but she wanted John to experience the psychological threat that he could be spanked at any moment if he crossed a line. 
 
            “You can rub while I get a diaper ready.”
 
            John rubbed his bottom.  It had started the day a dull red, but it was bright red again.  He wondered if it would ever heal this week.
 
            “Mom, why do I have to wear a diaper?’
 
            “Because you’ve been having accidents.  We’ll see if you can stay dry, but for now, I’m going to keep you in diapers.  Besides, I think it might improve your attitude.”
 
            “Do I have to use them?”
 
            “I’ve thought about that, Johnny.  You can tell me when you need to go, and you can either use your diapers, or I’ll let you out so you can use the bathroom.  I’ll change you whenever you need it.  Deal?”
 
            “I guess.”
 
            “Good.  Now come and lay down on the floor.  I want to diaper you here from now on.” John laid down on the floor and cooperated without needing any instructions.  Alice smoothed Desitin onto his sore bottom and powdered him thoroughly before taping the diaper closed.  She pulled John to his feet.
 
            “Johnny, I don’t want you to leak on any of the furniture here, so until I know for sure how much your diapers can hold, you’re going to wear double diapers.”  Going into her box of goodies, Alice found a thick, printed cloth diaper and a pair of pink rhumba pants.
 
            “Mom,” John whined, “Those are baby diapers…for a girl.”
 
            “John, the hairbrush is in my back pocket for a reason, so watch your tone with me.  Prove to me you’re a grown-up and wear your diapers.”  Alice held out the diapers and motioned for a John to step into them, followed by the panties.  She tugged them up as high as they would go and gave John a pat on the butt.
 
            “I think you can spend the day in your pajamas.  It doesn’t look like we’re going outside, at least this morning.  Why don’t you go watch cartoons while I make us a late breakfast.”
 
            John waddled down the hall.  With diapers this thick on, he knew he was not going to be allowed to go to the bathroom.  On the other hand, he was wary of that hairbrush.


The afternoon
 
            It was now almost 11:15.  As John settled onto the couch to find something on TV, Alice went to the freezer to find some breakfast.  Normally they didn’t eat processed food, but there was something about those foods from childhood that helped both of them settle into their little/big dynamic.  Since it was morning and John was the baby, it would be Eggos.  John had loved Eggos as a kid; in fact, his mother had told Alice that John had smelled like maple syrup for the first few years of his life.  At any other time, John would wonder what they did to the waffles to make them that disgusting yellow color, but when he was being little, it was just like being a kid again.  And as a bonus, they were quick to make, so John could get back to playing.
 
            “Johnny, come to the table.  Breakfast is almost ready,” Alice called across to the living room.
 
            “In a minute,” John yelled back.
 
            Loud enough for John to hear, Alice set the hairbrush on the kitchen table, the wood clattering.  “Right now, young man.”
 
            John jumped from the couch and waddled as fast as he could, sitting down in the nearest chair with his hands gripping the side to keep his butt covered.  “Sorry, Mommy.”
 
            “It’s okay, you just need to listen to me the first time,” Alice said as she finished preparing her son’s plate.  “How about after we eat I build us a fire and we can watch a movie?”
 
            “Sure.  That sounds fun.  I hope it stops raining though.  I want to go swimming while we’re here.”
 
            Alice set a plate in front of John, who began eating his waffles a little more sloppily than Alice would have liked.
 
            “Johnny, manners.  I don’t want you sticky all day.”  John sheepishly wiped his face and hands, eyeing the brush on the other side of the table.
 
            “What movie do you want to watch today?”
 
            “I don’t know, maybe something with an animal in it.”
 
            “Well, we’ll check the cabinet to see what’s here.  Do you still want to be a veterinarian when you grow up?”  John had once wanted to be a veterinarian.  That was quite a ways from what he actually did, but John knew of no twelve year old who wanted to work in an office. 
 
            “I think so.  I’m done eating.  Can I go watch TV?”
 
            “Yes, but first do these dishes while I bring in some wood from outside.”
 
            “Do I have to?”
 
            “Yes.  It won’t take you five minutes.”  With the look of a spoiled pre-teen, John took his and his mom’s plate to the sink, sulking all the way.  Five minutes of play time, John thought.
 
            Alice went outside through the backdoor and brought in enough wood for a fire to last a few hours.  The cold front that brought the rain had made for a very chilly day in the woods, and the rain, while soft, was coming down in fat, cold drops.  It was the perfect day to spend next to a fire, cuddled up close to someone.  It occurred to Alice that it would be a good occasion to wear herself, though she had originally wanted to put that off for a few days.  Stacking the wood on the stone in front of the fireplace, she decided to at least change out of her jeans.  She looked across the room to John drying a plate, his sweatpants sagging down, caught on a ruffle of his panties, and Alice was jealous.  Those are my panties, she thought, I should get to wear them.  She went to change.
 
            In her bedroom, Alice opened her suitcase to find her own sweatpants.  She considered once more how nice it would be to put on a diaper for the movie, but she had made a promise to John.  She decided to settle on a pair of little girl undies that she brought with her, and after thinking for a moment, she chose the unicorn pair over Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles.  Heading back into the living room, she saw John on all fours in front of the TV cabinet, going through the movies, two ruffles now exposed.  The sight made her laugh; the only time John had anything resembling an actual butt was when he was diapered, and then just barely.  Keeping his pants up even with a belt was one of John’s great challenges in life.
 
            “Find anything good?”
 
            John turned and stood up, holding a DVD close to himself and tugging up his pants.  As he walked across the room, he surveyed his wife.  He loved her in her jersey-knit sweatpants.  She looked beautiful in anything, and the casual, I-don’t-care look made her seem as elegant as an evening gown.  They also had the effect of making Alice look like the girl next door.  In fact, they had spent a weekend playing girl-next-door; it turns out she has a bladder problem, but the boy next door was able to convince her that diapers were better than wet pants.  He felt himself growing in his diaper, and he was even more acutely jealous than he usually was of people who could masturbate through a diaper, something he could never manage.
 
            “I found this,” John said, holding the DVD out to her and blushing.  It was a movie about animals, alright – Milo and Otis.  It was a lucky find; John had watched the movie as a little boy, and once he had even watched it while on vacation at his grandparents’ lake house on a day much like today.  He could not have been more than six or seven at the time.  He felt little just holding it.
 
            “Milo and Otis, one of your favorites.  Let’s start the fire first, okay?”  They sat down together on the stone in front of the fireplace, and after checking that the flue was open, Alice started building a fire, telling John what she was doing each step of the way.  She let John finish, and he smiled at her approval.  Taking a match book from the mantle, she pulled one from the box and was about to strike it when she stopped and set it down.
 
            “Johnny, please stand up,” she politely asked.  A confused John complied, wondering what was going on, when with a speed only a mom can produce, she snatched his near arm in her left hand and delivered five fast smacks to his diapered bottom with her right.  Through two diapers, they didn’t hurt at all, but it did make a lot of noise, and John was unsettled and startled.
 
            Holding his hand still, Alice looked up at him square in the eye, past his hurt expression, and said, “If I catch you playing with fire while we are here or ever, I will pull your pants down and spank you with a belt, do you understand?  Tell me, you understand.”
 
            “I understand.”
 
            “Good, then you can help me light the fire.”  John sat back down, and she showed John how to light kindling.  Offering him the match, he took it cautiously out of fear that it was some kind of trick so she could spank him again.  He lit the newspaper and kindling on the other side of the fireplace, blew out the match when Alice told him to, and then went to the sofa.  Alice closed the mesh screen that kept embers and ash from popping out of the fireplace, and put the DVD into the player.  Once it was playing, she scooted John over and sat down next to him with her arm over his shoulder.
 
            As Milo was doing his best to fend off a bear, Alice, who now had her arms across John’s chest and his head resting on her breasts, said, “Johnny, you’re awfully quiet today.  Is something wrong?”
 
            “No…”
 
            “C’mon, you can tell your mom anything.”  John said nothing for a minute.
 
            “Am I in trouble?  I feel like you’re mad at me for this morning.  And for my accidents.”
 
            “Johnny, honey, do you need to go potty,” Alice asked as she moved her hand towards the waistband of John’s pants.  He pushed it away and turned so he could look at Alice.
 
            “No, I just feel like I’m in trouble.  I did get in trouble this morning…”
 
            “And you got punished for it.  That’s the way it works – you misbehaved, you were spanked for it, and now it’s over.  I think you learned your lesson, and once your punishment is over, it’s over.”  That’s how spanking works, Alice thought.  She had preferred spanking to grounding when she was a teenager for that very reason, but her parents hardly ever spanked her, and never after she was ten.
 
            “But you spanked me yesterday for my accidents, and I’m still in a diaper.  And you spanked me when we were lighting the fire, and I didn’t even do anything.”
 
            “Honey, your diapers have nothing to do with being punished.  They’re in case you have another accident.  I spanked you yesterday for lying about your accident in the car.  I suppose that was a little harsh, but you also ruined your underwear in the woods yesterday because you were careless.  As for the fireplace, that wasn’t really a spanking.  Did it really hurt?”
 
            “No…”
 
            “Of course not, but you know I’m serious about playing with matches and fire, don’t you?”
 
            “Yes.  But yesterday you spanked me really hard.  You never spanked me that hard before, and you threatened to spank me more – it’s, like, you keep threatening to spank me.  Why?”  Alice knew from the look on John’s face that this was a big boy question in little boy form.  John was mostly a casual fan of receiving spankings, though he enjoyed giving them a lot more.  Alice knew that a part of him was really worried about the future and whether he would have to be worried about pain every time he was the little.
 
            “Johnny, I would never do anything to hurt you.  I spanked you hard because you needed a hard spanking, not because I was angry or because I don’t love you.  I had to teach you a lesson, and you know what I think?  I think you hated being spanked like that when it was happening, but you felt much better when it was all over, and you cried it out in my arms. 
 
“I know you’re getting to be older and taking on more responsibilities, but when you were little, you didn’t know any better.  When you messed up, I taught you.  Now you know better, and when you misbehave, you’ll be punished.  You’re probably going to get more spankings from now on, harder spankings, but only when you deserve them, and I’ll never hurt you.  Over time, you will learn to behave better on your own, and maybe you won’t need so many reminders.  Does that sound fair?”
 
            John heard Alice loud and clear.  What she meant was that spanking could be cathartic if delivered by someone who loved you.  More to the point, the tears that John had longed for had been forthcoming, and he had felt better.  As John advanced in his career and his life became more stressful, those tears would be all the more necessary, as would the physical pain that was one element of bringing them on.  He might be in for more of what he had received the previous day, but Alice would always be caring and careful to stay within John’s comfort zone even if she pushed him to the edge.  He would learn to let himself relax and be a little boy, even cry, without any physical stimulation at all.
 
            “I suppose you know best, Mommy.”
 
            “I do,” Alice said as she ran her hand through John’s hair.  Also, she thought, I just love playing with your butt.  “Now let’s not talk anymore about spanking today.  I’ll even put the hairbrush away right now.”



The movie was almost over, and Alice needed to potty anyway.  John sat up to let her out, and she grabbed the brush off of the kitchen table and took back to John’s bedroom, setting it on the desk.  She stopped in the bathroom on her way back to the living room.  Lowering her panties, her bum touched the cold porcelain.  She really had to go and was surprised that John hadn’t yet, that she knew of.  His bladder was even smaller than hers; he must be bursting, she thought.  Finished, Alice stood up and pulled up her panties.  She had purposely not wiped herself, and she enjoyed the warmth that she felt dampening her underwear.  It wasn’t as much of a rush as wetting diapers, but it did make her feel much naughtier – diapers were for wetting, but undies were to be kept dry.  Pausing to enjoy the sensation between her hand and her vulva, Alice finally came back to reality and pulled her pants up.  Even that, though, was reluctant.
 
            When she got back to the living room, she found John on a blanket on the floor in front of the fireplace, his shirt off.  Milo must have ended, because John was now watching Homeward Bound.  Alice took some throw pillows off of the couch and settled next to John.  She tried watching the movie, but she was tired – it’s amazing how much doing nothing can wear a person out.  Instead of the movie, she turned to admire John’s back.  At Alice’s request, John kept his body hairless except for his forearms and lower legs, places where people would be suspicious if he didn’t have at least some hair.  John’s back was another of Alice’s favorite places, and it was John’s too.  His mother had used to put him to bed and tickle his back with her fingernails as he fell asleep.  He had asked Alice to do the same thing when they first met, and she had been happy to oblige.  It wasn’t that John was especially muscular;  only that his back was smooth and firm, and it reminded Alice that she was married to a man.  She reached out and began tracing her nails slowly up and down John’s spine; in oblong circles from shoulder to shoulder; and in small circles in the small of his back.  She felt every muscle in John’s body tense as her fingertips passed over them, then turn to puddles, and he shuddered every time her fingers reached low.  He was ticklish, but the sensation of her hands in the small of his back was much deeper.  He was disappointed when she stopped, but he wasn’t so selfish as to ask her to keeping going.
 
            Less than watching the movie, he was now thinking of everything that she had said over the past couple of days.  How he needed to tell her everything, how hecould tell her anything.  How much she loved him.  How much she wanted him to be happy, to be confident.  To learn how to be at peace with himself – his whole self, big and little.  How she couldn’t trust him. 
 
He wondered if he deserved her.  Do I care enough about her?  Do I show her the same tenderness and constant affection that she shows me?  How quickly his mood changed – he could make himself sad just by thinking sad thoughts, could bring on a mood swing when nothing had actually changed but the topic.  Did she really not trust me, he thought?  Of course she does.  But the thought unsettled John.  What worried him just as much was how easy it was for him to become upset at a thought he knew to be unfounded, and that itself made him depressed.  He could never shake these feelings.  What really upset john, what was upsetting him at just that moment, was how he could put himself in a funk for no reason, and how hard it was to shake funks.  He could get himself into one but not back out.  The lump he was used to formed in his throat, and once more John wished he could just cry and let it out.  On top of that, John needed to pee.  He was holding it on purpose, trying to cause himself a real accident this time, but it was taking a while.
 
