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    Promises, Promises 
 
    Submitted by Jane Doe – published by BBW 1999 
 
    Edited by Terry Masters 
 
    Summary: 
 
    A married man, Dave, is drawn further into the life of a cuckolded and humiliated baby girl, as his wife keeps true to all of her promises. 
 
    He’d always been submissive, but his wife turned him into a sissy submissive, then decided he’d be her sissy baby and finally a sissy baby cuckold. 
 
    

  

 
   
    And So It Begins 
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    It was a cold, gray, February Sunday afternoon. Lesley, my wife, pulled slowly into the car park and stopped the car a short walk from the ice cream kiosk. The ice cream kiosk was always open on Sundays. No matter what the weather or the time of year, it would be in this seafront car park, available for ice creams, ice lollies, and other confectionery. Inside, I could see the ice cream vendor, a young female of around 21 years of age. She was probably a student at the local college earning extra money to supplement her grant. She was reading a book to occupy her time, as there would be few customers for her to serve on days like these. 
 
    There were just three other cars in the large car park. The cars were empty. Their occupants were probably taking a very brisk walk along the cold, windy seafront. 
 
    “Well, what are you waiting for?” Lesley said. My heart was thumping, and my mouth was dry. “Please Lesley, don't make me go for an ice cream,” I begged. Lesley looked at me through the driver’s mirror. I was sitting in the rear seat. “Button up your coat and get going,” she ordered. 
 
    I fastened the soft pink buttons of the very childish styled coat that I was wearing. It was pale pink, made from brushed cotton, smocked, and quite short. The kind of coat a six-year-old little girl would love to wear on a Sunday outing with her mother. As I nervously fastened my childish coat, I could see my bare, hairless legs, my frilly anklet socks, and my childish pink patent Mary Jane shoes. 
 
    The pale mauve party frock with the masses of white petticoating that I was wearing did not want to be hidden away under the pretty pink coat. Try as I might, I could not hide the fact that I was wearing a little girl’s dress. I looked once more at Lesley's grinning face in the mirror. She turned it slightly so that I could see just how ridiculous I looked. 
 
    My hair was done in a typical little girl style parted down the center with two wide mauve ribbon bows holding it in bunches. My face was a picture of abject misery because I knew Lesley would not relent in sending me out for an icecream. 
 
    “Please Lesley, don't make me go,” I begged one more time, hoping for a reprieve.  
 
    “If you do not get out of the car this very instant, I promise you, you will be turning up for work tomorrow in that pretty outfit,” she stated flatly. I shivered in fear. I knew that whenever Lesley made a promise, she never went back on her word. 
 
    “Have you got your money?” she asked, readjusting the rearview mirror so that I could see her smiling face. I opened my hand to reveal the money in my sweating palm, forty-five new pence, all in one pence pieces. “Now go and get your ice cream like a good little girl,” she sneered. 
 
    The cold winter breeze rushed into the car as I opened my door. The wind blew up my skirts, chilling my privates which were encased in a very frilly pair of flimsy little girl-style drawers. “Close the door” Lesley snapped. 
 
    Having gingerly stepped out of the car, I pushed the door shut. Lesley operated the central locking which locked the car with an ominous thud. I was trapped outside. The winter cold enveloped me, and a shiver ran through my body, although I could still feel my face burning with embarrassment. 
 
    I walked slowly towards the big white van. The wind blew open my coat, exposing my pretty dress and masses of petticoats which were so short that I had to hold my dress down to prevent my frilly drawers from being exposed. 
 
    The ice cream girl was still reading her book as I approached. She looked up as she heard my shoes on the concrete car park surface. Lesley had fitted them with metal taps so I could easily be heard as I walked. I thought her eyes were going to pop out of her head as she stared at me in shock, then amusement. 
 
    I stood at the van window, forced to look up to her like a small child because the kiosk floor was higher than the ground I was standing on. She slid open the window, grinning now and shaking her head in disbelief. 
 
    “Yes?” she asked, bursting into laughter. I could hardly speak.  
 
    “Could I have an ice cream please?” I croaked.  
 
    “Any special flavor?” she managed to say in her fit of laughter. I shook my head. “Large or small?” she giggled.  
 
    “Small please,” I almost whispered, my humiliation robbing me of the ability to talk. 
 
    She could hardly get the ice cream onto the cone because she was shaking so much with laughter. She handed down the cornet. I really did feel like a small child reaching up to take the cornet from an adult. I placed the money on the counter, the pennies noisily hitting the hard surface. 
 
    “Have you raided your piggy bank?” She burst into hysterics again. I felt my face blush even redder. I waited, shivering with humiliation, as she counted the money into her till. “It's all there,” she laughed, still shaking her head. I turned quickly to get back to the car as soon as I could but stopped in horror. 
 
    The car had gone. 
 
    Panic surged through me as I scoured the car park for Lesley. Except for the three empty cars that were here when we arrived, the car park was empty. I felt tears well up in my eyes. Lesley had left me. I turned around, my hands to my mouth in fear. I had dropped my ice cream. My skirts were blowing up in the wind. My dress, petticoats, and my very frilly little girl drawers were now totally exposed to the ice cream girl. 
 
    “What's the matter?” she asked in concern, seeing the look on my face.  
 
    “She's gone,” I cried, “My wife. She's left me!” 
 
    I must have looked like a frightened little girl, standing before her in a pretty frock, wailing about being left alone. A warm sensation enveloped my groin. I shivered as the cold wind found the urine running down my legs while I stood there and wet my knickers. A large pool was soon around my buckled shoes. The girl could clearly see it develop from her position looking down at me. 
 
    “You've wet yourself!” she burst out laughing again, pointing to the pool that was forming around my pink Mary Jane shoes. 
 
    I burst into tears, real tears of humiliation, shame, and fear. The girl threw her head back and laughed at me as I stood there crying like a child, looking for the world like an upset little girl in ribbons and frillies, surrounded by a puddle because I had just wet myself. 
 
    “You'll just have to walk all the way home in your pretty clothes,” she laughed, “Unless you want me to ring the lost children’s center.” She held up her mobile phone. I shook my shamed head, feeling my ribbons brush my face, then turned and walked off. 
 
    “Do you want another ice cream, little girl?” she shouted after me as I walked from the car park. I ignored her. 
 
    It was five miles to our house from here. I walked as fast as I could. Luckily, the streets were deserted on cold Sunday afternoons like this. A few cars passed and honked their horns, but I just looked straight ahead and ignored their cat calls of “Fairy”, “Sissy Boy” and “Pansy.” 
 
    I felt even colder now that my legs, socks, and frilly drawers were soaking wet. My short frock offered no protection against the biting wind as it blew under my skirts and around my wet privates. No matter how much I tried, I could not stop the wind from billowing out my petticoats, lifting them high in the air. If I held my dress down at the sides, my skirts blew up at the front and back. The opposite happened if I held them there. Oh, how I hated wearing little girl dresses with their short skirts and masses of petticoats. 
 
    It was almost dark as I stood at the house door, ringing the bell. Lesley allowed me in, a triumphant grin on her face. Later, after I had prepared and served the evening meal, still in my humiliating clothes, I was told to get upstairs. 
 
    “You have been a very naughty little girl,” she stated, following me into the bedroom carrying a hard-backed hairbrush, “Dropping your ice cream on the floor after saving up all those pennies.”  
 
    “I'm very sorry Lesley,” I apologized like a penitent child, already nearly crying because I knew what the hairbrush was for. 
 
    She motioned me to remove my knickers and lay across her lap. She was now sitting on a chair.  
 
    WHACK, WHACK, WHACK, WHACK, WHACK, WHACK, WHACK, WHACK.  
 
    She laid into my bare bottom. It didn't take much to make me cry these days and soon the room was full of the sounds of the brush landing on my bare bottom and me crying. Eventually, she pushed me to the floor, where I lay on my back a blubbering wreck. 
 
    “Because you have been such a naughty little girl, I have decided to punish you further. For wetting yourself like a baby,” she sneered, “I'm going to put you into a baby’s diaper.” 
 
    She took a large white toweling diaper, pink-headed diaper pins, and plastic-lined frilly rhumba pants from the chest of drawers and knelt down beside me. I was still sobbing deeply as she pinned the diaper together around my loins, drawing the frilly baby pants up my legs and settling them over the diaper. 
 
    “There, baby is all pinned up in his diaper,” she mocked, “And baby can wear his diapers all week.” She laughed at the look on my face. “Yes, even at work tomorrow.”  
 
    “But how will I be able to get my trousers on?” I sobbed. The diapers she had used were extra large, extra thick terry toweling, and very bulky. She shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    “That is not my problem,” she laughed. “All I know is the diapers and the frillies stay on. If your stupid pants don't fit, you'll go to work with your shirt tucked in your baby knickers,” she paused for effect, “And that is a promise!” 
 
    I burst into further tears. Those hated words, “I promise!” condemned me to a very humiliating day at work. 
 
    She produced a big pink pacifier and pushed it in my mouth, “It’s your own fault for wetting yourself,” she sneered, “Now get up and let me get you ready for bed.” 
 
    My party frock, petticoats, socks, and shoes were removed. A very frilly short babydoll nightie and pink booties were put in their place. “As you are now dressed like a baby in your diaper and pretty baby clothes, I might as well treat you like one,” she announced. “Crawl through to the spare bedroom. I have a surprise for my little baby girl.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Baby Davey’s Nursery 
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    She laughed at my frilly diapered behind bulging from underneath my nightie as I crawled. The spare bedroom had been redecorated. She had turned it into a pastel pink nursery. Dominating the center of the room stood a large pink wooden barred crib. 
 
    “You will not be sleeping in my bed anymore,” she stated, “Babies sleep in cribs, so you will be put to bed in your crib every night from now on.”  
 
    “Not every night, surely!” I protested.  
 
    “Every night,” she laughed, “and that is a promise.” She lowered the crib side. 
 
    “And as babies go to bed very early, you will be put in your crib at five-thirty every night from now on,” she said, motioning me to get into the baby bed. 
 
    “But Lesley. What about my squash league?” I whined pathetically as I climbed into the crib.  
 
    “Babies do not play squash,” she scoffed.  
 
    “But Lesley... no... I...” I began to protest again, but she cut my complaints off.  
 
    “Do you want me to ring Bill up and tell him the reason that you cannot play squash anymore?” she asked, “Should I tell him you will be safely tucked in your crib all dressed up in baby clothes and pinned into a diaper?” 
 
    I shook my head. Bill was the captain of the squash club. “One more complaint from you and I will be straight on the phone,” she said, starting to pull the blankets over me.  
 
    “Lesley please... no... I have to...” I started to say and immediately regretted opening my mouth.  
 
    “Well!!!” she snapped exasperated. 
 
    She left the covers, pulled up the side of the crib, then stormed out of the room. I felt completely helpless, surrounded by pink bars wondering what my wife was going to do now. She returned to the bedroom holding her mobile telephone. 
 
    “Please, Lesley!” I cried in horror, “I'm sorry! I will not complain again!”  
 
    “Too late,” she said, pushing the buttons on the keypad. I could hear the ringing tone as Lesley held the phone to her ear.  
 
    Please Bill be out, I prayed to myself. 
 
    The ringing tone stopped and a male voice answered the call. It was Bill. “Hello Bill, this is Lesley. Yes, David’s wife,” Lesley spoke into the mouthpiece, walking over to the crib and leaning against the bars. 
 
    “I'm afraid David will not be able to come to play squash anymore.”  
 
    I heard Bill ask, “Why? Is he all right?” He was concerned that I was ill or injured. 
 
    “No, Bill, he is not injured or ill. You see Bill, the reason David will not be playing squash anymore is because he will be sound asleep in his crib.” She looked down at me. I heard Bill repeat her words incredulously. “That's right Bill, a baby's crib. And just like the baby he is, he will also be wearing a diaper,” she told him. 
 
    I heard Bill laugh. “You’re joking,” he said.  
 
    “No, Bill. I am not joking. David is in his crib as we speak. He is wearing a diaper, a very frilly pair of baby pants, and a baby’s nightie. I am looking at him now. He does look sweet,” she laughed. “Yes Bill, you can speak to him. He is crying at the minute. I have had to give him a very severe spanking, so you'll have to excuse his sobbing.”  
 
    Grinning she handed me the phone. 
 
    “Bill, it’s me, Dave” I croaked.  
 
    “Dave, what is Lesley talking about, is she going mad?” he asked.  
 
    “No Bill, she isn't going mad. I'm sorry, but I will not be playing squash anymore.” I was sobbing as I spoke.  
 
    “What's going on, Dave? You sound like you’re crying. Lesley said something about giving you a spanking and you being in a baby's crib and wearing a diaper. Tell me it isn't true, Dave,” he said. I could not answer him and burst into tears again.  
 
    “It is true, isn't it?” he guffawed, “You're in a crib and you're wearing a diaper and crying like a great big baby.” I couldn't talk anymore. Lesley took the phone from my trembling hand and waited for Bill to stop laughing. 
 
    “Yes Bill, he is a great big wimp,” she laughed along with him.  
 
    “What you need is a real man,” I heard Bill say.  
 
    “Perhaps you could show me what a real man is like,” she said suggestively. “Just give me half a chance. The pleasure will be all mine,” he responded.  
 
    “And mine too, I hope,” she giggled like a schoolgirl. 
 
    “How about dinner tomorrow night?” suggested Lesley, “I could put something very sexy on, cook us both a meal, open a few bottles of David's best wine, then you could show me just what a real man can do,” she said huskily. 
 
    Bill was a well-known womanizer. He kept all the guys at the squash club entertained with stories of his conquests, relating in graphic detail how he laid each particular female. I knew Bill only needed the slightest opening and he would be into her panties, and Lesley was making it all too easy for him. 
 
    “I'd love to come, but what about Dave?” he asked. Lesley looked down at me and sneered. “Don't worry about him, Bill. He'll be tucked up in his crib by five-thirty, safe and sound in his diapers and baby clothes.”  
 
    Bill laughed “Can I see him? I can't wait to tell the rest of the guys.”  
 
    “Of course, you can,” she giggled, “I'll put him in a pretty baby dress too if you like.”  
 
    “Promise?” Bill asked.  
 
    “Oh, I promise,” she replied, looking directly into my eyes, and another gush of tears ran down my cheeks. 
 
    “I can't wait. I will see you tomorrow night then. What time?”  
 
    Bill's voice was full of enthusiasm. “Around seven will be fine,” Lesley said. “Seven it is then. And Lesley, don't forget to wear something really sexy,” he said.  
 
    “I won't. It’s a long time since I had a real man in this house,” she giggled. “Goodbye, Bill. See you tomorrow. Say goodbye to Uncle Bill, baby.” 
 
    She held the telephone to my mouth. “Bye Bill,” I whimpered.  
 
    “I'll see you tomorrow in your pretty dress,” he guffawed. Lesley switched the mobile phone off. 
 
    “You are going to have to learn that when I promise that I am going to do something, I mean it,” she stated, showing no sign of sympathy for me as I lay there sniveling in my crib. She lowered the crib side, took a handkerchief, and allowed me to blow my runny nose.  
 
    She pulled up the duvet and pushed a big rag doll under the covers next to me. “Now you go bye-bye,” she cooed in mock tones as if speaking to a real baby. She pushed the large pacifier back into my quivering lips. 
 
    “I want you to consider how much being a naughty little girl has cost you today, David,” she said pulling up the crib side and clicking it into place.  
 
    “You ARE going to work tomorrow wearing a diaper and frilly baby pants. If your trousers don't fit, you'll go to work with nothing to cover them and everyone will see that you are wearing diapers. In the evening, one of your best friends will be coming round here. He will definitely see you in your crib wearing diapers and a very pretty baby frock,” she smiled, “And if everything you've told me about him is true, I'll probably end up in bed with him,” she paused.  
 
    “Just think David, Bill will be screwing me rotten in the room next door while you’re in here, in a crib, wearing a pretty frilly baby dress, a diaper, and sucking a pacifier.” She threw her head back as she laughed loudly. “And,” she said, once she recovered, “Because you dropped your ice cream today, just as soon as you've saved enough pennies, you will be going back for another one.” She made a quick calculation in her head. “That should be in the middle of summer,” she giggled, “So you will not have your coat on to hide your pretty dress, and there should be lots of people about to see you. And that is a promise, baby,” she laughed. 
 
    Her laughing voice faded down the stairs as she left me in darkness in the nursery.  
 
    I cried myself to sleep contemplating an extremely humiliating twenty-four hours. I could see Bill in my mind, telling all my friends about me, and I tried to imagine his reaction when he saw me in the crib tomorrow night. Paroxysms of shame coursed through my body. I just hugged my dolly, sucked furtively on my pacifier for comfort, and fell into a very troubled sleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Sissy Baby Davy is Exposed 
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    February mornings are dark, and because there was no clock in the nursery, I had no idea of the time. I had had a very restless night’s sleep. Strange dreams of people laughing at me and little babies crawling around with my head on their tiny shoulders had caused me to wake several times. Each time I turned, I could feel the hard wooden bars of the crib reminding me that I was sleeping in an infant’s bed. 
 
    I was wide awake now, and absolutely bursting to go to the toilet. I was unsure of what was expected of me. Should I get up and prepare breakfast as normal, or should I wait in the crib for Lesley to get me out like a child?  
 
    My sides ached, and I needed to pee so badly. I decided to get up and make Lesley a really nice breakfast. I really needed to get into her good books. I had just knelt up in the crib, feeling for the catches that held the crib side up, when the door swung open and Lesley turned on the light. I blinked as the bright light hurt my eyes. Lesley was already dressed. 
 
    “Diddums babykins have a lovely sweepy time then?” she cooed in syrupy tones. I nodded sullenly. She lowered the crib side. “Bweakfast time precious,” she giggled.  
 
    “Lesley, I need to use the bathroom,” I said, crawling onto the floor. She ignored me.  
 
    “Is Babykins going to be a good little baby girl for mommy today,” she said sternly. I nodded. I did not want to incur her wrath so early in the morning. “Baby, crawl downstairs for his breakfast then,” she snapped. 
 
    Reluctantly, I made my way downstairs, finding it a little frightening to take the stairs in this infantile way. She ushered me into the kitchen and watched my face as I spotted the large pink highchair that she had put in the center of the room.  
 
    “Up you get, baby,” she laughed, patting my frilly padded bottom. “Lesley, where on earth did you get this?” I gasped, climbing into the wooden seat as she held the plastic tray out of the way. “Bernard made it for me,” she told me, lowering the tray down and fixing it in place in front of me. 
 
    Bernard was the local handyman. He did jobs for all the neighbors, such as decorating, gardening, or fixing things.  
 
    “Didn't he ask what it was for?” I asked incredulously. Bernard was a good worker, but he was a “busybody.” He knew everyone’s business and made sure he related his gossip to anyone that would listen.  
 
    “Yes, of course,” she giggled, “I told him it was for you.” I groaned in despair. 
 
    “Put your feet in here,” she ordered. There was a piece of wood just above my ankles. It had two semi-circles cut into it where Lesley positioned my legs. Another piece of wood, exactly the same, was hinged onto the first at one end. Lesley brought the two pieces together. Like a set of old-fashioned stocks, they trapped my legs in place.  
 
    Lesley slipped a small padlock through a hasp that had been screwed into the edge of the ankle stocks and clicked it shut. She smiled that evil smile when she had me just where she wanted me. I shuddered in fear. 
 
    “Put your arm down here,” she giggled, pointing to a steel handcuff that was fixed to the side and open, ready to accept my wrist. The steel was cold as she pushed it into place around my arm. Another handcuff at the other side rendered me completely helpless. 
 
    “There, now. Babykins is all ready for his brekky,” she laughed.  
 
    “Lesley, please, I really need to go to the bathroom,” I whined, completely trapped in the highchair.  
 
    “What are you wearing on your bottom, David?” she asked.  
 
    “A diaper,” I admitted blushing.  
 
    “Tell me, David, why do babies wear diapers?” she spoke with the tone of a schoolteacher talking to an errant child.  
 
    “Because they cannot control their bladders,” I said weakly. “But I can,” I added quickly.  
 
    “You cannot. You wet your pretty knickers yesterday,” she scoffed. “But... I...” I started to say. 
 
    “But nothing,” she snapped, “Babies wear diapers so they don't get their pretty clothes wet when they do their wee wees. You will use your diaper just like a little baby. And it will stay on until I decide to change it. Your pretty plastic baby pants will make sure it doesn't leak onto your clothes.” 
 
    I could hold myself no longer. As she prepared a large bowl of rusks in milk, I relieved myself into the diaper. Lesley laughed at my blushing face. She knew I had wet myself.  
 
    “Has babykins done his wee wee then?” she mocked. I nodded dumbly. 
 
    Lesley tied a big bib around my neck, then while talking to me all the time like a baby, spoon-fed me a bowl of sweet, mushy baby food. A large baby’s bottle full of sickly-sweet baby milk followed.  
 
    I retched at the taste as I sucked on the latex teat of the bottle, but Lesley made sure I drank the whole bottle. She wiped my face clean with the bib, admonishing me for being a messy baby, and then released me from the highchair.  
 
    “Time to get ready for work, David,” she announced, ushering me back upstairs. 
 
    She informed me that when I was in diapers I could only crawl about the house. I would be allowed to walk only when I had my proper clothes on, or my little girl outfit. She also informed me that she did not intend to change me until I came home from work. She said that she wanted me to get used to the feeling of wearing a wet diaper, telling me that she wanted me to develop a really nice diaper rash.  
 
    “I wonder what the young girls will say when I take you to the chemists to get some diaper rash cream, David,” she sniggered, “They are bound to ask how bad your diaper rash is. I will just have to pull back your frilly baby pants and diaper to show them.” 
 
    My normal clothes were given to me on a hanger, and she left me to get dressed, telling me to fold my baby nightie up like a good little girl. I put on my white shirt and tie, gray socks, and then attempted to get my trousers on. It was impossible. The pants would not fasten together due to the bulk of the diaper. I even broke the zipper trying desperately to hide my diapered condition. I was close to tears when she walked in. 
 
    “They won't fit,” I said, almost in a whisper. “Take them off!” she ordered, “Now get your shoes on.” I was still sniveling as she handed me my briefcase. “You cannot go out like that, David. You look ridiculous,” she said shaking her head.  
 
    “Oh, thank you, Lesley,” I gasped with relief, thinking that she had relented on her intention to send me to work looking like this. “Your shirt needs tucking into your knickers,” she laughed, “There. That is better.” 
 
    I almost fainted with shame as she led me to a mirror once she had adjusted my shirt. I looked absolutely ridiculous in my shirt, tie, socks, heavy shoes, and my frilly diapered behind.  
 
    “Off you go, David, and have a good day at the office,” she laughed, marching me to the front door.  
 
    “Please, Lesley,” I bawled, tears streaming down my face, “Don't make me go like this.” The front door was open now and I felt the cold winter wind on my bare legs.  
 
    “Bye bye, David,” she laughed, shoving me in the back so I was clear of the doorstep. Then the door slammed shut. I heard it being locked behind me. I stood there trembling with fear, rooted to the spot. 
 
    Lesley opened the door. “I suppose I could ring work and tell them you’re ill,” she suggested. I felt elated at her show of kindness. I dropped to my knees. “Thank you, thank you,” I sobbed.  
 
    “There will be a price to pay though,” she sneered, looking down at me sniveling at her feet.  
 
    “Anything,” I cried, desperate to be allowed back into the house before anyone saw me. “You had better mean that, David. This is the only time I will break my word, and that is a promise,” she sneered.  
 
    “I do, Lesley. I will do anything you say,” I croaked. 
 
    Once inside, she took me back to the nursery and stripped me of my office clothes. “You will be off work all week,” she told me, “You’re due some holidays anyway. During this week you will act exactly like a baby. Do you understand?” I nodded. “You will not utter one single word that I can understand from now on. You are only allowed to say ‘goo goo’ or ‘ga ga’ or any other baby sound you can think of, but no words. Now let me hear you try, and remember you are a baby girl.” 
 
    “Goo goo goo goo ga,” I squeaked. She laughed.  
 
    “Not bad for a first attempt. It will come much easier by the end of the week. But I warn you, David, if you talk once like an adult while you are in baby clothes, you will be sorry. And that is a promise.” 
 
    She put my frilly nightie back on me and made me crawl back to the kitchen where I was put back in my highchair. She only locked my feet and my left arm in the restraints. “I want you to suck your thumb, baby,” she said, raising my hand and sticking my thumb in my mouth.  
 
    “I want that thumb in your mouth all the time. It only comes out at mealtimes,” I was informed. “Goo goo goo,” I gurgled, the thumb restricting my speech even more.  
 
    “By the time I'm finished with you, sucking your thumb will be second nature,” she giggled, “I wonder what they'll say at the office when you can't stop sucking your thumb.” 
 
    Lesley picked up the phone and rang the office. She informed them that I wasn’t feeling too well, and they agreed to give me the week off against my holiday entitlement. “Now baby can stay at home all week with her mommy,” she said, pinching my cheek.  
 
    “Goo ga goo ga goo,” I mumbled. 
 
    She was full of herself as she tidied the kitchen up and put the breakfast items in the dishwasher. Once the kitchen was to her satisfaction, she made herself a cup of fresh coffee. I had to have another bottle. While she was drinking her coffee, she wrote a list of items she required for the meal with Bill tonight. 
 
    “I wonder what a real man would like to eat,” she mused, teasing me. “Should I get him a nice steak, or perhaps oysters? Oysters are supposed to turn a real man on, and I want to make sure Bill is really horny tonight,” she giggled.  
 
    “What do you think, babykins?”  
 
    “Goo goo goo,” I said dribbling onto my bib. “I'll need some tins of baby food for you, babykins. You are not old enough to eat adult food yet, are you?” she asked, wiping my chin.  
 
    “Ga ga ga goo,” I answered in baby talk. 
 
    She stood behind me and ran her hands in my long hair. I had not had my hair cut for six months now. Lesley had trimmed the ends to keep it tidy, and it was more or less in a “page boy” style.  
 
    “Wouldn't babykins look sweet if I dyed her hair blonde and permed it into pretty ringlets?” she laughed. I wanted to say “no” but just continued gurgling like a baby.  
 
    “I'll call at the hairdressers on the way back from the supermarket,” she smiled putting her coat on, “I'll be able to have your hair nice and pretty for when Bill comes tonight.” 
 
    I felt tears of frustration and humiliation welling up inside me. “Now don't start crying, babykins. Mommy has to go to the shops to get some things. You stay in your highchair like a good little baby. I'll be back soon,” she said, picking up her handbag and the car keys. 
 
    She pulled the highchair around so I was facing the kitchen window. “Bernard always cuts the grass on a Monday morning. Remember to give him a wave when he comes,” she laughed and breezed out of the back door. I was left alone. 
 
    The kitchen clock ticked away slowly as I sat in utter boredom in the highchair. Later, the peace was shattered when I heard the sound of a motor mower start up in the front garden. Bernard had arrived and would soon finish the small front lawn. I knew this nosy old man was bound to look through the kitchen window. I desperately tried to get out of the highchair, but it was futile. Bernard had done an excellent construction job. 
 
    I heard the back garden gate squeak as Bernard brought his mower through. Sure enough, his grizzled old face appeared at the window, a broad smile on his face. He waved his fingers as if waving at a child and burst into laughter. I sat absolutely helpless, sucking my thumb. He disappeared and his mower burst into life, drowning his coarse laughter. It was twelve-thirty when his mower stopped, and silence reigned once again. This coincided exactly with Lesley’s return. 
 
    “Good day, ma'am,” I heard him say.  
 
    “Hello, Bernard. Would you like to come in for a cup of coffee?” Lesley’s voice answered. Surely, she couldn't bring him inside the house, I quailed.  
 
    “Love one ma'am. It’s bitter cold this morning,” he replied. 
 
    The lock turned in the door and it swung open. Lesley entered first, grinning from ear to ear. Bernard followed, desperate to get a better look at me in the highchair he had constructed. 
 
    “Sit down, Bernard,” she smiled at my red face.  
 
    “Hello, babykins. Did my big baby miss mommy?” she cooed, pinching my cheek. “Goo ga goo goo,” I said in a hoarse whisper. 
 
    Bernard could not keep his eyes off of me while Lesley poured them both a cup of coffee.  
 
    “My husband is being punished for being very naughty, Bernard,” Lesley informed him, sitting next to him at the breakfast table.  
 
    “Quite right too, I expect,” he laughed. 
 
    Lesley told him all about my outing to get an ice cream dressed up as a little girl and how I had wet a very expensive pair of knickers. Bernard was rolling with laughter as she related each detail. “So he is now in diapers,” she finished. 
 
    “Diapers, a grown man in diapers,” he howled.  
 
    “Yes diapers, come and look,” she said, standing up. She raised the plastic tray as far as it would go with my arm trapped in the handcuff. She pulled up the frilly nightie.  
 
    “There you are Bernard, a grown man in diapers.” She also showed him the diaper was wet. 
 
    “I never! A grown man in a wet diaper!” he kept repeating to himself as Lesley showed him to the door. “You'll be the talk of the neighborhood by the end of the day babykins,” she laughed, giving me another bottle feed. 
 
    My diaper was sopping wet by the time Lesley decided to take it off me. She put me in a heavily scented bath, washed my hair, and scrubbed me clean. She dried me, then led me over to the white basin where the pink/blonde hair dye had been prepared. She put the wet towel over my shoulder, then started applying the hair coloring. Satisfied that she had put enough on, she sat me in a chair and then proceeded to severely pluck my eyebrows. 
 
    The dye was eventually washed out and she towel-dried my hair, sniggering at its new color. Back on the chair, I had to sit still while she applied acrid-smelling perm solution to small strands of hair then put it in the tiniest of rollers. It took well over an hour to put them in. A pink hair net followed. Then I was taken into the nursery and put into a clean diaper. Finally, I was put into my crib for an afternoon nap while my hair dried and Lesley got on with her preparations for the evening. 
 
    I did not go to sleep, of course. I just laid there, listening to Lesley as she sang happily to herself. Delicious smells permeated upstairs into my room. I was starving hungry. All I had had to eat so far was the rusks in milk at breakfast and three large bottles of baby’s milk. 
 
    “Is babykins wide awake then?” she gushed as she entered the room. “Mommy has got babies din-dins all ready for her baby girl,” she said, letting me out of the crib and following me as I crawled down to the kitchen. 
 
    Several pans were boiling away on the cooker. My mouth watered at the smell. I was soon locked into the highchair. As I was about to be fed, she allowed me to stop sucking my thumb which was already quite sore from being in my mouth all day. 
 
    “Is my baby very hungwy?” she cooed.  
 
    “Ga ga goo goo ga,” I squeaked. The microwave oven bell rang, and Lesley took out a huge plastic bowl of brown mush.  
 
    “Here is baby’s din-dins,” she giggled, putting the bowl on the highchair tray. 
 
    She shoveled in a huge spoonful. It was foul and only just warm. I tried to spit it out, only for her to scrape it off my chin and bib and shove it back in again. 
 
    “This is proper baby food out of a tin. All babies have this for their din-dins,” she said, scraping the bowl as the contents finally disappeared.  
 
    “You had better get used to its taste babykins. You will be having food like this for all your meals,” she grinned, “And that is a promise.” 
 
    “Lovely chocky pudding next, babykins,” she sang. Another large bowl was put on the tray, this time full of dark brown chocolate pudding. It was sickly sweet, and again I tried to reject it to no avail. I was forced to eat it all.  
 
    “All gone, babykins. Who's a clever baby girly then?” she laughed. “Ga ga ga ga goo,” I gurgled, glad that the ordeal was over. 
 
    Lesley opened a bottle of red wine and poured a large glass. “Does baby want a drinky?” she sang, holding up the glass.  
 
    “Goo goo goo goo ga,” I gurgled enthusiastically. She took a large gulp of the wine. 
 
    “It's a good job I made you a big titty bottle of milk then,” she laughed as she teased me. She saw the look of disappointment on my face as she brought over the baby’s bottle.  
 
    “Babies don't drink wine, babykins,” she laughed, pushing the teat into my mouth, “Only adults like Mommy and Uncle Bill are allowed to drink wine. Babies must drink milk so they become big and strong.” 
 
    The milk was sickly sweet and not at all refreshing, but I was forced to drink the lot. When I had finished, she let me out of the highchair, cleaned my face with a scented baby wipe, and led me back to the nursery. 
 
    “I'll get baby ready first, then you can sit on the floor and play with your dolly whilst mommy gets all dressed up for Uncle Bill,” she said. She went to the tall wardrobe and pulled out a very frilly baby dress. “Look what mommy’s got for her little baby girl!” she said. 
 
    The dress was white. It had little puff sleeves and a tiny lace collar. The skirt hung from a high waist in typical baby girl fashion. It was very short, much shorter than my party frock, and frilly, lacy petticoats were sewn into the dress to make the skirt stand out. It was soon over my head, my arms in the puff sleeves, and she had buttoned it up at the back.  
 
    She held up a pair of ultra frilly baby pants that matched the dress, removed my rhumba pants, and pulled the new ones over my diapered behind. A pair of frilly ankle socks came next and were put on my feet. 
 
    “Look what else mommy has got for her lucky little baby,” she said proudly holding up a pair of pink baby shoes in my size. “I saw these in a baby shop window,” she said, “They were made bigger for a special display. It was these that gave me the idea of making you into a baby. Aren't they sweet?”  
 
    “Ga ga ga ga,” I gurgled my reply, watching her fasten them on my feet. 
 
    “Now let's get babies rollers out of your pretty hair,” she announced. The hair net was carefully removed, followed by the curlers. “Oh my goodness!” she gasped as the last roller came out. She took a length of white ribbon and I felt her tie it tightly at the top of my head. “Fantastic!” she said, “Absolutely fantastic! Come and see what a pretty baby you are, babykins.” 
 
    I crawled to the full-length mirror and gasped at the transformation. I hardly recognized myself as the overgrown baby girl stared back at me. The ribbon bow perched on masses of blonde curls which cascaded around my face. The dress was ultra babyish in design, so short my frilly drawers and diaper were clearly on view. The frilly ankle socks and baby shoes finished the outfit off to perfection. I hung my head in shame. 
 
    “You look adorable babykins,” she gushed. “Now hold still while I finish you off,” she ordered, fetching her make-up bag. 
 
    Pale pink eye shadow, black mascara, and bright red lipstick were applied to my face. “You don't seem to need any blusher,” she giggled, dropping the lipstick into her bag. I looked like a baby doll. 
 
    Time was getting on. I was sat on the floor in her bedroom and given the rag doll to play with while she showered. She came back into the room wearing just a towel, smelling of really sexy perfume. She dropped the towel in front of me, standing above me naked. She had a beautiful figure, and I felt my manhood start to react inside its toweling prison. 
 
    “See what you’re missing, babykins,” she sneered as she caressed her breasts, “Isn't Uncle Bill in for a treat?” She dressed in a black basque and rolled sheer stockings up her legs and attached them to the suspenders. 
 
    “These should turn Uncle Bill on, don't you think so babykins?” she giggled.  
 
    “Goo goo goo goo,” I gurgled, holding the doll to my breasts. 
 
    She sat at her vanity table and carefully applied her makeup. She then took the hair dryer and styled her long dark her. She put on an extremely short, black dress that clung to her slim figure. Four-inch black patent high-heeled shoes completed her outfit. She looked stunning. 
 
    “Well babykins, do you think mommy looks beautiful?” she said, admiring herself in the mirror.  
 
    “Ga ga ga goo goo.”  
 
    “More to the point, will Uncle Bill think I look beautiful and want to make love to your mommy?” 
 
    She laughed at the absurdity of it. There I was, her husband, dressed in a pretty frock, frilly baby knickers, and a diaper. I was playing with a doll, watching her get ready to get laid by one of my best friends. She found it so amusing that her control over me was so great. I knew that Bill would not only screw her but tell every one of my friends about me being dressed as a baby and make me a laughing stock at the squash club.  
 
    Nevertheless, I just sat there on the carpet looking up at her in my ridiculous clothes and my Shirley Temple hairstyle, hoping for her mercy. I had absolutely no chance. She wanted Bill to make passionate love to her. But most of all, she wanted Bill to see me as a pathetic baby girl. 
 
    “Just look at the time babykins. It’s time for your beddy-byes,” she announced. “Crawl into your crib. Mommy will be through in a minute.” Dejectedly I crawled into the crib. 
 
    As I waited for her to come into the nursery, I tried to summon up enough courage to overcome my submissiveness. I decided that as her husband, I was not going to allow her to let Bill into this house. I knew she would be extremely angry, and I would suffer terribly for standing up to her, but I had to do it. 
 
    Lesley breezed into the room. I felt sick trying to get the courage to confront her. She pulled the duvet cover from the crib and raised the side. I was just about to speak when she reached over to the other crib side, unfastened a clip, and pulled a barred lid over the top of the crib.  
 
    I watched in horror as it fitted the crib exactly. Lesley quickly locked it in place with two large padlocks. I was trapped in baby clothes in the crib. It had only taken a few seconds. Any thoughts I had of rebelling disappeared as I realized the futility of my position. 
 
    Lesley squatted down to my level. “Oh dear, David, you are in a jam, aren't you?” she sneered, “Locked in your crib in your pretty baby clothes. Bill will be here soon, and you haven't even got any covers to hide under,” she threw her head back and laughed. 
 
    She walked out of the room, leaving me alone in my baby cage. I felt like a condemned prisoner in his cell as time went by slowly. 
 
    When the doorbell rang, my heart missed a beat. Lesley had left my nursery door open purposely. I heard her high heels walk down the hall and the front door open. 
 
    “Bill. How nice to see you. I'm so glad you could make it,” Lesley’s voice said.  
 
    “I wouldn't have missed this for the world,” Bill’s voice said, “Jesus, but you look stunning, Lesley.”  
 
    “Why thank you, kind sir,” she giggled, “I bet you say that to all your girlfriends.” 
 
    I listened as Lesley flirted with him in the hall. “Are you wearing stockings?” he asked, “I cannot resist beautiful ladies in stockings.”  
 
    “Why don't you find out?” she replied huskily. 
 
    It went rather quiet for a few minutes and I imagined his hands running up and down her thighs exploring for suspenders. 
 
    “Oh Bill!” she moaned. I then heard them kissing each other loudly. 
 