            Alice, watching John’s expression, noticed that he seemed somewhat subdued.  He obviously wasn’t watching the movie.  These were the moods that troubled Alice so much.  She wondered if her husband didn’t need therapy sometimes.
 
            “Roll over, sweetheart.”  It seemed to take John a minute to realize what Alice had said, but he finally did roll over, and Alice began tracing her nails over his chest.  Most women want their men to have six-pack abs, but Alice liked her husband’s smooth, soft stomach.  It was flat, but it was still a little chubby.  She liked the baby-fat smoothness of it.  John hadn’t responded to her touch.
 
            Sitting up on her knees, Alice gave John a kiss on the middle of his stomach, and another on his forehead.  John turned his face away from Alice.  Stretching out again, now Alice felt a little sad.  Most of the time, the two of them felt so close, but sometimes John went off somewhere, and she couldn’t reach him then.  She whispered into his ear, “John, I love you so much.”  Alice was not so naïve to think those words solved anything, but she wanted to say them anyway.
 
            Surprising them both, John began to sniffle, and then choke in air as he tried to stifle it.  Within seconds he was crying.  At first Alice did not know what to do.  Yesterday they had been actively playing.  Now she was just laying next to her husband; this has nothing to do with play, Alice realized.  Still, John didn’t do this two days ago.  Half seriously and half jokingly, Alice thought, I think I broke him.
 
            Rather than immediately pick him up, Alice continued to rub John’s chest and stomach, gently encouraging him to let it out as he covered his eyes with his forearms.  Without much warning, John’s sobs became more violent, and he sat up quickly and wrapped his arms around Alice.
 
            “Mommy…”
 
            “I’m right here, Johnny, just go ahead and cry.”  After several minutes, John started to calm down.  Pushing him back in her arms, Alice brushed away the tears of the still crying John.  He was struggling to get his breath under control, but looking into Alice’s eyes while she smiled at him was an emotional balm.
 
            “Why did you start crying, Johnny?”
 
            “I…don’t…know,” John said as he sucked in air.  Alice knew that was true, or at least half true.  She would find a therapist and they would go together when they got back.  There was clearly so much hurt inside of him, and Alice could only help him so much.
 
            John seemed to have himself under control when he started all over again, this time loudly, the way a child would.  Alice was not a little bit frightened.  A little cathartic crying, even sobbing, was one thing, a good thing; emotional wreck was quite another.
 
            “What’s wrong, Johnny?”
 
            “Hope…fell over…the waterfall.”  The movie was still running, and the cat had indeed fallen over the waterfall.  Emotional wreck or not, John’s reaction was funny, and Alice laughed.  She didn’t mean it hurtfully, but in the patronizing way that grownups laugh at children’s naiveté and silliness.  Luckily that was how John took it.
 
            “It’s okay; it’s just a movie.  The kitty is fine.”  Alice shushed him, and rocked him, and rubbed his back.  John started to settle down.  His face was puffy, and he needed a bath.
 
            “Let’s go get you cleaned up.”
 
            “No, I want to stay and make sure Hope is okay.  Please?”
 
            “Of course, sweetie.  Will you be okay while I get a warm washcloth?”  John nodded yes, and Alice went to get a cloth.  She came back with two, and John was on his back watching the movie.  She sat down next to him and used the first cloth to clean up John’s chest, which had caught some of John’s snot in the absence of a shirt.  She used the same cloth to wipe off John’s face, telling him to blow his nose for her.  Lastly she folded the second cloth, and placed it briefly over John’s eyes and then laid it across his forehead.  John smiled and sighed.
 
            Perhaps John had enough padding to sit on the floor, but Alice had to move back to the couch.  Much like any twelve year old, John hardly noticed once he was focused again on his movie – a child one minute, and independent, even dismissive, the next.
 
            John took the cloth and unfolded it, laying it across his stomach.  The coolness felt good to him, and it increased his need to pee.  Within a few minutes, John knew he would need to go, and he knew it would be hard to hold back.  He waited a few more minutes, and then decided he was ready.
 
            “Mommy, I need to go to the bathroom,” John said as he stood up. 
 
            “Do you want me to take your diaper off so you can use the toilet,” Alice asked.  She was eager to demote his age again, and she wanted him to say no so she could use it as an excuse other than the one she had in store for tomorrow.
 
            Indignantly, John replied, “Yes, duh!  And please hurry, I really need to go.”  A child one moment, a mouthy teen the next.
 
            “Alright, let’s go to the bathroom.”  Motioning for John to follow her, she led the way to the bathroom, where the lifted the lid on the toilet, paused, and asked, “Number one or number two?”
 
            Rolling his eyes and putting his hand between his knees, John said, “One.  Hurry!”  It was obvious that Alice was on to his game and was stalling.  She lifted the lid seat and sat down on the edge of the tub with John in front of her.  Alice pulled his pajama bottoms down, and John hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his rhumba panties. 
 
            Alice stopped him, wagging her finger with an, “Ah ah ah.  What did I tell you this morning?  No one takes your diapers off but me.”  She proceeded to take down his panties, followed by the cloth diaper, which got hung up on the disposable underneath it and required a little more effort.  John could barely hold on now, the pressure on the end of his penis becoming very painful.
 
            Alice reached down to remove the panties and diaper from around John’s ankles.  No sooner had she straightened up and peeled back the top right tape on John’s Abena than the first spurt escaped, followed by a few more as John tried to choke it off.
 
            John grunted in pain, “Please hurry!  It’s coming.”  Alice paused, teasing him, before saying what he wanted to hear.
 
            Resealing the tape with a flourish and a hard hand pressed against his pelvis, Alice said, “Oh baby, just let it out.  I won’t be mad.”  She placed her hand on John’s crotch, purely for her own benefit. 
 
            John gave up all effort to hold it, but his penis was pressed tightly against the diaper material.  He nearly screamed as the flood spread open his urethra at the tip of his penis, beyond the point of pain, before the receding material and the force of the flood re-arranged John’s genitals.  He felt the stream falling onto his scrotum, not the usual trickle, but a strong tide.  He sighed at the same time that Alice did, both with their eyes closed.  John placed his hand on top of Alice’s, trying to find access to the same warm diaper.  It didn’t matter how many times he did it, John still loved the feeling of the crinkly plastic swelling, turning warm, and becoming hard beneath his hand. 
 
            The diaper could hold much more, but it couldn’t absorb it fast enough.  John kept going for the better part of a minute, and finally his diaper started to leak, the urine running down his legs to the rug.
 
            Finally done, John hung his head in shame.  “I’m sorry.  I thought I could make it.  I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”
 
            “Honey, that’s what diapers are for.  I know you did your best.  Next time just tell me earlier that you have to go,” Alice told him.  Pulling her hand away, it glistened with wetness that she wiped on John’s naked thigh.  It occurred to her that that was not something a mommy would do, but it didn’t seem to bother John.
 
            “Will you please put me in a new diaper,” John whimpered.  Please don’t start crying again, Alice thought.  She decided to be upbeat.  What would a mom in her situation do to cheer up her little boy?  Pretend like there was nothing to be upset about.  But there was something to be excited about – a fresh diaper! Just like nothing out of the ordinary happened.  At least that was how Alice’s mom had dealt with embarrassment, something that Alice realized, in retrospect, was probably more harmful than helpful at times.  But John, she was sure, would suffer no trauma over a diaper change.
 
 

Evening
 
            Back in John’s bedroom, Alice produced a changing pad and a Cushie from the closet.  Turning to John with supplies in hand, she asked, “You’re sure you’re all done?”
 
            “Yes, Mom.  It’s starting to itch.”
 
            Laying down the pad, Alice said, “We’ll take care of that.”  The change passed without further conversation.  Alice made sure to used Desitin.  It would relive John’s itch, but she realized that unless he had a bowel movement before he went running, he hadn’t had one yet today and likely would after dinner.  John was partial to rash cream anyway, and he liked when Alice used too much.  It made him feel babyish for his diaper to stick to his bottom, and the smell was quite obvious.
 
            Helping John stand, Alice gestured toward the window.  “It’s stopped raining.  Let’s go for a walk, and then I’ll make dinner when we get back.”
 
            John knew this was coming.  Everything in him said he should stay inside in a diaper this thick.  He didn’t get off on public humiliation like other people did.  Quite the contrary, he was terrified of being in public.  Meeting new people, however briefly, sometimes made him nervous in even in normal contexts.
 
            “I’d rather stay in,” John answered.  It was more of a question than a statement.
 
            “Nonsense.  We’re not spending the entire vacation inside.  Here, step into these,” Alice said, holding out a pair of shorts for John.  They were not the shorts that John would have picked.  They had a higher rise and fell above his knee.  He knew he his bulge would be obvious, but he complied.  Alice tried to hide it, but it did take her a little effort to button and zip the shorts.
 
            “And I have a shirt for you too.”
 
            “Of course you do,” John mumbled.
 
            “What was that?”
 
            “I didn’t say anything,” John stuttered.
 
            “Of course you didn’t; you know better,” Alice not so subtly warned.  The shirt was of course short.  If covered the waistband of John’s shorts, but it wouldn’t if he bent over. 
 
            “John, find your sandals while I get some pants on.”  Alice went to her bedroom to find some shorts of her own.  She chose her high-waisted “mom shorts,” to complete the effect.  She had half a mind to take John out in no shorts at all, but she knew it was best to ease him into wearing in public.  She had a very deliberate plan for the week, and this was step one.
 
            Finding John in the living room ready to go, she took his hand, which was already sweaty.  John was a nervous sweater, and he was even shaking a little bit. Alice believed she knew everything about John’s past, but his idiosyncrasies made her wonder sometimes.  What could have happened to a person to make him so nervous just to walk outside with no one else around, not to mention his other emotional problems?
 
            Outside, the air was still very cool, but the humidity was gone from it and the sun was warming.  The sun would begin to set in the next hour, but they had enough daylight for a walk, and Alice wanted to savor it.  She liked living in Ann Arbor, had grown up in a major city, but she liked being outside, and there precious few evenings like this, with the light refracting off the moisture in the air, turning it golden.  The premonition of fall excited Alice; it was her favorite season.
 
            John was all but dragging his feet as they headed away from the house towards a trail that stretched around the lake to the right.  He was scanning, glancing left and right to make sure they were alone.
 
            “John, what’s the big deal?  You were out last night.”
 
            “But it was dark.  No one could have seen anything.  We didn’t even leave the property.”
 
            “No one is around for miles.  Why do you think I picked this place?”  John thought it over, and it made sense.  But that did not entirely set him at ease, especially after they reached the trail.
 
            They had talked a lot over the past two days, and neither spoke as they walked.  After half an hour, they came across a fire circle.  Despite the wet, they sat down on a log facing the lake.  The sun played across the water with the wind.  John’s nervousness was somewhat settled, but Alice had a point to make.
 
            “John, stand up for me honey.”
 
            John was immediately suspicious.  He had gotten a smacked bottom the last time she told him to stand.  What now?  Don’t play in the water without me?  He stood, though, because he knew he had no choice.
 
            Quick once again, Alice reached out, brushed aside John’s hand, and opened his shorts, tugging them down just enough to check the leg band on John’s diaper at the crotch.  Turning him around, she leaned in and sniffed John’s butt, then pulled back the waistband and peaked down inside just to be sure.
 
            “All clean and dry,” Alice announced, re-doing John’s shorts and giving him a pat on the butt.  John blushed fiercely red.
            “Come now, I checked your diaper all the time when you were a baby, Johnny.  I just want to make sure you don’t get a diapee rash if you have another accident.”
 
            “But I’m not a baby!  And we’re in public,” John whined.
 
            “Don’t pout,” Alice admonished, standing and taking John’s chin in her hand.  “Look around.”  John did.
 
            “No one is here, Johnny.  I would never do anything to embarrass you, and I wouldn’t let anybody hurt you or make fun of you.  Trust me?”
 
            Trust again, John thought.  “I trust you, Mom.  I’m getting hungry.  Can we go back?”
 
            “Sure.”  They walked back, not holding hands this time, but John didn’t keep trying to see around the next corner.  He knew it was ridiculous of him to worry about being seen on the trail, or anywhere on the property.
 
            There was forty-five minutes or so of daylight left when they got back.  They took their shoes off on the porch, and Alice went inside to get a dirty t-shirt from the wash so she could wipe the mud off of their legs before they went inside. 
 
            “I thought I’d wheel the grill out of the shed and make hotdogs tonight.  How does that sound, Johnny?”
 
            “That sounds great.  Do we have any potato chips?”
 
            “Of course, and French onion dip.”  John really did enjoy hotdogs (who doesn’t?).  The nice touches Alice had added to their week made him feel special.  He had been somewhat afraid that he would spend the entire vacation as an infant, and he wasn’t sure that would be any fun, but Alice’s plan of gradual regression allowed him to do more than play with baby toys and crawl on the floor.  That was fine for a single Saturday, but he got bored beyond that.  As John smiled to himself thinking of his circumstances, he felt a familiar fullness in his stomach.  My turn for surprises, John thought.  Sure, Alice had her plan, and John wanted to go along with it, of course, but he also wanted to make it interesting from his perspective.  A curveball would keep her on her toes, and he didn’t want to be a passive player anyway.  Mischief was just more fun, for both of them.  He crossed the kitchen to where Alice was searching for barbecue tongs.
 


 “Mom, I have to go to the bathroom.”
 
            “Do you want me to take your diaper off?”  John pretended to think it over as he stood in front of Alice.  Her maternal expression was all the encouragement John needed.
 
            “Can I just use my diaper?”
 
            “Oh!  Well, I suppose.  Those will hold a lot, so I can change you after dinner.”  Without another word, John, stepped to the kitchen table, and Alice went back to rummaging in the drawers.  She was shocked and not shocked when she turned around.
 
            John was slightly bent over, with one hand on the table and another on his knee, his brow furrowed and his face slightly pink.
 
            “John Alexander!  What are you doing,” Alice shouted.  She crossed the kitchen in two steps and took John by the upper arm.  He kept his position and grunted a few times before straightening up.
 
            “You said I could!”
 
            “I thought you had to potty.  If you had said you needed to…to poop, I would have taken you to the bathroom!  Let me see what you did…”  Alice turned John around and unbuttoned his shorts, pulling them down and being very careful to not take the diaper with them.
 
            “Am I in trouble,” John asked.  He was trying to sound fearful, but it was difficult through his smile.  John was pleased to note that it was a solid movement, his satisfaction growing as he felt Alice lift the load in his diaper and let it fall back down, enough movement to waft the smell to both of them.  It wasn’t terrible.
 
            Alice was not to be outdone.  “I think you did that on purpose, making me think you were only going to only wet.  Well what would you do if I followed through on what I said before?” 
       
             John was puzzled, “What did you say before?”
 
            “That I would change you after dinner.”  John’s smiled instantly faded, his sense of triumph replaced by the sudden realization that his diaper already itched and stank.  He had nothing to say.
 
            Alice took his hand in both of hers, and her demeanor changed to motherly once more.  “That’s what I thought.  Let’s clean you up before dinner.  I don’t want you stinking up the dining room.”
 
            Taking him by the wrist, Alice led John to the bathroom.  It would be easier to clean him off in there than take the time to do a traditional diaper change.  Alice stood John in the tub and went to the nursery for a plastic bag.  Back in the bathroom, John realized that he couldn’t outsmart Alice – that was what being the mom meant.  On the other hand, he could be as babyish as he wanted, so long as he was willing to accept the consequences.  He pivoted out of the bathtub and sat down on the toilet, with the lid down, in one movement.  It was a delicious feeling, the soft mush spreading up toward his back, outward toward the leg gathers, and forward toward his crotch.  A few rocks back and forth, and John was downright filthy.  An easy change in the shower just became much more difficult.  That was how Alice found him.
 
            “Oh, John!  Why did you have to do that?  It stinks in here now,” Alice said.  She didn’t have to pretend to be exasperated.  It was much more fun to be the baby in the dirty diaper than to be the adult who had to change one. 
 
            “Get up.”  Kids will be gross, Alice thought.  No reason to get too upset, and just like she had decided before during the earlier change, she wouldn’t make too big a deal out of it for John’s sake.  John’s lucky, she thought, under a different scenario, he would get the belt, with that diaper on, and would be spending the evening in timeout, with that diaper on.
 
            Guiding John into the shower, Alice untaped the diaper and spread John’s legs slowly to peel it away from him.  She didn’t bother to roll up the used diaper, and just dropped it into the plastic bag, tied it, and turned to inspect John.  Thank God for shower wands, Alice thought.
 
            John somewhat regretted the decisions he had made.  Yesterday’s dirty diaper had not been his fault.  The clean-up that followed was emotional, and he didn’t even feel well enough to be embarrassed.  Dirty diaper changes in general he enjoyed, but actual changes, complete with changing mats and wipes; those were babyish.  Being cleaned up in the shower wasn’t babyish.  He wasn’t being cleaned up in the shower because he was Alice’s helpless baby, or even her ill husband.  He was being cleaned up in the shower because Alice was too grossed out by him to do it by hand.  Still, if he could do it all over again, he would have done exactly the same things.  The only thing he really regretted was messing in front of Alice, because he didn’t get to spend any time enjoying what he had done; he otherwise might have spent a little time, maybe a half hour, at least enjoying it before deciding to change.
 
            “Bend over for me honey,” Alice instructed him, pushing him down as she did.  With the curtain drawn both to catch the water and to stop any potential back from John, Alice took the shower wand and turned on the water.  When she was satisfied with the temperature, she leaned back and began spraying down John.  She had him do the regular show acrobatics – prop one leg up so she could get between his thighs and his genitals, then the other leg; his perineum; his scrotum, on a gentle cycle; and then everything one more time before getting the soap and scrubbing him down.  Once he passed the smell test, Alice did a quick check to make sure she was still clean.  Thankfully, she was.
 
            She sat down in the toilet lid, brought John into her lap, and dried him off.
 
            “Do you want to sit on the toilet before I put you in another diaper…with the lid up this time?”
 
            “No, I don’t have to go.”
 
            Sarcasm is not motherly, so Alice kept her thoughts to herself: Sure you don’t.  It was nearly six-thirty, so he likely wouldn’t need another change before bedtime.
 
            “Well, you’re next diaper should last until bedtime.  Let’s get you changed so we can have dinner.”
 
            Alice chose an Abena M4 and made the change quick work.  There were a lot of these to come, so there was no reason to linger on each and every change.  Alice put John back in his shorts, even tighter now than they had been over the Cushie.  He sat in a lawn chair while she grilled the hotdogs, his shorts stretched taut and the pockets ballooning out.  It occurred to him to feel self-conscious, but he didn’t.  There was no one for miles but the two of them.  They ate on the porch, and John had dish duty again.
 
            While John cleaned up, Alice poured a glass of wine and went to bring in some more wood to get the fire going again for the evening.  She came back in to find John sitting at the table, the dish cloth in one hand, and her glass of wine in the other.
 
            “Johnny!  What do you think you’re doing?”
 
            “But…you said I could have wine when we are together.”
 
            “Since when are twelve year olds allowed to drink?”  This is what John was afraid of.  Sixteen year olds can’t drink, but she let him do that.  Why couldn’t twelve year old John have a glass of wine?  But John knew better than to argue once he was already in trouble.
 
            “I guess…we’re not…allowed,” John said, clearly resigned.
 
            “John!  You know you’re not allowed.  Go to your room and stand in the corner.”  Usually Alice would know exactly what to do – that’s what hairbrushes were really for, or perhaps the wooden spoon – but she didn’t have the heart to spank John for the third time in two days.  Something had to fit the punishment better than that. 
 


Folding the dish towel over in her hands, it came to her.  She let him stew for another ten minutes, put a drop of dish soap on the rag, lathered it with her finger, and went to John’s bedroom.
 
            He wisely did not turn around, and Alice wanted John to be scared.  Without a word, she unbuttoned John’s shorts and yanked them down, then did the same with his shirt, before spinning him around.  His eyes immediately went to the hairbrush, and Alice thought about changing her mind.  Clearly she had a way of punishing him that he truly feared, but she didn’t want her son to be scared of her, and she also assured him that she would only spank when he truly deserved it.  Alice wasn’t so caught up in her headspace that she didn’t realize that John was confused, not deliberately disobedient.  Still, she liked to watch John squirm.  She reached over toward the brush, paused over it, and then pushed it away.  John had been holding his breath, and let it out, immediately relieved.
 
            But spankings were to be expected.  He couldn’t be grounded on vacation, and he was already in timeout.  Alice must have something bad.  That’s when he noticed the dishrag, and that’s when Alice noticed that he noticed.
 
            “We have to get the taste of that wine out of your mouth, Johnny.  Open up; tongue out,” Alice commanded.  John slowly opened his mouth and extended his tongue.  Alice took his chin in her left hand, placed the rag on his tongue soap-side down, and ordered him to bite down.  John’s grimace was priceless.  He gagged but choked it down, gagged again, and choked it down.  His eyes teared and pleaded to be allowed to spit it out.  Alice was having none of it.
 
            “Turn around again, nose in the corner.  I’ll come get you when your time out it over.  Keep the rag where it is!” 
 
Alice was halfway out of the room when the absurdity of it hit her.  Did John really have to be told everything?  Tell me when you’re sick, tell me how bad it is!  Trust me to take care of you like you take care of me!  She spun around and walked back to him.
 
            “Johnny Alexander Winfrey!  Do you have no common sense?  Hands on the wall!”  John’s shoulders slumped, he grunted, but he did what he was told.  He thought he had gotten away with it, or at least that his butt had gotten away with it.  Alice was just making a point, though.  She left the brush where it was and the diaper too.  Five hard smacks to an Abena M4 don’t add up to much but five loud noises and some effort on the spankee’s part to keep his feet planted.
 
            “Just think before you do something!  Fifteen minutes.”
 
            This was entirely new to John.  His dad had threatened this once when he was a kid, (completely unjustified! He hadn’t even used a swear word) but hadn’t actually done it.  If he had thought about it before, this would have been on the list of things he would not ever do.  Instead, he tried to think about anything else other than the taste, the way it burned, and the way it got his salivary glands going, but he dared not swallow.
 
            Alice, on the other hand, could drink all she wanted to, so she finished her glass of wine, poured another, and decided that it was time to break out the baby clothes.
 
            When his fifteen minutes was up, she let John out of the corner.  He obediently didn’t open his mouth until instructed, but he did try to bolt for the bathroom as soon as it was out.  Alice caught his wrist and gave him a spank to slow him down.
 
            “Not yet.  What did you learn?”
 
            John tried to talk without swallowing everything that had accumulated in his mouth.  “I’m not allowed to drink.”
 
            “And?”
 
            “And I should think before I act, and use common sense.  Can I go rinse my mouth yet?”
 
            “Okay, common sense would be to not whine at me right now.”  She let that sink in before telling him, “Go brush your teeth and come back in here.”
 
            While John was brushing, Alice went to her room to get the suitcase of supplies.  She selected a pale blue onesie of John’s.  He had wanted one for a long time, but John was overweight when he finally had the funds to indulge in anything other than diapers.  He couldn’t buy a dress shirt, much less a onesie – they were either too tight and uncomfortable, or they were large enough through the chest but too long to actually support his diaper.  With Alice’s help, he had gotten into better shape, and the onesie had been a Christmas present.  She went back to John’s bedroom, where she could still hear John spitting in the bathroom.
 
            He came back in with a wet-puppy-dog look on his face.  He could handle a spanking as far it went, but the mouth soaping made him feel sorry for himself.
 
            “Front and center, Mister.”  John stood in front of his mom with his hands at his side.  He knew what would happen, so he didn’t bother putting his hands in front of him.
 
            Alice checked his leg bands, turned him around to sniff his rear end, and pronounced him dry and clean.
 
            “That’s a good boy.  I think you could use an early bedtime tonight.  You look tired, and you’re definitely grumpy.  Let’s get you dressed for bed.”
 
            John would have sulked, but he actually was tired, and he was also a little angry with Alice.  He had spent a lot more time being punished than he usually was when they played, and that was Alice’s thing more than his.  He liked to be cuddled and played with.  At the same time, he knew that going running this morning was not a smart thing to do, and neither was the wine.  He resolved to be on his best behavior.
 
            “Arms up.”  Holding the onesie up, she pulled it over John’s head and snapped it between his legs.  She thought about double diapering him for bed, but a wet bed wouldn’t be the worst thing in the morning.  She was fairly certain, though, since it was only nine o’clock, that there would be a wet bed.  John would wet, and he usually leaked when laying down, just the way his body was shaped.  John got into bed after Alice pulled the covers back. 
 
            Once he was tucked in, Alice stroked John’s hair.  “We’re going to have fun tomorrow.  We’ll go swimming, and maybe we can find a game to pay tomorrow night.”  Alice gave him his goodnight kiss, but he stopped her before she got up.
 
            “Mom, am I a baby?”
 
            With concern in her voice, Alice said, “No.  Why would you think that?”
 
            “Because I keep having accidents.  And you put me back in diapers.”
 
            “That doesn’t make you a baby.  You just need a little help for a while.  We’ll get it all sorted out.”
 
            “But why do I have to wear this baby shirt.”
 
            “It’s a onesie, honey.  Or a diaper shirt.  And it’s not just for babies – it’s to hold up your diapers.  Anyone who needs diapers like you do can wear them.”  John thought it over, but he didn’t look satisfied.
 
            Alice gave John another kiss and said, “You’re still my big boy, and you always will be.  Good night.  Stay in bed tomorrow morning; I’ll get you up.”
 
            Finishing her glass of wine, Alice decided that John needed some TLC, and so did she.
 

Late at night
 
            Alice woke up at three in the morning and went to use the master bathroom.  After peeing, she reached under the sink for her makeup bag.  Taking something from it and putting it in the pocket of her bottoms, she went to John’s room, where she found him lying on his stomach with covers hanging off the foot of the bed.
 
            She got everything ready for a diaper change on the bed and then lightly placed he hand on John’s upturned bum.  He wasn’t dirty that she could feel or smell, which would have been strange for him anyway.  He didn’t sleep messy.  But he was pretty damp.  He had, after all, been wearing the same diaper for almost eight hours.
 
            She whispered, “John, sweetie, roll over.”  She shook his shoulder, he stirred, and she repeated, “Roll over.”  Still far from conscious, he rolled over, or was rolled over, offering not much in the way of assistance.  Unsnapping his onesie and pushing it up his chest, Alice untapped diaper and pulled it from under John.  She reached for the wipes, cleaned up John’s front, and leaned in closed to his ear. 
 
            “Red light.”
 
            John was still coming to, and he was unsure if he was awake or not.  What else would he think as he saw his wife removing her t-shirt in the dark and sliding her bottoms to the floor.  He woke all the way up when she bent down and put his penis in her mouth, pumping him a few times before backing off and picking up her pants.
 
            Reaching into the pocket, she pulled out a vibrating cock ring.  This was new for both of them.  Grasping the head of John’s penis in one hand, Alice slide the ring down John’s saliva-slickened penis and turned it on.  John’s back began to arch, and Alice pushed him back down to the bed.
 
            “I’ll do all the work,” she said.  She climbed on top of him, his cock filling her and the ring vibrating against her clitoris.  Alice reached down to press the ring harder against her clit and rubbed her breast with the other hand, undulating her hips forward and back from the waist, hula dancing on John’s cock.  It took John just four minutes to come, Alice four and a half.
 