    “Lesley, were you joking about Dave being in a baby’s crib last night?” I heard him enquire eventually.  
 
    “Certainly not,” she laughed, “I've got him all ready for you upstairs.”  
 
    “I've got my camera with me. Can I take some photos to show the lads?” he laughed.  
 
    “Be my guest,” she giggled, “Come on. I'll show you where he is.” 
 
    I shut my eyes in shame as I heard them climb the stairs. “There he is,” Lesley said, “My pretty baby girl.” I opened my eyes to see them both standing in front of the crib, the room echoing with their laughter. 
 
    “Smile, Dave!” Bill said, pointing his camera at me and blinding me with the flash. 
 
    He took a dozen photos, and satisfied he had taken enough pictures, he put his camera down. Lesley joined him at the crib side and their arms went round each other’s waists as they looked down on me.  
 
    “Don't you think he makes the prettiest baby girl, Bill?” Lesley giggled. 
 
    “I've got to say that dress really suits him,” he guffawed, “The ribbon, the ringlets, those frilly socks, and those cute baby shoes are really you, Dave. I don't think I have ever seen you in clothes that suit you so much.” I hung my head in shame, trying my hardest not to burst into tears. 
 
    “But there is one thing that suits him more than any other,” he added.  
 
    “What’s that Bill?” Lesley asked.  
 
    “His diaper!” he burst out laughing. I burst into tears. 
 
    He pulled Lesley close to him and they french kissed, his hands all over her. “Oh, Bill! You're such a real man,” she moaned. Bill forced her to the floor. He was soon on top of her, pulling at her clothes.  
 
    “Oh, Bill, not in front of the baby,” she laughed, looking at me crying in the crib. Her dress was off now. “Baby is much too young to know what we are doing, Lesley. Baby will just think we’re playing horsey,” he laughed, removing his clothes. 
 
    I was forced to watch as he kissed her breasts, then between her thighs. She moaned with pleasure. She returned the compliment. She took his rampant manhood in between her lips. Soon they were making love and the room filled with their rhythmic moans until they both climaxed together. They lay there gasping in each other's arms for a while, then they sat up and looked at me. They both burst out laughing. 
 
    “That is what real men do, Dave,” Bill sneered, “They do not wear dresses and frilly baby pants with wet diapers underneath.”  
 
    “Baby girls do, though,” Lesley joined in, “Come on, Bill. Let’s get something to eat and drink.” 
 
    “Nighty-night, diddums,” he mocked.  
 
    “Nighty-night, babykins,” she laughed. They turned and left in each other’s arms, leaving me in the darkness. 
 
    I must have cried myself to sleep for I didn't hear Bill leave. It was also quite late in the morning as it was light outside. Lesley still hadn't unlocked the crib lid. My diaper was wet as I had had to relieve myself in the night, and now I was desperate to open my bowels.  
 
    For the last couple of hours, I had fought against soiling my diaper, but it was a battle I couldn't win. Suddenly my willpower collapsed, and I felt the mess squeeze into my diaper and between my legs. It was the most degrading act. It confirmed my status as a baby. 
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    Shortly after, Lesley danced into the room, wearing a flimsy black negligee with nothing underneath. She looked like the cat that had just had the cream.  
 
    “Pooh. Has babykins had an accident?” she giggled unlocking the crib.  
 
    “Goo goo goo goo ga,” I stammered. 
 
    I was told to go downstairs and get in my highchair. She followed and locked me securely into it. The kitchen was full of the smells of a cooked breakfast. My mouth watered as she filled two plates with bacon, eggs, sausage, and beans. She put one plate close to the highchair, 
 
    “Hungry baby?” she smiled. I nodded.  
 
    “Goo goo,” I said in my best baby girl voice.  
 
    “Well, mommy will get yours after me and Bill have had ours,” she laughed. “Bill! It’s on the table!” she called up the stairs. 
 
    Bill came into the kitchen wearing one of my robes and kissed Lesley full on the lips. “God you are one sexy lady,” he said, patting her bare bottom.  
 
    “Get your breakfast before it gets cold,” she giggled like a schoolgirl. 
 
    He sat down and looked at me. “Coochy coochy coo,” he laughed and pinched my cheek viciously. They both ate their breakfasts laughing at me in between mouthfuls. 
 
    “Baby has pooh-poohed his diaper,” Lesley informed him.  
 
    He shook his head in disbelief. “Wearing baby clothes is one thing,” he sneered, “But actually soiling himself is another. Do you know, I actually think he enjoys being in diapers.” 
 
    Lesley looked at my beetroot-red, tear-stained face. “I don't think so,” she laughed, “But babies have no choice. They wear diapers whether they like it or not.” 
 
    Lesley finished her breakfast first, poured some coffee, and then filled my large plastic bowl with baby mush. “What is that?” Bill asked, “It looks revolting.”  
 
    “It is,” she laughed, “It’s baby’s breakfast.” 
 
    She took a large spoonful and held it to my lips. “Open wide, babykins,” she ordered. I shook my head. She just held my nose until I gagged for air and in it went.  
 
    Bill howled as I was force-fed. Lesley then gave me my bottle in front of him. Tears were soon flowing again as they both mocked me for being a great big baby in a dirty diaper. Lesley sat on Bill’s knee in front of me, and I watched as Bill’s hand slipped in between her inner thighs. 
 
    “It's a pity he wasn't at the squash club last night,” he said, caressing her sex.  
 
    “Why?” moaned Lesley. “He would have found out that we are having a fancy-dress night this week,” Bill smiled.  
 
    “You’re kidding!” she screamed. He shook his head. 
 
    “For all members and their wives or girlfriends. And fancy dress is compulsory.” They both laughed again at my tear-stained face. 
 
    “We'll have to go,” she said excitedly, getting aroused again by Bill's attention to her sex.  
 
    “Promise?” Bill said, kissing her deeply on the lips.  
 
    “Promise!” she moaned, and her tongue plunged into his open mouth. 
 
    Bill stood up, picking Lesley up physically as he rose. She clung to his neck, still kissing him. “Oh, Bill! You're so strong!” she gasped. “I'm just taking your wife up to her bedroom to make love to her again, Dave,” he triumphantly informed me, “You be a good little baby while we are away.” 
 
    They left me alone in the highchair, the baby food around my mouth drying hard, my soiled diaper reminding me just what a big baby I had become. 
 
    Bill stayed all day. I never saw much of either of them. I was put back into my crib with my doll and rattle to play with. The lid was locked back in place, and I was forced to listen to their lovemaking as I played with my toys. The dirty diaper was not changed either and I could feel a severe diaper rash developing as the acids in my eliminations worked against my skin. 
 
    It was early evening when Bill had to go. He came into the nursery and scrolled through the photos he had taken the night before. They both laughed as they flicked through the snaps. “Wait until the guys see these tonight,” he laughed. 
 
    They kissed again, then Lesley showed him to the front door where Bill promised to call round tomorrow after work.  
 
    “I'll make sure I'm properly dressed then,” Lesley giggled.  
 
    “That nightie will do just fine,” he replied, and then he was gone. 
 
    At last, Lesley turned her attention to me. I was stripped of my dress, socks, and shoes. Then, in the bathroom, she removed my diaper. All the time she spoke to me as if I were just a baby.  
 
    I “goo gooed” and “ga ga” my replies. The scented bath water stung my sore bottom as Lesley scrubbed me. A clean diaper was pinned on me as soon as I was dry, followed by my rhumba baby pants and my baby nightie.  
 
    I was fed in the highchair, but she allowed me to lie across her lap to give me her bottle. While she did, she told me what a pretty baby I was and that I was going to be her baby forever and ever. Before she put me to bed, she put the pink hair net over my curls.  
 
    “I want to make sure your ringlets are still in for when you go back to work,” she said. 
 
    The next day we seemed to have more visitors than normal. Bernard had obviously been spreading his gossip. Lesley made them most welcome and did not spare me from their curiosity. I was paraded in front of them dressed exactly as I was for Bill’s visit. Oh, how they laughed as I crawled at their feet playing with my rattle and sucking my thumb. After their initial shock of seeing a grown man in such pretty clothes and pinned into diapers, their contempt was evident. For one of the so-called “superior” sex to allow himself to be humiliated in such a manner was beyond belief. They all agreed that I deserved all the humiliation I received at their hands. I had given up my rights as a man. I was a disgrace to the male sex. They also agreed to make sure that I would never be able to claim my rightful position among the male sex again by effeminizing me to a great big sissy boy. I was promised that, by the time they had finished with me, I would definitely not be a man. I would be a baby girl. 
 
    I was treated like a doll. They tied and re-tied my ribbon in various positions in my ringlets until they found the place they thought suited me most. My frock was fussed over, and my diapered bottom was patted just like a baby girl. They loved having a “man” in this position and took all their frustrations with the male sex out on me. 
 
    Lesley told them of her night of passion with Bill. They all agreed that she deserved a “real man” and volunteered to babysit me if ever she wanted to go out. Mrs. Franklin suggested her older daughter, Jennifer, for the job. She was quite capable of taking care of such a big baby. 
 
    I was a whimpering wreck when they all left. I stank of sweet perfume, my eyebrows had been dyed the same color as my hair, and my face was made up with eye shadow, mascara, and lipstick. I lost count of the times I had my lipstick repaired whilst I sat on one of the neighbor’s knees. The constant sucking of my thumb had smeared the bright red cosmetic all around my mouth. 
 
    Bill turned up later. Lesley had changed into her sexy negligee, ready for his visit. They greeted like lovers, embracing and kissing each other whilst I played at their feet with my doll. Bill told her of his night at the squash club. 
 
    “I couldn't get away,” he said, “Everyone wanted to see the pictures of him in his baby dress, and I just had to tell them that I made love to his beautiful wife.” Lesley kissed him passionately on the lips, her tongue invading his open mouth.  
 
    “They have all bought tickets for the fancy dress on Friday. I told them we would be taking him in his diapers and baby clothes.” 
 
    They both looked down at me, laughing at the tears that were running down my cheeks. They talked about me as if I wasn't there, as adults do with babies in the room. Lesley dragged Bill onto the sofa and they cavorted sexually in front of me. I was extremely jealous but felt so impotent in the baby clothes. I just played with my doll. 
 
    Over the next three days, I was kept to a strict nursery routine and was supervised by Lesley and the neighbors. Indignity after indignity was heaped upon me. I was introduced to Jennifer, my new babysitter, and two of her friends who found my situation hilarious. 
 
    It was totally embarrassing to be sat on a twenty-one-year-old girl’s knee, being bottle fed, while Lesley told them all of the baby things that I did - including how I pooed in my diaper. They were given a couple of photos to show all of their other friends. 
 
    I also had to suffer the ultimate humiliation of having my diaper changed by Mrs. Franklin. She led me away, with Lesley’s permission, to the nursery. I whimpered all the way to the nursery, knowing that this woman I hardly knew was going to deal with my most private of parts. However, I had become so docile that I didn’t even think of rebelling and got up onto my changing table like a gentle lamb. 
 
    As Lesley had pointed out, babies have no modesty. They are not old enough to get embarrassed when a total stranger changes their diapers. 
 
    I felt totally humiliated as Mrs. Franklin lifted my skirts, pulled down my frillies, and removed my wet diaper. She spoke to me throughout the operation, telling me what a dirty baby I was for wetting and pooing my diapers. She spent ages cleaning around my limp privates, amused at the lack of reaction to a female’s touch. 
 
    “By the time we are finished with you, you will be incapable of having an erection,” she sneered, “Your little dickie will never get hard ever again. Its only use will be to wet your diapers.” 
 
    It was true. The humiliation of wearing diapers and dresses was emasculating me. Even when Lesley attended to me and fondled my private regions, there was not the slightest sexual reaction. She found it so amusing that after only this short time I was incapable of getting hard. What would I be like in a year’s time, she had laughed. 
 
    Mrs. Franklin pinned me into a fresh diaper, imprisoning the only thing that identified me with the male sex now that I was in such pretty clothes, and covering the diaper with the frilly knickers. “There, now no one can tell that you're anything but a pretty little baby girl,” she laughed. 
 
    Lesley rang Bernard. She asked him how he was getting along with his latest project. She told him that she required it for Friday if that was possible. Bernard had promised he would do his best. 
 
    Friday saw my face made up to perfection. My white ribbon was tied prettily in my ringlets and I was dressed in my baby finery. I wore two thick diapers to emphasize my baby state and a pair of white silk mittens that Jennifer had bought for me. They were tied on my wrists with delicate white baby ribbons. I also had a set of pink baby reins buckled onto my chest. One of the neighbors had found them in their loft. They were of the old-fashioned style with little bells on the front that rang every time I moved. I had to crawl around the house with Lesley holding the leading rein. I was an adult baby puppet on her string. 
 
    I was sitting in my highchair when Bernard came. Mrs. Franklin was feeding me a bottle of baby’s milk which had a strong laxative powder mixed in. “This will ensure baby poos his diaper in front of everyone at the squash club,” she laughed, making sure I drank the very last drop. 
 
    Bernard took them outside to view his handiwork. I knew by the cheer that I wouldn't enjoy whatever he'd made. Mrs. Franklin entered the house grinning from ear to ear. A huge black pram followed, pushed by Lesley. I watched in horror as Bernard demonstrated his alterations to the baby carriage. 
 
    He unlocked a panel at the handle end of the pram and slid it out. The panel had two half circles cut into it like the ankle stocks that trapped my legs in the highchair.  
 
    “His legs fit in this black shopping bag, ma'am, so no one can see them,” he said. The large black shopping bag was attached to the body of the pram. “The panel slides back in place above his knees. These padlocks ensure that he can't get out,” he beamed with pride at his efforts. “Let's try it out then!” Lesley couldn't wait to see me in it. 
 
    Mrs. Franklin released me from the highchair. Bernard held the pram steady, and I treated them to a display of my heavily diapered, very frilly behind as I clambered into the pram. Lesley guided my feet into the bag and made sure my legs were positioned properly in the half-circle pram stocks. She slid the panel into position and padlocked it into place. Bernard was correct. I was trapped. They laughed at my crest-fallen face as I gurgled baby noises. 
 
    Mrs. Franklin attached my reins to the body of the pram. “So baby doesn't fall out,” she laughed.  
 
    There was absolutely no chance of me escaping from the pram. Lesley could wheel me anywhere she liked and, just like a baby, I was helpless to stop her. She confirmed my worst fears.  
 
    “I'll take him to mother care tomorrow, and then to the park with all the other babies,” she howled. 
 
    Mrs. Franklin suggested taking me to school one day to meet Jennifer at home time. Lesley loved the idea. I burst out crying, as I realized that I was now completely at their mercy, and also knew that I would get none. They all laughed at the babified man sitting so sweetly in his pram. Bernard was paid and Lesley asked if it was possible to construct a baby walker for me.  
 
    “No problem, ma'am,” he said, leaving the laughing females to look after the baby. 
 
    As he left, Jennifer walked in. It seemed our house was open to all these days. How she laughed at me in the pram! When her mother told her that she would be wheeling me around to her school on Monday, she jumped up and down with excitement. I was left in the pram for the rest of the day. Lesley had no intentions of changing my diapers before we got to the squash club. She wanted everyone to see that I used my diaper just like a real baby would. 
 
    Lesley asked Jennifer to babysit me whilst she got ready for the fancy dress party. She didn't want babykins getting up to mischief, such as trying to escape from his pram. As if I could. Bernard had excelled once again. I was well and truly trapped. The only way to escape from the pram would be to undo the padlocks which were frustratingly out of reach on the kitchen table. 
 
    As the time got nearer to going to the squash club, I was having grave misgivings with regard to my situation. How had I allowed myself to be put in this situation? I was sitting in a pram and wearing diapers. I was dressed as a baby girl and even had a ribbon in my ringleted hair. 
 
    What little was left of my male pride was fighting back and urging me to rebel. I was a man, not a baby girl for goodness sake. The realization that Lesley was actually going to take me out in the pram dressed as I was and humiliate me in front of all my friends was becoming clearer by the minute.  
 
    My male spirit was fighting valiantly against my submissiveness, but it was too late. I was trapped in the pram. There would be no reprieve for me. I was going out in my baby clothes and there was absolutely nothing I could do to stop them. 
 
    Lesley breezed into the kitchen. She looked absolutely fabulous and was dressed as a sexy nurse. Her nurse’s uniform was so short that her stockings and suspenders were on display. 
 
    “What do you think, Jenny?” she twirled to show herself off.  
 
    “You look great!” she said, “You'll knock them dead. There isn't a man alive that wouldn't get turned on by you in that outfit.” They both looked at me and burst out laughing.  
 
    “Well. Maybe one!” They said together. 
 
    “Doesn't baby’s mommy look super-duper?” Jennifer cooed.  
 
    “Ga ga goo goo goo ga,” I gurgled. 
 
    I nearly died with shame as the young girl raised my skirts and plunged her hand into my diaper and felt my limp penis. She squeezed it, rubbed it, then viciously pinched it with her sharp fingernails. 
 
    “No, not even the slightest signs of being turned on,” she laughed, “But then again, he is a baby.”  
 
    Jennifer said goodbye, offering to take me out in the pram tomorrow as school had finished for the week. Lesley confirmed that she could.  
 
    “Aunty Jen-Jen will see her big baby tomorrow. Baby go walkies to the park,” she cooed. 
 
    “Well, David, what a state you are in. All dressed up in your baby clothes, in your pram, ready to go out and meet all your friends who will laugh and laugh at you. You do realize that you will never be able to show your face again to them. They will never think of you as a man ever again. This is the beginning of permanent babyhood for you,” she said ominously. 
 
    “Bill is moving in with me. He will be the man of the house. You will be our baby girl. I've already written your letter of resignation. I'll take you in your pram on Monday to give it in. I'm sure all the girls at the office will want to see what a pretty baby you make.” 
 
    I listened in absolute horror. 
 
    “Who knows, David? Maybe, one day, Bill and I could get married. Just think, you could be our little baby bridesmaid,” she giggled at the thought of it, “And if you’re very lucky, we may even adopt you officially.” 
 
    “But I am your husband,” I blurted out.  
 
    “Don't be silly,” she scoffed, “How many husbands do you know that wear diapers and baby clothes and play with dollies while their wife is making love to another man in front of them?” 
 
    She held up the keys to the pram. “I bet you would like these?” she teased. “But we won't be needing these tonight,” she laughed, throwing them into a drawer and closing it. 
 
    I burst into tears. “It’s a good job your make-up is waterproof,” she laughed, applying her lipstick, “You seem to be crying all the time these days. But just to make sure that your tears don't ruin your pretty make-up, I am going to make you an appointment to have it tattooed on. Then it will be permanent, and you can cry all you want baby,” she sniggered, “And that is a promise.” 
 
    Lesley took something out of her handbag and approached me ominously. I shivered in fear.  
 
    “I thought I told you to talk like a baby when I first put you into your diapers David,” she sneered, “It seems that you cannot accept even the simplest of instructions. I never want to hear your male voice ever again. Once I have injected this serum into your throat, David, I never will.” 
 
    Lesley held up a hypodermic needle full of a clear liquid. “Please don't inject me with that Lesley,” I whimpered as she swabbed my neck with a chemical-smelling ball of cotton wool. “I promise I will never talk like an adult in front of you ever again.” 
 
    “You can't keep your promises David, can you?” she scowled, “But I can, and I promised you that if you spoke like an adult while you were in baby clothes, you would be sorry. As you know David, I always keep my promises. And I promise you now that you will never be able to talk anything other than baby talk ever again.” 
 
    I squealed in horror as she pushed the sharp thin needle against my throat. “No... No... Please...No... Leslie... goo ga goo-goo ga-ga goo-goo,” my words turned to baby gurgles as my throat and voice box froze. 
 
    Lesley threw her head back and laughed loudly as I continued to babble like a baby. “It is no use, David. You cannot talk anymore. And guess what?” she howled, “The effect is both permanent and irreversible.” 
 
    Bill arrived shortly after and nearly had a fit of hysterics when he saw me in the pram and listened to my baby talk. He was dressed as an American Navy pilot, with a white uniform jacket, black trousers, and a white peaked hat. He looked so handsome. He could not keep his hands off Lesley, and they made love there and then against the kitchen door. When they recovered their composure and re-adjusted their clothes, I was given my rattle and my dolly, and a white woolen baby shawl was put over my puff-sleeved shoulders. 
 
    “Come on babykins. Let’s go and show all your friends just what a big baby you have become,” Lesley laughed and pushed the pram forwards. I looked down at myself, my pretty dress, my frilly diapered bottom, sitting in a pram, being taken to be shown off and laughed at by all my friends.  
 
    “Lesley, no. Please don't do this!” I wailed. “Goo-goo ga-ga goo-goo-goo gaga,” is all that actually spilled from my lips. 
 
    “Oh dear, our baby is having a tantrum. I'll have to give her a smacked bottom when we get to the squash club,” Bill laughed. 
 
    The pram lurched forward. Lesley locked the house door. We were outside. My journey to permanent babyhood had begun. Lesley leaned forward, stuck my pacifier into my mouth, and pushed Jemima into my arms. 
 
    “Suck on your pacifier, babykins and hug your dolly. You are going to the squash club to be introduced to all of your friends as our little baby girl,” Lesley laughed. 
 
    My fate was sealed. There was no use fighting it. I was their big baby girl now and would be for the rest of my life. They could see the resignation in my tear-stained eyes. How they laughed as they pushed me onwards to permanent adult babyhood. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    Chapter 1 
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    “What sort of product research?” David asked as he let his eyes follow the woman's shapely legs across the office.  
 
    He had to admit that she fascinated him. Prim and pretty, she had a haughty, cultured atmosphere about her, and she took no guff from anyone. Her leather skirt fit her like a second skin. He had long since noticed the black-seamed hosiery that seemed to connect the shiny leather and her high black patent pumps. Another part of his attention was focused on her shapely rear, looking for some little sign that she wore stockings rather than pantyhose. He wasn't really listening to her monologue about the firm's product line or the nature of the `research' that he was being hired for. 
 
    “Don't worry about it. You'll come with me to my summer place to assist me in laying out the new catalog. It should take three weeks so make sure that you will have no commitments during that time. My sister's daughter will be joining us.” 
 
    “Are we going to work solidly for three weeks?” David asked, wondering why she was so concerned about it. 
 
    Her tone hardened. “You'll soon learn not to question me like that. There will be little, if any contact with the outside world. We must ensure that our competition learns nothing of our new product line.” 
 
    Bashfully, David realized that he had been caught staring at her breasts, “And what would that be?” 
 
    “An appropriate range of accessories to our very successful line of incontinent and nursing home supplies. That's all you need to know about it for now.” She resumed her seat in front of him and David was almost sure she meant for him to catch a glimpse of stocking tops as she crossed her legs. Now a gentler smile replaced her scowl, “You won't need many clothes. The cottage is very well equipped, and we'll see to your every need.” 
 
    The interview was over. He suddenly realized that she hadn't even asked him if he wanted the job. She had read his fascination like a book and correctly assumed that he could not bear to turn down the opportunity to be with her. 
 
    David had to look up what `incontinent' meant but the dictionary's trite account didn't bother him much. He was more concerned with his deep attraction to his new employer and the power that seemed to emanate from her. The brief glimpse of her stockings haunted him, and he couldn't put the memory of her out of his mind. By the time he reached the gate of the estate that she had so modestly called `a cottage’, he was infatuated with her and blind to the many clues that foretold his fate. 
 
    In another frame of mind, he might have noticed the barred windows on the upper story, the locked gates, and the high stone walls, fringed with barbed wire. He might have questioned these elaborate and inappropriate measures but instead, he announced himself to the intercom box and slowly drove up the drive. He drank in the vision she presented as she greeted him. 
 
    Her long chestnut hair framed a heart-shaped face whose major accent was the deep red gloss of her lips. The makeup around her eyes made them dark and mysterious. She wore a simple black dress that had a slit up the side of the skirt. Perched on her four-inch heels she was just a little taller than him. From the look in her eyes, she seemed to be more than glad he had arrived. 
 
    David could not have guessed that he was drifting into a carefully laid trap. Mindful of the spell she was casting, Samantha artfully led him to her study, giving him more than enough opportunity to study her legs and the sheer, seamed black stockings she had chosen carefully only minutes before he had arrived. She was excited by him. She had decided he would be fun to train and she couldn't wait to see his face when he finally realized what he had gotten himself into. For certainly, he would not be getting out of it until she had finished with him. 
 
    “There are a few things you should be told before we commence our experiments,” she said while pacing the floor in front of him. Her pumps tapped out a cadence to her words. She noticed that David had grimaced at the word `experiments'. “Jennifer will be taking care of you. Call on her for anything you need. She has my full confidence, and you may take her instructions as if I had given them.” There was the sound of a door opening and he turned around to see a very tall, pretty blonde girl in a starched white nurse's uniform. “There you are, dear. This is David, your new charge. I suggest you prepare him and then introduce him to Susan before dinner.” She waited for a brief nod of acknowledgment before continuing, “And how is my dear niece doing?” 
 
    “She is quieter now, Madam. She was not pleased to return but she is adjusting well to her surroundings.” 
 
    “Make her first night a memorable one, won't you? Perhaps it would be a good time for her and David to share some pillow talk.” Samantha looked at him and smiled slowly, enjoying the confusion register on her victim's face. 
 
    David suddenly felt very scared. He decided he didn't like the sound of things at all. Almost instinctively he bolted for the door, expecting to brush past the slim nurse and make it to his car before they had time to react. Instead, the nurse almost casually reached out and flipped him onto his back, the force of the fall winding him. While he lay there weak and gasping, she turned him over and expertly applied a pair of handcuffs, securing his wrists behind his back. As his senses returned, he looked up to see the two women standing over him. Both wore expressions of belittling pity. He trembled in fear and suddenly he needed to pee very badly. 
 
    “David, it is far too late for second thoughts. Jennifer will prepare you for the research you are about to participate in. I suggest you do what she tells you. She's more than capable of subduing you with force and she has a nasty sadistic streak that will bring you many tears if you make her angry. Go with her now and cooperate. Life will be much easier if you do.” 
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” David asked in a panic as the nurse hauled him to his feet. 
 
    Samantha had her back turned to him as she contemplated the view of the garden from her window, “Oh, I think your first sight of Susan will educate you far more thoroughly than anything I could say. Don't worry, you'll be spending the night with her and I'm sure she'll share her extensive experience with you.” She nodded to the nurse and David was roughly guided out of the room. 
 
    Stunned, David climbed the stairs with an ever-deepening sense of dread. Something was wrong; horribly wrong. They went past the second floor to the third. A steel door, wide and institutional looking barred the way until Jennifer produced a key attached to her pocket by a chain. She ensured the door was locked again once they had passed through. 
 
    “Uh, I need to go to the bathroom,” David mumbled as he watched Jennifer replace her key. She looked up at him, smiled, and motioned with her hand for him to move into the room. Expecting relief, what he saw instead sent a new chill running through him. 
 
    It was a totally different world from the polished wood and antique furniture of the mansion below them. He was standing in a hospital ward of sorts. Two beds, whose chrome cages made them seem more like oversize baby cribs, were against one wall. The rest of the room was taken up with various pieces of medical equipment, an obstetrical table here, an examination table over there. He could not untangle the maze of chrome and equipment. Finally, his eyes came to rest on the gentle movements that came from one of the cribs. Only then did he hear the soft, whispering moans and whimpers. Jennifer led him towards it until he recoiled from what he saw. 
 
    The bars that formed the sides of the crib were thick and heavy, but they did nothing to block his curiosity. For inside was bound a very pretty young girl, her arms crossed over her chest by the canvass strait jacket she wore. Straps ran from her elbows to the sides of the mattress. A large pacifier type of plug had been inserted in her mouth and was held in place by a wide leather strap that ran across her cheeks. Her legs were held wide apart by ankle cuffs secured to a band of strapping that ran across the foot of the bed. More strapping ran from the base of the jacket down between her legs, pressing and parting but not concealing the translucent plastic panties and the thick diaper that lay beneath. 
 
    She stared back at him over the circular flange of the gag in her mouth and for a long moment, their eyes met. Then a spasm seemed to take her, and she rolled her eyes to the ceiling, squealing and grunting while her body shook. When she finally looked at him again there were tears in her eyes. David was beginning to guess what was about to happen to him. Jennifer's voice broke the spell. 
 
    “Are you empty yet, Susan?” she taunted, “Do you need another enema? Maybe we should make you retain it a little while longer this time!” Her voice was calm, but the provocative words were met with a flurry of muffled protests from the bound and helpless form. David's nose caught the unmistakable scent of a dirty diaper and he almost gagged. He was trembling as Jennifer pushed him forward toward the doorway at the end of the room. 
 
    The sight of the `bathroom' made him forget briefly his introduction to the unfortunate Susan. Central to its many features was a piece of metal pipe, suspended from the ceiling by a thick chain, to which had been affixed at either end of its three-foot length a pair of leather cuffs, dangling open and ready. The dampness in the air and the little pools of water on the floor suggested that it had not been too long since Susan had visited this place to hang in these very cuffs.  
 
    “Please,” he pleaded as he was pushed into position, “I really do need to pee. Can't I go to the toilet before you do whatever you're going to do?” To his dismay, Jennifer just smiled and shook her head. 
 
    The nurse was experienced enough to take no chances. She went to a switch on the wall and lowered the trapeze so that the waiting cuffs were at the level of David's bound hands. Then she attached one of the leather cuffs before unlocking the handcuffs. David was too confused to contemplate anything heroic and let her fasten his other wrist without protest. Terror and his increasing need to relieve himself now dominated his thoughts. Jennifer returned to the switch and David felt his arms being pulled up over his head until he was resting on the balls of his feet - a position he did not find comfortable and said so to Jennifer. 
 
    “Be quiet or I'll give you something to really complain about,” she said sharply.  
 
    She brought over a cart on which was laid out an assortment of surgical instruments. His eyes grew wide at the polished, menacing steel. She selected a scalpel and held it up before his eyes for a brief moment, enjoying the fear it caused, then she took hold of the sleeve of his shirt and began to run the blade up it, parting the fabric like paper. David opened his mouth to protest but thought the better of it after the shiny steel was flashed inches from his face. He was shivering in fear as the blade's dull side caressed his skin while it toured his body. His clothes fell in shreds at his feet and with them his pride and much of his will to resist. 
 
    Finally nude, he felt cold and terrified. Jennifer went to a sink and began to fill a bowl with soapy water. The sound of running water was more than his tortured bladder could take and he moaned loudly as a strong stream spurted out from his stem and splashed on the tiles. Jennifer turned sharply and watched him for a moment.  
 
    “Looks like you'll be good at testing diapers.” 
 
    “Diapers?” His head snapped up at the word. After seeing the poor creature in the other room, he should've admitted to himself that he would soon join her, but his mind had blanked out that possibility. There was no way of evading it now. 
 
    “Of course. What do you think we research here?” she said as she brought the bowl of water over to the cart beside him. 
 
    Oh, how he wanted to ask her all the questions that swirled about in his mind. But deep inside he wasn't sure he wanted to know the answers. As Jennifer began to wash his defenseless body, he realized how helpless he was. If they wanted to diaper him, there would be little he could do to prevent it. 
 
    She left no crevice, no private place untouched, and did not dry him, leaving him to shiver in the cool air. He began to shiver more from fear than cold after he saw the straight-edged razor in her hand. He had to close his eyes while the sharp blade and her lathered handmade alternating sweeps across his flesh. She worked downward from his neck and each time she used the sponge to wash away the residual lather and the few hairs that escaped the razor, he felt more and more naked. By the time she got to his groin, he was crying for her to stop but she ignored him. When she told him to part his legs some more or have them secured that way he cooperated, sensing the futility of resistance. 
 
    He clenched his teeth and forced himself to remain still while the cold steel scraped around his penis and scrotum. Jennifer was shaving away more than his body hair. His very personality seemed to rinse away with it to gather in the circular drain beneath him where it collected and congealed. By the time she had finished, he hung limp in his bonds, bruised by her smile of satisfaction. 
 
    She released him, granting relief to the cramps in his shoulders. He numbly padded after her into the larger room. She made him wait while she prepared the obstetrical table for him. 
 
    A muffled cry from the occupied crib made him turn in time to see the pitiful Susan buck against her bonds in yet another convulsion. When he looked up to see the pile of cloth diapers that Jennifer was preparing, something inside him broke past his self-pity and humiliation. Fed by the adrenalin of fear he pounced on the unsuspecting nurse and succeeded in getting one arm around her neck while the other groped frantically for the key to freedom. He had expected her to fight back and was surprised when she went limp, waiting for his attention to waver. He had to shift his weight to reach the clasp of the key chain and it was the opportunity Jennifer had been waiting for. 
 
    By reaching for the key, he had put himself off balance and given her a leverage point. Before he had realized what was happening, she had spun out of his grasp while locking both hands on his right wrist. She twisted his arm up and around until he found himself on the way down. The alternative was a dislocated shoulder. No sooner was he on his knees than one of her hands found his scrotum and gave it a twisting squeeze. David screamed for her to stop. 
 
    “So, we understand each other?” she grunted, “Try something like that again and I'll make you regret it. As it stands, you've just earned yourself a couple of Ducolax. Now you're going to lie down on the table, very nicely.”  
 
    She waited until he nodded his surrender and then guided him to his feet without relaxing either of her grips. The hand at his arm moved swiftly to his throat, threatening to choke him if he resisted. 
 
    He had no choice but to climb onto the table, ever mindful of the waves of pain that either of her hands could inflict at a moment's notice. He felt the piled cloth under his buttocks as his feet found the stirrups, forcing his legs wide, and keeping him vulnerable. 
 
    The hand disappeared from his throat but only to draw a wide band of canvas across his torso. She was able to lock it with only one hand and a second strap was then fastened across his belly. His arms were trapped inside. Only when she was satisfied that the straps were secure did Jennifer release her grip on his manhood. She went to the stirrups and pulled two more straps tightly over each leg. He tested the bonds and found them secure. 
 
    He had no choice but to watch her and she made sure he learned from the experience. She went to a glass cupboard and took a handful of small foil-wrapped items from a box. He was too far away to read the label. When she returned, she leaned close to him, her perfume filling his nostrils with the scent of powerful femininity. Unseen, her other hand found his virgin rosette, now exposed by the angle of his spread and elevated legs. She was so close he could see exactly how much makeup she used. He felt her eyes burn into him while her finger explored his most intimate opening. 
 
    “Do you know how Ducolax works?” she said huskily, almost in a whisper. She waited for him to shake his head. “It irritates the lining of the colon, causing it to contract and violently expel its contents. Usually, it works within about fifteen minutes but I'm sure that by giving you a triple dose we'll see results much sooner than that.”  
 
    David groaned at the thought of it. He wiggled against the straps in a vain attempt to escape his fate. 
 
    With great care, Jennifer made a display out of unwrapping each of the three suppositories before his eyes. When they nestled in the palm of her hand, she held them close for him to get a good look at the waxy, bullet-shaped plugs.  
 
    “Just think,” she whispered, “Susan only had one of these, and look at her.” Almost on cue, Susan whimpered and convulsed again. 
 
    “Please,” David pleaded, “I'm sorry. But please don't put them in me!”  
 
    He was really pleading now. His imagination was full of what those three innocent-looking pessaries would do once they were at work inside him. But even as he did his best to sway her, she was pressing the first of the little plugs past his tensed anus. Two more followed quickly. 
 
    He immediately felt a mild burning that quickly escalated into hot cramping as his body heat melted the three suppositories. Jennifer worked quickly, pinning the diapers tightly and fitting a pair of snap-on plastic panties over top. He was rocking his hips and tensing in reaction to the growing internal distress, the fire deep inside him, as she released the straps and bent his arm around behind him to ensure his cooperation on the way to his crib. 
 
    So occupied was he with his cramps, David barely noticed the thick diapers between his legs that made him waddle towards the waiting crib-cage. Each spasm brought more pain and weakened him further until he found he could barely stand. He yearned to lie down on the mattress as he had yearned for nothing before. 
 
    He moaned and cried and pleaded for relief as Jennifer fitted his arms into the sleeves of a strait jacket. He didn't care what she did to him. He just wanted to lie down, bring his legs back over his chest, and ease the cramping. There was a growing storm deep inside him and he both wanted to be rid of it and yet save himself the discomfort that expulsion would surely bring. His bladder gave way of its own accord while Jennifer was tightening the buckles down his back and when she pulled the plastic-covered crotch band tight he felt the hot wet cloth pressed against his shaven genitals. He didn't care. 
 
    She crossed his arms and tightened the straps that held them that way. Then, finally, she let him lie down on the plastic mattress cover. It was a blessed relief and he started to raise his legs only to have her grip one of his ankles and bind it in a cuff attached at the foot of the bed. 
 
    “Please no!” he whimpered between spasms as he felt his other ankle being secured. He looked up at her, frantic with agony, “You can't do this to me!” 
 
    It was the last thing he said for quite some time. No sooner had he finished the sentence than Jennifer had filled his mouth with an oversized pacifier, the rubber bulb pushing his tongue down, stifling his protests. She had little trouble fastening the pacifier strap about his head. 
 
    As he suddenly realized what cruel ingenuity was behind his condition, David looked up into the pretty face of his tormentor. She looked down at him with a little pity as she fastened his elbows to the bed with straps. Then she wiped the perspiration from his forehead. 
 
     “Sleep well, little baby. I'll look in on you both later this afternoon.”  
 
    Her voice was soft and reassuring, but it did nothing to dispel the wave of terror-filled panic that washed over him. The crib side was drawn up and locked. She didn't even turn around on her way out of the room. 
 
    A movement above him caused David to look up, only to see his reflection in a full-length mirror over the crib. Though the top of the crib was barred he had little difficulty watching his every convulsion as his behind delivered wave after wave of sticky, acidic mush into the waiting diaper. He watched his body behave beyond his control, studied the many straps and devices that bound him, and listened to his own muffled grunts and moans as he lay helpless under the onslaught of the suppositories. He perspired so much that the sweat dripped into his eyes blurring his vision. 
 
    He didn't care about anything but the next spasm, hoping it would be the last, praying that each movement would carry away the three angry hornets and ease the storm they caused. He had never felt such a compelling need to expel. It was all he could think of, all he lived for during each endless convulsion. 
 
    He quickly weakened and soon his bladder released a little trickle with each spasm. As he sensed the effluent spreading out beneath him and realized his total helplessness, he felt himself give up the fight, letting the drugs take their course. Eventually, the spasms came farther apart and grew weaker. Soon he was able to tolerate them without screaming into the rubber bulb. Only then did he turn and see that Susan was watching him. 
 
    She grunted into her own pacifier, the best expression of sympathy that she could manage. He studied her confinement, found it identical to his own, and then met her eyes again. They lay staring at one another, each wanting so desperately to talk, to share the torment, and yet each forestalled from such a simple act. 
 
    And so the shadows deepened. David had nothing to do but feel the dirty and soaked diaper as it clung to him. Inside the strait jacket, he was bathed in sweat and began to itch. There was nothing he could do to stop it. Susan too rolled and tugged against her bonds, suffering the same symptoms. Between the two bound and helpless patients there grew a silent bond of mutual sympathy and despair. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
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    David realized he had fallen asleep. The sound of the side of the crib being lowered made him open his eyes just in time to catch a glimpse of Jennifer and the leather hood before she pulled it over his head. Blind, deafened, and suddenly terrified, he struggled against his bonds and screamed against the rubber in his mouth. Then he felt Jennifer's hand on his diapered crotch, stroking and petting it to reassure him. He tried to relax. 
 
    His elbows and ankles were released, and he was guided to an unsteady standing position. He felt her hands work at the many buckles of the straitjacket and then the rush of cool air against his wet skin that made him shiver. His diaper hung down between his legs as Jennifer led him away from his crib.  
 
    To the shower room? To one of the tables?  
 
    He did not know. 
 
    The leather cuffs on the metal bar again. So, it must be the shower room. He realized he couldn't smell, an advantage when it came time to remove the diaper. With his arms suspended overhead, weight on the balls of his feet, David had no choice but to let Jennifer do whatever she wanted. Her hands pulled open the snaps on the plastic pants and then worked at the pins. The hot, humid confinement of the diaper was suddenly replaced by the cool breath of fresh air, and he shivered. Far off in the distance, he heard the sound of running water and a second later the high-pressure stream hit him, stinging him with its needle spray. He moaned his protest into the pacifier as the painful jet investigated his soiled nether region. As quickly as it had arrived, it departed, leaving him sore and tired. He sensed there was a new load of effluent ready to escape. To his own shock and amazement, he hoped he would be re-diapered soon. 
 
    His hands were cuffed behind him again and he was led back into the main room. This time there was no waiting for the table to be prepared and he was directed onto the waiting pads without delay, his legs again forced up and apart by the stirrups. But the pads beneath him were different, artificial, and plastic-like. He guessed it was a disposable diaper. There seemed to be a lot of extra padding running down the middle, waiting to be drawn up between his legs. 
 
    Then came the warm softness of baby powder, drying the last traces of water. He wished he could smell it, but the hood was too tight. Efficient hands brought the diaper into place and fastened it snugly. It felt good to be protected again since he was unsure if he could control his sore and aching anus. 
 
    One of her hands moved inside his diaper until it was between his penis and the padding. Then the other hand moved into position over it but outside the diaper. Suddenly there was a brief rush of cool air, and his penis was brought out of the diaper. It felt very strange to be confined and exposed at the same time. 
 
    He had expected another pair of snap-on plastic pants but instead, Jennifer's hands went to work on the straps that held his legs in the stirrups. Once they were free, he felt something made of rubber being slipped over his ankles. As the nurse worked the garment up his legs, he guessed it was a pair of rubber pants. 
 
    Once they were in place, David could feel the cool, smooth rubber pressing his erection against the plastic outer shell of the disposable diaper. But Jennifer wasn't finished. He felt her hands on his manhood and a few seconds later his penis was being guided into a rubber tunnel in the front of the pants. It felt so strange to David, the combination of warm, soft padded confinement and the contrasting slick kiss of the rubber where it gripped his manhood. He tried to imagine what it must look like. 
 
    Jennifer moved away for a few minutes. When she returned it was to release the bands that held his body to the table. As he was helped to stand Jennifer gripped David's hood and pulled his head back. It was an effective means of control and he moved slowly, obeying her guiding hands. After a few steps then he was made to turn around. Then he was guided down onto a waiting chair. He was confused, having no recollection of any chairs in the room. When she lifted his legs onto a platform, he realized it must be a wheelchair. 
 
    She began to strap him in. First, a wide band of canvas was pulled across his chest. Then straps across his shins to keep his legs in place. His arms were placed outside the armrests for a moment, and it seemed like a tray was being fitted across his chest. He felt more than heard the catches snap in place. She took each wrist, bound it in a cuff, and then fixed it to the tray somehow. He was getting very confused. Finally, she pressed his head backward until it met a support. He felt something being fastened to his hood and found it suddenly secured. 
 
    She seemed to move away again, and he used the opportunity to test his freedom. There was none to be had. He couldn't move any part of his body more than a fraction of an inch and while it was more comfortable than the strait jacket, he was getting very scared. 
 
    David was locked in a silent world where his only stimuli were the feel of the pads and devices that bound his body. Hungry for more information, his mind tried to imagine what these things looked like and what purpose they served. Deep inside him, fear was being replaced by terror as his total helplessness became a part of every thought. A little spasm shook him, and the fresh diaper accepted a little more hot, acidic effluent. His bladder too tried to void but had nothing to give. He was very thirsty, having had nothing to drink since breakfast in his apartment an eternity ago. 
 
    But more than anything else, he was tired. The spasms had taken their toll and his body wanted sleep. His rear hurt from its constant exposure to his waste and every muscle screamed for peace from the constant bondage in unnatural positions. His stomach felt tense from his fear, but he guessed he was probably hungry as well. And yet, he could not relax himself.  
 
    What is Jennifer going to do next? his mind screamed. Why the locking chair and why the rubber sheath over his penis?  
 
    He had no answers; he was forced to wait on fate. 
 
    He hadn't sensed Jennifer's approach and the first touch of her hands on the fastenings to his hood startled him. “There, there, it's alright,” she cooed as sound and light flooded in. He blinked in the sudden brightness, and it took a few minutes before he could focus. 
 
    He was in a wheelchair with a tray fixed over his lap. His cuffed hands were locked to the top of the tray by some arrangement of pins that fit through holes in the arborite surface. The chair had been turned to face the wall and he could see nothing of Susan's crib or the other furniture in the room. 
 
    Jennifer was behind him. Without thinking, he tried to turn his head to see what she was doing, but the head rest had sides fitted to it that made this impossible. She came into his view carrying a plastic tube attached to something out of his sight. He tried to talk, but the rubber bulb, he held his tongue. He could only make pitiful, muffled whimpers as he watched her attach the tube to the front of his pacifier.  
 
    “Just relax,” she said with that same cruel smile, “you do want to eat, don't you?”  
 
    He didn't understand until the first thick glob of paste filled the bulb in his mouth and oozed out. He swallowed without thinking and almost gagged on the bland taste. The bulb refilled and he had to swallow again. She stood back and watched him, her arms crossed over her chest. Could she know that he had no saliva to refresh his mouth? Did she plan on forcing him to endure this before answering his desperate need for water? He tried to tell her. He squealed and grunted and struggled against his bonds but if she guessed his message, she made no sign of it and merely grinned wider at his distress. Each sound he tried to make was rewarded with another burst of paste and it was all he could do not to choke.  
 
    “Well,” she said while glancing at her watch, “it's time I gave Susan a change and some dinner. Oh, just relax. There'll be three quarts of juice once you're finished with that.” Even as he grunted his protest, she walked out of his view. 
 
    David quickly learned that it was better to relax. The paste came more slowly that way and he could avoid the dry choking feeling. With his ears uncovered he was able to follow what was happening to Susan. 
 
    First came a series of muffled moans and the sound of the crib side being lowered. “Yes, Missy, it's your turn now,” Jennifer said softly and David heard the crackle of the mattress cover as Susan was helped to her feet. He pictured her being escorted towards the bathroom, her muffled cries and protests falling on deaf ears. 
 
    The whirring sound told him the trapeze was being employed and then a pause, while the diaper was removed before the sound of running water made him remember the stinging spray and he winced in sympathy. The gagged cries grew louder but had no effect on the efficient nurse. It was several minutes before the water was shut off. He imagined Jennifer drying her patient. 
 
    When they returned Susan was making regular gulping sounds as if she was in tears. Then he heard the stirrups creak as they took the weight of her limbs. Was she pretty? Had she been shaved? David desperately wanted to know. The bulb in his mouth continued to fill with the lukewarm paste. 
 
    A new flurry of protests and then the sounds of rubber as, he guessed, a pair of rubber pants were drawn up Susan's legs. Suddenly there was a prolonged moan of despair and again David tried to turn his head to see what was happening. Strange, metallic sounds reached him. Was it perhaps a second wheelchair? He was agitated with curiosity. Susan continued her whimpers and muted cries, punctuated by clicks. Jennifer had said nothing. 
 
    “And now some dinner for you, my little miss,” Jennifer said, and immediately Susan ceased her protests. He knew what she was experiencing. 
 
    Jennifer appeared beside him. “A little something to wash it all down?” she asked coyly. He could barely see her as she did something to the tube. The paste was soon replaced by apple juice which had a chemical aftertaste. He had to swallow almost constantly to be able to breathe. He was surprised when Jennifer took hold of the back of the chair and spun it around so he could see his fellow prisoner. 
 
    Was this him? Did he look like this?  
 
    Susan was confined in her wheelchair with similar restraints. A strap across her feet held them in place. The tray fitted tightly against her torso, almost supporting her full breasts. Like his own, her wrists were locked to the top of the tray but now he could see the pins that passed through the top to be anchored by a turn bolt beneath. A tube ran from her pacifier up to a bag of paste that hung from a pole attached to the chair. She was gulping and swallowing as fast as she could, no doubt as thirsty and desperate as he had been only moments before. 
 
    But it was what lay beneath the tray that made him strain his eyes; he couldn't believe it. The amber rubber panties had a black hole over her vagina, disappearing inside it, leaving a cavity. Though he could not see his own pants he guessed accurately that his rubber-sheathed penis was meant to fill it. Despite all his pain, terror, and discomfort, he grew hard. 
 
    As he had examined her, Susan too had been studying David and had guessed what was planned. Despite the force-feeding of paste, she started a new wave of muffled wails and whimpers. She was terrified of what lay ahead. Despite his arousal, David had sympathy for her. 
 
    Jennifer was busy doing something to Susan's crib, but David had eyes only for his suffering partner. When the feeding bag was empty, Jennifer hung a bag of amber fluid to replace it and changed David's tube to a fresh bag. He felt so full he didn't think he could take it but the bulb in his mouth was insistent, and he had no choice but to keep swallowing. 
 
    So the two patients stared at each other having guessed their fate. And how unkind a fate would it be? Susan glanced down at her naked breasts and blushed. As a bound female, she would have no defense against the rampant male. David tried to imagine what it must feel like for her to have a rubber sheath lining her love tunnel, waiting for his hardness and powerless to prevent it from penetrating her. The idea excited David even more and he began to forget his fear and discomfort. All the while he suckled and swallowed, now mesmerized by the prospect of what lay ahead. Susan drained her bag, and it was replaced. David was switched to his third quart, feeling full to capacity even as the first rush of juice flooded into his mouth. 
 
    Nothing changed in the next hour. David finished the third bag and whimpered his protests at being made to take a fourth while Susan reluctantly started on her second. When David's last bag was dry and Susan had nearly finished her third, Jennifer stepped into view and began to wheel the girl toward her crib. David's erection strained inside its rubber sheath. 
 
    Jennifer released the girl from her chair and forcefully guided her onto the crib's mattress. She was restrained in a spread-eagle position, arms and legs outstretched, leaving her defenseless. Fully aware of the intent of her position, Susan kept up a constant stream of gagged protests which Jennifer ignored. Finally satisfied with the female partner, Jennifer came for David. 
 
    After he had been brought close to her he saw the girl's panic. Her face was flushed under the pacifier and her chest heaved with agitation. She did not want this to happen, he realized, and was surprised to find his own excitement growing as a result of that. 
 
    “Now just do what you're told, and no one will suffer,” Jennifer said as she guided David until he lay on top of the helpless Susan. She felt wonderful beneath him. Her breasts were crushed by his chest and his pacifier lay only inches from her own. Her eyes were dark with fear as they both sensed Jennifer's hands buckling David's wrists and ankles into cuffs over the top of Susan's. 
 
    There was one final step and Jennifer took her time at it. David caught a brief glimpse of the tube of lubricating jelly before he felt Jennifer apply it to his stiffness. It made him moan with pleasure, even after his member was abandoned in favor of preparing Susan's rubberized cavity. 
 
    Jennifer's hand went between them. David could feel her guiding his sheathed stem to the mouth in Susan's pants. Then, suddenly and wonderfully, he was inside her, watching with delight as her eyes grew wide with surprise and a high-pitched squeal escaped past her gag. 
 
    Lost in the ecstasy, David didn't see Jennifer prepare the syringe. He whirled around at the prick of the needle in his arm and felt fear again. “Just a little something to make sure you both take advantage of the situation,” Jennifer said as she wiped a damp cotton swab over Susan's arm. 
 
    David had no idea what was in the needle, but it had the effect of agitating them both until his piston slid in and out of the helpless Susan as quickly as they both could manage, racing towards a climax forced by the drug. David was enjoying himself despite all he had been through that day. Susan's face was flushed and while she still moaned, her sounds were now of pleasure. 
 
    No sooner had they both come than the strange drug began to restore their appetite. Jennifer had watched with obvious delight and took the opportunity to remove both pacifiers.  
 
    “I'm sure you'll both have a lot to talk about before morning. Good night!” 
 
    Time and time again they rose to the peak of passion and subsided, only to be brought back into arousal by the injections. 
 
    David lost count of how many times they were compelled to unite, his penis never slipping from Susan's grasp. Even after he had nothing to ejaculate, his body was driven to renew the thrusts that now brought Susan pain and made her protest. Many hours later they lay exhausted in each other's arms, sore and drained, thankful for the peace. Without taking advantage of their ability to speak, they each drifted into sleep, ignoring the discomfort of their bonds. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
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    The sleep born of exhaustion didn't last through the night. Just as the first rays of dawn crept through the window, both patients were awake. Without the effects of the drug to conquer their inhibitions, David and Susan silently assessed their predicament. 
 
    David was tired and stiff. He was surprised that he was still erect and still buried inside Susan's rubber-lined sheath. He felt sticky and dirty all over, especially his diaper where more of the acidic mush had leaked out and now burned fiercely. He wiggled his behind a little to try and gain some comfort but a low, painful moan from Susan made him stop. His need to pee was overpowering but as soon as he tried to release, he found much resistance from the rubber sheath that bound his penis. Grunting and moaning he forgot about his forced sex partner for a few seconds and tried his best to gain some relief. He was only partly successful and now his penis was painful. Susan whimpered softly and he looked down into her pensive eyes and groped for words. 
 
    Susan wondered if she had ever been so miserable. This stranger's penis still violated her, sandwiching her body between a pool of effluent and his hips. Her arms screamed out their protests at having been bound so tightly for so long. Whenever he moved it was like torture to her. She desperately needed to pee but found it very hard to do so because of the weight of the man's body against her vulva. Looking up into his questioning eyes she decided it would be better if she didn't tell him what she knew about the horrors to come. 
 
    “Uh, I'm David,” he said in a strained voice. Despite the fact that his face was forced only inches away from hers he found it hard to meet her eyes. Nonetheless, it was a beginning. Part of his mind was already forming questions. 
 
    Susan thought again about his hardness in her secret passage, the weight of him on her, and all the other things that made her miserable. She already knew his name as Jennifer had used it yesterday afternoon. What could she say to him, now, like this? She felt tears form in her eyes, gulped out her name to him, and then looked away, embarrassed. 
 
    “What's going on?” His voice was stronger now. He was thinking again, hungry for information. 
 
    Without turning her head back Susan gave him her prepared answer. “I can't tell you”, she sobbed and then looked up at him. “Trust me. It's better that you don't know what else they could do to us.” 
 
    David wasn't satisfied but one look at his bound partner told him that her mind was made up. His neck was sore from trying to lift his head up so he could see her properly. He laid his head down next to hers and resigned himself to wait for now. His mind ran through question after question while his body ached and hurt. There was so much he wanted to know and yet part of him knew now was not the time to press the issue. Three long, painful hours later Jennifer breezed into the room and inspected her charges.  
 
    “Well, did we have fun last night?” Neither patient bothered even to moan. Both breathed a sigh of relief when she began to release the cuffs that held David in place. “Susan, dear, have you been telling young David all our secrets?” Jennifer stared at the girl long enough to let her know that an answer was expected. A gentle shake of her tear-stained face was all she could manage. “Well, that's good”, Jennifer continued, “we wouldn't want to spoil any surprises for him, would we?” 
 
    As soon as he felt the handcuff close around his wrist David knew he was about to undergo the bathroom routine. His whole body trembled with dread, and he felt tears form in his eyes. 
 
    In her well-appointed study one floor below, Samantha watched Jennifer lead the handcuffed young man toward the showers and then turned off the closed circuit monitor. She leaned back in her executive chair and enjoyed the feeling of things going well. If David thought he was miserable now, he would certainly be changing his mind in a few days. She wondered when David would next rebel. Jennifer had handled him well yesterday. He seemed placid today. Maybe she should bring him downstairs and humiliate him a little, taunt his male ego. She flipped through the catalog pages of the control devices she wanted to test on David and decided to let him reach his own boiling point. 
 
    Susan was another matter. Referring to the girl as her niece had been strictly a fabrication for David's benefit. Until a few months ago, Susan had been Sam's submissive lover. It had been fun to bind and humiliate her but once Jennifer arrived on the scene, she had been relegated to permanent slave status. Jennifer loved to torment her predecessor and it amused Sam to watch. 
 
    There were so many things to try out that Sam wanted to rush upstairs and start right away. First things first, she reminded herself. David's ultimate conversion to submissiveness should be savored and enjoyed, not rushed through. Nonetheless, it wouldn't hurt to have some fun. She turned on her monitor and then picked up her intercom phone. She watched Jennifer emerge from the bathroom where David was still hanging by his wrists and pick up the receiver. She couldn't mask the husky pleasure in her voice as she gave the order. 
 
    “Start his incontinence training and tell him what you're doing. I want to watch his face.” 
 
    She heard Jennifer giggle her sensuous, wicked laugh. “What about Susan?” 
 
    Sam paused to think for a moment and then chuckled. “I suspect she's behind in her dilation therapy. Use the moisture sensors. We'll need her totally incontinent too for the diaper tests.”  
 
    Jennifer giggled again and hung up. Sam watched her return to the bathroom and then stood up and walked around her desk, studying her reflection in the full-length mirror on the back of the door. Her tailored black silk suit gave her an air of power and authority. Its tight skirt ended just above her knees, showing plenty of leg. She turned and checked the seams on her black silk stockings. They ran true from their reinforced heels. Her four-inch black patent spike pumps made her feel even more powerful. She felt the first stirring of arousal. She wanted to see both of her slaves admire her, want her and fear her. She wasn't going to disappoint them. 
 
    Like her mistress, Jennifer wanted David to rebel. Passive slaves weren't any fun unless they had been broken. And she knew from experience that passivity in an unbroken subject was at best temporary. It was better to bait the individual in a controlled setting than to have them catch you off guard. 
 
    She dried David with the rough towels kept for the purpose and evaluated his condition. He wasn't stiff and tired anymore. His eyes were alert and his attempts to gain some comfort against the cuffs betrayed that there was plenty of strength left in him. She was deliberately rough with his shaven balls and penis.  
 
    “My, how baby-like. Does it like being in diapers?” She played with it gently enough to start an erection. “I see he likes me. Well, don't you worry. We've got some nice big, thick diapers and a fresh pair of plastic pants ready for you.” 
 
    Despite being reminded of what lay ahead for him David could not help but become erect. Her hands were warm and soft, and he wanted more of what she was giving even though he knew he was being taunted. 
 
    Still addressing herself to his penis, Jennifer sent in another barb. “So, you want me to put you in diapers? I suppose we can't expect any better from a skinny, wimpy little thing like you.”  
 
    She abruptly wrenched at the semi-erect member and then slapped David's balls hard enough to make him groan in pain. Immediately his penis deflated. She looked up into his face contorted with pain and anger and smiled sweetly, pleased she had made him respond. Now if he would just try something. Jennifer deliberately ignored the handcuffs as she prepared to take David back into the nursery. And while she held his arms behind him, she made sure her grip was loose enough to give him a chance to try an escape. 
 
    David had resolved not to try anything but that was before she had slapped his balls. He could still feel the nauseous feeling in his groin, and it called up his anger and indignation at being humiliated and tortured. When he noticed that the cuffs weren't being used and that Jennifer's grip was slack, he began to plan. This time he wouldn't underestimate her. 
 
    The changing table, already laid out with fresh diapers for him, was about five feet away when he suddenly twisted out of her grasp, turned and drove his fist into her stomach. The slightly built nurse folded up and went down on her knees. David grabbed a pair of handcuffs left nearby and pried her hands free of her abdomen so he could fasten them behind her back. Robbed of breath by the blow she glared up at him and gasped for air, her eyes fired by anger. 
 
    David took a moment to think. He looked over at the still-bound Susan. She stared at him with wild eyes. “Just go!” she hissed at him. “Leave me. There are things you don't know. They'll not care so much if you don't take me!” 
 
    But her words only called forth David's male vanity. One look at the helpless form, bound to the bed wearing diapers and those rubber sex pants told him he could not leave her to the certain wrath that would follow his escape. He ripped the keys out of Jennifer's uniform pocket and went to Susan's crib. Later, David would realize that rescuing Susan was his fatal mistake. Samantha had seen the action in the monitor reflected in the mirror. Smiling broadly, she went back to her desk and took a small aerosol can from the top drawer. 
 
    It didn't take David long to release Susan from her bonds, but she was weak and couldn't walk very well with the rubber sheath still inside her. “You'll never make it.” Jennifer gasped as they passed her. David made no reply. He was busy looking for the door key. 
 
    As he fumbled with the keys and the door lock David realized that he was naked and Susan was in no condition to be seen in public. But there was nothing he could do about it for now. He would find something for them to wear, somehow. 
 
    It was taking too long to find the right key. Jennifer wasn't gagged and it was only a matter of time before she started to call out and raise the alarm. He thought about going back to take care of that problem but decided it would waste too much time. From the corner of his eye, he noticed Susan turn and lean against the wall. She was exhausted and very uncomfortable, her arms hung limp and she stared at the floor. Her absence of enthusiasm struck a chord of suspicion in David's mind, but he ignored it. 
 
    Finally, the lock turned. David pulled open the door while reaching for Susan. When he looked back again, he was just in time to see Samantha spray something in his face before he blacked out. 
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    As he rose upward toward consciousness David groaned from the pounding in his head. Gradually he realized he must be on the obstetrical table. The metal stirrups dug into his legs and his arms had been bound over his head. From the chill on his skin, he sensed he was naked. He had the presence of mind not to open his eyes right away. As his mind recovered from the stun spray, he remembered the failed escape attempt and tried to figure out what went wrong. A series of muffled painful whimpers drifted to his ears. Susan.  
 
    What are they doing to her?  
 
    There were sounds of thrashing against bonds and then more whimpers. It didn't sound good. 
 
    A hand slapped his face and Jennifer's voice was close, “Wake up, you pig!” Reluctantly he opened his eyes and saw that both Samantha and the nurse were standing beside him. The expressions on their faces told him he was in for a rough time. 
 
    “Nice try, David,” Samantha said softly as she idly stroked his bare genitals. “I appreciate spirit. It makes things so much more exciting.” She walked casually to a table out of David's sight while she spoke, “But Jennifer is quite annoyed, and she would like a little revenge. I'm inclined to let her have her way.” She picked up something from the table and began to walk back. “I hope you've come to like diapers, David, because from now on you're going to have to wear them all the time.” 
 
    Jennifer took something from Samantha's hands and held it up so David could see it. He didn't recognize much of the tangle of tubes and wires. “After a day in this rig, you'll never be able to control your water again.” She paused, waiting for the panic to cross his face, and was rewarded. “This makes you want to pee all the time. It rewards you by making you horny. Your body quickly learns not to hold its water.” 
 
    David didn't understand very much but one thing was abundantly clear - he didn't want to be incontinent. He felt his mouth open in panic, words hung in his throat.  
 
    “No,” he croaked. 
 
    Jennifer didn't reply. She began fitting a rubber sheath over his flaccid penis. David convulsed against his bonds to no avail. He was bound very tightly and not even his panic-driven adrenalin was enough to earn him an inch toward freedom. Even though it made his head pound all the worse, he strained to watch as she fitted the strange device to his body. 
 
    Samantha gently pushed his head back and stroked his brow, her voice soft and soothing, “Don't fret, so. It's actually quite pleasant, once you get used to it. We could use more painful methods to make you incontinent but this one is so much fun to watch. Just relax. You'll see what we mean very soon.” 
 
    David let his body go limp and moaned loudly. He thought of the first time they had diapered him and his revulsion. What would it be like to have to endure that every day?  
 
    “Please,” he gasped, “you can't do this to me. I mean, why? What good does it do you?” 
 
    Jennifer had fastened something to his penis and now she was pushing something up his anus, a slim plastic probe. He felt it touch his prostate gland and involuntarily flinched. She looked up, smiled, and did something to fasten the probe in place. 
 
    “It does us a lot of good, David.” Samantha's voice pulled his attention away from Jennifer's activities. “I told you we're here to test invalid care products. If you are truly incontinent it just makes the test results all that more valid.” 
 
    A new series of whimpers drifted over from Susan's crib. Samantha looked over at her and smiled. “Your friend's getting a similar treatment but it's her rear end she won't be able to control.” Looking down at David, she gave him her best Mistress smile. “Do you want to know the gory details?” David shook his head but she ignored it. “There are moisture sensors in her diaper, at the back where it takes the urine a while to get to. Unless those sensors are kept wet, they send a current to a special dildo in her anus. Every time the dildo gets a jolt it expands in diameter by about four millimeters. The sensors activate once every ten minutes. Susan is on constant liquid feed, as you will soon be, but I suspect she hasn't wetted herself quite enough yet to reach the sensors.” 
 
    The questions in David's mind were written across his face. Samantha gave a condescending smile and continued, “It's quite simple. We dilate her anus so much that she can't keep it closed. Aside from wearing a plug up there, she'll be in diapers the rest of her life too.” Her expression became a little more serious, “Maybe you two should plan on staying together. You could buy diapers in bulk.” 
 
    David did the only thing he was capable of. The scream of terror came from deep within his soul. It was abruptly choked off when Samantha jammed the pacifier into his mouth and buckled its straps tightly. 
 
    An hour later David was moaning in pleasure even though part of him was full of panic at the gradual process that would soon rob him of any ability to hold his water. They had put him into a straitjacket and hobbled his ankles with fur-lined leather cuffs, attached a bag of juice to a pole on wheels and his pacifier, then left him alone to wander the room and concentrate on what was happening to him. 
 
    He had to admit it was ingenious and effective. Every little spurt of his urine was captured by the penis sheath and delivered through a tube to the plastic probe that pressed against his prostate gland, the source of male pleasure. The warm spray was enough to incite erection and orgasm, but an electrical sensor also made the probe vibrate gently for a few minutes. His body couldn't resist the temptation to bring on the pleasure again and again. He had orgasmed several times and now his climaxes were dry, almost painful but he couldn't stop himself from suckling hard on the bulb in his mouth, willing the fluid through his system, anxious for more water to make things feel good again. 
 
    After an hour he began to feel light-headed and wondered if the juice carried a drug. When Jennifer came in with a portable tape player and without a word set a tape of classical music playing, he didn't seem to mind. She replaced both his and Susan's juice bags and then left as silently as she had come, and she had been gone quite a while before he noticed. 
 
    The panic seemed to be fading. He felt quite good about it all. He shuffled over to Susan who lay bound spread-eagled to her crib and looked down at her. Her hips writhed constantly and while she looked more peaceful there was still much terror in the eyes that peered at him over the rim of her pacifier. Now and then her face would contort with pain and she would cry into her gag as the anal intruder grew in size again. 
 
    He wanted to talk to her, but it was quite impossible. He felt no frustration at this, just a growing sense of acceptance of himself, this world, everything. Susan kept trying to tell him something, but her pacifier kept it all to muffled nonsense. He didn't care that he couldn't understand her. He didn't care about anything. 
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    Jennifer traced the outline of the deep blue bruise on her tummy while she waited for Samantha to come back from the washroom. The morning's developments had turned Sam on and Jennifer knew better than to refuse her Mistress when she was in such a mood. She liked Sam's bed. The black satin sheets smelled of her perfume and it made her feel very sexy. Sam wasn't always willing to bring her here for their lovemaking, she liked having a few `accessories' handy and insisted that Jennifer keep them in her room. But there had been no spankings or whipping this time, just wonderful fulfillment. 
 
    Sam came back nude. She had a fine body that many a man had hungered for, but few had penetrated. Sam was bisexual but always dominant and a lot of her males hadn't liked the flavor at all. One look at the expression on Sam's face told her that she wasn't going to be spared the next little ritual, the one she hated the most and therefore Sam insisted on the most. Her mistress casually picked up the little pile of chains attached to the oval metal plate as if it were a discarded pair of panties.  
 
    “Does the bruise hurt much?” she asked tenderly, deliberately ignoring what she held in her hand. 
 
    Jennifer hated the tactic. She liked to draw things out, to make the whole issue that much more distasteful. “Uh, yeah.” She stared at the coiled chastity belt in Sam's hand. “I guess it won't earn me a reprieve from the iron maiden though, will it?” 
 
    Sam smiled with amusement, “No, sweetie, it won't.” She walked to the side of the bed and traced a long red fingernail over Jennifer's shaven pubis. “Quite frankly, I don't know why you keep asking about it. I've never let you go without it yet.” She let her finger get busier, burrowing between the soft lips. It excited her to think of Jennifer being turned on whenever she locked her up. 
 
    The nurse moaned and parted her legs a little. Maybe she could coax another session that would cool Sam's love for the damn thing. “You know I would be good. I wouldn't go off and sneak orgasms somewhere without you.” She was deliberately being patronizing but she figured she had little to lose. 
 
    Sam waited until she had elicited another moan from her charge before she replied. “I trust you, but wearing it keeps you frustrated and makes you come up with the most wonderful ideas for our two little toys upstairs. I think you should assume the position now.” 
 
    Jennifer wished Sam would come up with another phrase for asking her to go to the wall and lean against it spread-eagled, waiting for her Mistress to apply the chastity belt. The words grated on her, and she was about to say something and then thought the better of it. Sam could always make it a little tighter, just for the hell of it. So, without a word, she went to the wall and waited for the first touch of the cold, hard metal between her legs and the unforgiving chains that would bind it to her body until Sam decided otherwise. 
 
    Sam had designed the belt herself and expertly snugged it up before locking it. It featured an oval metal plate that covered the entire vulva and prevented anything from getting access to the tender little nerve endings that would bring pleasure. A small slit down the center allowed urine to drain and the rear chains parted before the anus and therefore didn't interfere with its function. The belt could be left in place for quite some time, and she loved reading the letters from her customers who competed with each other to report the longest continual confinement in a chastity belt. There were some pretty unhappy women out there, thanks to Sam. 
 
    “There you are, nice and tight. Are we comfy?”  
 
    She loved to tease Jennifer about the belt and doubted she would ever allow the girl to be without it. It was just too much fun to keep her locked up and Sam knew she would never have a lover who was too tired or too spent to see to her needs. Jennifer didn't answer. Careful not to look too sullen she went back to the bed and started to dress by putting on her garter belt. 
 
    The two women went to Sam's office and turned on the monitor. David was still wandering the nursery although he often stopped and stared at Susan for a while. Sam turned to the nurse, “Will Susan need another session of this?” 
 
    “No. I set the maximum to a size where she'll never be able to control herself again. Certainly, not without surgery.” 
 
    Sam smiled. It served the little bitch right for refusing her more ambitious desires. “What about David?” 
 
    “He's euphoric because of the drugs and the post-hypnotic suggestion tape. His trigger for soiling himself is ‘sale'. I'd love to take him to a shopping mall and see what happens.” 
 
    “Out of the question. We've too much to do here. But we'll have some fun just before we release him. What do you want to do to them tomorrow?” 
 
    They planned out the next few days of testing for their captives. If the bound and diapered couple in the room above them could have guessed their fates, not even drugs could have buoyed their spirits. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
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    David awoke from a dream in which someone had been whispering into his ear. He couldn't remember what the person was saying, just that something was being repeated over and over. It was only when he turned over to lie on his back that he suddenly realized he wasn't bound. He sat up and looked around. There were strange mittens on his hands that made them useless by holding his fingers inside stiff sleeves. His crib cage was locked. He wasn't going anywhere. He looked down at the translucent plastic pants that covered his night-thickness diaper. He couldn't remember much past being confined in the strait jacket and the pleasure he got from peeing. 
 
    Almost as soon as he thought of the subject, a warm jet of urine flooded into his diaper. He was shocked. Then a second burst followed by a steady stream. It was happening by itself and he was helpless to control it. He tried to find the muscles, to control it, to make it stop but nothing happened. Suddenly he remembered what Sam had said while he was strapped to the table. The panic took his breath away. 
 
    Susan stirred and David called to her. She too was free inside her locked crib except for her hands. She started to sit up but cried out in pain and rolled onto her side instead. She let out a sob and then started to cry.  
 
    “They've done it!” she sobbed, “they really did it!” She looked up at David's puzzled face and almost angrily said, “I'm soiling myself and I can't help it. I can't stop the pee either. And it hurts so bad!” 
 
    Embarrassed by her admission, David lay back down and wondered why he couldn't remember anything. When had they taken the strait jacket off? Had they been given dinner? Then his mind turned to his own condition. The old gut-wrenching panic crept into him. He felt the hot, sodden diaper pinned tightly around his waist and grimaced at the thought that these feelings might become a normal part of waking up. Even as he slumped into despair more pee escaped without his consent. 
 
    Jennifer breezed in and began to prepare for the morning diaper change. “This will be your first day as adult babies so we're going to make it special!” Her tone was mother-to-child, condescending. “We'll get you both fixed up in these brand-new diapers and then you can play in the garden for a while.” David watched her sullenly. 
 
    Jennifer went to a cupboard and removed some wide straps. When she came over to his crib, David saw they were made of thick white plastic but otherwise were copies of the leather cuffs used on the beds. Before lowering the crib side, she went to the fixed side of the crib and tied David's left ankle to the bars.  
 
    “You were bad yesterday. We can't take any chances with you. These are permanent cuffs that you can even wear in the shower. Isn't that convenient? Now be good while I get you fitted.” 
 
    Despite his black mood David offered no resistance while Jennifer fitted his wrists and ankles with the wide plastic. There were no locks, just permanent bonding glue. These would have to be cut off if they were ever removed and the reinforcing wires inside the plastic would make even that a serious job. Each cuff featured a thick brass ring mounted with rivets. David instantly understood the utility of these devices. 
 
    When she had finished with his limbs Jennifer measured his neck. David didn't like that at all but said nothing while he watched her add four rings and then prepare to fit the collar permanently. She made sure his arms and legs were well secured with short lengths of chain and locks before working on his neck. 
 
    David expected her to work on Susan next but instead, she went to a cupboard and returned with a wide leather belt. After ordering him to stand, she fastened it about his waist. A long loop of leather dangled down from the front of the belt. This loop had a buckle which allowed it to be made smaller or larger. David was puzzled. He noticed that Jennifer was working quickly as if to accomplish something before he guessed her intention. She unlocked his wrists only to rejoin them behind his back with about six inches of chain. Then she went behind him. 
 
    As soon as he felt her pull the loop of leather between his legs he guessed at the cruelty of her intentions. But it was too late to fight. His ankles were hobbled only a few inches apart and his hands were useless. Suddenly he felt the chain between his wrists being pulled downward as Jennifer tightened the loop. It forced him to bend over backwards. There was a pause while she fastened the buckle and then she stepped away. As soon as he tried to straighten up, he knew his guess was right. Unless he leaned backwards, the leather between his legs was pulled painfully tight. David moaned in frustration as he moved his torso back and forth trying to avoid the pressure between his legs on one extreme and an aching back on the other. He looked up at his tormentor with anger and hate in his eyes even as he grimaced in his forced posture.  
 
    “You bitch.” he muttered under his breath. 
 
    Jennifer studied him with her arms crossed on her chest, a broad smile of satisfaction telling him she enjoyed the sight of his distress. “I heard that, baby. Just for that, I'm going to let you know right now that we have a sale on for rough treatment.” 
 
    It seemed to David that an electric current was running through his body. To his horror, he was suddenly overcome with a maddening need to shit. His mind became obsessed with this need even though there seemed little enough effluent in his system. Almost of its own accord, his body strained to meet the command. He groaned and gasped as he struggled to deliver. Weakened by the effort he sank to his knees, feeling the cold floor against his flesh.  
 
    “Don't fight, it baby. You won't be happy until you fill your pants so you might as well get on with it.” 
 
    Now he knew why she had put the belt on him. Its cruel straps between his legs pressed the thick, sodden diaper against his rear passage making it all the more difficult to carry out this sudden, desperate, ultimate mission. He wanted to cry, to complain, to protest but he had energy and attention for only one thing. Finally, it was happening. Every inch was a mighty struggle but slowly he forced it out against the tight padding and the pressure from the strap. He hated the feel of it. 
 
    When he had stopped gasping, she made him stand up. That only made things worse since the effluent was spread around inside his diaper. He shuddered at the thought of what it must look like, what it must smell like. In his forced half-crouch, he glared up at her, now hoping against hope that she would at least loosen the strap a little but instead, she just turned on her heel and went over to Susan. 
 
    Unfortunately for her, Susan had been subjected to the same hypnotic tape, and therefore Jennifer's use of the trigger word had caused an unintended crisis for the poor girl. Distressed enough at her own bowel incontinence, Susan had been coping with her own critical need to expel while David had been suffering Jennifer's revenge. Now the poor girl lay on her back, knees pulled up over her chest, gasping in the accomplishment of her mission. But she was emotionally destitute and looked up at Jennifer through tears of frustration and despair.  
 