            Sliding the ring off of John, she grabbed another wipe to clean up John and another for herself before unfolding the diaper she had grabbed and spreading it under John’s hips.  She closed the diaper and re-snapped the onesie.  Alice tucked John back in, picked up her pajamas, the ring, and the used diaper, and bent down to John’s ear again.
            “Green light.”
 
            John watched the outline of Alice’s naked ass recede in the dark, and was asleep again in a few minutes.


Day 3, morning
 
            John woke up later than he normally would, but not so late as Alice did.  He judged from the light that it was around 7:30, and a hand on his diaper confirmed that it was not the diaper he had been put to bed in, which he had wet before falling asleep.  So it wasn’t a dream, he thought.  He was also still dry.  John would occasionally wake up in the night, wet, and not remember it the next morning, but he didn’t wet in his sleep.  He found it difficult to wet laying on his back at all, something he assumed was partly physical and partly mental, since he almost always leaked in the position.  But he had to go, and he did have to move his bowels.  He sensed that it would be one of those mornings.
 
            After much trial and error, John and Alice had decided that his morning episodes were better in a diaper if he didn’t have anywhere to be.  Five trips to the bathroom would interrupt his morning, would be painful, and had to be in the sitting position.  It was much more comfortable to use a diaper, and given that he always felt on the verge of an accident during an episode, and the inflammation in his bowel made him have to be pee every fifteen minutes, it was more convenient.  On the other hand, he liked to be changed as soon as he was done, and Alice had told him to stay in bed and wait for her.
 
            Throwing back his covers, John got on the floor next to his bed and began wetting himself.  After mentally preparing himself, he bore down on his bowels and expelled everything he could and waited.  He could have held off that first movement for a few hours, but once he got himself going, there was no putting off the smaller movements that followed.  John was overtaken with a gripping sensation in his stomach, and he bore down against, only this time it was involuntary.  When he was done, he caught his breath and stood up, felt the back of his diaper, and got back in bed.
 
            Lying on his stomach brought instant discomfort from the pressure of his body, and he didn’t dare lie on his back, so John assumed the fetal position.  He was suddenly cold and pulled the covers back up, shivering as he wrapped his arms more tightly around himself.  John suddenly had to pee again, and he didn’t bother changing position to it.  He felt some of the urine dripping down to his scrotum, but at least some flowed backward and rolled down his thighs, underneath the wing of his diaper, and he knew the bed would be wet when he sat up. He was too uncomfortable to care, though.  While waiting for his next bowel movement, John fell back to sleep.
 
 
            Alice woke up around 8:45, and she knew John had likely already woken up.  There were only so many hours in the day, and John wanted as many of them as possible to belong to him rather than his employer or anyone else.  The only way that could happen was if John got up earlier, so that’s what he did.  Alice was more a night owl.  To add variety to their vacation, this morning Alice would be Allison, a babysitter for twelve year old Johnny.  To keep the interaction as real as possible, Alice dressed the part, with low-rider shorts and a Grosse Point High T-shirt, with her two piece bathing suit underneath.
 
            Before going to get John up, Alice went around the house turning off all the clocks.  Like a casino, Alice wanted the absence of a clock to disorient John.  Kids are not conscious of time in the same way adults are.  They think of the day’s passing in terms of events – meals, naps, recess – and a return to that kind of thinking can be liberating.  Alice wore a ten dollar wrist watch from Target, and she kept it turned inward so John wouldn’t be able to peek.  Lastly, Alice put on some lipstick and eye liner in the way that teenagers new to cosmetics wore them even when there was no real reason to.
 
            Quietly entering John’s room, she was lucky that he was still asleep.  She didn’t want to wake him gently.
 
            Cheerily, Alice sang out, “Good morning sleepy head!  You’re mommy wanted to have some alone time in town so she hired me to spend some time with you.  I’m Allison!”
 
            This loud girl startled John awake, and he didn’t understand what was going on.  He managed a weak, “What?”
 
             “I’m Allison.  I’m babysitting you today.  Let’s get you dressed…” Alice pulled the covers back, and the smell of what John had done came with it.  Allison wrinkled her nose and finally just pinched her nostrils between her fingers.
 
            “Eww…When your mommy told me you were in diapers I thought she meant you were a bedwetter.  I’ve babysat those before, but…eww.”
 
            An offended John thought, "What do you mean 'those?'"
 
            As Allison wondered how to address the situation, John just blushed and let himself slump back down to an elbow.  His babysitters came in different varieties.  Some were disgusted with him and were mean; others treated him like he was mentally disabled or was a slow toddler.  The only one he really liked was Sandy, who didn’t treat him any differently than anyone else his age and actually took the time to play with him.  It wasn’t clear what kind of babysitter Allison was, but holding her nose was not a good sign.
 
            “Lay down on your tummy so I can see what you did.”  John eased himself the rest of the way down, and the pressure on his stomach made his bowels anxious.  Allison sat down next to him and began to open his onesie.  The edges of the flap where John John’s butt met his thigh were stained, but this being Allison’s first time with an older boy in more than a wet diaper, she wanted to be thorough and careful.
 
            “Just hold still while I see what we’re dealing with.”  Geez, John thought, it seems awfully obvious what the problem is. 
 
He was sure it felt gross to both of them when she tugged at his inner thigh, exposing where a little of the slimly mess had leaked out over the leg guard, and then lifted the mess up and down once to judge how much there was.  It felt like a lot to John, but it always did.
 
            “Okay, why don’t you very carefully slide off the bed, and we can go get you cleaned up in the nursery.”
 
            Sliding off the bed rather than standing, Allison helped John off with his onesie and looked over John’s shoulder to the bed, where a wet spot about six inches around marked where John’s hip had come to rest.  Could be worse, Allison thought, tossing the onesie onto the bed.
 
            Taking John down hall to the nursery, Allison stood John on the changing pad from the table, where Alice had left it their first night on vacation.  John’s diaper was sliding down his hips as Allison helped him squat down to the pad, the smell getting to both of them as his bottom made contact with the floor, spreading everything out inside the diaper.  John winced when he sat, feeling his mess ooze up toward his scrotum, a feeling he loved and hated.
 
             Reaching into her pocket for a rubber band, Allison bound up her hair and tossed it behind her to keep it out of the way.  Then she reached up to the shelf under the changing table for the box of wipes.
 
            “This is gonna be gross,” she said under her breath, but John heard her.
 
            “Sorry,” he said.
 
            “Oh, sweetie.  It’s not your fault.  We’ll get you cleaned up in a just a minute.”  John still didn’t cheer up.  If Alice was going to go off and leave him, he thought, she should have brought Sandy with them.
 
            “I know what will make you feel better,” Allison smiled, bending down and delivering a raspberry to John’s tummy.  She got a whiff of what she was about to clean up while she was down there, but she kept pressing her lips to John’s stomach until she got him to squirm and laugh.
 
            “Works every time, sweetie.  Now let’s get this yucky diaper off you.”  Sitting on her knees, Allison untapped the diaper and pulled it back, revealing the large, unformed mess John had made.  Allison turned her head to the side and gagged, and though she saw that it bothered John, she had no intention of putting her head back down for another raspberry until John was clean.  She talked during the change.
 
            “So Johnny, how old are you,” she asked as used the front of the diaper to wipes as much if he stool off of John as she could.  “I thought your mom said you were twelve, but most twelve year olds have hair down there, and you’re completely smooth.  I must have misheard; you look like you’re ten.”  She pulled the diaper aside and pushed John’s legs up, which he helped her do, hugging his knees.
 
            “Right, I’m ten.”  Tenwas a fun age to be – more toys, less responsibility, old enough to play but young enough to be silly, or petulant.
 
            “We’re almost done.  Turn to the side for me…” A small mound of dirty wipes was piling up in the used diaper, another reason they preferred to shower after a messy diaper.  “And turn the other way…”  A few more passes, and Allison was done with his bottom.  Taking John’s penis in her hand, she pulled back his foreskin, wiped up some wet baby powder that had found its way in there, and said, “All clean.  Let’s get you dressed.”
 
            Allison wrapped the diaper in its own tapes and threw it in the diaper pail, where it landed with heavy thud.  She helped John to his feet, and took him back to his room, where she sat him on the bed, away from the wet spot, and went to the dresser.
 
            “Where are all your clothes,” Allison asked.
 
            “They’re in my suitcase,” John said, pointing.
 
            “Well, we’ll have to unpack it once you’re dressed.”  She crossed the room, squatted down to the suitcase, and retrieved a t-shirt, shorts, and underwear.  John had packed some of his little boy underwear in addition to boxers.  She liked Ninja Turtles as much as he did.
 
            Kneeling in front of him holding out his underwear, Allison waited for John to thread his toes into them.  Instead, he sat with his hands in his lap and didn’t make eye contact.
 
            “What’s wrong?  C’mon, the sooner you’re dressed the sooner we can go play.”
 
            “I don’t wear underwear.”
 
            “Do you want to wear boxers instead?”
 
            “My mommy put me in diapers again.” 
        
            “Why would she do that?”
 
            “I have accidents…in the daytime.”
 
            “If she were here, would she put you in a diaper?”
 
            “Yeah…”
 
            “Well, do you want to wear diapers?”
 
            John thought about it.  It was hard having to think about when he had to go to the bathroom all the time.  It was easier to wear diapers, and his mom or Allison would just change him.  Come to think of it, it hadn’t been his idea to start using the toilet anyway.  I want my diapers back, John thought.
 
            “Yeah, I want to wear diapers.”
 
            “Alright, where does your mommy keep them?”  Allison tossed the underwear onto the dresser and followed John’s finger to the closet.  Rather than simply pull one diaper out, Allison pulled out the entire package of Cushies and set it next to the closet door, pulling one diaper from the pack and crossing the room to get the powder from the desk.  John had gotten onto the floor already.
 
            “You know just what to do, don’t you,” Allison said, Getting down on the floor and unfolding the diaper.  “Legs up.”
 
            John lifted up and Allison slid the diaper under John’s butt, sprinkled him with powder, and rubbed it in before lifting the front of the diaper and taping it into place.
 
            With a pat to John’s thigh, Allison said, “Go sit on the bed while I unpack your suitcase."  John did as he was told, and Allison made quick work of putting John’s clothes away.  John would live out of a suitcase or laundry basket if Alice let him.  She put his shorts away too, and put just a t-shirt on John.
 
            “Can’t I have pants,” he asked.
 
            “It’s just us here, and this way I’ll be able to see if you had an accident.  Tell me when you have to go, okay.”
 
            “Okay.  Can we go play now?”
 
            “I think your mom left us something to do.  Let’s go.” 



Allison took John to the porch, where she had set up an activity before going to bed last night.  John had a thing for dinosaurs, so Alice made a “paleontology” game for him.
 
            “Are you hungry,” Allison asked.
 
            “No, I just want to play.”  Allison wasn’t surprised.  John wasn’t a breakfast person.  Still, she left him on the porch while she got him a juice box.  It was funny to her that parents railed against giving kids soda but gave them juice, which had just as many calories and as much sugar.
 
            On the porch, John looked around.  He couldn’t believe he was on the porch in just a shirt and diaper.  He felt self-conscious, but he wasn’t necessarily nervous.  There was no one to see him like this but this babysitter, but he still didn’t actually like being in public like this.  He wondered what was in the paper bag on the patio table.
 
            “Let’s get started,” Allison said, emerging from the door behind him.  From the bag, she produced a jug of pre-mixed Plaster-of-Paris, a sleeve of paper cups, and a bag of brightly colored plastic dinosaurs.  She opened the dinosaurs for John to play with while she filled ten cups a quarter way with plaster, and then had John put some of the dinosaurs in each cup.  She added some more plaster, and John added some more dinosaurs.  They did this until the cups were full.
 
            “When the plaster hardens, you can dig out the dinosaurs like a scientist.”
 
            “Can I keep this dinosaur,” John asked, holding up a red T-Rex.
 
            “Of course.  It’s your toy.”  Do you want to go down to the water?”
 
            John thought about it.  He did want to go down to the water, but he wanted pants.  “Like this,” he asked, looking from his diaper to Allison.
 
            “Yeah.”
 
            “I don’t think so.”
 
            “Okay, but let’s do something outside.  It’s so nice out.  I’ll go find us something to do.”  Back in the house, Allison tried to think of something to do.  In the nursery, she found some toys, but not toys for a six year old.  In the living room, in the cabinet underneath the side table, she found a box of Legos, some of the small ones for big kids and some of the larger ones for little kids.  She chose those and a book, The Mouse and the Motorcycle, a book they actually had at home and read at bedtimes when they played.
 
            Taking the toys back to the porch, John was walking the dinosaur across the table.  Allison sat down next to him and spread out the Legos.  They started building a house together, Allison periodically tell John to take the dinosaur out of his mouth.
 
            “If I have to tell you one more time I’m going to take it away.”  John put the dinosaur down and returned to the house, which had become a boat.  After a few minutes, John forgot himself and put the dinosaur back in mouth. 
 
            “That’s it,”  Allison said, holding her hand out, “Spit it out.”
 
            “No,” John said thought clenched teeth.
 
            “Johnny, spit it out right now,”
 
            “You said it was my toy.”
 
            “Toys are privileges.  I asked you not to put it in your mouth, and you did anyway.  Please take it out right now and give it to me.”  John folded his hands across his chest.  It’s my toy, and I like to chew on it, John thought.
 
            “I’m going to count to five, and then you’ll be in trouble.  Five…four…three…two…one.”  Allison waited an extra second to give John one more chance.  When John just sat there, Allison took his cheeks in her hand and forced him to open his mouth, removing the dinosaur.
 
            “I warned you,” Allison said.  She was angry.  In time she would develop more perspective and maturity, but at sixteen, she was just angry with this little boy.  She had changed his filthy diaper for him, played with him, and she didn’t even want to be there.  It was her mom’s idea, and she was only getting paid twenty-five dollars.  That diaper alone was worth at least fifty!
 