    “You've ruined me!” she sobbed. 
 
    “Shut up or you'll get the same as him!” was Jennifer's reply as she started to fit the girl for her permanent plastic cuffs. 
 
    An hour later, much had been accomplished to prepare the two babies for their promised outing in the garden. When Samantha came up to the nursery, she found them kneeling on the cold concrete floor at the foot of their respective cribs. With wrist cuffs clipped to ankle cuffs they were quite harmless and yet very uncomfortable. They were each wearing a prototype of an extra thick disposable diaper intended for overnight use in nursing homes and although it had been only a few minutes since change time, the incontinence measures of the previous day were taking effect. 
 
    Beside each bound form was a pole with a feeding bag hanging from it. The bland paste traveled down the translucent tubes to the pacifier bulbs which force-fed it to David and Susan. Several bags of fluid waited near each patient. David shifted uncomfortably, feeling himself wet uncontrollably while Susan whimpered and cried a little as she felt her diaper grow heavier with effluent she could no longer control. 
 
    The Mistress inspected the cuffing arrangements on the victims and congratulated Jennifer on the work. “We will definitely recommend this product. It's very effective, especially for long-term patients.” 
 
    “It's sure effective on them.” 
 
    “And their diapers?” 
 
    “The prototypes you specified. We should be able to leave them in place until after lunch if they're as good as they claim to be.” This last comment brought a moan of despair from both David and Susan. 
 
    Samantha turned to address her captives. “It looks like you're being very helpful in our research. That's appreciated. After breakfast, you can both go out to the garden for a little while.” She paused for effect. “With suitable precautions in place”. 
 
    `Suitable precautions' turned out to be almost unbearable. Tightly hobbled at the ankles, their mittened hands bound behind them, David and Susan stared at each other in the bright sunlight. Jennifer had fitted Susan with a rubber bra that already was dark with sweat patches. The poor girl made little jumping motions to try and alleviate the incessant itch she could not scratch. For David, Sam had produced weighted nipple clamps, the cruel metal teeth of which still felt red hot. Each step, every little movement renewed the pain. But at least they were not gagged and finally could talk. 
 
    The July sun beat down on them out of a clear sky and there was no shade in sight. David already felt thirsty, even after three bags of juice that now trickled uncontrolled into his diaper. There was so much to talk about but where to begin? 
 
    “Maybe we can escape or attract some attention,” he said softly, hopefully. 
 
    “Forget it. I've been out here before. First of all, we're out in the middle of nowhere. Second, the garden is fenced and enclosed by thick hedges. We won't be seen or heard.” She gasped a little and then started to walk with her legs as wide apart as her hobbles would allow. 
 
    David wanted to ask her about her condition, but it was somehow too awful a subject. “Why are they doing this to us? What are we here for?” 
 
    She looked up at him, her soft eyes misty from her discomfort. For the first time, he realized how pretty she was. He truly felt sorry for her.  
 
    “They really are testing equipment. She gets paid very well for it. Think about it for a moment. Would anybody volunteer for this?” She paused and they took a few of the tiny steps their chains would allow. “But they also like what they're doing. Samantha's a sadist and Jennifer's no Florence Nightingale, as you've discovered for yourself.” 
 
    “How did you get here? Did they kidnap you?” David had to gasp from the pain in his nipples. The sun was warming his diaper, trapping heat inside his plastic pants, and making him very itchy down there. 
 
    “No. I used to be Sam's secretary, then her lover. Last month she brought Jennifer back with her from a vacation. They had a lot of fun keeping me bound and in diapers for a few weeks. When they finally let me leave, I went back to the city, but all my friends were gone and I couldn't find a job. I got drunk one night and called Sam and asked to be taken back. I didn't think they would imprison me, just make me do the dirty stuff. I was wrong.” She wiggled her torso a bit and cursed the hot rubber of the bra. “And now,” she started to sob, “I've been condemned to a life in diapers!”  
 
    The tears began rolling down her cheeks and she turned her head away. David watched her spread her legs a little and shift on her feet in discomfort as she soiled herself again. The steady, uncontrolled trickle into his own diapers reminded him he was not much better off. He started to feel depressed. 
 
    David felt awkward about her mentioning her condition. “You can get it corrected by surgery.” He tried to sound hopeful. 
 
    She looked back at him, her head cocked to one side. “And just what do I tell the doctors? Sam has some very embarrassing photos of me doing some very embarrassing things, some of which could be the cause of my incontinence. She used to have this special chastity belt she liked to make me wear out in public. It had a dildo for my cunt and a bigger dildo for my rear. She thought it was great fun to lock it on, leave the keys at home and spend the day at a mall.” 
 
    David got the point. He decided to change the subject. “So, Jennifer is her new lover?” 
 
    “And slave. Sam likes to be in total control. She made me wear a chastity belt at all times. I doubt it's any different for Jennifer. Sam likes the thought of her lovers being constantly aroused but prevented from doing anything about it. Sam likes to own people.” 
 
    David thought about that for a moment. He started to get aroused at the thought of chastity belts, but a flood of unwelcome pee cooled his excitement. “So, what's to become of us?” 
 
    “Don't worry, they won't kill us. But they will tire of us. They'll probably use drugs and hypnosis to make us forget about this place or at least how to find it and then turn us loose. They would get a big kick out of the thought of us being in diapers the rest of our lives.” 
 
    That kept David quiet for a while. The sun was making things very uncomfortable, and he began to wonder how much longer they would be left out in the garden. 
 
    “Enjoy your little outing, my babies,” Sam said to the empty room as she watched David and Susan on the closed-circuit monitor. “You'll soon have much more to be unhappy about.” She turned off the monitor and went up the ward to see how Jennifer was making out. 
 
    Presuming she would be alone for a while, Jennifer was sitting on a chair trying desperately to get underneath her chastity belt so she could scratch the incessant itch caused by her having to pee through it. She had laid out an assortment of possible tools including a tongue depressor and a long-handled comb. So absorbed was she in her task that she didn't notice Sam's arrival in the doorway. 
 
    “You're being bad!” the Mistress said in a soft voice that didn't hide her true displeasure. 
 
    Jennifer's head snapped up in alarm. One look at Sam's hard expression told her she was in for some bad times. She fell onto her knees and began to crawl toward her Mistress. “Oh, Sam! I'm sorry. I really am. It's just the itch. I only wanted to scratch the itch.” She buried her face in Sam's skirt and actually began to cry. “Please don't punish me! Please don't be mean to me!” 
 
    Sam looked down on the petulant girl in the nurse's uniform and smiled her most wicked smile. “Don't worry, my dear. I understand fully how itchy a chastity belt can get after you've had to pee through it a few times.” She stroked Jennifer's blonde tresses and did her best to sound sincerely soothing. “Why don't you lie down on the changing table, and I'll fix you up.” 
 
    Jennifer looked up at her with tear-stained eyes, searching for some reassurance that Sam wasn't being sarcastic. But Sam's face was hard to read. Nodding dumbly, she rose and turned toward the table which was already laid out with diapers, ready for the next changing session. Sam's hand on her shoulder stopped her. 
 
    “Your belt will have to come off first. Hold still.” The same calm voice. The reassuring absence of malice. Jennifer looked like a deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car. 
 
    Sam took the key she wore on a ring around her neck and after lifting the short nursing uniform skirt, opened the lock at the back of Jennifer's chastity belt. The young girl sighed with relief as the hated instrument fell away. At Sam's suggestion, she took off her uniform. Sam watched her climb onto the padded table and place her legs in the stirrups. Jennifer still wore her white stockings and garter belt and to Sam, it made her seem all that more vulnerable. 
 
    Jennifer couldn't resist the urge to scratch her tortured crotch. Trusting in Sam's silent approval she let her hand travel down between her thighs and began to massage her bared pubic mound gently, being careful not to masturbate, for it would certainly have incurred her Mistress' wrath. 
 
    Sam watched for a moment and then slowly went to the table. She gently took her slave's wrists in her hands and brought them over her head to where the leather cuffs lay ready.  
 
    “Enough of that,” she said softly. “We can't be breaking all the rules in one afternoon.”  
 
    Jennifer was mesmerized by her Mistress' attentions and didn't protest when she felt the cuffs being tightened about her wrists. She knew Sam liked to have her bound when she gave pleasure and she fully expected that Sam was about to make her feel very good indeed. 
 
    When Sam began to apply the leg straps Jennifer got a little concerned. But her Mistress still wore that same reassuring smile and still gave no evidence of anything but sincere sympathy for her discomfort. 
 
    She thought about the thick diapers beneath her bottom and wondered if her female scent would arouse David. She made a mental note to make sure that he next wore these pads, heavy as they would be with the essence of her passion. She awoke from her daydream to see Samantha standing between her bound legs with a catheter ready for insertion. 
 
    “No!” she screamed as her body tensed in futile defense. “Oh please, Sam, not that!” Jennifer struggled against her bonds to no avail. Sam had applied them carefully. Suddenly the diapers that caressed her bottom took on a whole new, sinister meaning. 
 
    Her Mistress' face had lost its innocence. Now she wore the same expression that Jennifer had come to associate with heavy dominance. Sam wanted her to be uncomfortable and she had been foolish enough to believe that her Mistress only intended to clean her up and give her pleasure. 
 
    She watched in horror while Sam lubricated the catheter with long, careful strokes, making the procedure last as long as possible. Jennifer began to sob. “Sam, I don't deserve this. Please don't do it to me! You know what it's like. I'll be good. You don't have to put me into diapers.” She choked out the last words, hating the sound of them. 
 
    “But you were bad,” Sam said softly. “I don't make you wear a chastity belt so that you'll be comfortable. I make you wear it so you'll think of me all the time. When you try and get around it, you're trying to get around me and I don't like that. Not a bit.” Her face grew hard and menacing. “Now you're going to pay for your transgressions. I'm sure that a few days in diapers with a catheter up your clit will make you appreciate your chastity belt.” 
 
    Had the room not been soundproofed, David and Susan would have heard Jennifer's screams of dismay and torment as the slim plastic tube was pushed deep into her body. Bound too tightly to struggle she was forced to accept her punishment but that didn't stop her from crying out her horror and dismay at its arrival. In the end, she lay sobbing while her Mistress brought the extra thick cloth diapers up between her legs and pinned them tightly. Even before she was released from the straps and made to stand, she could feel her hot pee flood into the folds of the waiting cloth, beginning a slow but steady descent into the hell of being kept in diapers as a punishment. 
 
    Sam didn't have to warn her about resisting the rest of the measures. Jennifer knew better than to try her Mistress' patience on such matters. Sadly, with tears streaming down her face she stepped into the plastic panties that were handed to her and pulled them into place. She didn't have to guess what came next. Sam passed the worn leather waist section of the retention belt around her slim hips and cinched it just too tight. Then there was the painful and humiliating process of bringing the crotch piece into play from where it hung from the front of the belt. 
 
    Jennifer sighed out loud as she felt the crotch band pulled impossibly tight. It was not that it hurt, just that it was tight. And she knew from experience that the feelings would get much worse once the diaper was saturated with her urine and worse again if she had to have a bowel movement. As the locks clicked shut in the small of her back, Sam spoke again. 
 
    “I think this little arrangement will cure you of your itchiness. If it doesn't, just let me know and I'll make sure that you'll have much worse to worry about.” She stepped back and admired her work. “Your uniform covers far too much, my dear. Our babies can roast in the garden another hour while you take up the hem of your uniform by about three inches.” She turned on her spike heel and walked confidently to the door before turning to deliver the final spike in Jennifer's coffin of torment. “That way there will be no doubt in anybody's mind that you have been confined to diapers until I decide otherwise.” 
 
    Once she was sure that Sam had gone downstairs Jennifer took a few awkward steps. It had been quite some time since her Mistress had used diapers on her and Jennifer found the sensations no less distasteful than before. Her self-pity and tears turned to revenge. She decided if she couldn't have it at Sam's expense then the two babies in the garden would have to pay. One look at the list of things that Sam wanted her to test on the babies gave her enough ideas. After a few minutes of preparation, she went to fetch them. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
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    Caught from behind, David had to force himself not to struggle as the oversized pacifier was strapped into his mouth. He caught Susan's eye and saw enough there to let him know that it was Jennifer at work and also that this would not be a good time to put up a fight. When the buckles had been tightened to a painful degree, he watched the nurse apply the same device to his companion. 
 
    There was something different about Jennifer, but he didn't yet know what. Then she bent over a little to pick up the keys to the pacifier locks and he saw the bulging plastic pants, bisected by the retention belt, under the artificially short uniform. Remembering Susan's comments about Sam and her slaves, David guessed that Jennifer was being given a rough time by Sam and that he and Susan were about to bear the brunt of it. 
 
    Jennifer marched the pair into the house and up the stairs at a pace intended to make them very uncomfortable indeed. David's nipple clamps burned badly, and Susan's full diaper caused her much distress by the time they were back in the nursery. David saw some things laid out ready for them, but Jennifer applied blindfolds before he recognized anything. 
 
    Cloaked in darkness, the two prisoners listened to the tirade from their nurse. “I hope you both enjoyed your little holiday in the garden because things are about to get more serious. If you think you've been uncomfortable so far, well then let me assure you that you're wrong. In a few hours, you'll beg me to be able to go back to what you're experiencing now.” She was speaking rapidly. David could tell she was wound up, likely from her own discomfort. “If either of you gives me even a second's worth of trouble, you'll both pay for it in spades.” Jennifer paused to catch her breath. “David, don't you move. Susan, I'm going to clean you up and then put you on the table. Don't you dare try anything!” 
 
    David stood still in his blind world that contained only the sensations of his soaked diapers, humid plastic pants, and the plastic cuffs that hobbled and controlled him. He listened to the now familiar sounds of Susan being hauled into the shower room and roughly cleaned up. Jennifer was obviously on the warpath. Three times he heard her slap her patient for not cooperating enough. By the time he sensed their return Susan was sobbing softly and Jennifer was breathing hard. 
 
    David couldn't interpret the sounds of struggle, moans, slaps, and the squeak of rubber as Jennifer carried out her promise of torture. By the time he sensed that she might be finished with his mate, he was intensely curious and had almost forgotten that his turn was coming. 
 
    The clang of Susan's crib and Jennifer's growl of “Since you like to shit so much, we'll see how you like playing with it.” 
 
    Then he felt her behind him, her fingers working at the fastenings of his hood. “This, you gotta see to appreciate,” she muttered just before the light blinded him. 
 
    As his vision cleared David had a difficult time understanding what he was seeing. Susan seemed to be kneeling in her crib, bent over so that her breasts touched the mattress. A pregnant bag of paste hung over her bed and David didn't have to see her face to know that its tube was connected to her feeding gag. 
 
    It was her arms that gave him the greatest concern. They were drawn back as if handcuffed in the small of her back. But they weren't handcuffed. Instead of the glimmer of chrome steel, her arms seemed to disappear into two tubes that were built into the back of her reinforced rubber pants. 
 
    Jennifer dragged him over. “See that?” she panted, “the panties hold her hands over her ass. Now every time her big hole back there delivers a load of shit, she'll feel it with her fingers! Neat, eh? It's intended as a punishment item for institutions.” 
 
    David felt so sad for Susan. The paste was likely laced with a laxative. And by the curve of her back, the girl had to be in agony. He heard her whimper and wished he could do something to help her. When Jennifer's grip on his arm tightened, he felt his body tense with fear. It was his turn now. 
 
    What is in store for David and Susan next? 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    A year later… 
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    David awoke early that morning as he had done so many other mornings. He no longer remembered his life before coming to this place. When he tried his hardest, he could kinda remember an odd memory or two. Not being in diapers. Not needing full-time care and being that oddest of things… grownup. 
 
    That’s weird! he thought was a smile behind the enormous pacifier tied in place around his head. How could I be a grownup? 
 
    The sound of a baby crying made him roll over in his crib and through the bars that kept him safe, he saw his sister, Susan. Despite the best efforts of his failing memory, he could not remember her birth or how old she was. Not that it mattered. By his own limited understanding, he was probably about a year old and she must be similar. Not that he would know. All he really knew was that the thick pinned cloth diapers around him were drenched in pee and filled with hot and uncomfortable poop. It was always the same. He pooped many times a day and had no control over it.  
 
    On the other side of the large nursery, he could see his other sister, Jennifer. Jennifer was what he thought of as a ‘big girl’. She slept in a toddler bed with sides but no bars. But she was still in thick diapers like he was and also, was wet and dirty. He knew that without looking because mommy had sent her to bed already wet and dirty and she had cried about it until she fell asleep. 
 
    Was I dirty when I went to bed too? he wondered but couldn’t remember. 
 
    It was certainly possible as it had happened many times before. Misbehaviour was often punished by dirty diapers, and he recalled the times he had been punished by having his sister’s soaked and soiled diapers pinned around him and being made to wear them for hours or even, overnight. 
 
    But it wasn’t all that bad. David was content in his new world, and he remembered the fun he had had the day before when he and Susan had been playing outside in the garden, crawling and giggling. Walking was still a skill they were to pick up and so crawling was the only way they could get around. Big Girl Jennifer however, toddled wobbly around the garden, her massively thick diapers pushing her legs apart. The thickness meant that diaper changes were less frequent than perhaps it would be for other babies. 
 
    After a few hours of play, Mommy had come over and prepared to change Susan’s soaked and heavily soiled diaper. David had sat next to her and watched as the plastic pants had come off and the cloth diaper unpinned revealing a sodden and soiled mess covering her shaven vagina. Not knowing why it was happening, David immediately erected in his own diaper and had begun to rub the front vigorously. 
 
    “Like what you see?” Mommy Sam laughed. 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    Mommy took David’s hand and put it over Susan's dirty vagina area and let him rub his fingers in the mess. 
 
    He giggled with joy. 
 
    “Let’s fix you up, first, shall we?” 
 
    Mommy pulled down David’s diaper and his penis was half-covered in poo – his own poo. 
 
    “Have fun, babies!” she exclaimed as David positioned himself between Susan’s legs and with undisguised glee pushed his dirty member deep into her poo-covered vagina. 
 
    As the two babies fucked energetically, one could not tell where the poo-covered penis and the poo-covered vagina began or ended. A few minutes later, shouts of mutual orgasm were heard across the garden while Mommy was busy penetrating her other baby – Jennifer with her strapon penis. Jennifer was also very dirty but did not complain as the lengthy rubber penis thrust inside of her. 
 
    It was a fun day, but not every part of each day was such fun. Each of the babies were also put across the spanking bench and thrashed just after lunch as they were on most days. And the drinks that were laced with special drugs ensured that their newfound incontinence would remain forever and that their minds would stay at the infant level. The would drink their formula bottle laced with drugs multiple times a day. 
 
    The research had been successful and also… very rewarding. 
 
    *** 
 
    Up on the balcony stood three clearly wealthy middle-aged women. They had seen the diaper changes, the spankings and now the dirty diaper coitus in the garden. Fresh from her own penetration of Jennifer, Sam opened the doors behind them and spoke confidently. 
 
    “Happy with what you see?” she asked. 
 
    All three nodded while the oldest and clearly the leader of the group replied, “I have two recalcitrant adult sons and one daughter who need what you’ve done here. When can I get them trained?” 
 
    Sam smiled as the other two women spoke of their husbands, sons and son-in-laws who desperately needed her ‘diaper research’. 
 
    “Come this way, ladies. Let’s get everything planned for you! David and Susan have been sold off to another couple with similar interests and so the nursery will have two empty cribs. Who do you want to fill them first?” 
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 Mark’s Secrets 
 
    In Which Carolyn Discovers Mark’s Secrets and Takes Steps 
 
      
 
    Carolyn loved her boyfriend Mark with all her heart, but he seemed so secretive at times. Aloof and shy when it came to talking about the things he wanted. Oh, he was a very tender lover. Soft and delicate with his touch and his kisses made her shiver with delight but he always seemed unsatisfied in some way she could not explain. He seldom had his own orgasm and as far as she knew it was nothing she could address or “fix”. It was a mystery. 
 
    They were scheduled to get married in just two weeks and Carolyn was cleaning the home he had just built before she moved in. They had shared this home for just over a year and Mark was gone to a network programmers’ conference, so she had the time and privacy to do the real cleaning that only females seem to comprehend. 
 
    While vacuuming the floor of the walk-in closet that was on his side of the room, she bumped the vacuum against the back of the closet and suddenly there was a soft but distinct “click”. She turned off the vacuum and discovered a small, well-oiled, and equally well-concealed door she never knew existed. 
 
    She bent down and moved into the hidden space, a small but highly organized closet behind the closet, and found herself in a whole different world. Neatly hung on the closet rod were 6 little girl-style dresses sized for an adult. The style was frilly, pre-school styles with velvet and silk with ribbons and bows but the size and cut were not at all for a female. No, these, she knew immediately, would fit her fiancé, Mark. 
 
    Carolyn knew about crossdressers, she had, after all, been to college, graduate school, internship, and had finally earned her license as a private Psychologist. Of course, she had also watched Jerry Springer and the like but to find that her boyfriend was a closet cross-dresser was a bit of a shock. This explained why he was so reluctant to talk about his own deep sexual desires. Maybe there was more to discover. She moved the dresses aside and found that indeed there was a small dresser behind them. 
 
    The top drawer of the dresser was full of makeup, cleansing masques, lipsticks in a variety of shades and colors, and nail polish. This was a preteen girl's play kit for a make-up party. The second drawer almost took her breath away. It was filled with adult-sized disposable diapers, thick cloth diapers, rubber diaper panties in pink and off-white, and some that had Rhumba frillies around the seat. Some snapped up the sides, but most were tight pull-on.  
 
    “So,” she thought to herself, “My Mark is not just a cross-dresser but also a big baby? Interesting.”  
 
    If he had diapers where were the rest of the things a baby needed?  
 
    She found them in the next drawer down. Baby bottles, adult and full-sized nipples for the bottles, adult-sized and full-sized pacis, and even some baby spoons, plates, and bowls with Barbi and My Little Ponies on them. By now Carolyn had a pretty good idea why Mark had never let his feeling out, but it was the bottom drawer that cinched her conclusions. It had a small but adequate selection of dildos, vibrators, and even a paddle for spanking naughty little ones. 
 
    Carolyn thought about how much she loved Mark, about her taking the Dominant role in their relationship and coming marriage, about the idea of changing diapers and treating her 170-pound, 5 ft 9-inch husband like a sissy baby girl, and decided that not only could she do it, she would enjoy it.  
 
    She had always had a very strong, direct personality and now that she had the proof before her, she could see that he had always preferred that she lead in almost every way. From finances to the bedroom, he preferred that she take control. Well, she would take control in a very direct fashion. 
 
    The first thing she did was to empty out the hidden closet and move everything to the spare bedroom. There would be no more secrets between them. There may be secrets in this house but not between her and her new sissy baby boy. Or was it her sissy baby girl? Only time would tell. 
 
    Once she had everything put away to her satisfaction in the spare room with the dresses hung in the closet and the layette laid out and put away, she proceeded to go on the Net and find everything she could about adult babies, crossdressers, and sissy submissives. Some of the things she found intrigued her as a psychologist. For one thing, she found that few sissy babies were actually bisexual or gay. Almost all were straight men that wanted Mommy to control them, dominate them in intimate and sexual ways and they were highly sexually aroused by coerced or even directly enforced feminization. 
 
    The next thing she found, to her relief, is that most adult babies do not want to make a dirty diaper. At least not very often and most times, never. It was considered “too real” and the idea of changing dirty diapers did not appeal to her at all, but she also made up her mind that at least a few times her baby, Marky, as she now thought of him would just have to accept her complete and total authority over him. She would hold her breath and change him like any other baby. 
 
    Wikipedia was the real authority on Adult Babies. It is written by the readers and on the subject of Infantilism it was both clear and direct, “Adult babies have no sexual desires that include children.” And then it went on to say, “Adult babies are not child molesters or pedophiles.” The article also stated that “Most make wonderful daddies because they are so tuned into the thoughts and needs and in most cases actually enjoy most of the same programs.” 
 
    The next day, before Marky came home from his trip, she went shopping for baby food, baby cereal, baby wipes, powder, baby oil gel, and all the other little touches that make a nursery comforting and functional. Her last stop was a store that sold gym supplies where she got a full-sized massage table and a thick mattress to cover it. This would be the perfect changing table for her baby. She even got a mobile of little dolls and lambs to put over the changing table. By the time Mark got home, all was in place. 
 
    Carolyn met him at the door with hugs and kisses then said, “Did my baby have a good trip?” 
 
    Mark looked puzzled. She had never talked to him in that soft, delicate voice before. “Pretty good. We got the contract.” 
 
    “Good boy.” She kissed his cheek and took his hand leading to their bedroom. She set him on the bed and looked right into his eyes.  
 
    “Marky, I found your little secret closet so all that hiding and all the secrets are in the past. What you have to decide, and I do mean right now, is if you are ready to accept the role you have craved for so long or do we call off the wedding and I move out tonight?” 
 
    Marky was struck absolutely speechless, and he knew that once he made this decision his whole world would change but he also knew that a lady like Carolyn he would only meet once in his life, so he chose to submit.  
 
    “I submit,” he said softly. 
 
    “I thought you might, darling.” She said as she took a pacifier out of her pocket and slipped it quickly into his mouth. “First, we are going to have some new rules here. You may be a man to the rest of the world but once we are together and every minute you are with me you will be my baby. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Almost. You will call me Mommy.” 
 
    “Yeth, Mommy,” he said around the pacifier.” 
 
    For the next 45 minutes, she laid out the new rules and then got him to confess his need for diapers, dresses, and all the rest. At last, he got it all out, but Carolyn had one more surprise in store. “Do little babies keep secrets from Mommy?” she said sternly. 
 
    “No, Mommy,” he said meekly shaking his head. 
 
    “So, you admit to being naughty and keeping secrets?” 
 
    “Yes, Mommy.” 
 
    “Then I think you need to be punished the way a naughty baby is punished,” she said as she pushed him back on the bed and reached for his belt. 
 
    In moments, he was stripped from the hips to his toes and then he was commanded to roll over. Suddenly he knew what was about to happen and he started to whimper but Carolyn was a trained psychologist and not at all weak-willed. Once he was on his tummy with a pillow under his tummy raising his bottom, she took out the paddle she had found in his secret closet and proceeded to give Marky’s first real spanking. 
 
    With the first SMACK, Marky let out a cry of shock and tried to cover his bottom, but Carolyn calmly moved his hands and said, “You have needed this spanking for a very long time, little one.” Then she smacked his ass again and the floodgates opened, and Marky started to cry like a baby in deep uncontrollable sobs. 
 
    SMACK... SMACK... SMACK the paddle came down on Marky’s ass and he screamed and cried like a baby. Carolyn was delighted because she knew that he was also regressing, accepting her complete domination of him and getting rid of all his pent-up emotions all at the same time.  
 
    Twenty-five swats later and her arm was tired. Marky had a flaming red ass and he was sobbing and kicking just like a two-year-old. Perfect. Just perfect. She put the paddle away and commanded that he roll over and lay his head in her lap. Without hesitation, he did exactly as he was told, and she caressed his face, cuddled him, and once more reminded him that Mommy was going to make all his real choices for him and if he was naughty, he could expect a spanking every time. It took a while, but Marky finally stopped sobbing, rolled over on his side, and curled up with his head in her lap softly sucking his paci. 
 
    Mommy let him cuddle for a few minutes then she had him roll over on his back. In no time at all she had his pants back on him. Once his pants were on and zipped, she took him by the hand and said, “Okay, darling, now let’s go watch some TV before dinner.” Then she led him not to the living room but to the new nursery. 
 
    She opened the door to the nursery and Marky was astonished at what he saw. Sucking his paci he walked into the nursery and sat down on the changing table like a good boy. 
 
    “No, darling, not there. That is for diaper changing. You belong in your playpen.” And she pointed to a slightly oversized plan pen on the other side of the room. Meekly, Marky walked to the playpen and got in. 
 
    “Now, darling, do you need to go potty?” 
 
    It came as a surprise to Marky but all of a sudden, he did. He started to stand up but Mommy said sternly, “If you get out of your playpen without permission Mommy will give you another spanking. Is that what you want?” 
 
    Shaking his head, he sat back down as Mommy said, “You need to learn that I am completely in charge now and, as you are a little toddler, or almost one, I know you do not have any real control over your potty habits. That means that I expect you to have a few accidents and wet your pants.” She pointed to the video camera that was mounted above the playpen and then to the other five set in the walls. Mommy will be watching your every move, darling and when I get back, I better find that you have had an accident and need to be changed.” 
 
    She turned on the TV and put in a DVD of Little Bear, a popular TV show for two to three-year-olds, and then left the room to make dinner. Everything was going perfectly. Just as she had planned. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Two - Marky Wets His Pants and Has Dinner 
 
    Carolyn was just putting the salted water on to boil for the macaroni and cheese dinner that Marky was going to have and sipping a glass of wine while watching the monitor. The cam was the one that was facing the playpen. It had only taken about 2 hours to set up the system. It was all wireless and she had a handheld remote so that her monitor, actually any TV in the house she wished to use, could watch and get the view from any camera and any time. Carolyn knew that to break Marky of his adult behavior and to make it last, it had to be a hard, fast break with no compromises on her part. What she said had to be law and she had to be willing to be Mommy in every real sense of the word. 
 
    Marky looked to be actually enjoying his preschool TV, but this was not a surprise. He had always had an interest in cartoons and had even made a few car payments with money he made creating cartoon theme song compilations and music from The Doodlebops. That he could openly watch his baby shows had to be a relief for him. 
 
    After about 10 minutes the water started to boil, but movement on the monitor caught her eye. Marky had gotten on his knees, stuck his thumb in his mouth, closed his eyes, and gotten a dreamy look on his face. In just another couple seconds a thick, wide wet spot started to form on the front of his pants. His eyes were closed, and she could see that he was fully lost in his baby land.  
 
    “Good boy,” she said to herself. “Very good boy.”  
 
    She knew that he had just taken his first real step into giving her complete and total control. It would not be that hard to totally un-potty train him but that was not going to happen. He still had a life outside the house. There was no way he would give up his career for full-time babying. In fact, that idea was not at all a comfortable one for her either because she too was a busy professional with a number of patients. No, he would be a baby at home or with selected friends only. 
 
    Now that’s a thought!  
 
    She wondered if there were social groups for women with adult baby husbands or even older adults maybe even teen-aged sons. She would have to look into it. 
 
    In the nursery, Marky had taken his thumb out of his mouth, opened his eyes, and sat back down in his playpen. He was cross-legged and the wet pants were very clear on the monitor. Little Bear was over and the next show on the DVD was Teletubbies. She took the water off the stove and set it aside. Dinner would be a bit late but that would be fine. Now, she had to go be Mommy to her toddler in the playpen. 
 
    She entered the Nursery and went straight to the playpen. Carolyn softly clapped her hands and Marky got on his knees so that he could hug her. She cuddled his head against her tummy and told him that whenever she came to his crib playpen he was to get on his knees and come to the side so that he could get his cuddles. If he was in his crib, he was to reach for her for his cuddles but never get out of his crib until she told him to. 
 
    As she stroked his hair and softly talked to him like you talk to a twelve-month-old, she also told him that he was no longer allowed to keep his thoughts to himself. He was to tell her what he was doing, what he had done, and especially if his pee-pee was hard or soft or if he felt any sexual desires.  
 
    Marky said he understood so Mommy asked, “What happened, darling?” 
 
    “I wet my pants, Mommy.” 
 
    “I can see that. Now say it as a baby says it.” 
 
    “I went pee pee in my pants, Mommy.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she encouraged him. “Very good boy.” 
 
    “Does Mommy need to change your pants?” 
 
    “Yes, Mommy. I went pee pee and need my pants changed.” 
 
    “How did you feel inside when you went potty in your pants?” 
 
    “I felt good. Safe. Warm and confused, Mommy.” 
 
    “Good boy. I am sure you feel confused but that will pass quickly. Now, come with Mommy, and let’s get you changed.” 
 
    Marky got out of the playpen and, without being told, crawled to the changing table on his hands and knees then got on the table and laid back. Mommy kissed him and tasted his tongue as he opened his mouth.  
 
    “Good baby.” She complimented him then kissed his nose and put an adult-sized pacifier in his mouth. “When you are being changed you will always have a pacifier in your mouth. Is that clear?” 
 
    Marky nodded his head and Mommy moved to the foot of the changing table and removed his socks first. Then she moved to his hips and began to unsnap his pants. She was not used to undressing an adult, but she had changed her two nephews many times and they had had accidents until they were almost five so the wet, clammy jeans were not something that was going to be a problem for her. 
 
    “Lift, baby,” she said, and Marky lifted his hips and the soaking wet pants and shorts slid off. She tossed the soggy clothes into the diaper pail she had bought and proceeded to wash his penis with a baby wipe. 
 
    Immediately Marky started to get an erection. She stroked it softly and said, “Aren’t you supposed to be telling Mommy something?” 
 
    “My pee pee hard, Mommy.” 
 
    “That’s right, darling. It is hard. But next time you better tell me before I have to ask and that goes for any time and any place you are in baby time. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Mommy.” 
 
    “Such a good baby you are going to be.” She said then she kissed his nose and rubbed his tummy. “Baby needs his bath.” 
 
    Marky was sitting on the bathroom floor, fully naked and waiting for the tub to fill. Mommy had started the water and added bubble bath. When it was ready, she had him get in. First, she washed his hair and face then she took her time and washed the rest of him.  
 
    Twice Marky had to say he had an erection and both times he was kissed, fully, deeply kissed and his penis was rubbed by Mommy as a reward for being a good boy. In no time he was clean and sweet smelling, so she rinsed him off then toweled him dry, wrapped him in a thick robe, and lead him back to the changing table. This time Marky took the pacifier immediately, laid down, and spread his legs for Mommy.  
 
    “You are such an obedient baby, darling,” she said as she covered his penis and testicles with a coat of baby oil gel. The gel was thick, heavy and would prevent any chance of Marky getting a diaper rash. 
 
    In no time he was diapered, kissed, and dressed in a romper that had been in his closet. Mommy put him back in his playpen and started the tape of preschool television. Marky sat quietly watching Connie The Cow while Mommy went to the kitchen to get dinner ready. She kept an eye on him on the monitor as she prepared the macaroni and cheese dinner with wheat bread, butter, milk in a sippy cup, and a bowl of tomato soup. The fact was that this was one of his favorite meals and now she really understood why it was. She added a tossed salad and set the table. When it was ready, she got Marky from his playpen and took him to the kitchen.  
 
    She did not have an adult highchair yet, but she would be getting one that week. Marky was delighted when she set his plate in front of him, but the real surprise came when she said, “Little babies do not use silverware, darling, so you are just going to have to eat with your fingers like a one-year-old does. Mommy will be feeding you your soup but everything else is to be finger food for my darling.”  
 
    She stood beside him, stroked his hair, kissed his ear, and whispered, and, as you are not a real baby, I am going to see to it that you lose that advantage.” She took a soft, cloth scarf and tied it around his eyes making sure that no light could leak through. “Now, darling,” she said as she stroked the side of his face, “here comes the airplane for a landing...”  
 
    And Marky obediently opened his mouth for a spoon full of soup. Marky opened his mouth and she slid the spoon in. She fed him the first bite saying, “Close the hanger.” He closed his mouth and took a bite. “Good baby,” she told him reinforcing her domination of him and his regression away from being an adult. 
 
    All through Marky’s dinner and his first real spoon feeding, Mommy kept up a constant stream of baby talk and instructions about planes and trains and cars landing and reaching their station or garage. Marky was a very good boy as he had his soup. Then the blindfold was removed and he was allowed to eat his macaroni and cheese and even his salad with just his fingers. By the time dinner was over for Marky, he was a complete mess and as happy and content as he had ever been. Mommy took him to the sink and washed his hands and face thoroughly before she took him back to the nursery. 
 
    It was only about 6:45 in the evening but Marky had been up since 4:00 AM and been on the go ever since and she knew he was getting tired. Marky was taken first to the couch where he was cuddled into her lap and given a bottle of milk. While he took the bottle she went over the same instructions as before talking all the time in a soft Mommy voice that is used on all 9-month-old babies. After his bottle, Marky was led straight to the changing table where he was laid down and his dry diaper was taken down so that his penis was exposed. 
 
    “Pee pee hard, Mommy,” Marky said with a big grin. 
 
    “I know, darling. Mommy is going to masturbate you. We are going to call it ‘milking’ you from now on. Mommy will milk your penis until all the sweet sticky sperm is puddled up on your tummy. If Mommy milks you in your diaper that will be called, ‘making a sticky diaper’ or ‘number 3’. Do you understand, baby?” 
 
    “Yes, Mommy.” 
 
    “Good boy. Mommy is going to milk you so that you will sleep well tonight. Mommy will milk you wherever I want, whenever I wish. Do you understand, darling?” All the while she had been stroking his penis, rubbing just under the flair of the head and making Marky throb and jerk in reaction to her expert touch. 
 
    “Yes, Mommy. Mommy can milk me any place and any time she wants.” 
 
    “That’s right, darling.” She leaned over and kissed him fully and deeply, tasting the milk on his breath. “Mommy will know when you are getting close, and I had better hear lots of baby babble and cooing coming from you and I want to see you drool and slobber and just as you start to orgasm your thumb had better be in your mouth. Is all that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Mommy. I have to babble and coo and drool and suck my thumb when I am about to orgasm.” 
 
    “Very good, baby. Very good, indeed.” She squeezed his penis and said, “What are you thinking right now.” 
 
    “Nursing and I love Mommy and I am really a baby at last and I am going to wear diapers and Ahh...” He started to squirm and buck, “gaa gaa gaa goo goo... Gah...” He stuck his thumb into his mouth and started to drool out of the side of his mouth. 
 
    “Come on, darling, that’s the way. Let go... don’t hold back... Let Mommy see your spermies...” And she coaxed him until he bucked his hips high, and a stream of sperm shot from his penis almost to his chin. The next three pumps all shot a stream of sperm onto his tummy and then he fell back panting and drooling but Mommy was not done. She kept stroking and massaging his penis until it was completely soft in her hand.  
 
    “Such a good baby you are. So much sperm and tension you had inside,” she said as she wiped the mess off his tummy with a pampers wipe. 
 