            “Stand up right now,” Allison said, taking John by the upper arm and marching him to the wicker sofa on the porch, putting the dinosaur in her pocket.  She sat down, pulled John over her lap, and she gave him five spanks on his diaper.
 
            John usually took his spankings quietly and without a struggle most of the time, but he never got spanked in public.  He squirmed, and begged, “Stop, please stop!  Not out here.  My mommy will be so mad at you…”
 
            Allison smirked, “Your mommy gave me permission to do this.  I saw when I was changing your dirty diaper that it isn’t the first one you got this week either.”  She left go with five more spanks, slightly more sure of herself.  I thought little boys cry during a spanking, she thought, maybe I’m doing it wrong.  She gave him ten more and then gave him a slap on each on his thighs, just below his diaper.  She admired the hand prints she left on his pale skin.
 
            Without ceremony, she marched him to the doorway and stood him facing the doorjamb, giving him one more spank on his diaper.  “You’re in time out.  Don’t move until I come get you.”  Allison took a chaise lounge from the porch and set it at the bottom of the steps in the sun, then removed her shorts and t-shirt and spread out on the chair, front down.
 
His nose on the door frame, John pouted.  This is so unfair!  It’s my dinosaur, I should do be allowed whatever to do what I want with it!  Why should I listen to her anyway, she’s not my mom!  Sandy never spanks me! 
 
Still, as upset as he was, he knew that the way to get out of timeout was to make to pretend to be sorry.  His butt didn’t hurt anyway, he thought.  Why do grownups think a spanking on a dry diaper hurts?


             Allison enjoyed the sun on her back.  School would start soon, and then autumn.  Allison didn’t like growing up.  Everybody always told her that these were the best years of her life, high school, and as much as she liked school and her friends, she had the sinking feeling that they were right: adults could look back longingly at their high school days, but that meant teenagers had something to dread.  She would be a sophomore in a few weeks – but she didn’t want to be anything but a kid in summertime.  Living in a resort community, being a townie, flirting with boys who would go back to Detroit and Milwaukee and Chicago every Saturday, only to be replaced by someone else on Sunday – it was all so much fun.  She had summer crushes, but she knew better than to let anything go too far.  There was nothing anywhere else, Allison thought, even her future, that could be more fun than being sixteen, attractive, and living on the lake. 
 
            Maybe she had been too harsh with the little boy.  Maybe it was an overreaction.  She had to admit, when Mrs. Winfrey said she could spank Johnny, she had sorta hoped he would misbehave.  On the other hand, it was hard to imagine how else to punish a six year old in diapers.  She didn’t judge him for it, but he was acting like a baby, not a big boy, as her mother told her younger brother when they were growing up.  After ten minutes, she went to get John.
 
            “Johnny, come sit down on the couch with me.”  John waddled over.  “Do you know why I punished you?”
 
            John had rehearsed this in his head.  Did grownups think he was stupid?  “Because I put the dinosaur in my mouth when you told me not to, and I should have listened.”
 
            “That’s right.  You shouldn’t put toys in your mouth.  You could accidentally swallow them and choke.  And you should listen to whatever your mommy or a babysitter tells you.  It’s for your own good.  Okay?”
 
            “Okay.”
 
            “Alright – all’s forgiven.  Give me a hug.”  John scooched over, and Allison picked him up into her lap.  She gave him a tight hug, peeked over his shoulder down his diaper, and noted that he was dry, or at least not wet enough for her to feel it on her thigh.  Without a word, she took his shirt off.  John blushed again.  Why is she making me be outside in just diapers when she knows I don’t like it, he wondered.
 
            “Come sit with me in the sun.  I’ll read to you.”  Taking another chair, Allison set it next to hers and adjusted it.  John took the book from the table.
 
            After a few minutes, Allison turned to John and asked, “I want to work on my tan lines.  You won’t tell your mom if I take my top off, will you?”  What did a six year old care about boobs?
 
            “Not if you don’t tell her I got in trouble.”
 
            “Deal.”  Allison removed her top and rolled over to work on her back.  She was less worried about Mrs. Winfrey than about her own mom.  Her own butt might be in danger if her mom found out Allison had been sunbathing topless!  A few chapters in, John began to squirm.  Allison didn’t relish the idea of changing another big boy diaper, so she asked him if he had to go.
 
            “I think I have to pee.”
 
            “Well, let’s take you to the potty.”
 
            John didn’t want to use the potty.  He wanted to listen to the story and stay in the sun where it was warm.  “Can I just use my diaper?”
            That threw Allison.  She didn’t want to change another diaper, but if he was just wet, he might not need to be changed.  She didn’t think Mrs. Winfrey wouldn’t be happy about it though.  “What would your mom say?”
 
            “She would say I could.  That’s why she put them on me.”
 
            Plausible deniability – good enough for me, Allison thought.  “Okay.  There’s plenty of time later to be a big boy.”  Too much time, Allison thought.  John got quiet, and positioned as she was, Allison carefully watched the bottom of John’s diaper between his legs.  She couldn’t see that it got wet, so she decided he didn’t need a change.
 
            “I’m done.  Can you keep reading?”  Allison went back to reading, wondering if he always announced it like that.
 
            Children’s books read fast, and she was past the halfway point by 11:30.  Alice was coming back at 12:30, and she wanted John to have a nap before lunch.
 
            “C’mon,” she said as she sat up and said, “You need to lie down before your mom comes back.  You won’t give me any trouble, will you?”
 
            “No.  I’m kinda sleepy.”
 
            “The sun will do that to you.  I’ll put you down on the couch on the porch.”  She led John back to the couch and laid him down, went inside and came back with a glass of water.  She checked his diaper, confirmed that it was dry enough to last through a nap, and went back to her chair.  After twenty minutes, she put her top back on lest she get caught by Mrs. Winfrey, and then went back inside.  On the way in, she checked John’s diaper again, and he hadn’t wet it any more.  Strange, she thought, that a six year old would ask to be put in a diaper, ask permission to wet it, and then not ask for a change.  Still, she thought she understood.
 
Afternoon
 
            Back in the master bedroom, Alice changed into her “mom” clothes.  Alice liked being Allison, thinking of what it must be like to be a teenager in a resort town like this, with summers on the lake, the endless parade of new boys, the summer concerts and concessions.  She was jealous of her persona, but she also understood what it must be like to not have any constancy of environment.  Summer loves that all went away.  Not to mention that when her own high school friends were in a hurry to grow up, Alice had liked being a kid.  If everyone said high school was the best days of their lives, why would she want to grow up?  Maybe Allison would come back while they were there, and maybe John would indulge her in some ageplay back home that didn’t involve diapers for a high school persona.
 
            Alice went to strip John’s bed and collect the onesie for the wash, and then she remembered the bathroom rug that John had leaked on yesterday.  After starting the wash, Alice stopped in the bathroom to take care of her own needs.  She remembered from her babysitting days how hard it was to be able to leave the kids alone so she could use the bathroom.  It made her all the more jealous of the kids she sat for who could just go when they pleased, or really, whenever they had to, without even knowing it.
 
            Before waking John from his nap, Alice decided to make lunch, peanut butter and grape jelly sandwiches, with green apples and milk.  She poured herself a full glass and poured a small plastic cup for John.
 
            John had managed to fall asleep on the porch, and Alice checked his diaper to see if he had wet again before falling asleep.  She found him no wetter than he had been, and sat down on the rocker next to the sofa to gently shake his shoulder.
 
            “Johnny…Johnny…rise and shine.”  John opened his eyes to see his mommy smiling at him.  He smiled back, but he wasn’t happy that he had left her.
 
            “Where did you go?  I woke up and there was a stranger here.”
 
            “Oh, honey, I just went to get some things in town.  Let’s go have some lunch.”  Holding onto John’s hand, she pulled him to his feet and guided him into the kitchen where she sat him down at the table.  He drank his cup of milk in a few swallows, and Alice filled it again.  The small cup may fit the scene, but John’s thirst did not.
 
            Sitting down across from him, Alice waited until John had a mouthful of peanut butter.  ‘So, Johnny, did anything happen when Allison was here?”
 
            John instantly suspected that Allison had told his mom that she misbehaved.  “No, Mommy, we just played with dinosaurs.  We put them in cups so I can play scientist with them later.”
 
            “That was nice of her.  Did anything else happen?”
 
            “She read to me for a while.”
 
            “That’s what Allison told me.  Did anything else happen?”
 
            John was nervous.  Allison may have spanked on his diaper, but his mom wouldn’t.  “No, I don’t think so.”
 
            “Well, Johnny, did she take you to the potty?”
 
            “Uh…no.”
 
            “Then I should call her and tell her that she won’t be sitting for you again.  Is that what should I do?”
 
            “No…”  Now John knew what his mom was getting at.  He thought he was in trouble.
 
            “Well, your diaper is wet.  Did you wet while you were asleep?”
 
            “I don’t know…”
 
            “Did you have an accident while you were awake?”  John weighed his dilemma.  Diapers were for accidents; that’s what she had told him.  Maybe he wouldn’t get in trouble for that.
 
            “Yes…I had an accident.”  John chewed slowly and didn’t make eye contact.  His mommy could always tell when he fibbed.
 
            “Johnny, Allison told me what happened.  Did you ask her if you could wet your diaper?”
 
            She is the meanest babysitter ever, John thought!  She spanked him, and made him sit in timeout, and then she told on him.  What did he ever do to her?  “I…I guess I did.”
 
            “Why did you do that, Johnny?  She would have taken you to the potty.”
 
            “I just didn’t want to go inside.  We were having fun, and I didn’t want to go inside.”     
 
             “Johnny, you could have just told me that.  That’s not a very good reason to use your diaper, but I’m not cross with you.” 
 
            John looked up from his lap and smiled.  “Are you sure you’re not mad?”
 
            “No, I’m not.  And I’m going to assume that your messy diaper this morning was an accident too.”
 
            She told her about that too?  “It was…it really was, honest.”
 
            “Okay, I believe you.  Johnny, do you want to stay in diapers for a while?  I mean, perhaps until you go back to school?”
 
            John wasn’t sure what he was committing himself to, but he knew Alice was going to keep him in diapers for the entire trip anyway.  That had been the agreement, but that didn’t necessarily mean that he had to use diapers for the entire trip.  He had been allowed to use the toilet a couple of times, and while he wanted to use them at the house, he knew they wouldn’t be spending the entire trip at the cabin.  “I guess…”
 
            Alice flashed a not at all mommy-like smile.  “Then it’s decided.  You can wear and use your diapers.  How about we go swimming this afternoon?  Go wash your face, and get our things.”
 
            John went to do as he was told, and Alice went to go pack a diaper bag for the beach.  There was certainly no sense in going back to the house for a change.  It was really just a backpack, but it would do.  She added the wipes, a changing mat, four extra Abenas, and the travel size powder and rash cream.  In her own bedroom, she put on her bathing suit and placed John’s in the diaper bag.
 
            In the kitchen, Alice gathered the pool bag and some bottled water from the fridge, and waited for John.  He appeared a moment later, and Alice put the strap of the diaper bag on his arm, took his hand, and walked down to the water.

Top of Form
The beach itself was a man-made crescent of khaki colored sand, with a gentle slope into the lake.  The protection of the cove kept the water calm but not stagnant.  Debris and drift wood collected about fifty yards up the bank to the left, opposite the mouth of the cove, and trees on either side of the beach provided shade that migrated from one end to the other as the day progressed. 
 
            Spreading out two towels on the warm sand, Alice removed her wrap and directed John to sit down in front of her between her legs.  Removing his shirt, she withdrew sunscreen from the pool bag and began rubbing it into John’s back.  It wasn’t warm enough or sunny enough to burn either of them, who had decent enough tans from the summer, and Alice would forego any lotion, but her little boy, with his delicate skin, needed the protection.  She rubbed it in to the top of his diaper, and then stood him up.
 
            Squirting some lotion onto John’s chest, she told him to rub it in while she squatted down and worked on his legs, getting between his thighs and running a finger under either leg gather on John’s diaper, rotating around him to the same on the back of his thighs where his diaper met his butt.  Standing up, Alice frowned at John’s chest.
 
            “Johnny, you got to rub this in or you’ll get sunburn,” Alice said, taking over and rubbing in the lotion that remained a white smear across John’s chest and belly.
 
            Once she was done, Alice wiped her hands on her own thighs, and gave John’s hair a tousle.  “Can I have my swim trunks, Mom?”
            “You can have it, but you can’t swim in a diaper.  You’ll soak up half the lake!  And you can’t wear your bathing suit without a diaper on, in case you have a poopy accident.  So you can wear your bathing suit and play on the beach, or we can take your diaper off, and you can swim nakie.  What would you like to do?”
 
            John was bashful, but he had spent the morning outside in just a diaper, and it wasn’t so much nakedness that intimidated him about being in public so much as his diaper.  John would have rather walked down main street naked than be caught by just one person while he was wearing.  Plus, John was a swimmer, and he wanted to get in.
 
            “I’ll swim naked.”
 
            “Okay.  Naked baby time!  Lie down on your towel.”  John lay down and Alice removed his wet diaper.  Taking a wipe from the diaper bag, she gave John a quick once over, told him pull his knees up, and massaged suntan lotion into his diaper area.  “Okay.  You can go play, but don’t go past that tree,” Alice said, pointing to a tree on the right side of the bank about five yards past the edge of the beach.  She rolled up the used diaper, taped it, and placed it in the mesh outer pocket on the side of the backpack that was serving as their diaper bag.
 
            Running into the water, John was pleased to find that it was cool and not the bathwater it must have been just a week or two ago at the end of the summer.  Alice watched John from the sand, her knees drawn up and her hands behind her.  This was neither playtime or headspace for John.  He had grown up spending his summers at the pool and his family’s lake house, and he really did love the water.  When he was a kid, he would stay in the water all day. 
 
            After a few minutes, John was ready to play.  “Mommy, come in and play,” John pleaded, clapping his hands together and splashing in the water.
 