    He was still panting and completely relaxed as she pulled the diaper up between his legs and taped it tight. Marky was barely able to lift his hips for the thick diaper panties to be pulled over his hips. In minutes he was in bed, tucked into his regular side of the bed but this time he had a stuffed care bear tucked against his cheek and a pacifier on the table beside the bed. Mommy rubbed his back and in ten minutes he was sound asleep. It was 8:15 PM and Marky was out for the night. 
 
    Carolyn left the bedroom but left the door open a crack. She went to her home office and began to research infantilism and gender-bending. Her appointment book for the next day had eight appointments so it was going to be a very full day. Marky was off the next day so she would have him home as well and that was always a delight. At 11:30 she saved her files, book marked the best sites and turned off the light, and went to bed.  
 
    Tomorrow is going to be fun. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Three - Carolyn Is Pleasured And Marcie Makes An Appearance 
 
    The next morning, she was up early and had a bottle ready for Marky by the time his eyes started to flutter open.  
 
    “Good morning, little one.” She smiled at his sleepy face. “Are you ready for your baba?” 
 
    Marky opened his mouth, she slipped the nipple in, and he began to suck. While he nursed, she told him that he only had until the baba was empty before he had better need his wet diaper changed. Marky had just slept in diapers for the first time ever with his Mommy and he was aroused, hard as a metal post, wanting to make a sticky diaper and now had to find a way to go potty like a baby before Mommy spanked him for being naughty.  
 
    He did not want another spanking. NO WAY! But he found out that it was almost impossible to wet when his penis was as hard and stiff as a solid rod. Mommy, however, was fully aware of this as it had come up many times in her training and she knew what to do. 
 
    “Lift up,” she said and when Marky lifted his hips, she pulled the thick, pink diaper panties over his diapers and down to his ankles then she released the tape holding the diaper and pulled it back. One touch told her that there was a nice, thick coat of baby oil gel on her baby’s throbbing erection, so she placed his hand on the head and said, “Mommy’s going to watch, and you, little one, are going to milk yourself for me.” 
 
    With no hesitation at all Marky began to jerk his hand up and down over and around the fully flared head of his penis. By the third stroke, he was humping his hips and squirming beside his Mommy. 
 
    Carolyn put one hand inside his thigh and the other on his face and began to softly stroke and massage and caress him. Her right hand caressed his hair and petted his cheek and forehead while the left moved smoothly up and down inside his thigh but never once touched his penis or the heavy sack under it.  
 
    “Good boy,” she coaxed him. “Very good, nice and tight, and let me see you make a big, sticky mess all over your fingers and tummy. Mommy wants to be proud of her baby and how he has learned to obey when she tells him to do something. Babies have no shame and cannot be embarrassed, and you are to be no exception. None at all. Now hurry up and show Mommy all that thick white sperm.”  
 
    She petted him, talked baby talk to him, and encouraged him, and in less than three minutes with one last hard stroke, the sperm began to flow from his erection. It shot from the head and splashed down on his tummy and hand. Marky could only get in three good strokes before he could not move but it was more than enough. His penis was already going soft. 
 
    Carolyn took his hand and ran the fingers through the puddle of sperm then put them inside his open mouth. “Suck it all off, darling. Get used to it like every girl does.” 
 
    Marky choked but Carolyn had other plans. “Sperm won’t hurt you, darling. Now suck your fingers.” Slowly Marky let his lips close over his fingers and he sucked them clean. Mommy ran his hand through the rest of the sperm getting almost all of it on her baby’s fingers and this time Marky did not fuss at all but took his hand back in his mouth and sucked and licked them clean.  
 
    “Good sissy baby, darling. Such a good sissy baby and such a fast learner. Mommy is very proud of you.” 
 
    Carolyn quickly put the diaper over his now soft penis and replaced the thick rubber panties then told Marky to lay still, take a short nap, but to be wet by the time breakfast was ready. Marky went back to sleep, tired from his orgasm while Mommy made breakfast and checked the schedule for the day. She had some appointments but they were set apart so she would have time to continue to break her baby down into a total infant before she started to build him back. 
 
    Breakfast was scrambled eggs and Marky had to eat with his fingers while Mommy used a fork and spoon. Then his hands and face were washed, and he was taken, not to the nursery but to the bathroom. He lay on a towel and his wet Pampers were removed while the shower got nice and hot. Carolyn loved that and even with the time she took with him, his penis stayed completely soft. He was totally drained for a while but that would not last long. 
 
    They had always taken showers together when they could and even though he was now safely on the way to being her total baby, he was still her lover and she had not only her normal desires and sexual urges but now they were heightened by all the touching and control she had experienced over the last night. 
 
    The shower was part wash, part rinse and part kisses that had Carolyn absolutely vibrating by the time she had dried off, and Marky was wrapped in a towel. The one thing she had taken time to do was to shave him extra close with a triple razor so that he had no trace of his stubble. She made a mental note to see what it would take to have all his facial and chest hair permanently removed. With the shower done, she led him to the bedroom, laid herself on her back so that she was comfortable, and slipped a spare pillow under her hips. Lifting them up a bit then she took his face in her hands and guided him down to between her legs. 
 
    Where the legs formed a V she had a soft, delicate patch of pubic hair and Marky loved to pleasure his Mommy and lover in this way. He laid down and settled his mouth over her vagina, sealed his lips to hers, and slipped his tongue inside. 
 
    In moments she was squirming, shivering, and thrusting her pelvis against his mouth as the pressure continued to build inside. “Oh, good boy,” she moaned as he licked her clit.  
 
    A delicate nibble and she cried out, “Sweet baby... Ohh...” She moaned slowly, “Oh yes, good baby. Pleasure Mommy.” A few seconds more and she was panting, “Ah... Arg!” And it was a white-hot ball of craving and lust that was released when Marky nibbled on her fully extended, fully swollen clit once more. She screamed out her release in a high, sharp gasp, “LICK..!” and held his hair in her fingers, making her hands into fists and pulling him even tighter. 
 
    Marky licked, sucked her clit, nibbled, and panted kisses into her woman’s cave of delights and Carolyn was swept away in a sea of delicious sensation. She was still panting hard when her second orgasm followed the first. “Ohh…Arg!” Marky was pulled tight to her vagina so that he was drooling and panting and breathing her own sweet release in and out with each panting breath.  
 
    The orgasm took on a life of its own as Carolyn released her pent-up desires and love for her new baby and the pleasures of touching and controlling him. She was still shaking and panting, not done with the second when the third was exploding from her vagina, her hips and thighs, and racing to the tingling nerve ends in her fingers and toes. Her legs came up and then over his shoulders and she thrust and bucked and gave in totally to her body’s screaming desires for sexual release. Her panting had no words to it. It was all just heavy panting and breathing as she squeezed her eyes shut and her mouth locked open. 
 
    Marky never paused giving such pleasure to his Mommy and when the third finally ended, the fourth was already exploding like a white-hot volcano of desire.  
 
    She screamed out his name, “Marky, Marky, Mommy’s baby, Lick now... Lick, lick lick, lick, and suck deep, little one.” She barely got the words out when her fourth orgasm forced the words from her in a silent scream. 
 
    Never had she had such an intense release, and she was not at all sure how long this could go on. Then the logical part of her mind shut down and she became totally a female animal in the deepest of Heat. Her 5th orgasm swept over her, and it was simply too much. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head, and she took a stuttering gasp and passed out cold on the bed. 
 
    Marky had never seen her that aroused, and he was totally delighted that he was able to satisfy her in such a complete fashion. Getting up, he got a washcloth from the bathroom, and he washed her face with warm water and then her breasts and tummy. Lastly, he washed her vagina so that it was as clean as the shower had left her. Laying down he took her in his arms and held her while she recovered. 
 
    When she woke up, cuddled in his arms, being held and having her back rubbed softly she found that she had been out for ten full minutes. It was amazing. She kissed Marky deeply with a wonderful feeling of love she had never known. She checked and his diaper was still dry inside. Not even a sticky diaper for her. She patted his diaper and kissed him again then had him sit on the side of the bed.  
 
    “Time to see my little one’s girlie side,” she told him as she pulled on a dress that was cut for a two-year-old with frills and lace but made to fit her fully adult lover and soon-to-be husband.  
 
    “Arms up.” Marky lifted his arms high so that Mommy could pull the dress over them and down his tummy. Then he was told to stand so the dress slipped very nicely over the thick diaper.  
 
    “I think we need a new name for you, darling, for when you are being my sissy baby. I know… From now on you will be Marcie when you are in sissy time.” She smiled and petted his hair softly then kissed his nose. “Yes, Marcie will be perfect for you.” 
 
    She took his hand and led him to his playpen then started kiddie shows, which were just starting, the morning shows of Oobi, Connie The Cow, and Zoo 64. She put a new pacifier with a soft baby pink ribbon around his neck so that he was free to suck, but would not lose it and would always be reminded of his baby status and then left the nursery.  
 
    She needed another shower, and the first patient was due in 90 minutes. More than enough time for her to shower, get dressed and get her make-up on.  
 
    Makeup. What an interesting idea!  
 
    She had not found any makeup in Mark’s dresser but maybe that was because he was not sure how to use it. She would fix that between clients. Marcie was going to be a very pretty girl indeed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Four - Marcie Wears Makeup and Learns about Tummy Time 
 
    The session went as well as she had expected and as she was closing out her notes she also gave a thought or two as to what was in store for her darling baby down the hall. He had easily given control of his body to her, and she had dominated him in both spirit and body but now she knew that she needed to take the final step in his babyfication. It was time for Marky to fully become Marcie. At least for a while. 
 
    When she entered the nursery, he promptly got to his knees and started to suck his thumb. Carolyn knew that that meant that he was either wet or was wetting himself right ten. She crossed to the playpen and as he reached her, she cuddled his head into her tummy.  
 
    “Are you being a good baby?” 
 
    “Yes, Mommy. And I went pee pee in my diaper.” 
 
    “Good boy. So obedient for Mommy.” Then she reached between his legs and felt the heavy, thick, and very warm diaper. He was soaked to the point that the diaper was about to start to leak. That was no surprise since real babies flood their diapers as well. “Such a sweet baby... Come with Mommy, darling, and let’s get you changed.”  
 
    She took his hand and led him to the changing table and had him lay down. The rubber panties came off quickly and the soaked diaper went into the trash. As she washed him, she decided that maybe cloth diapers would be better and cheaper in the long run. Then, Marky started to get an erection and her thoughts changed back to the diapers at hand. Marky was stroked as he got hard but she decided not to give him the release he wanted. Instead, he would have to wait. 
 
    “Mommy, milk me.” Marky whimpered. 
 
    “No, darling. Not this time.” 
 
    Sucking his thumb Marky whined, “Mommy, please.” 
 
    “Does Mommy need to spank?” she said sternly. 
 
    “No, Mommy. I be a good baby.” 
 
    “Turn over, sweety.” 
 
    Marky rolled over and Mommy began to rub his shoulders then his back working her way to his bottom. Marky was sucking his thumb while Mommy rubbed sweet-smelling baby powder in then she paused and put baby oil gel on his ass cheeks, Mommy stroked his ass a few times making sure that her fingers were lubricated then, with no advanced warning at all, she slid a finger deep into his rectum. 
 
    Ahh...Mommy!” Marky cried out in surprise, but Carolyn leaned next to his ear and said, “Shh. I’ve decided you need some sissy time. Tummy Time, darling.”  
 
    Moving her finger in and out, in and out pressing a bit deeper with each stroke. “Mommy knows about your dresses and your dildo, so it is not like this is a new idea, is it, Little One?” 
 
    “Na, Na, Na, No Mommy.” Marcie stuttered. “Not new.” Marky knew he had to confess every thought he ever had to Mommy or face another spanking. 
 
    “You need Tummy Time to feel loved, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mommy I need to be, be, be, be… oh,” he moaned, “your sissy baby.” 
 
    “I know you do darling, and you have been very good so far. But if you fuss, you do know that Mommy will spank.” 
 
    “Yes, Mommy. I try to be good.” 
 
    “I am sure you will, sweety. But all babies are naughty sometimes. Spankings are going to be a part of your life now. Spankings and scoldings and Corner Time. Just like a preschooler. Mommy will make all those decisions now. You understand?” 
 
    “Agh, agh, agh,” Marcie grunted as he was probed in and out with a steady, penetrating rhythm. Finally, he spat out a soft, “Yes, Mommy.” 
 
    By now Marcie’s hips were humping up and down against the table and pressing against her hand and when she pulled her fingers out and back so after a few more strokes Marcie found that it was not one but two baby oil-gel-coated fingers that penetrated him; two fingers that scissored back and forth against the hot tube of his ass. This new penetration caused Marcie to cry out, “Ahh, arg, ahh, ahh,” in surprise and a little pain but Mommy was in complete control now as not one but two fingers slid in and out of his rectum.  
 
    “Good girl,” she cooed in his ear leaning down to kiss him on the cheek. “Very good sissy girl.” 
 
    Marky was in a steady rhythm of humping up and down by now, trying to have a release but not able to yet. Carolyn did not want him to experience the pleasure of orgasm. Not yet.  
 
    “Marcie. Stop!” she said sharply. “Lay still!” 
 
    “But Mommy,” he cried as he tried to control his pulsing hips. 
 
    “Lay still,” she instructed him as both fingers went all the way in and held still pressing against his ass pushing him down flat on the table. His hips went down and finally stayed still as Mommy once more began to move her fingers in and out. “I know it is hard for you, darling but Mommy will decide when you get to release and when you don’t. It is not your choice anymore.” 
 
    “But Mommy...” 
 
    “Hush now, suck your thumb, and hush,” she told him softly. 
 
    “But Mommy I need...” 
 
    “Last warning, Marcie. I have your paddle right here under your changing table. If you whine or complain, Mommy will spank you. Do you want that? 
 
    “No, Mommy, please don’t spank.” 
 
    Carolyn slid her fingers in and out, very slowly, five more times as Marcie lay still just to reinforce her control, and then the fingers were pulled all the way out and she washed her hands with an alcohol towelette. 
 
    “I think you need Potty Time, darling. Mommy is not going to be changing dirty diapers today.” 
 
    “Will it hurt?” She whimpered. 
 
    “Not after the first few times, darling. In fact, you will very shortly start to crave this. It is good for baby, good for the sissy, and very good for Mommy.” 
 
    Marcie tried to lay still as she heard the water start to run. In just a few minutes she felt Mommy start to rub the back of his legs then his bottom. “Did you lay still for Mommy?” 
 
    “Yes, Mommy. Marcie was a good sissy.” 
 
    She slid her hand under his tummy and felt that he was not sticky with cum and that he had lost his erection. “Very good, darling,” she told him as she continued to rub Marcie's bottom with a thin coat of baby oil gel. As she talked, she hooked the enema bag from the top of the post on the edge of the changing table and then, spreading the ass cheeks wide with her fingers slid the tube deep inside in one, smooth, easy motion. 
 
    Marcie cried out and whimpered in protest at such a deep penetration, but he did his best to hold still as still as Mommy wanted.  
 
    “Please, Mommy, please stop, please!” he cried. 
 
    Mommy slid the thick, penis-sized dildo in a bit deeper. The dildo was 4 inches around, shaped like a penis but almost 12 inches long. Slowly she started to slide it in and out as though Marcie had a boy friend that was practicing making a baby but without the risk of actually having one. “Precious, it looks like my Marcie has a boyfriend. Mr. Penis is practicing making a baby inside you.” 
 
    “Mommy, It hurts, it really hurts.” 
 
    “That is because my Marcie is still a virgin, sweetheart. Soon it will get better then it will start to feel good and then, after that, it will be pure pleasure for you to be taken. My little sissy baby will soon enjoy being mounted and mated. Now, just like a real boyfriend, this one is about to orgasm and fill you with his very special sperm.”  
 
    With that, she slid the dildo attached to the enema all the way in and released the clip. Warm, soapy water started to fill Marcie as the enema emptied into his body making him uncomfortable with the swelling. Mommy rubbed his back and told him to lay still. Just to lay still as he was her baby now, her sissy baby, and he had no choices at all over what happened to him. 
 
    In time the enema was done, and Marcie was told to hold his ass tight and not spill a drop. She made him hold it in for a full seven minutes and then she gently slid Mr. Penis out and Mommy took Marcie by the hand and led her to the potty chair. 
 
    The door was left open, and Carolyn clearly heard her baby as the enema came back out. It took 20 minutes but at last, Marcie cried out for Mommy saying he was done. All done. He was allowed to stand, and Marcie was surprised to find her legs were a bit shaky but then she was bent over the potty chair, and her bottom was wiped with several baby wipes. Once her hands were clean, she led Marcie back to the changing table and had Marcie lay on her back. Her cute, very soft penis was laying between his legs but that would not last long.  
 
    Before she could start to recover, she put her hands on both sides of her face, rubbed her ears, and then kissed her on the lips.  
 
    “Very good, Marcie. You are learning to obey and submit very well. Now lift up.” She lifted her hips for Mommy to slip a fresh Pampers under her bottom. She covered her penis and sack with a coating of baby oil gel so that diaper rash would not be a problem then pulled the diaper up between her legs and over her still fully flaccid penis and taped it tight to her tummy. 
 
    “What a darling you are,” she said as she sat up on the table and kissed her lips then hugged her to her. She took her hand and led her to the bedroom then sat her at her make-up table.  
 
    After she was sitting and sucking a pacifier she said, “Mommy is going to see how pretty my little Marcie can be.” Then she picked up the hairbrush and started to brush her hair. Marcie sat quietly as Mommy started to transform her. After her hair was brushed, she put a barrette in it and then began applying makeup.  
 
    Her cheeks were blushed, and her lips were painted and her eyes were done in less than 30 minutes. Marcie was ready to be dressed. Mommy took her to the bed and had her sit while she chose her play dress for the rest of the day. In the end, she chose a delicate pink play dress with cream satin trim and a tight bodice. The skirt was just past Marcie’s diapered bottom and she looked absolutely adorable when she applied the last touch, a baby pink choker that had a snap for a leash if it was needed. Now Marcie was ready for her snack and Mommy led her to the kitchen. Marcie was told where to sit and given a banana to eat as Mommy made her a bowl of fruit. Something she could eat with her fingers. 
 
    After she started to have her fruit, Carolyn gave some thought as to who would be appropriate and safe to share her newly created baby with. Someone that she could talk to while Marcie or Marky were in the room, just like a real baby. 
 
    Her next patient was almost due, so Carolyn gave her darling a bowl of instant oatmeal to eat with her fingers as she went over her notes and then Marcie was taken to the bathroom for a much-needed hands and face wash. After she was clean and pretty again, she was led back to the nursery. This time, after Noggin was on the TV, Mommy told Marcie that she could stay out of her playpen, but she was not to leave the nursery. This gave Marcie access to television, books, radio, and the computer.  
 
    It was how she wanted her normal environment to be. Baby girl outside, emotionally secure and deeply loved inside, but an adult in all other ways. The best of all worlds for both of them. It was time so she kissed Marcie on the lips, stroked her hair, and hugged her like every Mommy leaving her 14-month-old. Just before she closed the door she told Marcie, “Mommy will be back in about an hour. I will be checking your diapers, darling and I better find that you have not done number 3, or you will be spanked. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Mommy.” Marcie knew that number three meant she had had an unauthorized, unsupervised orgasm in his diapers. It would be hard, but she knew she had to hold back her need to cream her Pampers. Another spanking she did not want. Not at all. 
 
    She was only alone for a few minutes when, much to her surprise, she felt the familiar pressure start to build and in no time, she was sucking her thumb and wetting herself thoroughly.  
 
    “Umm,” she groaned as she felt the diaper get warm and heavy. “Good.” she sighed as the wetting stopped and she sat on and in her soaking wet diaper. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Five - Marcie Likes Tummy Time 
 
    After the session, Carolyn came to the nursery and was delighted to see her darling sitting in the play pen with an empty bottle and an obviously wet diaper. After her hug, she asked, “How many times did you wet, darling? You are totally soaked.” 
 
    “Two times, Mommy,” Marcie said with a happy smile. “Me go tinkle two times.”  
 
    Mommy was delighted to hear that she was slightly regressing in her speech patterns to a more preschool level. This was a very good sign. 
 
    The diaper change was quick and soon Marcie was all dry and warm and sweet smelling with baby powder and baby oil gel. It was time for lunch and Carolyn had an idea for that. While she fixed herself a sandwich and soup Marcie sat in the playpen having a bottle and watching Little Einsteins. For the baby, she baked a potato in the microwave and then added some cheese topping. That would be a good start and she had every intention of changing her diet anyway. For the next course, Marcie could have a bowl of soup. Both of these would be spoon-fed by Mommy. Last, she would get a roast beef sandwich which Mommy would feed her by hand. All in all, a good lunch and a balanced diet. Milk was for after lunch and only in her bottle. 
 
    Lunch was actually fairly easy. Not much mess for Mommy to clean up but Marcie still needed to have her hands and face washed after. That was quickly done, and Mommy took her now sissy baby back to the nursery. A quick check with her fingers showed her that Marcie was dry and did not need a diaper change but she wanted to enjoy her sissy, so she had Marcie stand before her and removed what she had on.  
 
    She dressed Marcie in an adorable Barbie onesie she had ordered from E bay. Her little sissy looked so cute and vulnerable. Mommy took her to the bed, lay her head in Mommy’s lap, opened her blouse, and took her sissy to her breast for some much-needed cuddle and love. 
 
    Marcie nursed on her breast for only a few short minutes and then she was put on her back with her head in Mommy’s lap and was given a large bottle of cold milk. Taking a bottle was one of her great pleasures and she wished Mommy would give her more bottles. 
 
    Marcie nursed softly as always but she was overwhelmed with new sensations, with long-buried desires that were coming true. By the time she was comfortable nursing, her erection had nearly taken control of her, and she was humping her hip against Mommy every second or so. Mommy felt the hard penis pushing against her tummy even through the thick diaper and panties so she softly patted Marcie’s bottom as she suckled.  
 
    After a few soft pats, she said, “I guess my little one is ready for her boyfriend, isn’t she? 
 
    “Mommy, it hurts?” Marcie murmured against the soft breast and fully hard nipple she was sucking and licking. 
 
    “Mommy told you, darling, you are still very much a virgin so of course it will hurt, but not for long, you’ll see.” Then she lifted Marcie’s lips from her breast, had her stand up, and led her to the changing table. The onesie was slipped off and Marcie laid down so that her diaper could be removed. 
 
    In a few moments, Mommy had removed the diaper panties and the Pampers and now had her little sissy fully naked on the changing table. All it took was a warm kiss and a long stroke of her fingers and when she looked at her sissy, Marcie had a fully hard, pulsing erection for her to play with if she chose to. She would play with it soon but not right now. Now she had other plans. 
 
    “On your tummy, precious.” 
 
    Marcie rolled over as Mommy got Mr. Penis from below the changing table. With soft, delicate fingers she probed her sissy, coating her rectum with baby oil gel and preparing her for what was to come. First one finger moved in and out coating her bottom and letting her feel the pleasure of penetration. Her other hand stroked the back of her head and hair, and she softly murmured baby talk and instructions to her sissy baby. In no time at all Marky was humping his bottom up against her hand so she added a second, well-greased finger and slid them both in as far as she could.  
 
    “Good sissy... Mommy’s little sissy baby... Mommy’s darling little sissy boy. This last push made her sissy groan with pleasure, and she knew her sissy was ready.  
 
    Slowly her fingers came all the way out and she washed her hands with baby wipes then it was time for sissy to be taken in full. The tip of the dildo was pressed against her rosebud, and she once more let out a soft groan of, “Arg... Ohh!” as it began to penetrate. She stroked her back and petted her hair then patted her now humping bottom as she worked Mr. Penis deeper and deeper into her sissy. Once it was all the way in and she was slowly rotating it, she made her sissy lay on his side with her penis facing her.  
 
    She left Mr. Penis filling inside her baby and once more washed her hands thoroughly knowing full well what was coming. With nice, clean hands she worked the plastic lover in and out over and over but did not touch her sissy until she was almost ready to orgasm with no one touching her at all.  
 
    Then, she wrapped her fingers around her fully controlled manhood, and in less than two minutes, Marcie let out a cry and her sperm began to flow onto the plastic sheet of the changing table. Carolyn worked the dildo in and out as she milked her sissy until she was totally soft in her hand. 
 
    Marcie lay on her side, panting softly as Mommy ran her fingers in the puddle of sperm. It coated her fingers, and she quickly moved her hand to Marcie’s mouth. The sperm-covered fingers touched her lips and she commanded, “Suck.” 
 
    Marcie opened her mouth and for the first time tasted the sperm that was to start her down the road to total sissy hood. She sucked the fingers clean and Mommy once more coated them with the sweet sperm. This time her mouth was open, tongue out and ready when the fingers touched her lips.  
 
    “Good girl,” Mommy praised him, “Such a good girl you are. So easy to train.” Two more trips and the sperm was all gone. Marcie was totally exhausted by now, so Mommy pulled Mr. Penis from her boy pussy and quickly diapered her, then she was laid in her crib for a much-needed nap. 
 
    After her nap, Marcie was kept in the crib until she was soaked and needed another diaper change. Mommy took her to the changing table and had her lie down in the diaper position. Then a thoroughly washed Mr. Penis was slipped in her mouth for her to suck while Mommy completed the diaper change.  
 
    Once Marcie was washed, powdered, diapered, and sweet-smelling, Mr. Penis was taken from her hands and mouth, washed with sanitizer, then placed back under the table. This done, Marcie was dressed in a pink onesie with baby dollies on the front. Her pacifier was pinned to the front of the onesie so that it would not get lost and she was taken to the couch for a cuddle and a bottle. Mommy softly stroked her face and hair, praised her for being such a good sissy baby, such a good baby, and the bottle quickly emptied. Once her bottle was empty, she was allowed to sit in her playpen and watch a pre-schooler movie and The Doodlebops while Carolyn got ready for her last client of the day. 
 
    Carolyn was sitting at her desk with her notepad open before her. The client was not due yet and Carolyn had time to think about how she was going to control and change her little sissy baby husband. Her first decision was that her sissy would need to spend far more time with Mr. Penis. It was not going to be hard to condition him so that just the sight and touch of the dildo on her lips would give her darling an erection.  
 
    This would have to be followed by both gay and adult baby videos. These would be easy to get as they are always available on the Internet. The videos would be shown with Marcie in Pampers, of course, and she would be masturbated during the show. Once her sexual aversions were past her and she was ready for a playmate she would be allowed some playpen time with another sissy.  
 
    She had some friends that were bisexual and that had bisexual husbands. Come to think of it, wasn’t Amanda’s hubby not only bisexual but submissive as well? She would get him a lot closer to the time when Marcie accepted that she was bisexual. When she was emotionally ready for accepting her hidden desire to perform oral sex on another male and be kissing another male, another sissy if she had her way and then she would take the time to find her a playmate. First, however, she had a client to deal with. 
 
    The session went fine, the client was just a bit frightened by her own sexual desires and the strength of them but that could easily be handled. When she came back to the Nursery, Marcie was laying on the floor, cuddling her plushie kitten and watching TV with a paci slowly moving in and out as she sucked and released. Mommy took her baby by the hand and led her to the changing table. Quickly, and obediently Marcie lay down and let Mommy take his onesie off so that the soaking wet diaper was exposed. Mommy removed the soggy diaper and tossed it into the diaper pail, then washed her darling with tender strokes. Almost at once, Marky got an erection, and her thumb went into her mouth. That was the signal to Mommy that her little darling needed to be milked. Her first thought was to collect the sperm in a shot glass and let Marcie drink it down but then, almost at once, her own body started to react to the feeling of her husband’s throbbing erection and her control over him and she knew that that release was going to be for her alone. 
 
    As Marky was pulsing in her hand and his hips began to thrust up and down against her tender stroking, she stopped long enough to slip off her dress and peel her panties off then release and drop her bra so that in seconds she was as naked as her husband.  
 
    It took no time at all to move him from the changing table to the king-sized bed and even less time to get him back under her total control. Marky was hard, almost at the point of his own release when she got on top of him, straddled him in the time-honored position of domination, and touched herself. Yes, she had been right, she was already more than just wet, and Marky slid easily inside her already quivering body. 
 
    She sat on him, driving him deeper and deeper inside, feeling his hard penis rubbing against her clit and the joys of her own sexual desires rising up, starting to bubble over.  
 
    “Oh yes, darling, be a good boy for Mommy... Yes! Good Boy, deeper darling, deeper and faster... Yes, yes, that’s the way.” She started to ride his body. 
 
    Marky brought his hands up as she leaned forward and began to rub the nipples of her breasts. Both at once, making the nipples hard and sensitive to his touch. “Such a good boy you are,” said Carolyn as she rode her sissy baby husband like a rocking horse.  
 
    Feeling his hips rise and fall with each stroke. Leaning further down, Carolyn kissed his forehead, then his lips parting them with her tongue and filling his mouth with her own sweet taste and kiss. 
 
    Pumping faster and harder she felt the release start to grow inside her, seeking a release she knew had to come. Her body was about to lock up in orgasm when she moaned, “Now, darling, pump your hips now!”  
 
    And he did pump, hard and fast, in and out, over and over until she could no longer hold back. “La… la... La... love you!”. Gasping, panting for air as her orgasm swept her away she screamed, “Oh yes! I love you!”  
 
    As her first orgasm came to a stop, a second rushed up and took her away again. Now all she could do was pant, whimper soft sounds, and hold on as the second was replaced by yet a third. 
 
    Marky was covered with sweat, but he never stopped while his lover was having her own, much-needed release. When the fourth orgasm was gone Carolyn let out a soft cry and fell face first on her sissy baby and nearly passed out, still twitching from her fifth release. 
 
    Through it all Marky had not been able to orgasm. He was that focused on the needs of his wife and Mommy. Now he cradled her in his arms, stroked her back, and let her fall asleep on top of him. Slowly he let her slip off, kissing her fingers, and got out from under her and went to the bathroom. Once in the bathroom, he got three warm, wet wash clothes and a soft towel and while Carolyn slept, passed out from her multiple and overpowering releases, got her rolled over on her back and first washed her face then her breasts, and last of all, softly washed her vagina clean. Once his Mommy was clean and dry, he rubbed her feet and legs until, after about 10 minutes, she started to wake up. 
 
    In no time at all they cuddled together in the bed and Carolyn was back sound asleep in his arms. He held her close for almost an hour when she started to come around for good. The first thing she did was to kiss him fully and deeply then remind him of just how much she loved him and loved being his Mommy. 
 
    Once she was on her feet, she fixed him a bottle and re-diapered him so that he would not have a chance to use the potty. The night was not over yet. In fact, it was just beginning. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven - Marcie Gets A Babysitter 
 
    The first person that Carolyn told about her new baby and her sissy husband was her close friend Mysti. Mysti was in a happy and successful Dominant and submissive relationship with her husband Aaron. They had been married for over 5 years and both were happy with the relationship. Both were successful in their personal lives and few, outside of a couple of close friends, knew that the hard-charging owner of his own advertising firm was, in fact bisexual, delicate, and feminine while at home. Carolyn had been one of the few to see him in dresses and skirts at home folding the laundry or washing dishes. 
 
    She knew that Mysti was an open and warmly loving Dominatrix that was never interested in the all too often physical side of a Dominant/submissive relationship. She did not believe in spanking or bondage or whipping unless it truly was needed to reaffirm just how much she loved and understood her husband. Then, when it was needed, she brought out the paddle, took him over her lap, and spared no energy spanking him until he was a crying, whimpering, runny-nosed little boy again. He was then kissed, cuddled, and forgiven of his misdeeds. 
 
    She also had a Masters in Business from Wharton and made almost as much money as her husband as a day trader working from home from a computer with multiple screens and a number of flow charts that, as far as Carolyn knew, could have been in Chinese. The bottom line was that neither Mysti nor Aaron were even close to the average IQ and that made them perfect for what she had in mind. It was time for Marky and Marcie to have their first babysitter and maybe his first lover. In short, it was time for Marcie to learn to be a true pleasure giver and for Marcie to taste a mouthful of sperm and the penetration of a lover. With all that in mind, it was natural that Carolyn would choose Mysti to be the first to share her secret life at home. 
 
    “Diapers? Real diapers?” Mysti asked. 
 
    “Yup, Rearz, size small and they look just like Pampers and feel so close that he will never know the difference. I know and you will know because we have changed real babies but for him, there is no difference. And bottles and even baby food for special snacks” 
 
    They were sitting in a Starbucks a couple of miles from Carolyn’s home having a Cappuccino and Carolyn was sharing. 
 
    “I have got to see this. It sounds so warm. So maternal... so kinky!” 
 
    “I have no problem with that, and Marky has no say in the matter but, and it is a big but, I have already decided that anyone that actually sees my baby has to be ready to help with basic childcare. That means that I expect you to cuddle him, kiss him like a baby, hold his head in your lap, and give him his baba and, of course, if he is wet and you are the one that is close or holding him then you will be expected to change him.” 
 
    “Does he poop in his Pampers?” 
 
    “No. Never. We have Potty Time for that. He is only allowed to wet his Pampers.” 
 
    “Then I very much want to see your new baby and I have no problem with helping or even babysitting if you are not home.” Mysti thought for a second then sipped her Cappuccino and said, “What about Aaron?” 
 
    “What about him?” 
 
    “Well, he is bi and we both know he is feminine inside so he may make a perfect big brother or even lover to your Marcie’s sissy side.” 
 
    “I’ve thought about it, and I really don’t have a problem with that as long as your Aaron is very delicate and loving when we choose to let them cuddle or even have Aaron mount and mate my Marcie.” 
 
    “How do you think Aaron will react to changing wet diapers?” 
 
    “Are you kidding? My little Amy will love that part of being Marcie's lover and cuddle partner. Under close adult supervision, of course.” 
 
    “Of course!” And both women giggled at the thought. 
 
    It was three days later before all the schedules could converge and a full day off could be worked out. Marky was told only that he was about to have his first babysitter and maybe, if all went well, his first sexual experience with another male. In essence, he was, if all went well, about to lose his virginity and maybe more. 
 
    The day before Mysti came to visit and also on that morning, Mommy reminded Marcie that today was to be a special day for her and if she was a good girl, she would be rewarded but any misbehavior would be handled right on the spot. Marky did not want another spanking, so she was very submissive when Mommy got her ready for the visit. 
 
    She was freshly diapered in extra think cloth diapers with some frilly sissy diaper panties fresh from an adult baby site on the internet. She was dressed in a pink onesie with CareBears and Barbie on it and on her feet were pink laced socklets. Around her neck was her favorite pacifier on a pink ribbon. There was no doubt about who she was and what she was expected to be. 
 
    Mysti arrived just a minute after 10:00 AM and Carolyn opened the door and invited her in. As soon as the door closed the ladies hugged each other and kissed, sharing tongues and hot breath still sweet from coffee that morning. They hugged again and both knew that today was going to be a fun play day for everyone. Misty was taken to the Nursery where Marcie was working on a complex software problem Marky had been contracted to solve. In the background, the television had Doodlebops singing and dancing. 
 
    When the door opened, Marcie got up and went to his Mommy. She hugged and kissed him warmly and still holding his hand, introduced him to his new babysitter. Marky had known Mysti for several years but then Mommy had never told him just who was coming over and who would be her new sissy sitter. 
 
    Mysti broke the tension by reaching for the sissy baby saying, “Come here, darling, let me give you a nice hug and smooches.” 
 
    Marcie came to her, and she folded him into her embrace then kissed her fully, deeply letting his mouth feel the difference between the two women and to learn how to kiss her new sitter. 
 
    After the kiss, she said, “Such a sweet baby you are. I can tell we are going to be great friends.” Now, darling, it is almost time for your baba and I need to know if you are wet yet.” 
 
    Being a sissy, and being a baby was central to Marcie and Marky both, but no one can actually live in fantasy land and not become slightly psychotic. Not if they have a real adult inside as well as the preschooler in Pampers. 
 
    “Not yet. About, maybe, fifteen minutes, Aunt Mysti.” 
 
    “That’s fine, darling. But no longer.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    It was just 20 minutes later when Marcie came into the living room to find Mysti and Mommy chatting from comfortable and close positions. Mommy was in the big chair and Mysti was on the couch. 
 
    “Come to me, darling,” Mysti said, and Marcie cuddled up beside her. She slipped an arm around the sissy baby and held him close then laid him over so that his head was on her lap.  
 
    Quickly Marcie rolled over on her back and Mysti filled her waiting lips with a baby bottle full of Boost. While Marcie took her baba, Mysti and Mommy continued to chat about the newest health club and the latest Dr. Phil episode without missing a beat. It was clear that Mysti was more than just comfortable with Marky or Marcie depending on the mood. 
 
    While Marcie suckled, Mysti casually, softly rubbed her tummy then slipped her fingers all the way down between the sissy’s legs feeling the diaper. Still dry. But then she would have to be with that erection bulging and thrusting against the diaper. The baby needed a milking as much as a bottle. 
 
    “We’re not going to be changing this one any time soon,” she told Mommy. 
 
    “Is she a little excited?” Mommy giggled and Mysti just grinned. Mommy moved to sit on the other side of her friend, and they kissed and Carolyn slid her fingers up and down the front of Mysti’s tight blouse. Even through the fabric of the bra, she could feel that Mysti was more than just a little ready to nurse a baby. The nipples were full, hard, and pressing against her fingers. 
 
    After another kiss, Mommy told Mysti, “Why don’t you go take a hot shower and we will meet you in the bedroom.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me.” The baby sat up and Misty moved to the shower. Marcie had her head laid back on his Mommy’s lap and the bottle was slipped back in her mouth. 
 
    The bottle was empty almost before they heard the shower start running and Mommy took her baby to the bedroom. Marcie was laid on his back on the big bed and the onesie was removed and then the socks came off. All she had on was her overly thick diaper and the frilly diaper panties that would keep them from leaking. Marcie was taken to the attached bath where the shower was running, and her teeth were thoroughly brushed then she was told to sit on the bed and suck her paci like a good baby. 
 
    Mommy took the time to strip off her clothes and lay them on the laundry hamper and by then the shower had stopped and Mysti, warm, steamy, with nipples fully erect, stepped from the shower and into the waiting towel that was being held by the naked Carolyn. The kiss they shared was hot with desire and Mysti took the time to fondle her lover's bottom kneading the firm muscles and then stroked the back of her neck before letting her go.  
 