            Alice pretended not to hear him.  “What did you say, John,” she shouted, her hand to an ear.
 
            “Come in and play!”
 
            “I can’t hear you, baby!”
 
            “I said, “˜Come in and play with me!’”
 
            “Oh, you want me to come in and play” Alice exaggerated, “I’ll be right there.”  Alice sorted through the disorganized pool bag until she found an old foam ball.  Walking into the water, she swam out to John.  The water was not especially deep, about four and a half feet, but neither of them was very tall.  When she got close to him, she flipped the ball his way.  “Wanna play catch, baby?”
 
            They spread out and began to throw the ball back and forth, Alice gave John patronizing instructions to “use both hands” and “keep his eye on the ball,” along with childish praise and encouragement.  After about five minutes, John with a mischievous smile, caught the ball and disappeared beneath the water.
 
            Alice was waiting for John to resurface when a hand wrapped itself around each ankle and pulled hard, taking her right off her feet and under the water, then let go.  She came up sputtering and looked around for John, who had come up behind her ready to play wrestle some more.  Alice was feeling playful as well, and splashed John, who took off.  She pursued him.
 
            “Catch me, Mommy, catch me,” Johnny cried.  Alice too was a swimmer, but not as at home in the water as John, who had to slow down to let his mom catch up.  Pushing off the bottom, she jumped up and came down with her hands on John’s shoulder pushing him under.  The wrestled in the water until Alice called a halt.
 
            “Johnny, you’re getting too big for me,” she said, catching her breath.  “Let me see your hands.”  John held out his hands in front of Alice.
 
            “Just as I thought ““ you’re starting to prune.  Let’s go sit on the beach.”
 
            “Aw, mom, do I hafta,” John whined.  What did it matter if his hands pruned?  They’d go back to normal.
 
            “Yes.  Let’s dry off so we can get ready for dinner soon.”  John trudged up the beach.  He wanted to play some more in the water, but he didn’t want to spoil such a nice afternoon, so he decided not to force the issue, which he knew he’d lost anyway.  I can’t wait to be a grown up, John thought, they get to do whatever they want.
 
            Sitting on his towel, John looked at Alice’s stomach moving rhythmically up and down as she caught her breath, the outline of her abdominal muscles exposed as she stretched out on her towel, her wet hair falling behind her.  John’s mommy disappeared, and his wife Alice was lying next to him.  He started to become hard and considered calling a red light, but he decided it was better to wait.  There would be more afternoons like this, for many years to come.
 
            For her part, Alice noticed John’s penis becoming harder, but she didn’t especially want to break the scene.  John stood up and crawled to Alice’s side.  At first she thought he was coming for her, but instead he reached into the pool bag and came out with a small plastic shovel.  Going back to the edge of his towel, John sat carefully to keep his diaper area out of the sand, with his legs spread out in front of him, and began to make a pile of sand, shaping it with his hands as best he could without any other toys.
 
            Alice suspected it was about three by then, and she wanted to go in soon.  As she sat thinking about her evening plans, she notices John squirming on his towel.  He had to pee, and Alice watched curiously, wondering how John would handle it.  Little boy or not, John liked peeing outside.  Would he ask to go to a tree, or back into the house, or to be diapered?
 
            Suddenly John stopped squirming, and Alice assumed she had been wrong.  After a few more seconds, John rolled over and sighed.
 
            “Ready to go in,” Alice asked.
 
            “Yeah,” John said.  Getting up to his knees, Alice stood and folded her own towel, and John stood up.  Alice moved him off the towel and began to brush the sand from him front and rear.  She closely examined his butt, noting that it was looking much better than it had in the morning, with hardly a trace of trauma.  Despite herself, Alice couldn’t help but look forward to the next time John would make a mistake she could punish him for.
 
            As John stood there bashfully, Alice put the lotion, shovel and mostly dry foam ball back into the pool bag.  When she bent to pick up John’s towel, she noticed the darker sand where John had been sitting, and smiled to herself.
 
            “Johnny, did you go potty while you were playing toys?”
 
            John blushed and gave a soft, “Yeah.”
 
            “Was it an accident?”
 
            “I think so.”
 
            What does “I think so” mean, Alice wondered.  “You mean you knew you had to go but didn’t want to stop playing, and then you had an accident, right?”
 
            “I guess.”
 
            “Well, I suppose it’s no different than doing it in a diaper.  But I hope you don’t do it inside if you aren’t wearing a diaper.”  There was a big difference in their play when it came to the word “hope.”  It actually meant exactly what it sounded like.  This time, it was to say, that may be cute, but don’t cost us our security deposit.  Placing the diaper bag on John’s shoulder, they walked back to the house.
 
            “Johnny, after you put your things away, go wait in the bathroom for me.”
 
            “But I thought you said I could wear a diaper if I wanted to,” John whined, his face looking hurt.
 
            “I didn’t say use the potty.  I want to give you a bath before dinner time.”
 
            Alice deposited the pool bag next to the front door and went to spread out the towels over the railing of the porch, first giving each a good shake to get remove any sand.  Briefly considering whether to change from her own bathing suit, Alice decided it was easier to give John a bath as she was.  She found him in the bathroom sitting on the toilet lid.
 
            Ushering him into the tub, she first rinsed him down with the shower wand to remove any sand, then plugged the tub.  John sat down and waited to be told what to do, and Alice turned to rummage through the cabinet under the sink until she found what she was looking for, a rubber duckie.  John smiled and began to play with it while Alice made quick work of washing John, who paid close attention to her hands so he would know how to help, but otherwise pretended that his duckie was trying to catch fish under the water.  Giving it a squeeze, the duckie whistled but didn’t squirt.  That was just as well, since John knew he wouldn’t have been able to resist squirting his mommy, and that would have only led to trouble.  Alice used the shower wand to do John’s hair, and then told him to stand up, pulling plug and letting the water run out.
 
            Taking a towel from the bar, Alice wrapped it around John and guided him from the tub.  Standing him in front of the mirror, John chewed on the corner of the towel while Alice brushed his hair.
 
            “Are you old enough to brush your own teeth?”
 
            “Yes, mommy, I’ve been doing that for a long time,” John said incredulously.  Of course he could brush his own teeth.  He was six, a big boy.
 
            “Show me.”  Alice watched as John brushed, spit, rinsed, and wiped his mouth.  Then she took him back to his own room. 
Selecting an Abena Super, Alice made quick work of changing John, using more than enough baby powder and rash cream so that she could smell him.  She finished by dusting his chest and legs with more powder, and asked him to wait for her in the living room.
 
            Going into the first aid kit in her own bedroom, Alice found Q-tips and hydrogen peroxide.  One of her most distinct memories from childhood was her mother putting hydrogen peroxide in her ears when she was little and they swam in the lake.  She remembered the bubbles that would form and the smell of the vinyl tablecloth as she held her head flat to the kitchen table where they would do it, the smell of her grandmother smoking on the front porch, and the sound of the cicadas in the pitch dark beyond the light of the house.  Stopping for a paper towel in the kitchen before sitting down on the couch next to John, she placed the items on the coffee table.
 
            “We have to clean out your ears after that swim so you don’t get an ear ache,” she explained.  John actually was prone to ear infections.  “Lie down on the couch with your head in my lap, facing the TV.”  John did as he was told, and Alice bent forward to the table, opened the peroxide, and poured a little bit into the bottle cap.
 
            “I’m going to pour this in your ear.  It won’t hurt at all, but it might tickle.”  Alice carefully poured the peroxide in, and then put her finger under John’s earlobe, pushing it up a little bit to open John’s ear canal.
 
            This is actually a really good idea, John thought.  At first the peroxide was cold, but then it began to get warm and start to bubble.  After a few seconds, he was giggling.  Mommy was right, this does tickle!  After about a minute, the bubbles were all but gone, and Alice held a paper towel to John’s ear and told him to roll over to face her.  He did so, and the peroxide drained out. 
 
            Alice repeated the process on John’s left ear, and John giggled and turned his eyes up to Alice’s breasts.  His head on her bare lap, except for her swimsuit, John took in the smell of his mommy, and felt very safe, being taken care of this way.  He enjoyed the softness of her thighs, but he was too distracted by the bubbles to become excited.  After about a minute, Alice pressed the paper towel to John’s ear and told him to sit up.  She let him use the Q-tips to clean his own ears; it would have been too easy to not know how far she went in and accidentally hurt him.
 
            “Stay here and watch TV while Mommy goes to clean up.  And keep yourself clean.”  Alice took the supplies to the kitchen, figuring the sofa was the easiest place to do that again, and it was just in the next room.  She threw away the paper towel and went to shower.
 
            John flipped through the TV stations, trying to find something good.  He settled on a re-run of a show he only watched when nothing else was on and wondered what they would do to fill the rest of the week.  John’s horniness was interfering with his ability to maintain his headspace, so he knew what he wanted to do, but he wasn’t sure that he should be the one to call a red light for that.
 
            Alice was quick in the shower and went to her bedroom to dress for dinner.  She chose khaki shorts and a blue polo, and went to lay out John’s clothes.  She chose khaki shorts and a red t-shirt with white collar and sleeve bands.  The shorts she chose were special.  John was a good deal shorter than average, so shorts on him tended to be long.  These they had ordered specifically because the inseam length was short enough so that they didn’t hang below John’s knees.  Consequently, they weren’t baggy, but neither were they form fitting.
 
            “Jonny,” Alice called, “Come get dressed.”  John appeared in the doorway a moment later, tugging up his diaper.
 
            “I have something to fix that,” Alice said, walking to the closet and pulling out a roll of duct tape.  Duct tape was a diapering evil in their home.  Neither one liked the way it looked, but they sometimes used it anyway to keep a diaper on snugger, or to keep it on period, if that was the game they were playing.
 
            “Hold up your arms and suck in your gut,” Alice ordered.  John did just that, and Alice checked to make sure he was dry.  She made one loop around John’s waist, and then she put the shirt on him, had him step into the shorts, and tucked in his shirt while he kept his hands out of the way.  Retrieving a belt from the dresser, she weaved it through John’s shorts, buckled it, and stepped back to examine him.
 
            John’s crotch bulged slightly, but not enough to draw attention.  His butt, by contrast, didn’t bulge so much as appear too flat and too square.  Anyone who noticed it would notice that it looked odd, but they weren’t likely to notice it.
 
            “Go get your sandals on.  We’re going out to eat.”

Dinner out
            John froze and watched Alice walk out of the bedroom without another word.  His first instinct was to argue back, but he knew that Alice would not hear any of it.  He took a few deep breaths, and slowly walked to the living room where he had left his sandals.  John was the kind of person who worried, and when he was worried enough, he felt it physically.  The knot in the stomach, the hyper awareness, the dry mouth, the feeling of being cold, and the goose bumps.  John walked the length of the hallway like he was ten years old and headed to the principal’s office.  In the living room, he put on his sandals and tried to relax, but gave it up and walked back to his room.
 
            Alice was purposefully taking her time with a little makeup, not so much because she wanted to wear it out to eat where they knew no one but because she wanted John to have a few minutes to either adjust to the idea of going out or to stew in his own thoughts.  Either one suited her purposes.  She finished with her blush and headed back to the living room, spotting John out of the corner of her eye standing in front of the closet mirror in his bedroom, looking over his shoulder at his butt trying to discern the diaper.  Alice went in and without a word turned him toward the mirror.
 
            “You look very handsome, Johnny.”
 
            “But you can see what I’m wearing,” he whined.
 
            “Really?  Let me look”¦”  Alice stepped back at arm’s length, keeping her hands on John’s shoulders.  She looked him over, turning him to one side then the other, humoring him.  She ran her hands along his waistband, patted his shorts front and back. Finally, she walked around him in a slow circle, while John stood there feeling no less anxious for feeling ridiculous.
 
            Back in front of him, Alice took John’s hands with motherly patronizing, but she told him the truth.  “You look fine.  You can’t see a thing.”  
   
            “Are you sure?”
 
            “Johnny, why are you wearing a diaper?”  John furrowed his brow, but he realized that he didn’t have a reason.
 
            “Because I want to?”
 
            “Johnny, you are wearing a diaper because I’m your mom and I put it on you.  Do you think I would do that if I thought you would get hurt?”
 
            “No.”
 
            “No.  Of course not.  I’m your mom and I love you, and I’m not going to let anyone be mean to you.  Let’s go get dinner.”  Alice led him from back to the living room, taking her purse from the kitchen and the backpack they had used as a diaper bag earlier in the day.
           
 
 
            John just stared at the scenery as they drove.  He was hungry, but he didn’t want to eat.  His mouth was dry, and his muscles seemed to tremble, almost as though he were shivering.  Alice kept glancing his way, but John shyly avoided eye contact.  After ten minutes, they began to see signs of civilization again on the way into town.  There were lots of cabins with kids’ rooms on isolated parts of the lake, but this one she chose because of its proximity to the town.  It had a decent sized year-round population, in addition to swelling up in the summer, and so it had more than most resort towns.  This included a medical supply store, and that was the real reason, in addition to not wanting to cook, for coming into town tonight.  If Alice was going to get John used to wearing public, she didn’t have time to take it slowly. She had studied the town on Google Earth and knew exactly where she was going.
 
Alice pulled into the center of town and parked along Main Street.  Checking her watch, it was only five, and there weren’t many people around.  Much of the center of town had been designated an historic area, and the buildings dated to when community meant something.  The town was arranged around a village green, with a bandstand between two large brick buildings.  The one to the left was a courthouse, now used as a museum and visitors’ center, and to the right was the county administration building.  Across from the square, businesses lined the street, mostly antique stores and restaurants, some shuttered for the season, with one gift shop where out-of-staters stopped for T-shirts and Michigan snow-globes.
 
            John waited a second longer than Alice before getting out of the car.  Alice came around, opened the passenger again, and reached in for the diaper bag.
 
            “They’re your diapers, so you get to carry them.”  Alice slung the strap over John’s shoulder.
 
            “We can probably just leave it in the car.”
 
            “And have you waddle down Main Street with a load in your pants?   I don’t think so.  C’mon, we have a quick errand to run before dinner.”
 
            John fell into step behind Alice, and took an extra step to catch up.  Alice very clearly knew where she was going, and John wasn’t surprised.  He should have expected that, and he was immediately suspicious.  There were a few people around, though not many, and John kept his eyes turning from side to side, watching everyone watch him, or not watch him as it turned out.  No one gave him an extra glance.  John paid attention to his walking; he felt the padding between his legs, up high, but he didn’t seem to waddle, and he wasn’t making any effort not to do so. 
 
            Two blocks up Main Street, Alice made a left and went down two more blocks.  At the intersection, Alice took John’s hand
 
            “Hold my hand.  We have to go in that store,” she said, point to a one-story building with a Michigan Medical across the front.
 
            “Why do we have to go there,” John asked, his breath quickening as he started to panic.  “I don’t want to go in there.”         They were in front of the building now.
 
            “Honey, the diapers at the house are only for just in case.  There aren’t enough to keep you in diapers for a whole week.  You do want to wear diapers for the rest of the week, right?”  That was Alice's subtle way of making John a party to whatever happened next, since she knew John would say yes and thus implicitly take some responsibility.
 
            “Yes...but”¦the people in there will know.”
 
            “Honey, those people are professionals.  You’re not the first big boy in diapers they’ve seen.”
 
            “But”¦I just don’t want to go in.”
 
            “Alright.  I’ll make a deal with you.  You can wait right here, and I’ll go in.  But if I need you to come in you can’t argue with me.  You’ll have to come in, okay?”
 
            “Okay.”
 
            Alice opened the door and turned around again, “Don’t move a muscle.” John stood there outside the door feeling like he was doing something illegal.
 
            Inside, a saleswoman approached Alice with her hand out for a shake.  “I’m Rebecca.  Can I help you find something?”
 
            “Actually yes, we’re in town on vacation and we ran out of supplies.  I need some”¦incontinence products.”  Alice hadn’t bought in a store in a long time, not since she had moved out on her own in college and started ordering online.  She remembered the first time she had upgraded to a real medical supply store after shopping at Walgreens.
 
            She was still in high school at the time, and they had a day off.  Alice’s parents and siblings were at work, and Alice used the opportunity to buy.  She viewed their website so she would know exactly what to get ““ First Quality, size small.  She had expected to find exactly what she needed without any help, but the product was not on the sales floor.  She had to ask the salesperson for help, who got the diapers from the back and put them in two brown paper sacks.  As she was checking out, she noticed a customer across the counter.  She couldn’t tell if she had been staring, but the woman looked familiar.  She thought, maybe, it was the mother of the girl she carpooled to school with.
 
            When she got home, she put one of the diapers on and was disappointed to learn that she should have gotten the medium sized and that they weren’t much thicker than what she had been using.  Looking at the clock, high school Alice decided she had just enough time to go back to the store and get something else.  She didn’t have the courage to return the unopened bag for a refund, but she pulled her pants back on over the diaper, which was now wet, and drove back to the store.  She had gone out in a pull-up before once when her mom took her to get a haircut on a weeknight, and then they had browsed through the craft store next to the stylist.  She had kept the pull-up dry.  This was her first time out in a real diaper since toddlerhood.
 
            The same saleswoman noticed Alice as soon as she came in the door and offered her help.  Alice, confident as ever, didn’t blush when she said, “Those briefs aren’t as absorbent as I expected.  What do you have that I can wear with them?”  The saleswoman showed her the reusable incontinence products and discussed options.  Alice settled on a Salk Sani-Pant.  She remembered distinctly what the saleswoman said when they were talkin about size.
 
            “Well,” she said, “you want to leave at least an inch for your diaper.”  Alice’s diaper.  The wet diaper she was wearing right at that moment.  It was an adrenaline rush she never forgot.
 
            Back in the present, Alice followed Rebecca.  In front of them was a selection of diapers, mostly brands that Alice recognized.
 
            “Do you usually wear one of these brands,” Rebecca asked.  Yes, Alice thought, a couple of these.
 
            “Oh no, actually, they’re for my husband.”
 
            “Oh! Sorry.   Well what he does usually wear?”
 
            “We’ve tried a couple of brands ““ these, and these,” Alice said, point to Molicare and Abena packages.
 
            “Have you been happy with them?”
 
            “Well, some of them.  He says that Abena fit him best, but I wish he had something more absorbent.  It kind of defeats the purpose if I still have to wash clothes and furniture, right?”
 
            She may work in a medical supply store, but she was just a saleswoman, and the last comment slightly embarrassed Rebecca.  “Right”¦the Abena is known to be more absorbent, but the sizing is very different than Molicare.  How large is your husband’s waist?”
 
            He’s a medium, Alice thought.  “Actually, he’s right outside.  He was too shy to come in.  I told him you were a professional, but you know how men can be.”
 
            Rebecca smiled.  Yeah, how ridiculous, she thought, that a grown man wouldn’t want to come in while his wife bought him diapers.
 
            “See right there, trying to look like he has nothing to do with this place,” Alice laughed.  “What do you think his waist size is?”
 
            “I’d say he’s on the edge for an Abena,” Rebecca said.
 
            “Maybe we should try something entirely different then.”
 
            “In that case, why don’t I ask you some questions, and we can see what else might work,” Rebecca said, walking back to the diaper aisle.
 
            “Is this a night time problem?”
 
            “It’s both.”
 
            “And does he suffer from bladder and bowel incontinence?”
            “From both.”
 
            “I take it since he’s outside on his own that he takes care of himself, changes himself?”
 
            “Yes, though I tend to keep a close eye on him.  He gets lazy sometimes.”
 
            “Do you use thicker diapers for night time?”
 
            “We haven’t before, but we’re open to the idea.”
 
            “In that case, I think you should stick with Abena during the day if that’s what you like.  How do you feel about trying these at night?”  Rebecca picked up a package labeled Dry 24/7 and handed them to Alice.
 
            “They’re plastic backed, so they don’t have pinhole leaks, they’re very generous through the seat, and the size range is good for him.  If he puts on a little baby fat, they’ll still fit comfortably.”
 
            “How much will they hold, relative to the Abena?”
 
            “I don’t think I could quantify it, but you won’t anything thicker in a medical supply store.  Some websites sell some specialty products for certain diaper wearers that might be a little bit thicker, but I doubt you want to try those.”
 
            As in Bambino and Cushie, Alice thought.    “Well they wouldn’t do us much good anyway since we’re leaving in a few days.  Honestly, I can’t believe he didn’t think to pack more.  I guess I’ll have to start doing more of this for him.”
 
            “Maybe.  Do you need anything else before I check you out?”  I don’t even need these, but it might be fun to shop around, Alice thought.  She hadn’t been in a medical supply store in years.
 
            “I’m not sure.  We have plenty of changing supplies.  What else is there?”
 
            “We have some reusable products, if you don’t mind spending a little more money.  They’re more expensive, but they last quite a while.  Have you ever tried plastic pants or absorbent reusable diaper covers for him?”
 
            “We haven’t.  To be honest, this is kind of new to us since the accident.”
 
            “I understand.  I’m happy to show you some products.”  Rebecca led Alice to a wall where the cloth diaper materials were arranged.  These weren’t of the same quality as what she had found online before ““ these were more institutional ““ but they had a decently sized selection.
 
            “Is your husband a swimmer?”
 
            “As a matter of fact he is, or was.  We went swimming earlier today but”¦well disposable diapers and lakes don’t mix, so he went in naked and then had an accident on the beach.  Thank God we were alone.”  I can’t believe I just told her that, Alice thought.  John would be mortified; that was too much information even for a stranger they would never see again, even if it had been true that he had a real accident.
 
            Rebecca meanwhile was opening a package labeled Discovery Trekking Containment Diaper.  “Unfortunately they don’t make disposable swim diapers for adults ““ you know, like Little Swimmers for toddlers ““ or at least they don’t make them yet.  But they do make some reusables.  I’m told this is the best.  See, it seems quite snug in the picture.”  Rebecca handed Alice the package, and she could see that it did appear to be very tight, like it could contain whatever John could put into it.  Rebecca was unfolding the diaper.
 
[bookmark: _GoBack]            “It just velcros shut.  Very secure, and it can be worn on its own or over a disposable diaper.  From a distance it looks like a Speedo, so he wouldn’t even need a swimsuit over it if he didn’t want to.”
 
            “I’m sure he’d want to.  How will I know if it will fit?  I can’t return it, can I?”
 
            “I really can’t say how this will fit, and unfortunately no, you wouldn’t be able to return it.  But he can try it on here, over another garment of course.”
 
            “Oh”¦”  Alice had to think about it.  They had thought about swim diapers for John for years ““ swimming, diapers, and Alice were his three favorite things ““ but he couldn’t imagine wearing one to the pool.  It would be a nice treat for the vacation, but given the price, it had to fit, and John and Alice had learned from experience not to trust the sizing guides on diapers.  But John would be aghast to come in and actually try something on.  The embarrassment John would feel might be too much for him if just buying diapers was too much.  But would he thank me later, Alice wondered.  This is what we came up here for, isn’t it?
 
            “Can I take a look at that?  I’d appreciate it if you could grab John for me.  Just tell him I need him to try something on.”  Rebecca walked to the door. Alice realized she had been in there almost half an hour, and the store closed at six.
            Rebecca reappeared with a cherry red John behind her.  Alice took the lead quickly.  “John, what do you think about these?  You can go swimming in them.”
            John knew exactly what Alice was holding, of course, and he did want it, but he didn’t want to try it on.  He had two choices.  He could argue with Alice that he didn’t want them, or at least that didn’t need to try them on, both arguments that he would lose.  Or he could just follow her lead as best he could.  The former, he knew, would have the same end result and make him seem childish in front of the saleswoman.  The latter would be best.
            “Great.”         
            “I need you to try them on.”
            “Okay.”
            Poor guy, Rebecca thought, he looks so humiliated.  “Let me show you the dressing room.  You should be able to try it on standing up.”  If I act professional and pretend this happens in here every day, maybe it will help him feel normal, Rebecca thought.  She led them to the back, and John stepped into a dressing stall.
            Before Alice could walk in, Rebecca leaned in and whispered in her ear, not as quietly as she thought, “Make sure he’s, you know, dry and clean before he tries it on.”  John heard it though, and to his surprise he was more pissed than embarrassed.  He knew why she would say that, but he still thought it was condescending.
            Rebecca looked at the clock and realized that the store closed in just a few minutes, so she started to clean up.  She was running a vacuum over the carpet and didn’t hear Alice speaking to John.
            “You’re being a very brave boy, Johnny.  I’m very proud of you.”  Alice took down’s John’s pants and felt his diaper for wetness and mess.  “Spread your legs for me, honey.”
            John did as he was told.  “I’m still dry, and I’d know if I had a dirty diaper.  I didn’t think I’d have to come in.  But I like the swim diaper.  It’s a great idea.”
            “It was Rebecca’s.  I didn’t know they sold them.”
            “Whose idea?”
            “Rebecca, the saleslady.”  Alice was just about finished getting the diaper on over John’s Abena, tugging it as tightly as possible and forcing John to plant his feet to stay on them.  “How does that feel?”
            “Tight, but I guess that’s the point.  It would fit better without another diaper underneath it.”
            “Maybe.  You can wear it like that if you want to, but I’m not washing any dirty swim diapers.  I’ll change one, but I’m not putting that in our washer.”
            “Whatever you say, Mommy.”
            “I hope you don’t mind coming in.  I just thought you’d really, really like to go swimming without being naked in the hot sun.  I’d hate to spank a sunburned heine.  And I think you deserve a treat for being so good for Allison today.”
            “It’s…It’s okay.  I know you won’t let anything bad happen to me.  Can we take this off now?  I’m getting hungry.”
            Outside the stall, Alice had shut off the vacuum and was wheeling it past the dressing room to the storage closet.  She could hear the Velcro tearing as Alice removed the swim diaper.
            “Johnny, I think you had an accident while we were trying this on.  No matter, though.  It fits, so we’re going to buy it.  And I think your diaper will last through dinner.”  Thank goodness, Rebecca thought.  Spared from an awkward conversation.  If she could see into the stall, she would have seen Alice pulling her husband’s pants up for him, tuck in his shirt, and fasten his belt.  She scurried to the counter so they wouldn’t know she overheard them.
            “Sorry,” John said.  “I had to go.”
            “It’s absolutely okay.  That’s what diapers are for.  Just go whenever you have to.  We buy good diapers so you won’t leak, even in public.”  With a kiss on the cheek, they left the stall.
            “We’ll take it,” Alice announced as they rounded the corner.
            “Great!  Let me ring you up.”
            “Oh, here’s the package for the swim diaper.  I’ll just put the actual diaper into John’s “pool” bag if that’s okay.”  Alice stepped behind John and unzipped the backpack enough to stuff the diaper inside.
            “Do you really have to call it that,” John asked under his breath.  In front of people, John thought!  He had been a good soldier, after all.
            Alice was confused.  “Pool bag?”
            “No,” John shot back impatiently.  “Diaper.”
            Get over it, Alice thought, you just tried on a diaper in a store, and pissed in one, and the only thing sparing us from having to argue with this woman about not purchasing it as a result is that it fits!  After the past ten minutes, you’re going to be upset about the word "diaper?"  Still a lot of work to do, Alice thought.  Still, he had been a good soldier.  “Sorry.”  Secretly though, Alice was finding that enjoyed seeing John embarrassed in public, and more, enjoyed doing the embarrassing.  She would have to be careful, she thought, to avoid taking it too far for John to please herself.
            Rebecca finished ringing them up and put the diapers into large paper bags, thanked them, and gave them the store’s phone number in case they needed anything else during their stay.
            Outside, with bags in hand, John and Alice walked back towards the center of town to put their purchase into the car before dinner.
            Alice spoke first.  “I hope you don’t mind.  It’s just that I thought you would really like to have that, and I couldn’t return it if it didn’t fit.”
            “It’s okay.  I understand, Mom.”
            “So you’re not mad at me?”
            “No.  I really like it.  Can I wear it swimming tomorrow?”
            “Of course!  That’s what it’s for.”  Alice was relieved that John didn’t mind, or at least not enough to seem upset.  She wasn’t sure what that meant long term, though.  Would he have felt the same way if he had tried on something that wasn’t special at all, like one of the new brand of diapers they bought?
            “You don’t think she’s laughing at me right now, do you Mommy,” John asked.
            “No way.  It’s her job.  What does she care what you wear?  I thought she was very helpful.”
            She had been, John thought.  He wasn’t at all eager to do that again, but oddly, he didn’t feel quite so nervous now.  Maybe there was nothing to be afraid of.
            Neither said anything the last block to the car.  It was starting to get dark, which bothered them as it meant that summer really was over.  At least it was still warm, though.  After dropping the bags in the backseat, except the diaper bag, Alice pointed out a cozy looking restaurant that had several cars parked in front.  Go where the people are, Alice thought.
 