    “My turn for the shower and baby is in the bedroom waiting for you.” 
 
    Mysti walked into the bedroom and took hold of both Marky’s hands then asked, “Do you know what you are expected to do now, darling?” 
 
    The pacifier fell from his lips and he said, “Yes, Ma’am. I’m going to pleasure you.” 
 
    “Very good,” Mysti said as she laid back on the bed with two pillows under her head. The baby was laid down beside her then she was positioned and started to nurse on Mysti’s full, firm breasts. The breast filled her mouth, and her tongue caressed the succulent nipple and the thick flesh that surrounded and protected it. “Your Mommy is right. You are a wonderfully oral baby.” 
 
    Marcie started to slide her hand down her hips in the direction of Mysti’s most delicate place, but she caught her hand and said, “No, darling. After I have had my fill of your nursing you will lick me, suck my clit, pleasure me with the same sweet kisses my breasts are getting.” 
 
    After just a couple more seconds, Mysti felt the desires start to build and she slid her own hand down between her legs. Parting her female delight with expert fingers and then swiftly finding her own pleasure center. In less than a dozen slow, penetrating strokes she was wet, and the tender walls were beginning to swell. 
 
    Mysti was ready. 
 
    “All right, baby. Time for you to go lick me until I tell you to stop.” 
 
    Marcie kissed her nipple goodbye, kissed her tummy as she shifted position and, after a few seconds her mouth was over the vaginal opening and she was laying between Mysti’s legs with her knees on the soft stool that Mommy had put at the foot of the bed. Marcie was comfortable, balanced, and in just the perfect position to provide oral pleasures. 
 
    Her lips sealed over the already wet and swollen vagina and her tongue was ready to find and lick the waiting clit when she felt fingers on the back of her neck and heard Misty’s whisper, “Good girl... Auntie’s precious baby... do a good job now, darling.” 
 
    Mysti’s own juices were flowing freely trying to lubricate her from the licking, sucking tongue and lips of Marcie as she worked hard to pleasure her. The bed was already wet from the mix of juices and her salivating lips as they dripped from her mouth. She gasped and licked and slid her tongue in and out, back and forth until Mysti could simply not hold back any longer. 
 
    Her knees came up off the bed and she locked her ankles as the first spasm of her first orgasm shook her to her core. She grasped Marcie in her arms, hugging her tight and screaming her release into her shoulder and the second shudder swept through and over her, and then… then it was coming on again, faster than the last, stronger and with no possible escape from the tortuous friction of that overpowering tongue. Mysti felt it coming too and she pressed a hand hard on Marcie’s neck and the back of her head driving her lips and mouth tight to Mysti’s dripping, throbbing, pulsing pussy. 
 
    Mysti was so lost in her body and its release after release that she did not even know she was calling out wordless screams and whimpers. Almost baby talk and babbling until it was over. All over and she lay spent, exhausted, totally fulfilled. She let her legs collapse on the bed and just lay still panting. 
 
    Mommy had finished her shower, and came out, then said, “Go give her kisses, baby girl.” 
 
    Marcie slid up beside the exhausted babysitter and kissed her full on the lips. Mysti responded with kisses of her own then she wrapped her loving arms around the good little baby and held her close until she drifted into a light doze. 
 
    Carolyn was anything but unaffected by her friend’s sexual pleasures. In fact, she was aroused to the point of auto-erotic orgasm. She was about to climax without the need for any kind of touch. Oh, she was so ready, so completely full of her own desires. 
 
    Marcie was gently turned toward her and taken into her arms. “My turn, darling. Just like you did with your babysitter.” 
 
    “Yeth, Mommy,” she said as she lay back, propping her head on the pillows and waiting for her to get into position. 
 
    In just seconds, she felt the lips kiss her pussy, the tongue penetrate her, the teeth softly nibble, and the first tug of suction and then it was far too late for her to stop even if she had wanted to. It was her first cries of delight and complete release that actually woke Mysti and she reached over then took her friend's hand, reassuring her with touch and caress. 
 
    Marcie did not feel Mysti stir on the bed. The first time she knew she was awake was when she felt her strong fingers on her neck and heard her softly spoken words of guiding, reassurance, and coaxing. She felt so much like Mommy but completely different. In that moment she knew that she loved her for who she was, all the sides of her, just like Mommy did. This time it was Mommy that was asleep, totally spent holding the baby in her arms while Mysti rubbed Marcie’s back, the back of her legs, and her feet, whispering words of pleasure, praise, and comfort while the baby was held by Mommy. 
 
    Once more Marcie was being held with her head in a lap, taking a bottle as the women took turns holding her and taking much-needed showers. This time, though, there was one small difference, Marcie felt the pressure start to build at last, and in one movement the bottle was replaced by her thumb and she sucked deeply. 
 
    “Ah, how sweet. And about time, too, I think. Go on darling, I have been waiting for you to need a diaper change.” 
 
    Marcie sighed softly, squirmed on the couch and Mysti put her hand between her legs feeling her diaper get both warm and so very heavy. Such a soaking-wet baby. 
 
    “This one needs a diaper change.” 
 
    “About time. Usually, I change her three or four times before lunch.” 
 
    “Where do I change her?” 
 
    “The nursery has a changing table. Take your time. Go with Mysti, darling she’s going to take care of you this time.” 
 
    Marcie waddled, heavy diaper drooping between her legs behind her babysitter to the nursery then she lay down on the changing table. Mysti saw that everything she could want was on the shelves below the actual table. Diapers. Plastic panties. Powder. Baby oil. Even a couple of dildos, a vibrator, and a strap-on to be used as a special treat. 
 
    Marcie lay on her back, legs slightly spread and with her head on a soft pillow until Mysti put a pacifier in her mouth, kissed her forehead and chin, and said, “You are just the sweetest and most adorable baby I have ever seen. Now lift up.”  
 
    Marcie lifted her hips, and the panties came off and went straight into the diaper pail. She really was completely soaked and if Mysti did not move quickly, she was going to have to mop the floor a bit. 
 
    Large, oversized diaper pins were quickly removed and the thoroughly soaked, soggy diaper was tossed into the diaper pail.  
 
    “I had no idea one diaper could get so wet,” she said as Marcie lay still smiling on the table. 
 
    She used baby wipes to be sure that she did not have any chance of getting a diaper rash in front then had her bring her knees to her chest and washed her bottom. With a finger caressing his bottom she asked, “How often does Mommy use a dildo on your sissy bottom, darling?” 
 
    “Couple times a week... When she wants to remind me that I’m her sissy or when I have been very good.” 
 
    “I think you have been very good today. Do you take it on your back or on your tummy?” 
 
    “On my tummy like if a boyfriend were to make love to me or mount me.” 
 
    Her fingers moved up to his penis and she stroked him until he was fully erect then she started to apply the creamy baby oil to the throbbing shaft. “Do you cum when Mommy lets you have your special lover?” 
 
    “Yes. Mommy makes sure I make a number three every time I am in sissy play.” 
 
    “What if Mommy and I got you a real boyfriend? A real male for you to cuddle and have mount you? Would you like that?” 
 
    “Would he know I am a baby too, not just a sissy?” 
 
    “Yes, of course. He would be very gentle and very patient. He would hold you and kiss you and give you your bottle, but you would have to be ready to pleasure him like you did Mommy and me and then, after that, you would be put on your tummy and taken like a real sissy needs to be taken. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Would it hurt?” 
 
    “No darling. Not at all. I have someone in mind that is a bit smaller than you are,” she squeezed his penis to reinforce her meaning. “Smaller around and not quite as long so it should feel wonderful for you to have him take your ass and sissify you.” 
 
    With one hand she picked up the softest of the three dildos from the shelf and laid the tip against Marcie’s mouth. His tongue licked out and started to caress the pretend penis. Once it was wet and dripping, she slid it deeper into his mouth, all the while slowly stroking the little boy. “You like having a penis in your mouth?” 
 
    Rather than try to talk, he just smiled and nodded his head up and down. He was sucking and his cheeks were moving in and out as Mysti moved the dildo in and out in a slow, natural motion. “Is it wet enough?” Again, he nodded his head, yes. 
 
    The dildo was taken out of his mouth and Marcie started to turn all the way over but Mysti stopped him and laid him back on his back then she raised the sissy’s knees and held them back against his chest. She stopped stroking just long enough to put a few drops of KY on the dripping wet phallus then it was pressed against the waiting rosebud of his rectum. Marcie felt the tip touch her ass and she shivered. Mysti moved up so that she was still in total control but now Marcie could wrap an arm around her hips and be holding her for what was about to happen. What she was not ready for was how fast her little sissy had his release. The tip of the soft, plastic boyfriend was just barely starting to slide in. Maybe just past the head and she felt him start to quiver. He was almost out of control. Rather than force it deeper, she started to turn it with her wrist, sliding it back and forth over the delicate nerves of his prostrate. Her other hand stroked firm, solid strokes that never moved past the head of his quivering erection. 
 
    “You have sucked your boyfriend and you can taste him still... He is hard again, wanting to take you, starting to mount you... Mommy and I are there, and we are holding you. You are a natural sissy. Don’t...” And then it was past her control as the first jet of sperm was released. She pushed the dildo in a bit further and tightened her fingers on the now dripping penis. The second throb sent a bit less sperm and more shaking, “Good girl... Good baby...” 
 
    The third throb brought only a few drops of cum, but he was still throbbing from his release. His right arm was tight around her hips, holding her, hugging her. “Precious baby... Give me every drop, little love. Every drop.” 
 
    He stopped quivering and Mysti took the dildo out then kissed his wet, drooling lips. “Very good, darling. Mommy and I are proud of you.” 
 
    Neither had noticed that Mommy was watching from inside the door, so Mysti was a bit surprised when a baby bottle was put into her hand. Mommy kissed her lover’s cheek, hugged her, and let her put the bottle into Marcie’s mouth. Even though he was almost asleep from the release she started to suck the nipple. Mommy took the bottle and Mysti took time, moving slowly, to wash the sperm from the big baby. This time it was a Pampers that went under his hips, his soft penis was laid flat on his pelvis and then the Pampers was pulled tight to his tummy. Six tapes were pulled tight, and Marcie was diapered again. 
 
    Both women knew that orgasm, especially in an adult baby is only half the equation so Marcie, the very sleepy and weak Marcie was led to the bed, laid down and cuddled, stroked, and massaged by both women until he was sound asleep. By the time he woke up, it was time to start lunch. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight - Marcie Gets A Boyfriend 
 
    It took a few weeks for all the busy schedules to come together at one place and time but, with a little work and patience, they all eventually did and the day came when Marky woke to the usual darkness that was still outside his window. He cuddled his thick, plushy Tigger and felt his diapers become soaked then, with a contented sigh of pleasure and the warm wet feeling he pulled his legs into a fetal position and went back to sleep for another hour. 
 
    At 7:00 AM Mommy came into the nursery, lowered the side of the specially made adult crib, and stroked her baby’s hair until he opened his eyes, rolled onto his back, and with a happy smile felt the baby bottle slip between his lips. As he sucked the cold orange juice that always cut the adult film of sleep from his mouth Mommy felt between his legs and said, “Such a good boy. All soaking wet in your sleep. Just like a little baby... more and more like a little baby every day.” 
 
    Marcie used two hands to hold the bottle and Mommy broke open the toddler-style sleeper with split-apart legs so that she could easily change her wet darling. Marcie lifted his hips at the right time, but Mommy had other plans. She checked his wet diaper and then told him that he should finish his bottle for Mommy and then he had to be put on the changing table. Marcie was used to being changed in the crib but did not fuss as he loved the feeling of being wet as long as it was not for too long. 
 
    When the bottle was empty Marcie was helped to sit up and then led by the hand to the changing table where he laid on his back and spread his legs. With the sleeper already open all Mommy had to do was break the tapes on the sides of the adult Pampers and this time when Marcie lifted her hips, she quickly slid the wet diaper out, folded it quickly from years of practice, and tossed it on the waiting diaper pail. 
 
    Marcie was, as she was most mornings, fully hard with all eight inches of thick, mouth or hand-filling baby boy pulsing and bouncing and waiting for her morning “milking” but not that day. Not right now at least. Mommy had a surprise for her darling. Today, instead of milking him until he cooed and drooled and shot his thick cum all over her fingers she announced that today Marcie was going to have her very first boyfriend. Mysti’s darling sissy hubby was coming to visit, and Marcie was going to be his lover and playmate several times before his special play date was over. 
 
    “Will it hurt?” 
 
    “Not much darling and never for very long. You are still a virgin when it comes to Sissy Love so it may hurt a bit the first time he mounts and enters you but that will quickly pass and start feeling as natural as can be. And don’t forget, Mommy and Aunt Mysti will be right with you both the first time, so we’ll see that little Aaron is extra careful. Now turn over, darling.” 
 
    Marcie turned over on his tummy and as he sucked the pacifier, Mommy lubricated the specially created dildo so that her sissy could be not just rectally stretched but given his enema at the same time. 
 
    The dildo was a full 10 inches long and 7 inches around, a fully formed penis that has an enema attachment in the end that let the enema flow through a hole in the tip. Mommy used her finger and thumb to spread his ass cheeks so that the rosebud was exposed then, slowly, carefully, she began to slip the dildo in. Moving it in and out, in and out, deeper and deeper with each stroke, just as Aaron would be doing later. She slid the thick plastic penis into the bottom of her sissy baby. It was only in about 4 inches when Marcie began to hump his hips up and down in a steady rhythm. “Good sissy.” Mommy said as she pushed the thick penis deeper in, “Good sissy, Mommy’s little sissy baby.” 
 
    Marcie was making little whimpering, cooing sounds as the dildo went further and further until the base, the plastic-shaped testicles were resting on his butt cheeks. Mommy rubbed the small of his back and got Marcie to hold still for a moment then she released the catch, and the warm, soapy water began to flow into her baby’s colon. 
 
    The enema was not quite a full quart, but it was more than enough to make Marcie whimper as the first contraction hit. “Mommy stop. Mommy stop. Mommy stop,” he said over and over as the enema continued to flow.  
 
    But Mommy didn’t stop. She just rubbed the small of his back and kept an eye on the now, almost empty bag that had been full just a few moments before. Kissing his ear she whispered, “Do you need a spanking when we are done?” 
 
    “No, Mommy.” 
 
    “Then lay still and stop all that fussing. Mommy knows how much you can take and how much you need to be ready for your boyfriend.” She put his Tigger next to his cheek and slipped three fingers into his mouth. Marcie hugged his plushy and sucked and drooled while the last of the enema entered her. 
 
    Five minutes later he was on the potty chair and Mommy had a hot shower ready to wash his bottom. In no time at all the enema was gone and the sissy was ready for a quick wash. Mommy used the movable head on the shower to wash his bottom while he stood in the shower then, once he was totally clean, she had him sit in the tub, changed the settings, and began to fill the tub for her baby’s bath.  
 
    Once the water was around his hips she added bubble bath, bath oil beads, and baby oil to the water so that his skin would remain soft, and her baby would smell sweet and fresh for her first date with Aaron. 
 
    After her bath, Marcie was dried and then laid on the changing table. Mommy stroked her penis until it was hard, throbbing, and pulsing in her hand but instead of letting her baby have her release she kissed her lips and told her that she would have to wait until later. As Marcie pouted, Mommy diapered her darling and led her to the kitchen for a good, filling breakfast. 
 
    After breakfast Marcie had her face washed and then Mommy took her diaper-clad darling to the bedroom and dressed him in a light and very short sun dress. Makeup went on her eyes and cheeks and lipstick was applied so that her lips glistened. Marcie had her hair brushed and two little girl ribbons were clipped in place. Her darling was ready. At just after 9:00 am the doorbell rang, and Mommy opened the door. Mysti was, as always poised and lovely and her darling hubby was standing beside her wearing a long trench coat. 
 
    The girls kissed long and sweetly then hugged and then Mommy took the coat off Aaron and found that he was dressed like a toddler in short pants with suspenders over her care bare covered shirt.  
 
    “How cute!” she exclaimed taking her hand and leading him back to the playroom. 
 
    “Darling, your boyfriend is here for her play day. Come kiss.” 
 
    Marcie stood up from the big chair, crossed to Aaron and hugged him then said, “Mommy says I need to kiss.” Then the two males let their lips touch and both women were delighted to see the lips part as Marcie had her mouth filled with Aaron's tongue. Soon the kiss broke but not for long as Aaron hugged the sissy and kissed him again. Hand in hand they went to the couch and sat down, side by side.  
 
    “Mistress says you are a sissy and a baby, is that true?” Asked Aaron 
 
    “Yes. I am a baby in diapers and a sissy.” 
 
    “You mean you are in diapers now?” 
 
    “Yes.” Marcie lifted the dress so that Aaron could see the plastic Pampers he had on. 
 
    Mommy handed Aaron a bottle and said, “Darling, as you are also a sissy it is time for you to do a little babysitting and child care. I want you to give my baby her baba while your Mistress and I have a little chat. When her baba is empty, we will teach you how to check her diapers and if he is wet you will change my baby before you two are allowed to cuddle. Is that understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” said the sissy toddler as Marcie lay across the couch putting her head in Aaron's lap. In seconds Marcie was sucking on the bottle while Aaron stroked her hair and caressed her face. It was easy to see that this would be a good match. 
 
    The bottle was empty in no time at all, and the boys were led to the changing table in the nursery. Marcie lay on her back and Aaron was taught how to first check and see if the diaper was wet or dry. For now, the baby was dry, but Aaron was still compelled to change the baby’s diaper as if he had been wet or even messy. After the diaper change, Aaron sweetly kissed the baby on the lips, letting Marcie fill her mouth with his tongue. The baby tasted delightful, and they kissed again before Aaron felt his hand taken by Marcie's mommy.  
 
    “Come with me, darling.” 
 
    Aaron was led from the room and Mysti helped Marcie to sit up on the table. “Your mommy is getting my little one ready for you, darling,” she said as she held both his hands in hers. “Your Mommy is taking his toddler clothes off, getting him comfy in a chair, and putting a pillow by his feet. After my little Amy is naked and ready, I will take you to her. You will kneel on the pillow, take his penis in your mouth, use your right hand on the shaft, and suck him until he has his orgasm. His sperm will fill your mouth and you will not swallow a drop of it. You will keep all that milky cum in your mouth until your Mommy or I tell you it is okay to swallow. We - your Mommy and I - both want to see you with a big, spermy smile and maybe even share a kiss or two before you take it all down into your tummy. Is all this very clear to you, darling?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. I am to suck and pleasure your darling until I have a mouth full of his sperm, but I am not to swallow until I have permission.” 
 
    “Very Good, darling.” 
 
    While this was happening in the nursery Aaron was with Carolyn in the bedroom. He was told to stand in the corner and stand facing his Aunt. Once he was in the right place the toddler-style clothes were removed. First, the suspenders, then the tee shirt, and then the shorts were removed leaving the sissy in only a pair of little girl panties with, again, Care Bears on them. 
 
    “What a little cutie you are,” said Carolyn, and she took the sissy by the hand and led him to the oversized lounge chair. Before he was allowed to sit, she stripped off the panties leaving him totally naked and submissive. Auntie C took the small sack between his legs in her hand and stroked it a time or two then let her palm slide over the small, almost child-like penis of the sissy boy. “My baby is going to love you and I expect you to perform your duties as his lover later on today. Do you understand that, sweety?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. I will be a good boy and do what I am told.” 
 
    “What a little darling you are. Now get that big pillow off the bed and put it in front of the chair then sit in the chair and spread your legs. I’m going to blindfold you, sissy boy, so that you can only feel what is happening. You will not need your eyes for this part of your playtime. Is that perfectly clear?”  
 
    Carolyn was using the kind of voice that an adult uses when giving instructions to a five-year-old and she saw right away that Aaron, the natural submissive was responding perfectly to her tone and commands. Once he was in the right place and unable to see, she softly opened the door to the nursery. And then it was time for the two males to become lovers and even more. 
 
    Marcie was taken by the hand and led to the bedroom where he saw that Aaron, her soon-to-be lover, was sitting naked in a chair. His eyes were blindfolded so that he could not see but only feel what was to come. This had been decided upon by both women as they worked out the details of this particular play date. Marcie was wearing her sun dress and Pampers when she was brought to the room that had Aaron sitting in a chair. 
 
    She quickly crossed to the chair and dropped to her knees. “Shh, darling,” Mommy cautioned him in a whisper. “What do you see?” 
 
    “Pee pee, Mommy,” he whispered back. 
 
    “Kiss the head, baby then Mommy wants to see you do what all sissies like to do. Fingers and lips, is that clear?” she whispered directly into her ear. 
 
    Marcie nodded her head and with one hand stroked the sack before kissing it then she kissed the head of the soft phallus. Flicking her tongue around and around the head of the penis which caused Aaron to let out a soft gasp and then his cock began to enlarge. 
 
    Slowly stroking her head, Mommy commanded, “Suck.” And Marcie took the turgid member into her mouth letting it get hard as she settled the penis against her tongue. 
 
    The hard throbbing, living small penis, like an oversized baby bottle nipple in her mouth, felt so right, so natural, so very fulfilling that without thinking she covered her teeth with her lips, slid her forefinger and thumb around the shaft, and began to bob her head up and down against the shaft sucking and stroking with a smooth, slow, easy motion. In just seconds, Mommy and Mysti shared a glance and then a long kiss as all that could be heard was the soft moaning of Aaron as his release began to become something he could not hold back and the soft sucking, slurping sound as the penis, pulsing, throbbing, quivering with each touch, slid in and out of first the mouth and then the fingers of sissy baby Marcie, only to be reversed as she lowered her head down on the penis. 
 
    Marcie only knew that she wanted this. She wanted a boyfriend. A lover and she wanted to taste the sperm as it flowed from the cock in her mouth. Without thinking, her left hand circled the hips of her lover, pulling him closer as Aaron put both hands on her head, clutching the soft, long hair in his fingers. Marcie was drooling from the corners of her mouth, slobber dripping from her chin and Aaron was starting to whimper louder and louder as he lost control to the hot, sweet mouth that was pleasuring him. 
 
    “UM... Yes, yes, Yes! More!” Aaron was whimpering, “More. Suck more. Yes!” he panted over and over, inarticulate, mindless sound as he was pleasured to the point where he had no choice but to release. 
 
    “Is my sissy about to cum?” 
 
    “Yeth... Yeth... Yeth, Mistress... Ohh... Ohh. He panted and then he shot and started to convulse. 
 
    Marcie felt the penis get even harder once, then again, and then the sticky, thick white sperm was starting to fill her mouth. She gasped in surprise but did stop rubbing and sucking as the orgasm hit its second pulsing release. So much sperm, so thick, so much more than she was ready for. The cum drooled from her chin, it filled her mouth, it overloaded her tongue, and she was consumed by her own desires to fulfill the needs of her new boyfriend. 
 
    The penis in her mouth went soft in less than five seconds. Simply went soft and became less than limp. First Mysti slid her fingers under Marcie’s sperm dripping chin and lifted it up to her gaze. Without being told, she opened her mouth showing her the thick, white milk that filled it past overflowing. Mysti bent down, kissed her, and tasted the one thing that made her hubby and sissy unique, her own special taste. Mommy was next and she first hugged her darling then kissed him fully, and feelingly so that the sperm, the cum, the milk of the sissy penis was shared between them.  
 
    “Good sissy baby... Mommy is so proud of you.” Then Mysti took her hand and led her back to the Nursery leaving her sissy boy with Auntie C. 
 
    “Did that feel good, sweetheart?” Auntie C said to the sissy toddler. 
 
    She panted out a hot, sweaty, “yes” in a whisper. “You haven’t been with a sissy before, have you, sissy boy?” 
 
    “No,” she panted, heart still pounding in her chest, “not before today.” 
 
    “And now?” 
 
    “Sissy wants to love her boyfriend baby sissy lover.” 
 
    “We’ll see, darling. Come with me,” she commanded. 
 
    The sissy boy stood from the chair on shaky legs and her new controlling Aunt took him directly to the bedroom. It was nap time for the sissy toddler. She was allowed to put on her little girl panties and then she was laid down then tucked in with a baby blanket under her chin. Auntie C rubbed her back and caressed her hair until the toddler’s breathing went to a steady rhythm and she was fast asleep. Exhausted from her first orgasm. 
 
    In the nursery, the baby was anything but sleepy. Mysti laid her on the changing table and saw that the diaper was bulged like a tent. Thick and full of her pressing erection. 
 
    “What’s this, little one?” 
 
    “Pee pee need milking, Auntie Mysti... Milk me, please?” 
 
    “Maybe later. Is that all you need? Just a milking? Do you need to be changed?” 
 
    “Not wet.” 
 
    “I can see that, but it seems,” she said as her fingers closed over his fully 8-inch erection and felt the head and letting it fill her now closing fist, “that you may have made number three for Mommy and I. Did you, sweety? Did you make a sticky diaper while you were sucking my boy?” 
 
    Marcie grinned and nodded his head, yes.  
 
    “My little one is taking his nap right now but when he wakes up, he is going to take your diaper off and put you on your tummy. But first, we need for you to be soaking wet. My toddler is a sissy and I want her to get used to changing diapers. How does your Mommy tell you that you need to be wet?” 
 
    “Mommy tells me I need to be a potty pants.” 
 
    Letting go of the erection and making sure that the pampers covered it completely, Mysti told the baby on the table, “Then make potty pants for me, darling. As soon as you can, make potty pants. Mommy and I know that you can’t go potty when you are hard but as soon as you are soft again make your potty pants.“ 
 
    “Milk me,” he whimpered. “Please. I want to be milked... Please.” He begged in a whimpering cry. 
 
    “Not right now, darling. You’ll get your milking but not right now.” As he was, for the most part, dry if a bit sticky Marcie was taken to the couch, laid down with her head in Mysti’s lap, and given a bottle of milk while she held and caressed him.  
 
    She was sure that Carolyn felt the same as she did. That they were both very proud of their submissive husbands. This day was working out perfectly. Halfway through the bottle, Marcie began to squirm. She wiggled her hips and then put her thumb in her mouth and closed her eyes.  
 
    That was the signal that Mysti had been told to look for. “When she sucks her thumb, she’s wetting himself,” she had been told.  
 
    “Good boy... That’s a good baby. We want a soaking wet little baby for my sissy to change.” Mysti cooed to him as she stroked her tummy and chest.  
 
    On her back, Marcie wet her diaper to almost overflowing, but Mommy had been ready for that, and he was in an extra thick Pampers. Once he was wet and the bottle was empty, Marcie was told to go watch TV until Mommy or Auntie M came for him. Being a good baby, he went to the TV set and put in a tape of the old Beetlejuice cartoon show. Aaron only napped for about 20 minutes. He woke to Mistress Mommy patting him on the back.  
 
    “Did our sissy have a nice nap, darling?” Mistress Mommy asked. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good, now come with me.” Sissy was led to the bathroom where her panties were pulled down and he was told to sit on the potty chair. When he was done there, he stood in the shower and Carolyn took her time washing him completely with warm, soapy water so that her sex was clean, sweet-smelling, and totally under control. But, she wondered, would he be ready for the next act in the play day or was he totally drained already? She hoped he was going to be able to consummate the coupling between him and her own, very special, sissy baby boy. 
 
    After her washing, she was dressed once more in her toddler outfit and then led by the hand to the nursery. Marcie was watching a cartoon and Mysti smiled at them as they walked in. They hugged and then kissed long and deeply, letting the taste and sensations wash over them. Then the Mommy kissed the sissy toddler and said, “Amy, it’s time for you to learn how to change a baby’s wet diapers.” 
 
    “Marcie,” said Mysti to the now totally sissy baby, “Come to the changing table, sweety,” and Marcie quickly got on the table and lay down on her back. 
 
    Aaron was given careful, slow instructions so that he experienced every part of changing a wet but cooperative baby. Soon the baby was laying on a dry diaper and all that needed to be done was to wash his now hard, throbbing, mouth-filling manhood. Mommy watched closely as Amy washed her baby clean making sure to get him completely clean then she whispered, “Does Amy want to suck my baby?” 
 
    Still fondling the 8 full inch erection he whispered, “Yes, please.” As he nodded his head over the thick sack that was laying on the table. “Only for a few seconds, Amy. I do not want my baby to have her milking yet. Is that clear, little girl?” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” he gurgled because he had already taken the fully hard member into his mouth and was slowly sucking up and down, up and down, letting the sounds of slurping and sucking be heard as the two women joined hands, then hugged and then kissed again.  
 
    They were SO HOT watching their submissive toddler and baby hubbies pleasure each other. Mysti pushed her fingers tight to the crotch of her Bi Lover and let her hand move back and forth with a slow rhythm.  
 
    “Not yet. Later, darling,” she said as she slowly took the delightfully placed hand away. The boys were getting far too close to orgasm, and she did not want that. Not yet. 
 
    Still controlling the other person’s darling, Mommy put her fingers under Amy’s chin and lifted her face from the glistening, soaking wet, pulsing eight-inch stick of desire.  
 
    “Stop,” she told him simply. Her fingers were between his legs and she felt the hard tent he had made inside the panties under his shorts. She cupped her hand around the bulge and said, “Come with me.” Then she led the rock-hard sissy to the bedroom. 
 
    Mysti stood beside the changing table and rubbed the tummy of the now slightly panting sissy baby. “Did my Amy almost milk you, honey?” 
 
    “Uh-huh!” she nodded her head. “You milk me?” 
 
    “Not right yet, little love. Not right yet. First, we need to deal with one more little issue.” Stroking from her chest to her face she said, “One more little thing then baby can get milked. Let’s go, darling. Up you come.” Marcie was helped to sit up and then stand and then she was taken by the hand and led to the bedroom where her Mommy was waiting. 
 
    Mommy had taken the darling Amy to the bedroom and quickly undressed him while he stood in front of her, and she sat comfortably on the bed. When her baby was brought in, she was lubricating the turgid, nearly quivering erection of the toddler. She had covered the thin, beautifully shaped, just over five-inch teen boys sized penis with a thin coat of KY Jelly. 
 
    “Are you ready for your lover, darling?” Mommy asked the thumb-sucking baby that was her hubby. 
 
    Mysti had a firm grip on her sissy’s still rock-hard penis and was using it as a leash to guide the baby to the bed. A double thick, cloth diaper was laying in the middle of the bed, and in no time at all, he was laying on her tummy with her erection flat under him pressing into the soft cloth. 
 
    Mysti took the KY and placed some on a fingertip then quickly, with one smooth movement, inserted the finger deep into the sissy’s bottom. “Good girl. This is going to be so easy for you, darling. ...” She turned to Mommy and said, “Is sissy ready?” 
 
    “So totally ready.” 
 
    “Come to Mistress, darling.” 
 
    Knowing what was expected of him, the sissy toddler crawled across the bed and positioned himself between the baby’s legs and over the baby’s wiggling bottom. 
 
    As was normal for this play day it was the baby’s Mommy that took control of the toddler and it was Mommy that took the slim, sensitive, fully flared, slippery, oiled sexual head in between her fingers and guided it down, and down and down until at last the head touched the rosebud of her baby’s ass. As Aaron lowered himself she guided the boy-sized cock directly into the waiting rosebud. 
 
    It was so slick and Marcie was so ready that it only took three slow pulses, in, just past the head, then out to the edge of the rosebud then in almost halfway, and then out to the edge again, and then all the way in so that the small sack that was at the base of Aaron’s cock was resting on the ass of Mommy’s baby boy. There was no stopping them now and no one wanted to. The girls wanted to see this happen and the boys were lost in a world of physical desire. Aaron was pumping up and down and Marcie was squirming, lifting her hips, pulsing and throbbing into the thick diaper. 
 
    Both were making soft guttural sounds and Aaron had reached out, slipped her arms around the baby, and was hugging and cuddling him at the same time. Mommy slipped her hand under her baby’s head and let two fingers enter her mouth. The baby, lost in deep-seated sexual delight held her wrist and began to suck and drool while her hips rose and fell to the rhythm of her new Lover. Mysti put both hands on her toddler’s hips and began to move him back and forth over and up the sissy baby’s back forcing her toddler’s cock to move both in and out and up and back in different ways than her toddler could do on her own. 
 
    When it happened, it was perfect. Magical. A delight for both women and their charges. 
 
    Both boys, one panting with exertion, one whimpering like a baby submitted to the heat and tension in almost the same second. 
 
    First, it was Marcie, thrusting onto the diaper, hot and sweaty with lust and need. “Mommy! I make sticky!” 
 
    Before her whimpering loss of control was completely past her lips it was Aaron that cried out, “Mistress... I’m making baby now!” 
 
    Both women took total control. First Mommy, leaning next to her baby's ear, said, “Suck darling,” as she wiggled her fingers on her tongue, “Suck like a baby and pump hard into the diaper. DO IT. DO IT. DO IT NOW! 
 
    Aaron’s hips were grabbed by his Mistress so that he had no choice at all, no way to stop, he had to pump every last drop of his cum into the sissy’s ass and it was more than a little loud as the submissive males, controlled by the ladies that loved them above all others, grunted, groaned, panted, cried out, nearly screamed and had their well planned, perfectly timed release. 
 
    Like all orgasms, it was over in just a few seconds and both boys were panting, sweaty, and now they were spent and tired as well. Such good little darlings. 
 
    It was Mysti that told her sissy to first hug her lover, then slowly pull out, roll over, and lay on his back. He was, after all, the one that had done the penetrating. 
 
    Aaron hugged Marcie, kissed the baby on the ear, and whispered, “I love you.” Then Aaron pulled his now soft penis out and rolled over on his back. 
 
    Carolyn did not need to coax her sissy baby. Marcie, who was still enjoying the feeling of her first-ever mating, cuddled up in the arms of the toddler that had just mounted her, penetrated, mated, and practiced making a baby with her. They cuddled close and then to no one’s surprise, the boys kissed and then hugged each other and then kissed again. Eyes closed, bodies close and lips touching, the sissy boys were very much into cuddling but Mysti, after stroking the back of her hand over the wet spot in the diaper, had one more thing in mind. “Amy,” she said to her pet toddler, “Amy, you have not tasted your lover yet.” 
 
    “Kissed him,” replied her toddler. “We kissed.” 
 
    “And you were a good sissy when you kissed but now, I want you to suck.” 
 
    Mommy stroked Marcie’s hair and said, “Roll over, darling. You are about to get the milking you wanted.” 
 
    Marcie rolled onto her back and the full 8 inches of her penis started to get hard as Amy took first just the head and then an inch of the shaft into her mouth and began to suck. 
 
    Closing her fist around the shaft that filled her mouth completely, laying her tongue flat on the throbbing member, closing her fist around the shaft and bringing the edge of her hand tight to her expert lips Amy began to suck and lick, to bob her head and slurp and drool as she lubricated, stroked and kept a tight pressure from her hand on the head and shaft. Up and down, up and down, up and down and all that was heard was the slurping, sucking of an expert sissy doing what she was so very good at. 
 
    It was too much, too intense for Mysti who closed her eyes, pressed her right hand tight to her clit under her panties, wrapped one arm around Carolyn, kissed her, and in the same instant felt herself lose control to a sweeping orgasm. 
 
    Mommy felt her friend's release and hugged her tightly. She too wanted to have a hot, quick orgasm but not right now. Now she was focused on the angelic face of her baby who was rocking slightly back and forth and who was starting to suck her thumb.  
 
    “Mommy…” she cried out. 
 
    “I know and it’s okay, darling. Go ahead” She gave him permission and Marcie grunted, shook, and then began to convulse with the orgasm given by the expert sissy that was sucking him. 
 
    Amy had been with other men and was not only ready for the wave, the shot of cum that filled her mouth, she was thirsty for it. She was ready and more for the second stream and because she was ready not a single drop escaped her lips or drooled down her chin. 
 
    Watching her submissive toddler, Mistress Mysti could not help feeling proud of her little sissy. So sweet and obedient to her and Carolyn’s authority. The girls watched with delight as Amy kept a steady sucking, rubbing action going until at last the penis that came out of her mouth was totally flaccid. Completely soft. 
 
    Marcie was panting, and her heart was pounding when her Auntie M put the baby bottle of orange juice between her lips. Marcie reached to hold it but she softly pushed her hands away, so she put them around and on her hip as he suckled. 
 
    Amy was taken by the hand and led to the bathroom where Mommy saw to it that he was given a thorough shower after having made love to her sissy baby. Now that he was clean, soft, and sweet smelling, Mommy once more dressed him in toddler clothes and took him back to the nursery. There she found her baby fully diapered, wearing a romper that she had gotten for him from the adult baby store. 
 
    The two submissive sissy boys hugged and kissed and then it was time for Mysti to take off. All of them had real, adult-world responsibilities that needed to be handled and it was already almost two in the afternoon. Mommy put the coat on the toddler so no one would know their secret and with Marcie beside her, they kissed their visitors goodbye. All of them were sure this was just the first time of many to come. 
 
    -The End- 
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    Alison Cummings found a comfortable position in the chair next to her front window. The lights were off and the blinds were open so she could see out into the street, but no one could see her from the outside. To help pass the time, she had her mobile phone in her pocket with the brightness turned down very low. The sun had just set and it was about 7 pm. 
 
    Alison was on a mission. She was watching out for a thief. But not just any thief. One with an unusual target. It had all happened two weeks ago… 
 
    Needing to empty her kitchen rubbish, she had toddled off in her pyjamas early that morning to throw her rubbish into the bin she had already wheeled to the kerb. It was early enough to beat the rubbish collecting truck and she mentally kicked herself for forgetting something as basic as emptying her kitchen bin. But when she lifted the lid of her rubbish bin, she looked in shock at the contents or rather… the contents that were missing. Half of what she had disposed of the day before was gone.  
 
    I can’t believe someone would steal my rubbish and especially that rubbish! 
 
    Alison took a few seconds before dumping her kitchen rubbish and then stood rubbing her cheek wondering just who would steal her… used diapers! She quickly calculated that between 20 and 25 used diapers, both wet and soiled were thrown away the night before but were now missing. 
 
    As she returned back inside in the very early dawn she was mystified as to what was happening. In years past, she had had garden gnomes, solar garden lights and even a lawn sprinkler stolen from her front yard. But no one had ever stolen her diapers – at least not her used ones. Once when her previous home had been burgled, a packet of disposable diapers had been taken along with money and a bit of jewellery, but the bin full of bagged used diapers had not been taken – which didn’t surprise her. 
 