Chapter 27
 
There were about twenty people in the restaurant, with a good mix of people who looked local and tourists dressed in shorts and T-shirts and looking exhausted from a day spent swimming or hiking or cycling.  The décor was like a country B&B, and a young hostess seated them in a booth by the front window between two other couples.  John set the diaper bag on the seat next to him.
 
            A waitress, also still in high school, came to the table.  “Hi, I’m Miranda, and I’ll be your server this evening,” She said, handing them menus.  They both asked for water with lemon, and then Alice said, “I think you’ve earned a treat tonight.  He’ll each have a bourbon with Coke.”
 
John was surprised, to say the least.  Alice leaned over after the waitress had left and said, “It will help you use that diaper.”
 
The menu was surprisingly upscale for what looked like a diner from the outside, and they were both ready for some good food.  They talked as they looked over the menu.
 
            “So did you have fun today,” Alice asked.
            “Yes.”
 
            “What was your favorite part?”
 
            “I liked swimming.”
 
            “What about Allison?  Was she a good babysitter?”
 
            John rolled his eyes.  “Do you mind keeping it down,” he hissed beneath his breath.
            Alice cocked her head, and answered, at normal volume, “I was not speaking loudly and I won’t keep my voice down.  Mind your manners or you’ll find yourself sorry before you know it.”  She paused, took a breath, and repeated, “So, was Allison a good babysitter?”  Her voice was deliberate and flat.
 
            John kept his head down.  “Please answer me, Johnny.”
 
            “Yes, she was a good babysitter.  We played and then she read to me in the sun before I took a nap.  Happy now?”
 
            Alice sat back.  “Glad that she was a good babysitter, yes.  But I’m not very pleased with your tone.  Why are you angry with me all of a sudden?”
 
            “Because people can hear us.”
 
            “Johnny, no they can’t.  They’re talking to each other and eating their food.  No one is paying attention to us.”
 
            John looked around and realized that Alice might be right.  He wasn’t listening to other people; why would they be listening to him and Alice?
            “Fine.  We had a good time…Can I play scientist with the dinosaurs when we get home?”
 
            “Maybe one, if we get home before bedtime.  How’s your diaper holding up?”
 
            Jesus Fucking Christ, John thought.  She’s pushing it.  “It’s fine.”
 
            “Are you sure?  I can check it if you want,” Alice winked.
 
            “No, really.  Here comes the waitress.”
 
            Miranda was the picture of small town waitress, bubbly and smiling.  “Have you guys decided what you’d like yet?”
 
            Alice answered for them, “We have.  I’ll have the cog au vin, and Johnny will have the steak frites.”
 
            Miranda wrote it down.  “I’ll have that right out for you.”  She started to walk away but turned her head back.  “I can throw away that used diaper if you’d like.  No one wants to eat with that.”
 
            Both Alice and John froze.  “What diaper,” Alice asked.
 
            “In your bag there, the outside pocket.”
 
            They followed Miranda’s eyes to the mesh outer pocket of the diaper bag, where Alice had left John’s diaper from the afternoon swim and forgotten about it.
 
            John stepped up.  “Oh, yeah, thanks,” he said, handing her the diaper.  “We left the kids with a sitter but took our bag.”
 
            “No problem.  I’ll take care of that and get your food out to you.  After I wash my hands, of course.”  Miranda walked toward the bathroom.
 
            Alice was shocked.  “That was very good, John.  Not quite smooth but I’m proud of you.”
 
            “Yeah, kinda surprised myself.  I can’t believe she didn’t notice how big it was.”
 
            “Who says she didn’t?  Even if she did, it’s not likely she would connect it with you.  Do you think she’s ever seen a diaper for a “six” year old before?”
 
            “I guess not.”
 
            “Anyway, that ought to convince you that no one is going to notice.  Or care if they do.”
 
Day 4
            “John…Johnny, time to wake up sweetheart,” Alice cooed as John came to. “How did you sleep, kiddo?”
 
            “Good I guess. What time is it?” John came around slowly, unusually tired after their outing the night before. Dinner proved uneventful. The food was good, the waitress cheerful and the drive home pleasant. He did find that though he needed to pee almost the entire evening, he couldn’t in public despite trying. He worried the entire time that he was making the pee-pee face, and he worried he might leak, but his desire to go overcame his inhibition, but still he couldn’t. He flooded his diaper as soon as he sat down in the car, but luckily it held it all.
 
            “I’ll go run a bath. Why don’t you do anything you need to do before I come back,” Alice said as she gave John’s diaper a squeeze through the covers. John was awake but not motivated to get out of bed. He had gone to sleep in his usual set up of a Molicare and line-plastic panties, and he had slept so soundly that he hadn’t woken in the night to use the bathroom as he normally did. Reluctantly, John sat up and let his bladder go. Weighing whether he might be allowed to use the bathroom, and whether he wanted to, John decided that we would rather have his morning BM in his diaper since he knew he would get an actual change instead of a shower since the tub was filling.
 
            When she returned, Alice could tell easily what John was doing by the face he was making as he pushed. Alice decided not to say anything, instead letting John do as he wished without comment. After his good behavior the night before, Alice felt John had earned a treat, and this only made it more special. Once he was finished, John turned to Alice and held up his arms as if to say he was ready for his change.
 
            Alice pulled the covers back and sat down next to John so that she was leaning against the wall. Without a word, Alice opened blouse and pulled down her bra on one side, then patted her lap to indicate to John he should move closer and lean back against her. John rarely nursed from Alice, not for any particular reason, but that only made it more special when they did. Admiring his beautiful wife, John moved into position without a word, and Alice guided her nipple into john’s mouth. He closed his eyes and gently sucked. Of course no milk came, but that was beside the point. With one arm around his shoulder, Alice reached down to into John’s diaper and grasped his penis, already becoming hard as she pulled it free of the diaper. John’s eyes opened wide, but he didn’t stop nursing and closed them again when Alice began stroking him.
 
            “I wanted to say that you were a very good boy last night when we went out. I was so proud of you for coming into the store and trying on your new diaper,” Alice cooed. Overwhelmed by Alice’s hand, her stiff nipple in his mouth, and the soft mess under his bottom, John quickly came. Alice gently pushed his softening member back into his diaper, wiping her hand on the sheets, which she planned to wash later. Wrapping both arms around John, she hummed and rocked him as he continued to nurse. Within a minute, John was ready to fall asleep again and released Alice’s teat, nuzzling his head against her chest and sighing a thank you.
 
            Alice kissed John on top of his head, and slipping back into character said, “I think someone has stinky pants. Is it you?”
 
            John sat up with a smile on his face, “Not me.”
 
            “If it’s not you, then who is it? Is it me?”
 
            “Uh huh, it must be you. You have stinky pants.”
 
            “I don’t think so.  In fact,” Alice said as she slid a hand down John’s back to the seat of his diaper, “I’m positive it’s you.”
 
            “No way. I’m a big boy. I don’t do that anymore,” John replied.
 
            “If it’s not you, then what is this in my hand,” Alice answered back, squeezing John’s mess and delivering a smack to his bum. “Let’s get you cleaned up, and then we can start our day, huh?”
 
            Alice swung her legs out and John slowly followed suit, standing up and stretching his arms high as his feet touched the floor. Alice admired her husband’s body, not giving much though to the unpleasantness of the task ahead of her. Walking to the desk where she had left his supplies last night, Alice put the changing mat on the floor, and John knew what to do. He was on his back with his knees spread before Alice could get grab the wipes and a plastic bag to throw everything away.
 
            As Alice began the change, tugging John’s plastic pants down his legs, John asked, “So what are we doing today.”
 
            With a wide grin, Alice replied, “It’s a surprise. You’ll have to wait and see and be a good boy. Can you do that for me?”
 
            “If I hafta,” John answered as he grabbed his knees and let Alice wipe away his mess. When he was clean, Alice delivered a smack to his butt, “Okay, your bath is ready.”
 
            Bath time was routine, and John found himself in a Cushie and t-shirt at the kitchen table with a light breakfast. Alice, picking at some fruit on her plate, tried to begin a conversation as John still looked spacey from the morning’s events.
 
            “Did you have fun last night, Johnny?”
 
            “I was nervous.”
 
            “Would you be nervous if we went out again tonight?”
 
            John set his fork down and looked at Alice. “Are we?”
 
            “I think we’ll stay in, but I was just wondering. I thought you were very brave. I told you no one would notice your diapers. And wasn’t Becky nice?”
 
            “The lady at the shop? I guess so.”
 
            “Well I thought she was very nice, and very understanding. Of course you’re probably not the first boy your age that she’s met in diapers, but she was very polite the whole time. And professional.”
 
            “But what do you think she was thinking? Do you think she told people later?”
 
            “I don’t know what she was thinking, and I don’t much care either. You needed something that her store sells, and she sold it to us. It doesn’t matter what she thought. You’re only six and my babyboy – who is she to judge what you need? Besides, I think she thought you were cute?”
 
            “She did?”
 
            “Of course she did,” Alice fibbed, “Who wouldn’t find a cutie like you cute? Is your breakfast all done?”
 
            “Yep,” John said as finished off his last bite.
 
            “As soon as the dished are done, I’ll show you the surprise,” Alice said as she took both plates and walked to the sink. John wondered what the surprise might be. The morning had been a surprise already. He wouldn’t mind another surprise like that, but he didn’t think that was it.
 
            “Okay,” Alice said as she wiped her hands on a towel, “Stand up.”
 
            John stood, not sure what was next. Standing behind John, Alice put her hands over John’s eyes. John felt nervous, knowing this his wife had a devilish streak. For all he knew, a complete stranger was about to knock on the door. Still, he had agreed to go along with her, and he trusted her to take care of him.
 
            “Just let me guide you,” Alice said with obvious excitement in her voice. She kept her hands over his eyes as she slowly steered him to the front door. When John realized they were heading outside, he planted his feet.
           
            “I don’t want to go outside like this.  I’m only wearing a diaper and…” John said.
 
            “John,” Alice said firmly, “There is no one out there. No one will see you.”
 
            John tried to protest, “But…”
 
            “John,” Alice repeated, even more firmly, “We are not having this discussion. I’m the mom, I’m going to take care of you, and I promise you – I promise you – you’re going to like this surprise, and everything is going to be ok. Do you trust me?”
 
            Feeling somewhat defeated, with a lump his throat and butterflies in his tummy, John managed a weak “yes” as he sighed. Alice had kept her hands tightly over John’s eyes, and she could feel him shake just a little as she guided him further to the door, this time his steps even smaller than before.
 
            “Reach out and open the door,” Alice directed him. John felt around blindly but found the doorknob with his hand. John slowly turned the knob, his nervous breath audible. Alice was beginning to understand that John’s reluctance about his diapers might be more than the normal fear of public that is fairly common to the fetish community. He had been out in his diaper several times in the past couple days, but it didn’t seem to get much easier for him.
 
            Nudging him out onto the porch, Alice removed her hands and shouted “Surprise!” It took John a moment, but when he saw the canoe on the beach, he let himself for a moment be a kid again and let out a squeal of delight.
 
John loved paddling. He had worked summers at camps on the waterfront, and he always wanted to own a kayak, but they didn’t have room for it. Alice had considered a paddle boat, since six year olds like Johnny didn’t often canoe, but they were slow, cumbersome, and required too much work for a half-day outing.
 
“We are going for a boat ride today! We’re going to pack a picnic lunch and go for a ride on the lake.  I rented a boat for us.  Does my favorite little boy like boats,” Alice asked in an exaggerated way.
 
Beaming, John thought for a moment about the relative safety of the porch, but he ran down to the water to see the canoe. It was plastic, with two seats and paddles and life jackets. Alice followed John to the beach and said from behind, “We have it for the rest of today and all day tomorrow.”
 
“How fast does it go, Mommy?”
 
“As fast as you can paddle, sweetie.”
 
“Can we go right now, pleeaase?”
 
“Not quite yet. We need to finish getting ready. Let’s go up to the house so we can change into our swim stuff and pack a lunch.”
 
            Like a kid told he had to wait to play with his toys on Christmas, John took Alice’s hand and followed behind as she led him to the house. At the edge of the drive, Alice turned quickly and stuck two fingers into the leg band of John’s diaper, then spun him around, bent over to give his bum a sniff, and then pulled back the waistband for a peek inside, finally delivering a pat to the seat of John’s dry and clean diaper.
 
            “At least we won’t have to wait for a diapee change,” Alice announced. John stood somewhat stunned, glancing around to ensure that no one was watching. He was nervous again, but the butterflies were gone. Whether from his excitement or because he was growing used to it, John didn’t feel so self-conscious, at least for the moment. 
 
            “Come along, Johnny. Go get your sandals.”
 