    Why would anyone take my diapers? She mused as she sat inside her kitchen enjoying an earlier breakfast than planned. The explanation to the mystery eluded her. 
 
    A week later, she repeated her early morning trip to the exotic location of her kerbside rubbish bin and found that once again that her used diapers were missing. All of them. 
 
    At first, she felt angry at the violation and then more mystified than angry and finally, simply intrigued. She had worn diapers the entirety of her 48 years and they had never attracted anything resembling positive attention and usually, quite the reverse. Being double incontinent and in thick diapers night and day, it did not attract men and often put off friends as well. The idea that someone found her diapers – even used ones – attractive enough to steal intrigued her. 
 
    The majority of her friends were women she had met at various Incontinence Support Groups either in real life or online. They at least understood the challenges and the self-image problems and there was never any condemnation or criticism over diapers, bedwetting or the myriad of issues that confronted them that few truly understood. 
 
    But she had to know who it was. She was a very private person who kept to herself by design. She had only ever spoken to her two neighbours once and even that was by an accidental meeting. Coming from a difficult upbringing and the horrors of the teenage years in wet and dirty diapers, she was in no rush to put herself in the path of people she didn’t trust to already be sympathetic or at least informed. It meant she was a loner and her friends were few but very dedicated to her as she was to them. 
 
    And so she sat and stared, hoping to see who it was that was stealing her diapers. She knew that it could be anytime from 8 pm to 5 am and she had no interest in staying there that long, but hoped that she’d get lucky and catch them before bedtime or lack of interest prevailed. 
 
    What do they do with them? Do they collect them or what? Do they wear them? I guess most of mine are only half wet and so if someone needed diapers desperately and couldn’t afford them there is still a lot of absorbency left but… Nah, that’s stupid. Or is it? 
 
    For a few hours, she entertained various reasons or possibilities and her love of detective and spy novels led her mind down some particularly strange and odd rabbit holes. She tried to make the theft connected to a spy network but even her active imagination couldn’t quite pull off that connection. But just after 11 pm, just when she was beginning to fade and considering going to bed, it happened. 
 
    As luck would have it, a streetlamp was almost directly over the top of her two rubbish bins, giving her a perfect view of anyone who might check out her bins. And someone did just that. 
 
    A young man walked up to the bins wearing a hoodie and as he came up to the bins, he looked around suspiciously before opening the lid. She watched spellbound as he bent over and leaned into the bin and that was when she spotted what others might not have seen. 
 
    He was wearing a diaper. A very thick one at that. 
 
    I think he’s wearing a really thick cloth diaper! She thought with a smile, congratulating herself on her detective abilities.  
 
    She knew the shape of thick cloth diapers having endured them at school and the near impossibility of hiding them perfectly. And her thief was wearing tight track pants that outlined perfectly the bulge of an adult diaper.  
 
    Watching carefully, she saw him pick up one, two, three, four and finally five bags of her used diapers and place them in a large bin liner he had brought with him and then turn to walk away with his ‘loot’. 
 
    And then he turned briefly toward the house and stared for a few seconds at the open window and she held her breath. She knew that he could see nothing, but she saw everything she needed. She recognised the face and particularly the longish hair that was not fully covered by the hoodie. 
 
    It was her neighbour, the young man she had spoken to just once in passing. He seemed nice, polite and didn’t seem like he would cause any trouble and yet… 
 
    He was stealing her used diapers. 
 
    She had to find out why. 
 
    ‘Detective’ Alison was on the case. 
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    Alison took a few hours to fall asleep as she considered her plan of action. As is common in plans made in bed while nearly asleep, she tossed out most of them in the morning in the light of day and a bit more of a sense of reason. 
 
    But she had decided one thing that was important. 
 
    She was not angry about it. Rather she had moved to an odd place of somehow feeling pleased. It made no sense to her. 
 
    How can I feel good about him stealing my used diapers? That’s crazy talk! And I know he can afford his own coz I’ve seen that expensive car in his driveway and he wears diapers already and they look like cloth ones so he doesn’t need mine. So what gives? Is he mulching them into some weird fertiliser or something? Or is he wearing them? 
 
    Hours of wondering what the purpose was behind the bizarre theft had come up with only two possible outcomes.  A) he was a hoarder who for some reason hoarded diapers which was a really disgusting thought and B) he was wearing her used diapers for some reason that was a little less disgusting than A) but still very confusing and inexplicable. 
 
    I never wore anyone else used diapers! I never even thought about it. 
 
    Alison stood in her bathroom and stripped off her pyjamas until she was wearing just her wet and now-sagging wet diaper. For much of her life, diaper changes and the mere acknowledgement that she wore and used them were something she gave little thought to as she tried to move on past her disability. But this time, she stood back from the near full-length mirror on one wall and checked out her figure. She had stayed fit and ensured that she had not suffered the ignominy of a large bum and hips that many middle-aged women developed. It wasn’t just for health reasons but also because of her diapers. Diapers added to her girth and for many decades she had worn cloth with pins and plastic pants which added to her shape. Disposables were much more discreet, but she still wished she had her old cloth diapers, the ones she grew up with and spent her early adult years wearing. But cost and the workload of washing had pushed her into the more wasteful, more expensive, but more discreet disposables. 
 
    You still look good, girl! 
 
    She pulled the soaking wet diaper up some, adjusted the side panels and smoothed the edges and then slowly rotated looking over her shoulder at the mirror. The yellow tinge on the back of the diaper was almost at the waistband and she looked on with interest. 
 
    I did a good job last night! 
 
    She turned and faced the mirror and put her hands on her hips. 
 
    I look good in a diaper! Even a wet one! 
 
    She smiled and slipped the wet garment down her legs and quickly looked inside it to inspect the rear. It wasn’t dirty which meant that a dirty nappy was due sometime that morning. But the smile came from the bizarre idea that the diaper that lay on the floor might be taken from her bin next week and possibly be worn by the young man next door. 
 
    A sudden sense of sexual need arose within her and instead of turning the water on in her shower, she stepped out of the bathroom back into her bedroom and laid down, her legs apart as her fingers found her slit. She was completely shaved, not for fashion or erotic desire but for the sheer practicality of it. A poo-covered vagina was easier to clean if it was shaven. Her mother had taught her that and she had suffered the ignominy of being shaven in her early teens by her mother before she was confident enough to continue the process herself. 
 
    She closed her eyes as her fingers explored her slit and clit. It took very little time for the dampness to change from pee to feminine wetness. As she dipped two fingers into her wet pussy, she sighed, remembering that only one penis had ever gone there and then only twice for a grand total of about four minutes. She tried to make it last, but for some reason, the idea that her next-door neighbour might be wearing her diapers made her swoon. It was intimacy by proxy. 
 
    And then she came. Hard and long and loud. 
 
    Alison was a chronic masturbator and knew it. But she didn’t care. She masturbated every day as she had from the moment she discovered her ‘button’ as a young teenager. But her sexual release only came from her fingers and the penis that had stabbed her briefly on two occasions had squirted inside her and then left, leaving her frustrated and needing to masturbate. No one had ever made her cum. It was always the result of her own efforts. 
 
    As she walked back into the bathroom, she looked at the wet diaper on the floor and felt nothing but embarrassment. Her sexual fantasies often embarrassed her, but this time, she had imagined someone else wearing a wet diaper and wondering… what if? 
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    For the entire week, every diaper she removed – either wet or soiled – was looked on with renewed interest. 
 
    Will he be wearing this one? 
 
    Will he… cum in it? Is this a sexual thing? 
 
    A few times she actually masturbated with her wet diaper still on, rubbing the outer shell until the soaked inner fluff of her nappy caused her to cum. 
 
    I wonder if he will smell me in it? 
 
    Rubbish pick-up day arrived again and Alison took up her now familiar position in the dark, hoping to catch the diaper thief again, and as she waited, she felt a sense of excitement. At first, it was the thrill of detective work, of discovering a thief and his heinous acts, but then it grew more familiar and she felt her vagina become damp. 
 
    Shit! I’m getting turned on by this! 
 
    It was just after 11 pm when he arrived under the streetlight. 
 
    Well, he certainly is consistent! Same time as last week! 
 
    Alison watched what looked like a well-practised routine. He took out his large bin liner and picked out the five bags of used diapers in her rubbish bin and placed them inside and then once again, turned around and faced her house and stared. She held her breath, knowing he could not see her but still feeling exposed and at the same time, thrilled. 
 
    I hope he enjoys my diapers! 
 
    It was late but when Alison went to bed, she slipped her hand inside her diapers, ignoring the fact that she was already damp and diddled herself to a welcome orgasm, her second of the day. 
 
    I wonder if he is doing the same thing? was her last thought before sleep finally claimed her. 
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    It was a week later when Alison decided to try something new. Her efforts to discover more about her mysterious neighbour had been fruitless and she desperately wanted to know more. 
 
    The tall fence between them made spying difficult and even when she stood on a chair to peer over, she saw nothing that answered her questions. The clothesline was on the other side of the property behind a shed and all she saw was the occasional glimpse of what appeared to be a pair of track pants blowing in the wind. And the windows all had blinds drawn so that she couldn’t see inside. 
 
    He’s hiding away and that makes me want to know what’s going on even more! 
 
    Alison liked to go for a morning walk and every morning at 8 am she stared at his house as she walked past, hoping to see something – anything – that would answer her questions. But there was nothing to be seen. In fact, the young man whose name she had forgotten, was himself, not seen. In the six months she had lived there, other than his weekly diaper thefts, she had seen him only twice. Once was when she walked past the house just as he got out of his car from a trip somewhere and he was holding the mysterious bin liner even then. In retrospect, she assumed he had been stealing used diapers from somewhere else. She had been in her house only a week herself and had not yet discovered what he was doing. 
 
    That memory prompted her to wonder. She knew what the bin liner collected from her rubbish bin contained. 
 
    Does he get used diapers from somewhere else? Now that he has mine, does he go elsewhere? 
 
    Alison’s plan was a simple one. On top of her bags of used diapers, she planned to leave a fresh wet one, unbagged and soaking wet. Just as she prepared to wheel her bin out to the curbside, she slipped her soaked disposable diaper down her legs and reverently placed it on top of the other bags. Then she waited. 
 
    He was a bit earlier that night. It was just after ten pm when she saw him walk confidently up to her bin and lift the lid. And then he stopped as he spied the unbagged, obviously freshly-worn diaper. Alison held her breath as the unexpected gift was lifted up, still warm, and he brought it up to his face and held it there, breathing deeply. 
 
    He’s sniffing my wet diaper!  
 
    She watched for what seemed like hours but was only a minute as he pushed his face deep into the sodden diaper in full view of anyone who dared to look out their window. His hand slipped down the front of his track pants revealing what he was wearing underneath. 
 
    He’s wearing pinned cloth diapers and plastic pants just like I did! Does he wear them all the time? 
 
    In the light, she saw the top half of his diaper through his transparent plastic pants as he threw caution to the wind. He stared once more at the darkened window, wet diaper still on his face, unaware that his actions were being watched. After a minute or two, he retrieved the other bags of used diapers, put them in the liner and slowly walked off. 
 
    Does he think I did that deliberately for him? Could he even know that I know what he is doing? 
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    Martin sat in his living room watching both his TV and his clock waiting until it was time. Time to go on a diaper hunt. While he waited, his mind returned to the time he discovered that his new neighbour wore diapers. 
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    Martin liked to go for morning walks. Their purpose was two-fold. The first was to actually get out of the house as he tended to be more solitary than perhaps was healthy and so going for a good brisk walk at least had him see a few people and other houses. The second purpose was one that had been with him since he was a young teenager. He was on the constant lookout for diapers – preferably ones that had already been used. 
 
    Since the awakening of his secret desires and needs as an older child and young teen, Martin had managed to occasionally get used diapers to wear or slip into his underwear and later on, to line his own diapers. He understood that no one else would accept it or even think it was a good idea and so from a young age, he determined that diapers would come first and people second. And thus it had turned out. When he was eighteen he decided to return fully to diapers and had abandoned the toilet entirely a few years later. And as often as he could, he would wear used diapers inside his own. That made a good thing even better. 
 
    It was on an early morning stroll that Martin had walked past his new neighbour’s house and as was his habit glanced at the rubbish bin whose lid was partly open because it was overfull. He knew instantly what he had seen. 
 
    There was a bag of used adult diapers in a semi-transparent plastic bag. He instinctively knew the look. Driven by instinct, he threw caution to the wind, and grabbed the single bag on top, briefly noting there were even more bags of used diapers beneath but decided that one would have to do. It was early morning but still very light and he had no desire to be seen. 
 
    Almost running, Martin took the bag home and rushed through his front door to examine his stolen booty. Ripping the bag apart on the living room floor, he counted six very wet small-size adult diapers. 
 
    Yes! And there’s even more in the bin! 
 
    In a flurry of excitement, Martin took off all his clothes until he was down to his own pinned cloth diaper and plastic pants. He slid the plastic pants down and unpinned his diaper and lowered it to the floor. Quickly he opened one of the wettest of the diapers and reverently lowered his bottom onto it. 
 
    This is wonderful! 
 
    He sighed as he felt the cold wetness of the used diaper and then attempted to retape the diaper onto himself. As an experienced used diaper wearer, he knew that the tapes would either not stick again at all or would be exceedingly weak. He laid down once again on his still dry cloth diaper and repinned it over the used disposable. The combination of used inner disposable on top of the securely pinned cloth diaper was exquisite. 
 
    Finally!  It’s been too long! 
 
    Martin exulted in the experience of the used diaper. It had been several weeks since he was last able to wear a used one. His usual haunts for his desired objects had come up consistently empty and he was missing the delightful experience of someone else’s used diaper around his body. 
 
    His first experience in a used diaper was at the tender age of just three years, wearing his cousin’s wet diaper, something he repeated many times until they too disappeared. Despite his protestations, Martin had been taken out of diapers as a two-year-old and despite continuing to wet his bed until ten, had not been given diapers back again. 
 
    As a young teen, he had taken the time to go to shopping malls and check out the disabled bathrooms and from time to time found toddler-size diapers that he could fit into. At first, he avoided the poopy ones and just wore the wet ones, but largely because of the problem of detection. When he was 15 he found a particularly dirty one and could not stop himself before he retaped the extra-large toddler diaper around his skinny teenage frame. He knew then that used diapers were what he wanted. But they were always hard to find. 
 
    I can’t believe I have someone in adult diapers that lives next to me! How good is that! I might be able to be back into full-time used diapers again! 
 
    ‘Again’ was a bit of an overstatement. Almost a decade earlier, he had been able to obtain a regular supply of used baby diapers from a rented home not far away and for three glorious weeks, he had lined his usual pinned cloth diaper with the wet and soiled ones and enjoyed the permanency of the situation - until the residents moved and he had none. 
 
    I wonder if she dirties her diapers? It would be great if she did! 
 
    Martin stood up in his living room with just his pinned diaper lined with someone else’s wet diapers. He looked at his plain plastic pants. 
 
    I think I deserve something better than that! 
 
    Martin walked down the hall and through the door that had a nameplate on it. It read – Baby Sonya. It was Martin’s other name, a name he had adopted and now considered to be his real name – including ‘baby’. 
 
    As he opened the door to his fully equipped nursery, he saw the main attraction – his crib. The exquisite – and expensive – adult-size crib was made of turned wood, painted in white and pink with a drop side. The inside had crib bumpers, a princess sheet and quilt set and numerous toys, dolls and teddy bears inside. A battery-operated infant mobile hung above, designed to take the attention of the infant that slept there. And an infant did indeed sleep there. 
 
    Baby Sonya walked to the white chest of drawers and pulled out the second one and looked at the selection of plastic pants. They were her ‘girly’ plastic pants. Every single one was frilly and lacy and very infantile. She chose a pair of white frilly plastic pants with lace around the legs and multiple rows of frills on the bottom. As she slipped them on she sighed in pleasure. 
 
    This is right now! These look much better! 
 
    Sonya climbed into her crib and looked at the princess-themed sheets beneath her. The sheets were dry, but there were overlapping stains on them from leaking diapers. She smiled at them and how they validated her. 
 
    I am a real bedwetter! 
 
    And she certainly was. When Martin had stopped wetting his bed at the age of ten he felt a real loss and determined that when he left home, he would start again and he did. It was almost three years before Martin was to wake in the morning in an accidental wet diaper from legitimate bedwetting, but since that day, his wetting had grown into daytime wetting as well and he was now diaper-dependent and not at all concerned about it. It was what he wanted. 
 
    Sonya laid face down in her crib and began to hump. Her fully erect penis slid into the soaking wet and slightly abrasive, used diaper. It took very little time for her to ejaculate into the waiting absorbency. It was her morning ritual to masturbate and often repeated in the evening, but it was always better in a wet or even dirty diaper and even more so if it wasn’t his own diaper that he was making love to. 
 
    Sonya was a virgin. She had never fucked a woman nor taken a penis into her own vagina. Her lovers were diapers – wet, dirty, cloth, disposable and preferably – used ones from someone else. She was unconcerned and knew there was no chance anyone would accept her the way she was. 
 
    This find deserves a proper dress-up! 
 
    Baby Sonya got out of the crib and pulled out a different drawer that contained her underwear. None of it was male. There was a selection of panties, large enough to fit over diapers, a dozen different bras, breast inserts and the ‘essentials’ of sanitary pads and tampons. While still only twelve months old, Baby Sonya had a regular monthly cycle and adhered to a routine of wearing tampons five days in every month. It never for a moment made any difference that these tampons went into her ‘alternate vagina’. From the age of 14, she had been wearing them whenever she could and for many years now had a full period every month. 
 
    Sonya pulled out a pretty white padded bra in C cup and chose the correct breast form to fit inside them and proficiently put it on, carefully adjusting it for fit as a professional bra-fitter had instructed her some years before.  
 
    Going to her cupboard she opened the door and selected a delicate full slip in silky white and put it on. In the doors next to her were her dresses and all but a few were for babies and toddlers but in adult size. Taking her time to select the right dress to match her outfit and her mood, Sonya chose a pretty white baby dress with light blue applique and lace and quickly put it on, smoothing it out to make sure it was fitting properly. It hung halfway down her plastic pants, showing off most of the frills and lace. 
 
    Next came the bonnet and booties. 
 
    Sonya went to yet another drawer that contained a multitude of baby’s knitted booties and bonnets and even a few pairs of baby's first walker shoes she had obtained at a high cost. She quickly put on a pair of matching white and blue booties that showed off her silky smooth and hairless legs. The bonnet, however, had to wait until she had done her hair. 
 
    Sonya quickly went to the ensuite bathroom and began to brush her light brown shoulder-length hair. In public, it simply went into a single ponytail, but at home, she wore two ponytails or let it hang naturally. She wanted to look as feminine as possible and so quickly brushed her hair and let it hang naturally before tying on the Broderie Anglaise baby bonnet around her head. 
 
    Now for makeup! 
 
    Sonya wore a little makeup when she was home to try and hide any sign of her unwanted masculinity. Even if babies and makeup did not go together she was still determined. A little eyeliner and mascara, a subtle lipstick that complemented her pink nail polish and she was done. 
 
    Nail polish was a regular thing for her and only for important outside appointments did it come off. Many years earlier she had gone for a Thai Massage and worn her diaper but also her bra and the very accommodating woman had both accepted her and even asked questions. She noted her rather poor nail polish and after the massage, gave her detailed instruction on how to do her nails properly with multiple coats. 
 
    Baby Sonya was all set for the day and as she left the ensuite, now fully ready, she dropped to all fours and crawled on the thick carpet to the corner of the room where a playpen was set up with some of her toys and she began to play. The rest of her toys were in a fully-equipped playroom down the hall. At some time during playtime, the infant wet and pooed her diaper, barely slowing down her play as it all flowed out of her as it did every day.  
 
    It was five years since Martin or Sonya had used a toilet at all. It didn’t matter to her. That was what diapers were for. 
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    Finally, the clock reached 11 pm, the time Martin had assessed as being safe. In his middle-class conservative neighbourhood, most houses were in darkness or semi-darkness by this time. There were very few loud parties or people roaming the streets at night. He was safe to go ‘a hunting’. 
 
    It was only a short walk from his front door to the rubbish bin of his neighbour. He was wearing a cloth diaper and a bra of course but a regular T-shirt and track pants to hide his essential babyness. 
 
    I wish there wasn’t a light here! he observed. The bin was right under a streetlight, clearly illuminating what he was doing. 
 
    He opened the lid and carefully and quickly put each of the five bags of used diapers into a bin liner he had brought for the task. He then turned and looked directly at the house of his diaper-wearing neighbour and sighed. 
 
    So close and yet so far! If only you would give them to me fresh every time you used one! I would wear them in your honour. 
 
    Martin didn’t know his neighbour, having only met her once in passing and sharing a few words. But as he walked back to his home carrying his booty, he wondered what she was like. 
 
    Martin opened the top bag of diapers the moment he re-entered his nursery and was stunned to see that the first diaper he opened was dirty. And not just merely slightly so, but fully dirty and his penis quickly erected. 
 
    Stripping down completely, he quickly retaped the dirty diaper on himself, scarcely breathing as the arousing diaper thrilled him to his core. The tapes barely held as he pinned his already slightly wet cloth diaper over the top and then added some more frilly plastic pants over them. Taking his bra off he quickly put on his pink footed sleeper with white feet along with a plain matching pink bonnet and shoved his pacifier in his mouth.  
 
    Baby Sonya was back. 
 
    The twelve-month-old child crawled into her crib, grabbed her favourite teddy bear – Cindy – and face down, humped the used diaper until she quickly ejaculated and then relaxed. 
 
    That was beautiful! I can start wearing used diapers all the time again! 
 
    Sleep claimed her quickly as the comfort of the used dirty nappy encompassed her while on the floor of the nursery lay eighteen other wet and dirty diapers for exploration the next morning. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    The Special Diaper | 4. 
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    Alison was still stunned by the vision of her neighbour putting her fresh wet diaper over his face and looking directly at her, even if he didn’t know she was there at the time. Part of her was a little disgusted, part of her was intrigued and a surprising part of her was excited that he wanted her ‘smell’. He wanted something from her body and life in diapers had pretty much precluded anyone from wanting something from her body. 
 
    Now, she simply had to find out what he did with her diapers. She had assumed – but didn’t really know – that he wore her used diapers, but what else did he do? She simply had to find out. 
 
    But how do I find out? He is very secretive and almost always at home. I can’t see anything interesting over the fence. 
 
    As she thought about her dilemma, she realised that she did sometimes see him leave and be away for several hours. Over the next week, she took particular notice and discovered that he was away for about 3 hours on Tuesday and Thursday from about 9 am. 
 
    A plan began to form in her mind. But while she waited for a chance to explore, she tried out something else as a part of learning more about her rather odd but somewhat fascinating neighbour. Motivated by the open diaper experience and what he had done with it, she planned to repeat it but with a difference. 
 
    This time it was a dirty diaper. 
 
    Alison was deeply excited and impatient as she sat once more in her darkened room looking out at her rubbish bin.  
 
    This is a bit sad, girl! This is the highlight of your week… watching some weirdo steal your diapers. 
 
    But despite her mixed feelings about her somewhat shallow life, she sat growing increasingly impatient as 11 pm came and went. 
 
    “Where the hell is he?” she said loudly as she sat by the window. “I don’t have all night to wait!” 
 
    Just as she was about to give up and go to bed, he finally appeared. It was almost midnight. But something was very different this time. 
 
    He was in a dress. 
 
    “Woah!” she spat out, nearly dropping her phone as she took a look at the unconventionally-dressed man under the revealing streetlight. 
 
    It’s not a woman’s dress though. It’s… it’s… like a toddler’s or even a baby’s dress! 
 
    Alison looked in stunned amazement as below the hem of the short toddler dress was a very obvious thick cloth diaper in transparent plastic pants. In the streetlight, she could see the material of the diaper and from her own personal experience of years before recognised it immediately. She had worn such diapers for half of her life. 
 
    Then he opened the lid of the bin and lifted up the folded-over diaper. Alison held her breath as he opened it up. She was fearful that he might reject it and in some bizarre way, reject her. She suddenly realised that she was trying to offer him something special and had no idea why that was the case. 
 
    Why am I doing this? 
 
    He looked at the open diaper which she knew was extremely dirty. She felt a bit embarrassed at how messy it was but it was what it was. He lifted the diaper to his face and stopped a few inches away and she could tell – or at least imagined – that he was smelling it to judge its bouquet. And then he reverently folded it up, extracted the other bags of used diapers and once again spent a short time staring at the dark window in some kind of ritual. That’s when she saw what was in his mouth. 
 
    He has a pacifier in his mouth! 
 
    Alison knew she had to investigate more of what was going on. 
 
    Is he kind of a baby still? she asked, not exactly sure what that even meant. 
 
    As she drifted off to sleep that night, she made some plans. 
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    Baby Sonya was beyond excited as she quickly returned to her home with her booty of used diapers. It was a huge risk to go outside dressed as a baby girl, but she had grown weary of the solitary nature of her life and the excitement of the short, late-night trip had given her a massive erection. Sonya knew that she was well-endowed with eight inches of thick cock, but it had never entered a woman – or a man – and she expected it never would.  
 
    When Sonya saw the unbagged and clearly fresh diaper she had hopes that it would be as good as the previous weeks’ but when she opened it and saw the massively dirty diaper, her cock throbbed and she held it up to her face to breathe in the heady aroma. After quickly retrieving the rest of the used diapers, she rushed home and as quickly as possible unpinned her already wet cloth diaper and reverently placed the wondrous dirty diaper in the middle of it. As she slowly lowered her bottom onto the dirty diaper, she was instantly aware that it was not cold, merely cool. It was very recently worn. 
 
    “This diaper is fucking amazing!” she exclaimed to no one as she carefully pinned her cloth diapers back together and pulled up her frilly plastic pants. 
 
    Baby Sonya was ready for sleep and so she prepped her crib the way she so often did. She took six of the rolled-up used diapers and placed them around her crib, two on each side and two at the foot of the adult-size baby sleeping place. She then quickly chose the diaper she wanted for her pillow.  
 
    Sonya opened several of the diapers before finding one that was clearly very drenched and then laid it lengthways along her crib pillow. Then she climbed into the crib ready for sleep. 
 
    She laid on her tummy, stretched her legs out and reverently placed her face into the wet diaper and then… 
 
    She began to hump. 
 
    Baby Sonya enthusiastically began to masturbate in the manner she had done since she was a young teenage boy, wanting desperately to be a baby girl.  She slid her cock through the wetness and the mess in her nighttime diaper and quickly orgasmed strongly before relaxing herself. Thoroughly sated, Baby Sonya lifted her bottom and brought her knees forward until she was in the classic young infant sleeping position, her face still smelling the aroma of a wet diaper. Before long, she was asleep and as she slept, her bladder emptied multiple times without her knowledge. When she awoke briefly at 4 am, she quickly masturbated again before falling asleep once more. Masturbating twice a day was normal, three times a day was common and four or five times was not unheard of. 
 
    Baby Sonya was in her element, her safe place. She was wearing someone else’s used diaper and surrounded by more of the same. It all made perfect sense to her. She had been wearing used diapers since before she started school and they all made more sense to her than clean ones. No one had ever understood that and so she had been forced to do her used diaper-wearing secretly. 
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    When Alison awoke the next morning she felt groggy after staying awake later than usual but her internal clock still woke her at the normal time of 7:00 am. As usual, she assessed the state of her diaper and the bed beneath her. 
 
    The diaper was soaking wet, the result of a few glasses of wine the previous evening while awaiting her neighbour’s clandestine activities. It also gave her the courage to look and watch what he was doing. But it also meant a diaper that would be much wetter than usual. She quickly checked the sheets beneath her and was relieved to feel that the bed was dry even though the diaper was at full capacity. Alison normally emptied what remained of her bladder into her night diaper when she awoke, but judged that it might be a step too far for the under-siege garment around her hips.  
 
    As she stood in the shower trying to wake up, she let go of her pee and was not surprised to find that there was very little there. There rarely was. Her bladder was hopelessly small and too weak to hold much urine anyhow. 
 
    After changing into a fresh diaper and dressing for the day, she sat down and read a book until it was 9 am hoping to see her neighbour leave home for a few hours as he usually did. She wanted to investigate what he was doing with her diapers. It was at precisely 9:03 am that Martin – aka Baby Sonya – left the house wearing the usual pinned cloth diapers but with a used wet diaper underneath. He also wore a discreet, unpadded bra. It was his normal attire when out of the house. It never occurred to him to dress any differently. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Investigation | 5. 
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    Alison waited five minutes before taking action. She knew from her own experience that sometimes she had gone somewhere and come back a few minutes later to pick up something she had forgotten, the most crucial of which was a spare diaper in her handbag. She never went anywhere without a spare. More than once an accidental dirty diaper had happened and she had spent hours in a messy one because she had failed to prepare adequately. She didn’t want that experience again. Because she knew what the life of a 247 diaper wearer was like, she waited in case he were to return unexpectedly. Then she put her plan into action. 
 
    She walked to her backyard and carrying a dining room chair she placed it next to the fence that stood between their two properties She then retrieved a second chair and cautiously stood on the first one before leaning over the fence and carefully putting the second chair on the ground on the other side. The fence was only five feet high, but Alison was only a few inches taller than that. She then climbed over the fence in her uncharacteristic jeans and top and stood on the other side. 
 
    “I’m over!” she whispered to herself conspiratorially as she stepped off the chair. 
 
    Now to see if I can find something to explain what is going on! 
 
    Alison knew that she was breaking a law or at least breaching propriety, but her love of detective stories convinced her that simply having a look around would aid in her ‘investigation’. She just had to know what was going on. Like any good investigator, her first look was into his two rubbish bins which were located not far from the fence line. 
 
    He snoops in mine, so why can’t I snoop in his? 
 
    She opened the first bin which was for general rubbish and was surprised to find just… household rubbish. But when she opened the second bin she found it was almost full to the brim of used disposable diapers. Having brought kitchen gloves with her – as would any good investigator – she carefully lifted the top three bags of diapers and recognised her own specific brand. But then she found something. 
 
    These aren’t my diapers! They have to be someone else’s! 
 
    She carefully opened the bag and saw that they were way too small to be an adult’s diaper and too big to be a baby’s diaper. 
 
    They must be an older child’s diaper, maybe early teens or something. 
 
    Trying to remember what the bin looked like before she opened it and silently cursing herself for not taking a photo of it with her phone, she carefully extracted the entire contents of the bin and found used diapers that were not just hers or the mysterious ‘older child’ but also wet pullups and diapers from all ages. 
 
    Wow! He really likes used diapers! she thought. I don’t really get it, but I suppose each to his own! But I don’t get why he has so many. 
 
    Alison carefully refilled the bin as best as she could remember and then moved around the edge of the house before she came to a large undercover area. Underneath it hung a clothesline of six long strands filling much of the area. As she stood there, she remembered her own childhood and teen years and into her early twenties when she wore pinned-on cloth diapers and plastic pants. The clothesline was always full of them and she was terribly embarrassed by the constant reminder that was visible not only to her family but to anyone else that visited. 
 
    Somewhat surprised by the quantity of diapers, she moved up close and found that behind two rows of them was a complete row of plastic pants. Alison was genuinely astonished by the range and style of the plastic pants on view. 
 
    Where were these when I had to wear them? she thought surprisingly angrily. Mine always sucked. These actually look pretty good! 
 
    The plastic pants were of different colours and styles including baby-style frilly-bottom ones and totally transparent pants. As a youngster, the only plastic pants Alison had worn were plain white ones that were boring. She often complained about the lack of variety but to no avail. Her parents were only interested in function, not fashion and diapers were functional only. As she stood there touching the various pants and admiring the frilly ones she was briefly tempted to steal one. 
 
    Get a grip, girl! You don’t need plastic pants at all even if they are pretty! 
 
    Behind the plastic pants were two bedsheets which she noticed were both little girl style and patterned with princesses and unicorns. It did not surprise her. She had already worked out that her neighbour wore girls’ clothes at home and occasionally out of the house to steal used diapers. But behind the sheet hung even more surprises. 
 
    The line had baby clothes hanging from it. Adult-sized baby clothes. 
 
    Open-mouthed, Alison carefully inspected the three baby girl dresses, the footed sleeper and what she assumed was a baby’s romper suit. Next to them were five baby onesies in adult size and what looked like knitted baby booties in pink and yellow and several cotton baby bonnets. 
 
    Shit! He dresses like a baby girl all the time! 
 
    Her curiosity was now fully aroused and she wanted to know more and to find out more about her very unusual neighbour. 
 
    The three pairs of women’s bras and three pairs of lacy panties came as no shock despite how out of place they seemed in the array of infantile items pegged to the large clothesline. Stunned by what she had seen and her own subliminal desire to take the frilly plastic pants, she reluctantly walked around the side of the house to the first window and looked in. 
 
    “Bloody hell!” she said out loud. 
 
    As she looked through the window and the see-through curtain she saw a nursery – a baby’s nursery. But everything inside it was adult size. Her mouth gaped open as she saw the incredible baby crib in the middle of the room which she assumed was based on an adult’s single bed. She could make out a large change table and the stacks of neatly arranged cloth diapers. The large built-in cupboard was closed and she silently wished she could see inside. She assumed more baby clothes and other interesting items lay within. 
 
    The next window along had a solid curtain blocking any view and so having discovered more than expected, she decided to return lest she be discovered. She carefully climbed over the fence and retrieved the two chairs and returned inside. She immediately changed into a skirt as the freedom of movement appealed to her more and always had since she had been a little girl in thick diapers. Her newer disposables were more discreet than her childhood diapers, but she still preferred the freedom of a skirt. While many of her fellow incontinent friends wore jeans, she proudly wore skirts, wishing she could wear shorter ones. But as she had learned as a child, no one wants to see your diaper. 
 
    “What do I do now, Kelly?” she said out loud to the teddy bear that sat on the pillow of her bed and had done so since she was 13. “He is stealing my used diapers and seems to like them so where do I go from here?” 
 
    Then with a broad smile, she made her plan. What she lacked in continence, she more than made up for in confidence. 
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    Thirty minutes later and almost an hour earlier than usual, Martin drove back into his driveway, feeling frustrated and dejected. 
 
    “Why did she have to say no?” he said to no one. “I even offered more money and she wouldn’t take it!” 
 
    Martin grabbed the small plastic bag next to him and walked morosely to his front door. His bi-weekly trips out of the house were his ‘pickup’ mornings. For the past two years, Martin had gone to a house on the other side of town to pick up a small number of used diapers from a young incontinent child via her mother. He had met her online and had offered her $50 a week to take some of the used diapers. She had demurred at first, but her own financial situation had pushed her to accept his offer and so he had gone twice a week to pick up used diapers that were too small to wear but he would line his own diapers with them. But now the deal was off. The mother had obtained substantial financial assistance and now no longer needed the money for her daughter’s used diapers. 
 
    “I don’t want anyone fucking her diapers!” she had said spitefully when giving him the last ever bag and taking his money. 
 
    Martin wanted to object but realised it was pointless. He masturbated in most of the used diapers he collected so technically, he did ‘fuck’ them even if he was still a virgin – something that no longer frustrated him. His only sex was with used diapers and he was satisfied with that. 
 
    He stepped through his front door and walked to his nursery taking the small bag with him. As he emptied the contents onto the floor he sighed at the pitiful results from his ‘diaper collecting’ morning. He had gone to six disabled toilets in two shopping malls and checked the diaper receptacles for used ones. He had retrieved only one slightly wet pullup and a wet toddler diaper, well below his usual haul. And with the bag of his now-defunct supplier’s diapers containing only three wet ones, Martin was in a depressed mood and even a little fearful. 
 
    “I can’t be in clean diapers!” he said loudly to his baby doll as he picked her up from the top of his change table. “I can’t! It’s all wrong!” 
 
    A few tears slipped out of his eyes as he tried to console himself. 
 
    “At least I have the ones from next door, but what if she moves? What then? My sources are disappearing!” 
 
    Once she was calm, Baby Sonya took off her hated adult male clothes and stripped down to her cloth diaper and bra. As she unpinned the cloth diaper, she saw Alison’s wet diaper inside it and he went to replace it with another. He found one of his neighbour’s dirty diapers and carefully laid it in the front of his cloth diaper and laid the toddler one at the rear and carefully repinned it. He sighed deeply as he felt the cold mess conform to his body and begin to warm up. Baby Sonya slipped her familiar breast forms into her bra, chose a pretty baby dress with matching bonnet and booties and sighed in relief. She was back home again and back as a six-month-old girl. And her diaper was delightfully dirty as it was supposed to be all the time. 
 
    Dropping to all fours, Sonya crawled on the thick carpet out the door of the nursery, down the hall and into the next room. It was her playroom, full of toys, books, pencils, crayons and all manner of entertainment for a crawling-age child. But before she could play, she had to attend to one important need.  
 
    She put both her hands under her dress and beneath her diaper and began to hump. Minutes later she let out a grunt as cum spewed out her cock and into Alison’s dirty diaper. 
 
    “Now I can play!” she shouted. 
 
    It was her ritual to masturbate frequently. Often and openly and whenever she wanted to. 
 
    Maybe I do actually fuck diapers! she thought ruefully before her attention was grabbed by a new toy she had bought herself and she crawled off to play. 
 
    She would stay there for over an hour before her tummy told her it was time to eat. Lunch would be a sandwich and two hot formula bottles. She was now on 6-8 formula bottles every day which was the mainstay of her diet. It kept her diapers wet and messy, just as she preferred them. 
 
    Another day for Baby Sonya was back on track and the infant was ready to enjoy more time as the baby girl she truly was and always had been. 
 
    

  

 
   
    First Contact| 6. 
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    Alison walked around her home nervously that morning. She looked at the shopping bags multiple times. One bag contained five wet diapers and the other, three dirty ones – two days’ worth of wearing. But they were not headed out to the rubbish bin as they normally would be. It was rubbish pickup day the next day and they would normally be out there already and she would be waiting in her darkened window to witness them being stolen. But this time, she had another plan. 
 
    She looked once again at the clock waiting for 9 am, the time she had set for herself and the plan that she had mulled over for several days. Finally, it was time. 
 
    Alison steeled herself, grabbed both bags and walked out the front door and nervously opened the front gate to her neighbour’s home and approached the door. 
 
    She rang the doorbell. 
 
    No one came to the door even though she knew he was home. 
 
    She rang again and waited impatiently. 
 
    “Why is she here?” whispered Baby Sonya. “Why won’t she go away? I don’t want to talk to anyone.” 
 
    Sonya had been standing in the front room when Alison had walked up and so she knew who it was right from the start. 
 
    Suddenly, Sonya’s blood ran cold. 
 
    “Fuck! She knows what I’ve been doing!” she thought to herself fearfully. 
 
    She had been caught once several years before stealing used diapers from a bin and the argument and screaming that had ensued had been dreadful. Sonya shuddered at the memory and the threat of calling the police on her. When the bell rang the second time, she realised that her neighbour was not going to go away. She was going to have to open the door. 
 
    “Can I help you?” she stammered through the screen door that she knew allowed her to see out but no one to see inside.  
 
    Baby Sonya was dressed as a baby girl just as she normally was. Her diaper was wet and dirty and still unchanged from nighttime and as always, was lined by two of Alison’s used ones. She knew instantly that he could not open the door for her to talk to him face-to-face. 
 
    “Hi!” Alison replied cheerfully, trying her best to make the situation less awkward. “I’m Alison from next door and I wondered if you might like these.” 
 
    She lifted up the two opaque shopping bags to show him. 
 
    “Er… what are they?” Sonya asked. 
 
    The silence seemed to be deafening as the two looked at each other, not speaking. Finally, Alison found her voice. 
 
    “They’re my diapers,” she explained. “I’ve seen you take them and thought you might prefer if I gave them to you this way. If you want to, that is.” 
 
    “Er… I don’t know what to say. I’m sorry about that. I didn’t mean to- ” 
 
    “No need to apologise…” she replied putting on her best smile. 
 
    “Martin. My name’s Martin,” he answered, filling in the silence and wishing that just once he had the courage to tell people that his name was really Sonya. 
 
    “Okay. No need to apologise, Martin. I’m fine with it. I don’t condemn anyone. So do you want to take them?” 
 
    Sonya realised the problem she was in. She couldn’t open the door because of what she was wearing, but she truly wanted to take the offered diapers. 
 
    “Can you leave them by the door and I will get them in a moment?” 
 
    It took a few seconds for Alison to understand. 
 
    He’s probably wearing baby clothes, you idiot! 
 
    “Sure thing. I’ll just drop them here,” she replied before adding. “The red bag has the wet ones and the blue one has the dirty ones.” 
 
    And then she walked away, forcing herself not to look back as she heard the door open slightly and the bags being taken inside. 
 
    Sonya took the bags with shaking hands and carefully looked inside. As Alison had told her, the red bag contained five wet diapers, each of which very neatly taped into a tight bundle. The blue bag, however, had three dirty diapers each in a separate plastic bag and not taped together. She reached inside and pulled one out and saw the medical-grade diaper heavily loaded with poo. 
 
    Tears began to run down her face as she realised that her neighbour – Miss Allison – was literally giving her a remarkable gift, the gift of her used diapers and wasn’t hating on her for it. 
 
    Wanting to make the best of the experience, Sonya went to her ensuite, stripped off her overnight dirty diaper, showered and when she was all creamed up and powdered slowly sat down into a clean and dry cloth diaper lined with the wonderful gifted dirty one. 
 
    More tears flowed as she recalled the only time that someone had willingly given her used diapers to wear without requiring payment. It had been a short and wonderful time that had ended far too quickly. Fully erect and very aroused, Sonya took one of the fresh wet diapers, untaped and opened it and laid it on the pillow of her crib and then laid face down in it. 
 
    The aroma was strong and intoxicating and the baby girl quickly orgasmed once again in the dirty diaper, her second cum of the morning. After she recovered, she intended to sort out the used diapers and put them in the four plastic tubs she had been using for her collectables. That was when she found the note at the bottom of the bag. 
 
    Nervously, she opened it and began to read. 
 
    Hi there. I know this seems rather forward and I am not trying to embarrass you. I’ve watched you take my used diapers out of my bin a few times now and I know it must be a risk for you and so if you want to, I will just give them to you. Rather than wait a week for them, I can give them to you every day if you want. I don’t want to be pushy, but if that is okay with you, just let me know. 
 
    Alison 
 
    Sonya sat in shock as she tried to comprehend what the letter conveyed. It seemed to her that she was more than willing for her to take her used diapers and even better, to supply them ‘fresh’. Used diapers were important to her and the ability to always wear them was something she had craved since her early teenage years. The memory of her confused and frustrated childhood still remained. 
 
    [image: A picture containing clipart, linedrawing  Description automatically generated] 
 
    “Martin!” yelled his mother. “Come here, please!” 
 
    Fifteen-year-old Martin sighed as he heard his mother yell at him. She was loud and didn’t seem to ever want to speak up close and instead yelled her instructions to him from a different room. An only child to a single mother, they were both close and yet, seemingly lived in different worlds. As soon as he walked into her room he knew he was in trouble. Lying on the bed were his diapers – used diapers. He only hoped she didn’t realise it wasn’t him who had used them. 
 
    “What the hell is this, Marty? I thought you were past this stupid diaper shit! And now I find you are wearing them again?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, mom,” he replied, looking down at his feet. 
 
    “Why are you wearing them again?” she asked in a very unsympathetic voice. “You haven’t wet the bed since you were twelve, so you don’t need diapers still.” 
 
    Martin had indeed wet his bed until he was twelve and then suddenly when puberty had hit, so had the sudden end to bedwetting. Thoroughly enamoured by the new functions of his penis, he hadn’t thought through the impact of telling his mother that he had stopped wetting his night diapers. And then they were gone. For good. And there was no return. 
 
    Martin was devastated by their loss and no matter what he did to get them back, his mother simply refused. He deliberately wet his bed and still, she refused. He cried about it and she refused. He threw tantrums and she spanked him long and hard, but still, there were no more diapers. 
 
    From time to time, Martin would obtain diapers to wear but the only semi-reliable source he found was used ones and so, from his early teens, he had begun wearing and enjoying the sensations of used diapers. But despite his best efforts, his mother had found them and each time she had given him a lecture and a spanking. The only good thing was that she had never worked out that they were pre-used diapers he was wearing. It simply never occurred to her that such a thing was possible. 
 
    “I just feel safer in them, mommy,” he replied in a soft voice that reverted to a childish tone and the use of childish words. 
 
    “I don’t care. Now drop the trousers and bend over the bed.” 
 
    Martin sighed and did as he was told, lowering his trousers and lying over the bed. His mother already had a wooden spoon in her hand. 
 
    “Now listen carefully, Marty. If this continues, I will take away your panties and that bra you want will never happen. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, mommy,” he replied as the heavy spanking continued, only ending once the tears started to flow. 
 
    “Now go to your room and stay there until I say you can leave. And I mean it about your panties. If this continues, you can wear boys’ underwear and you will never get a bra as long as you live here. Understand?” 
 
    He nodded as he slunk off to his bedroom. 
 
    A year earlier, he had been caught in his mother’s underwear for the fifth time and after a spanking, it had been decided that he could wear panties at home as long as he behaved and to his absolute joy, his underwear drawer suddenly contained some girls’ panties. With his sixteenth birthday coming up he had asked for a bra and while not committing to it, his mom had not rejected it either. 
 
    A year later, while showing off his bra and new panties, Martin had told his mom that his real name was Sonya. She had stoically kept a straight face, but when he left the room she had cried as she realised that her son, may, in fact, be her daughter. 
 
    “Is that why he never has any girlfriends?” she had asked herself. “Because he is a girl inside?” 
 
    The truth, however, was far, far more complex. ‘Sonya’ was not only a girl inside, but she felt very much like a baby girl. Diapers made more sense than even panties. And as for girlfriends, Sonya was very confused about whether she liked girls or boys. And the idea of sexual intercourse simply terrified her. She was unable to work out what was expected of her and even whether or not her penis was to go into a woman… or a man or vice versa It was all too hard for him to work out. 
 
    By the age of eighteen, Baby Sonya identified as a sub-12-month-old infant girl whose only sexual experiences were with the occasional stolen used diaper. It made perfect sense to her and she never expected that to change. Ten years later, wearing her neighbour's dirty diapers, it still made sense to her. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Explanations| 7. 
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    It was three days later when Alison was surprised by the ringing of her own front doorbell. It was Martin standing in the doorway holding a bunch of flowers. 
 
    “Hi Martin,” she exclaimed. “Do you want to come in?” 
 
    Martin stepped into the hallway and handed the flowers to Alison. 
 
    “These are for you to say thank you for your gift.” 
 
    “Nothing to say thank you for. It was no big deal.” 
 
    “No, I really do appreciate you not making a scene about what I’ve done or calling the cops or anything.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t be like that!” she retorted, hand waving away his fear. “I’d never do that. I was just surprised and a bit curious about it, that’s all.” 
 
    “I’m glad you aren’t freaked out.” 
 
    “Well, it is all quite strange to me, but then again, who am I to say if it’s weird to wear other people’s used diapers.” 
 
    The room suddenly went cold and quiet. 
 
    “You know I do that?” Martin whispered. 
 
    “I thought it was fairly obvious,” she replied, unsure if she had said something offensive. “And I don’t mind if you wear mine. It’s kinda cute in a way if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Really?” he stammered. 
 
    “I’ve been in diapers my entire life and grew up in thick cloth ones, so it has always been obvious and I was teased a lot at school and you wear diapers all the time too, right? So, you know what it’s like?” 
 
    “I wet the bed until I was twelve and so I wore diapers but I didn’t start wearing them again until I left home at 20 and then I got a large inheritance and so I live like this.” 
 
    “So, you aren’t incontinent?” Alison inquired. 
 
    “I am now,” he replied. “Or at least my bladder is but for number two I… er… it’s hard to explain.” 
 
    Alison smiled. She understood. 
 
    “You just poo in your diaper because it's more convenient?” 
 
    Martin nodded. 
 
    “Been there done that. I could make it to the bathroom most of the time if I tried, but it’s hard and a bit of a coin toss and a long time ago I just gave up and now do it in my diaper instead. Now, since you are here, do you want to pick up some more of mine?” 
 
    Alison was surprised at how well they were getting on even though the conversation was as bizarre as she had ever experienced. 
 
    “Yes please,” he stammered. 
 
    Alison briefly left the room and came back with two quite heavy bags of used diapers. 
 
    “The big bag is wet ones and the smaller bag is my dirties and I assume you want both, right?” 
 
    Martin nodded, his face bright red. 
 
    “Well, now we have that out of the way, would you like to come over tonight for dinner?” 
 
    “Wow!” he whispered hoarsely. “You’re inviting me to dinner?” He looked shocked. 
 
    “Sounds like you don’t get many invites. But neither do I and I love cooking so be here by 6:30. And can I suggest something a bit unusual?” 
 
    “I guess,” Martin answered, both worried and terrified about what ‘unusual’ might mean in the context of discussing wearing her used diapers. 
 
    “I saw you wearing what looked like a baby’s dress one night. Would you like to wear that over here and anything else that goes with it?” 
 
    Martin looked at her in shock and his mute response said everything. 
 
    “You are more than happy to dress as you prefer over here,” she continued, trying to lessen his fear. “I am way past taking notice of what people think. I’m old enough to be your mother and I could use some young company.” 
 
    “Okay, thank you.” 
 
    “See you then!” 
 
    As Martin left her house Alison sighed and leaned back in her favourite armchair. 
 
    What are you doing, girl? She thought, half berating herself. You’re inviting a baby girl wearing your dirty diapers for dinner? What do you think is gonna happen? Do you think he’s gonna fuck you or something? He’s probably never fucked anyone in his life and frankly, neither have you. 
 
    Alison sighed again. It was true. Two penises had entered here in the distant past and had squirted, but it was not really sex and it was definitely not a fucking. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Dinner and Diapers| 8. 
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    It was precisely at 6:30 that evening when her front doorbell rang and Alison smiled, wondering if he had been counting off the minutes before walking the short distance to her door.  
 
    I think there’s a baby girl at the door! she observed wryly. 
 
    “Welcome, come on in,” she said as she opened her front door for Martin. “You look very pretty.” 
 
    She was not lying. While he was wearing outwardly male attire, Martin had clearly spent a lot of time doing her hair, putting it into two girlish pigtails. She had light makeup with mascara and a light shade of lipstick and small diamond earrings hung from her pierced ears. Likewise, her bra was filled with her largest breast forms, swelling her chest in a most un-masculine manner. Her trousers did little to hide what was clearly a very thick cloth diaper. The extra-large trousers were for just such times when Martin had to go out but couldn’t face not being in a night-time thickness diaper. 
 
    “I brought my dress with me,” Martin explained. “Is it okay if I put it on?” 
 
    “Of course, sweetheart,” Alison replied. “You can get dressed in here if you want.” 
 
    Alison had no intention of leaving the room and stood watching as Martin stripped off his male clothes and shoes and carefully put on a white and blue baby dress with a petticoat and white knitted booties and a lacy bonnet. He topped it off with a pink adult pacifier in his mouth. 
 
    “You look very sweet,” she said. “It suits you.” 
 
    “It’s who I feel I am,” he replied while still sucking his pacifier 
 
    “Oh, I get that. People don’t get me either but I am not a baby though!” she laughed. “Not that I am trying to tease, but tell me, what is your real name?” 
 
    “Sonya. Baby Sonya.” 
 
    “Okay, baby Sonya, that is what I will call you from now on. When did you first decide on a name?” 
 
    “When I was about five,” she replied. “I didn’t tell anyone until a long time later. I wet my bed until I was ten so I wore diapers until then and then they got taken away. What about you?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve always been a girl,” Alison exclaimed with a smile. “But I’ve always needed diapers and my parents thought I was lazy but it was too hard and I eventually gave up completely. I never got married and never had a baby and here I am just like you. I am on a pretty good pension so I don’t work.” 
 
    “I don’t have any friends or even anyone I really have much contact with. My mom lives a long way away and we talk on the phone at times, but she knows I live as a baby now and it puts her off from visiting.” 
 
    “I’m sorry about that, but how about you come up to the table so we can eat!” 
 
    Alison had prepared an exquisite meal and as they sat down and began to eat, she continued to pepper Baby Sonya with questions. 
 
    “So, I gotta ask,” she began. “Why wearing used diapers? I get wearing regular diapers even if you don’t need them. Sounds like a lot of people do that, but why wear ones that have already been used?” 
 
    “I know it sounds disgusting,” Sonya replied, her mouth full of adult food – a relative rarity for her. “But part of me just finds a clean diaper not quite right.” 
 
    “Really? I rather enjoy putting on a clean one and feeling normal again.” 
 
    Sonya sighed loudly. “I know. It’s like that for everyone but me. I started wearing my cousin’s used diapers when I was like three or something. And it stayed with me.” 
 
    “Can you tell me about that? I’m actually really interested.” 
 
    Sonya slowly shook her head in disbelief.  
 
    “How can you be interested in that? How can you even tolerate me wearing your diapers? I don’t get it!” 
 
    And then Sonya began to cry, tears running down her face. 
 
    “Oh sweetheart,” said Alison as she left her chair and sat next to the distressed infant and held her tight. “You are fine. And I really don’t mind.” 
 
    “But why?” Sonya wailed. “Why don’t you mind?” 
 
    There are some serious issues going on here! Alison thought. She is very broken. 
 
    Alison held the crying child in her arms for a moment trying to work out what to say. 
 
    “Sonya, sweetheart. My life hasn’t exactly been a dream either. I’ve never been out of diapers and I was teased at school and when I went to work I was often ostracised or made the butt of jokes. I tried to hide that I still wore them but I chose to wear cloth diapers and plastic pants like you do because they were more comfortable but they were also more noticeable.” 
 
    “I don’t have any friends!” Sonya blubbed. 
 
    “You do now. I’m your friend, don’t you see that? I don’t mind that you wear my used diapers and in fact, I am a little honoured by it.” 
 
    Baby Sonya wiped her eyes and looked directly at Alison’s face, surprise and confusion filling her visage. 
 
    Seeing the confusion, Alison continued. “Because I pee and poo my diapers, I didn’t get a lot of friends at school. A few, but not many and none that lasted. And as for relationships, they were even worse. Guys that thought they could handle diapers… couldn’t. They were only after sex anyhow and when I resisted sex without commitment, they ran away. I’m not exactly a virgin, but I may as well be. And you took interest in well, my diapers which is a big part of who I am as well.” 
 
    “So… you are okay with me wearing your diapers then?” 
 
    “Yes, sweetheart!” Alison exclaimed. “That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you. In a weird way, you are more intimately connected to me than anyone has been in a long time.” 
 
    There was a short silence as what Alison had said filtered through their understanding. 
 
    “I… er… enjoy your diapers,” Sonya whispered quietly trying to tell Alison her secret. 
 
    “I know, Sonya. I know what you do in them and… I guess that pleases me that you find at least this part of me exciting. Now wipe your eyes and let’s finish with some dessert.” 
 
    The two sat back down to their store-bought cheesecake dessert and talked a little about mundane things. As they sat down on the couch after the meal, Alison returned to her previous unanswered question. 
 
    “Sonya, can you tell me about how you started wearing used diapers? You were going to tell me before but we got interrupted.” 
 
    Sonya took a deep breath and began to speak. 
 
    “When I was three my auntie and her baby daughter, Isobel came to live with us for a couple of years. I think she got divorced or something and needed a place to stay. I was still in night diapers for bedwetting and mom had me in disposables, but Isobel was in cloth ones which weren’t very common but they really attracted me for some reason. Isobel slept in my room in a crib since she was two but I was out of my crib and I wanted to still be in it. 
 
    “Anyhow, in the mornings I would take Isobel’s diaper and plastic pants off her and pin them on me and I just loved it. Issy knew what I was doing and she used to take her diaper off and give it to me and watch me put it on. My mom and my auntie didn’t know. They just found the two of us with our diapers off in the morning and assumed Issy had only just pulled hers off. Anyhow, one morning not long after I started doing that, Issy’s diaper was poopy and I remember just looking at it while Issy giggled and I just put it on!” 
 
    “How’d that make you feel?” asked Alison. 
 
    “Fucking fantastic!” she replied with a grin. “I just loved every part of it and even Issy thought it was good. I knew I had to be careful even then and I became very sneaky, something that came in handy for the rest of my life. Issy had about one dirty diaper a week and I loved wearing it. When I was five, I remember taking one of her dirty diapers again since she was really late at toilet training and putting it on under my shorts and playing outside. And then mom found out and it all went wrong for me. She gave me a spanking and told me never to do it again. That was the day I decided I was a girl and my name was Sonya. And I never wore Isobel’s diapers again, just my own. They left us not long after and it was just me and mom. So, that’s how it started.” 
 
    “And you kept on wearing used diapers after that?” Alison inquired, finding the story compelling. 
 
    “I wanted to for sure, but it was pretty hard to find any. Sometimes I went to friends’ homes who had a baby and a few times I got used ones to wear but I always threw them away before mom could find out. When I was in my teens, I sometimes got some diapers to wear but they were always clean and they felt good but not quite right. And I realised I was still a baby and everything got pretty hard to handle. But now I only want to wear used ones.” 
 
    “That’s quite a story, Sonya. Thanks for telling me. It really helps to understand you better and I hope you understand me too.” 
 
    “I do, and thanks for dinner, but I need to go home now, I think.” 
 
    “I understand. It must be hard for you to be a baby girl with me and open up like you have. I’m sorry you can't walk home in that outfit but someone might see.” 
 
    “It’s okay. It has been a great night just having a friend.” 
 
    “Even if I’m old enough to be your mother?” Alison joked. 
 
    After Martin/Sonya had left, Alison sat and thought deeply about all she had heard. 
 
    She needs a friend, but perhaps she truly does need someone to be her mother. 
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    When Sonya returned home, she went straight to her nursery and took down her wet diaper, lined with Alison's wet ones. Going to the bag of fresh dirty diapers, he extracted two of them and placed the soiled ones right in front and at the rear. After re-pinning it back on, she took one of the fresh wet ones and opened it onto her pillow.  
 
    Happily ensconced in a footed sleeper, she laid face down in her crib and slowly masturbated into the soiled diaper. 
 
    I really am fucking her diaper! And I want to fuck her too. 
 
    Sometime during the night, Baby Sonya’s bowels opened and silently emptied into her diaper. It was the first time this had happened as she slept. 
 
    The baby had taken another large step… backward. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Revelation| 9. 
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    Over the next three weeks, Alison made a daily morning pilgrimage to Sonya’s front door and delivered her bags of treasures. She never stepped into the house but at least the door was opened and Sonya usually wore a suspiciously new man’s dressing gown to cover what she knew were baby clothes underneath. And then came the morning that was different. 
 
    “Thanks for the diapees, Alison,” Sonya said with an unexpected nervous look. “Would you like to er… come inside?” 
 
    “I’d love to, girl!”  
 
    As she walked inside Alison could smell the unmistakable aroma of ‘baby’. It was the baby powder, the creams and of course, the smell of diapers. Used diapers. It was not overpowering, but it was there just the same. It was a smell she was very familiar with. 
 
    “This is the lounge room and the kitchen is over there.” 
 
    Alison walked through the kitchen and saw the adult-sized highchair. 
 
    “Wow, you have a highchair?” 
 
    “Yep,” she smiled. “I eat all my meals in there now.” 
 
    “So sitting in a chair at my place must have felt weird.” 
 
    “Nah, just a little. I feel safer in a highchair and with the straps and everything.” 
 
    Alison spied a row of baby bottles next to several cans of baby formula. 
 
    “Do you drink baby milk?” she asked. 
 
    “Three times a day now at every meal. And I take a juice one with me at night in case I wake up and need something.” 
 
    “If I’d known that when you came over I’d have fed you formula instead!” Alison joked before suddenly realising that bottle feeding was an essentially intimate act. 
 
    “The next room might shock you,” Sonya exclaimed. “It’s… er… my nursery.” 
 
    As Sonya opened the door to the nursery that Alison has spied through the window a couple of months early, she was struck by just how authentic everything was. Adult sized for sure, by infantile by every other measure. 
 
    “Your crib is gorgeous!” Alison exclaimed. “You must love sleeping in there.” 
 
    She took a look at the six rolled-up used diapers on the three sides of the crib and pointed. Sonya blushed. 
 
    “I like to sleep with them close to me during the night.” 
 
    Why does that make sense to me? This is all so weird and yet, it kinda makes sense. 
 
    “Do you sleep in the bed too?” 
 
    Alison had walked around to the single bed made up with a feminine but adult quilt and sheets. 
 
    “No, that’s for mommy.” 
 
    “Mommy? I thought you said your mom didn’t visit you?” 
 
    Taking a deep breath, Sonya sought to explain the mysterious bed. 
 
    “I hope one day I will have a mommy who can care for me,” she said hesitantly and with emotion. “So I have a bed for her in case it happens.” 
 
    She really does need a mommy, that’s for sure. She really seems broken. 
 
    “Would you like to see my playroom?” Sonya said with enthusiasm. “It’s really fun to be in there.” 
 
    As Alison watched, she saw Sonya's face change and her voice and mannerisms alter. The baby inside of the girl was fighting to come out and ‘big’ Sonya was losing the battle. 
 
    “Of course, little girl!” Alison replied, sensing the change required her to change her language as well. 
 
    When Baby Sonya opened the door to the playroom, she literally giggled with glee at the sight before her. Her precious toys and crayons were waiting for her. 
 
    “This is lovely, sweetheart,” she said truthfully. “Why don’t you go and play for a bit.” 
 
    The moment she suggested she play, Baby Sonya dropped to all fours and crawled over to a pile of blocks and began to make towers before knocking them down and giggling. Alison found the adult easy chair in the corner and sat down. 
 
    She even has a chair for her ‘mommy’!  
 
    For an hour, Alison watched as the infant girl played happily until slowly, ‘big’ Sonya re-emerged. 
 
    “It was lovely to watch you play, Sonya. I feel very privileged.” 
 
    “It wasn’t too stupid?” 
 
    “No, not at all. I thought I was beautiful. And you are a beautiful baby too!” 
 
    Baby Sonya blushed and suddenly the infant was back again. 
 
    “Aunty Alison, can you come back and play with me every day?” 
 
    “Of course, sweetheart. I’d love to.” 
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    Over the course of the next two weeks, Alison brought new diapers for Baby Sonya to wear and also spent an hour or more with her, mostly in the playroom, but also in other rooms.  As time went on, ‘big’ Sonya was less present and Baby Sonya more so. And then came the morning that changed everything. 
 
    Alison rang the doorbell, as usual, holding her bag of used diapers, but there was no reply. She rang a second and a third time but still no answer. By now she was concerned as she saw the car was still there. 
 
    She went slowly down the side of the house, opened the narrow gate, and walked slowly until she came to the window of the nursery and peered inside. That was when she heard crying – a baby crying. Peering through the see-through curtain she saw that Baby Sonya was still in the crib and was crying. 
 
    Shit! What do I do now? Someone needs to get inside and help her.  
 
    She walked around the back of the house trying the windows to see if they could be opened, but to no avail. When she tried the back door, the handle turned and to her great surprise, it opened. She went quickly down the hall and opened the door to the nursery. 
 
    “Baby girl! What’s up with you? Why all the crying?” 
 
    Alison stepped up to the crib and could see that there was no adult inside it. It was all baby and nothing like what she had seen before. Sonya wasn’t talking, just crying and occasionally babbling. And her diaper was overflowing. Her sleeper was wet and the sheets were wet and looking quickly at the time, she calculated that the child had been in her crib for fourteen hours or more. 
 
    She’s probably hungry! Shit! What do I do now? 
 
    Alison dropped the side of the crib and motioned for the infant to get out. Baby Sonya half crawled, half fell out of the crib and sat looking at her with uncomprehending eyes. Then she said one word. 
 
    “Momma.” 
 
    Woah! She thinks I’m her mother! Now what? 
 
    “Let’s get you cleaned up and in a fresh diaper, huh?” 
 
    I guess that’s what I should do. 
 
    “Can you crawl to the ensuite, honey?” she asked hoping desperately that the infant could do as asked. Baby Sonya was a petite example of manhood but still far too big for her to carry. 
 
    As the infant reached the ensuite, Alison began to fill the bath hoping she was doing the right thing. As it filled, she took off her bonnet and pulled down the zip of her footed sleeper and as she laid on the floor, pulled it off, leaving just her bra and diaper. 
 
    She wears a bra to bed? She certainly is serious about this! 
 
    She pulled off the frilly plastic pants and noticed just how soaked and dirty the diaper was. 
 
    “How long have you been in this, little girl?” she asked rhetorically, not expecting a reply. 
 
    Alison had last seen Sonya over 24 hours before and she started to wonder if the infant girl had been in the same diaper all that time and maybe more. As she unpinned the diaper she saw her own dirty diaper lining it and was briefly shocked. 
 
    “I shouldn’t really be surprised, should I?” she said to the infant who had finally stopped crying. “You told me you wore mine and here it is.” 
 
    After wiping the worst of the mess off, she asked the baby to get in the bath and was relieved that she complied, half surprised that she was even capable of it. Alison drew in a deep breath and began her task. 
 
    “Well, little girl, I guess I will have to wash you. I don’t think you can do this yourself.” 
 
    “Momma!” the girl squealed as Alison began to wash the child as best she could. When she reached her genitals, she drew a deep breath before continuing. 
 
    I hope I am not breaching a boundary here, but I don’t know what else I can do. I can’t leave her like this. 
 
    The bath took fifteen minutes to complete and Alison was concerned with the redness of her diaper area. She knew what diaper rash was like and just like everyone who was 24/7 diapered, skin protection was her top priority. 
 
    “Now sweetheart, can you stand for… for Mommy? I need to dry you.” 
 
    Sonya stepped out of the bath and Alison towel-dried her. 
 
    ‘Mommy’ seems appropriate for now. What happens after this is something to worry about… later. 
 
    “Now we need to get you changed and dressed. Can you crawl over to the change table?” 
 
    The infant dropped to all fours and with practised ease – and speed – crawled off to the change table. Alison quickly found a cloth diaper and remembering how she once folded them for herself, kite-folded the very babyish item. 
 
    “Up you get, Sonya! Can you get up here for mommy?” 
 
    The child stood up and looked at the diaper and then at Alison.  
 
    “Momma?” she said using her single-word vocabulary. 
 
    “What’s wrong, honey?” 
 
    Sonya turned slightly and pointed to three plastic containers against the wall. Alison walked over to it and lifted the lid of one and suddenly it made sense. It had used diapers in them – her used diapers. 
 
    Alison quickly found a wet one and carefully laid it on top of the cloth diaper and the baby girl smiled and giggled. 
 
    I should have known. How many times has she told me that she only wears used diapers inside her own? 
 
    Now up on the change table and lying on the fresh/used diaper combo, Alison proceed to apply a generous helping of diaper rash cream in an effort to ward off what could otherwise be a bad diaper rash. When she reached her penis, she hesitated briefly before continuing. The moment she touched it, Sonya’s penis began to erect and by the time she had finished slathering cream on it. Her eight-inch rock-hard cock was pointing directly up. 
 
    So near but yet so far! Alison joked to herself. 
 
    She quickly pinned the diaper on and found some pretty plastic pants on one of the shelves of the change table. 
 
    “Now, let's get your bra on and find you a pretty dress to wear.” 
 
    Feeling totally ridiculous and yet at the same time, totally normal, Alison put a padded bra onto what she now thought of as a six-month-old baby girl and found her a pretty baby dress from the twenty or so options to choose from and a pair of knitted booties. Once she was fully dressed, baby Sonya began to whimper and then cry. 
 
    “What now, baby?” she asked. “You’re all clean and comfy now, what's wrong? Oh of course… I bet you are hungry. Are you hungry? Can you tell me?” 
 
    Baby Sonya smiled and gabbled some random sounds. 
 
    “I guess that’s a yes. Let’s take you to the kitchen and feed you.” 
 
    The infant crawled to the kitchen and sat on the floor next to the highchair. 
 
    “I guess you need to sit in here, right? Well stand up and climb in.” 
 
    Alison retracted the tray table and the baby sat down. She found the over-shoulder restraints and clipped her securely into place and then put the tray table back into position. 
 
    “I’m glad you have restraints in your highchair, honey. I’m not sure you’d be safe in there without them. Now to find some breakfast for you.” 
 
    Alison opened the pantry cupboard looking for breakfast cereal but found only baby cereal. 
 
    I guess it’s baby cereal then! 
 
    Reading the instructions on the box, Alison found a baby-patterned bowl and half-filled it with warm baby… mush. 
 
    This looks disgusting! 
 
    Alison sat by the highchair, tied a bib around her neck and took a spoonful of the cereal and moved it toward the restrained infant. Sonya opened her mouth and greedily swallowed the proffered food. 
 
    “Well, someone looks very hungry! I didn’t think you could feed yourself!” 
 
    Spoonful by spoonful, the bowl was quickly emptied. 
 
    “Ba ba momma!” squealed the little child. 
 
    “You mean bottle?” she asked and the infant clapped her hands together. “Well let’s find you a bottle or two.” 
 
    Remembering that Sonya normally had two or three bottles of formula at every meal, Alison found the tins of formula, quickly read the instructions and made up three bottles of hot baby milk. 
 
    “Here we go, honey. Your ba ba!” 
 
    Sonya greedily latched onto the nipple of the bottle and drank furiously. 
 
    “What a hungry baby!” she said as the second bottle slipped into her mouth. 
 
    Once breakfast was finally over then the crying and emergency were over, Alison instructed the child to crawl to the playroom where she could quickly assess what to do. As she sat in the ‘adult’ chair watching the baby play she was stunned at just how young she was. She was playing with blocks and rattles and toys for the very youngest children and ignoring those for one and two-year-olds. Baby Sonya was very clearly nowhere near one year old. 
 
    What am I going to do now? I can’t just leave her here. She isn’t able to care for herself at the moment. 
 
     And then it happened. Alison’s bowels opened and before she could do anything about it, she messed her diaper. 
 
    “Oh, shit!” she exclaimed ironically. “Now what do I do? Sonya doesn’t have any disposables for me to wear… but she does have cloth diapers!” 
 
    Well, I’ve wanted to wear them again so I might as well do it now since I have no choice. 
 
    “Sonya honey, mommy needs to go and change her diaper. Stay here and play while I do it.” 
 
    The moment Alison stepped out of the room, Sonya wailed her disturbingly realistic baby cry. 
 
    “Oh, sweetheart!” she said as the infant crawled up to her feet. “Mommy just needs to change her diaper. Do you need to come with me?” 
 
    She took one step out the door and the child followed crawling behind. Alison walked slowly to the nursery as the infant came behind her. She found a large cloth diaper and kite-folded it but didn’t feel comfortable about using the change table. 
 
    “Well, there’s no point in hiding anything now, is there?” she said as she removed her skirt and then untaped her soiled diaper. 
 
    Taking the baby wipes that seemed to be everywhere in the house, she carefully wiped herself clean while Baby Sonya looked on, just wanting to be with her mommy. As she laid down on the diaper on the floor, she noticed that the infant had an unobstructed view of her vagina. 
 
    Probably the only one you’ve ever seen outside a porn site! 
 
    Finishing the change and topping it with some pink plastic pants, she took the folded-up dirty diaper and took it to the place where she knew it would be worn once more, probably the next day – the container of used diapers. 
 
    Then as she looked around she saw a very unbaby-like activity. Baby Sonya was humping on the floor of the nursery just as she did multiple times a day – but on her own. Alison looked transfixed at the sight and was amazed as the baby humped to orgasm and then lay on the floor breathing deeply. Her eyes began to close and Alison realised the child was tired. 
 
    “Okay little one, time for sleepy-byes!” 
 
    As she quickly stripped the wet sheets off the crib and replaced them with one of a wide array of children's sheets, she remembered that Sonya had told her before that she still had an after-lunch nap every day just as a young baby would and that she sometimes even still needed a morning nap as well. 
 
    Alison had to manhandle the half-asleep child into the crib and as she pulled the quilt up around her, she found a teddy bear and also turned on the rotating baby mobile that hung above her. She was asleep in seconds and Alison slowly retreated out of the room and turned the lights off. She noticed there were nightlights in the room and understood that Sonya was still too young to sleep without being afraid of the dark. 
 
    It had been quite a day. 
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    The remarkable morning morphed into a relaxing afternoon. After over two hours of sleep, Baby Sonya awoke, not to the words of an adult, but to the plaintive cries of a still very young child. A baby. 
 
    In a surprise, Alison found that a baby monitor had been installed and the parental unit was in the lounge room. Sonya had set her house up for the continued presence of a mother figure. Such was her hope. 
 
    Taking her cues from what she thought a mother would do, Alison fed the infant girl three more bottles of formula while lying on the couch with her head on her lap. 
 
    This is wonderful! I never realised being a mother could be so rewarding! 
 
    Late in the afternoon, Alison needed another diaper change and this time, Sonya was content to keep playing as she changed herself into yet another one of Sonya’s diapers. This time she used the change table and found it odd, but comfortable. Not sure of what to do, she placed her wet diaper not in the diaper pail in the nursery, but rather in the container of used diapers ready to be re-worn. 
 
    I guess this is the right thing to do. I don’t want to make a mistake and upset her. 
 
    By early evening, Sonya was still a baby even though Alison judged her to be slightly older with a few more words in her vocabulary. After a four-bottle feed and yet another diaper change – this time remembering to put a used one inside – she decided it was bedtime for the… nine-month-old? 
 
    It was only 7 am but the infant was already yawning and ready for a long sleep and Alison herself was exhausted by the emotional upheaval – and the work – of looking after an adult-sized baby. By 8:30 she too was ready for sleep but didn’t dare leave the child alone.  
 
    “What kind of woman would I be to leave a baby on her own overnight?” she said to the kitchen sink. “I have to stay and look after her.” 
 
    As the baby slept on, Alison changed into her night diaper, pulled on some frilly plastic pants – the ones she had wanted to steal – and slipped into the single bed that she suspected had never been slept in before. It was mommy’s bed. 
 
    Perhaps I am mommy, after all! 
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    Alison was not an early riser, but babies are. All of them. At 6:30 am the next morning Alison was awoken by words. Adult words combined with baby sounds. 
 
    “Mommy?” Sonya exclaimed. “Mommy, is that you?” 
 
    “Er… yeah… I think,” Alison replied groggily as her brain began its morning reboot.  
 
    “Mumma, can I get up pwease?” Sonya asked in a mixture of adult and baby voices. 
 
    “Yes, darling, you can. Let me help you.” 
 
    Still in a fog of sleep, Alison walked to the side of the crib just in her cloth diaper and frilly plastic pants and her top. 
 
    “Mommy, you got my diapee on!” Sonya said with a big grin. 
 
    “Yes honey, mommy couldn’t go back to her house to get fresh diapers so I had to wear yours.” 
 
    Sonya clapped her hands together with glee as Alison lowered the side of the crib and helped the baby – or adult – out. This time, Sonya stood upright and confident, her baby dress not covering the now-sagging diaper that had once again been dirtied during the night. Slowly the fog of overwhelming infancy began to lift and more of the adult began to return. 
 
    “Thank you, mommy… er Alison for looking after me.” 
 
    “It’s fine, honey. Now let me get you changed and fed and dressed okay?” she yawned. 
 
    With not a single word between them, Sonya stood still as Alison removed her wet and slightly soiled diaper, wiped her clean and then prepared a clean diaper for her. After folding the regular cloth diaper, she went to the container of used ones and found the previous day's wet cloth diaper and laid it on top of the dry one. 
 
    “I wore it yesterday,” was all she said as ‘big’ Sonya laid on the dry/wet combination and Alison competently pinned it on tight and put her in frilly plastic pants. “I like this one,” she commented as she chose a pretty yellow baby dress from the cupboard and helped her into it. 
 
    Both Sonya and Alison knew that the baby was able now to dress herself and even feed herself, but Alison was feeling her role deeply and so, in a repetition of the previous morning, fed Sonya cereal in her highchair followed by two more formula bottles on the couch. Then it was time to leave. 
 
    “I hope you are okay now, Sonya, but I should probably be getting back to my place now. I’ll bring this wet diaper back later on if you want.” 
 
    “Mommy… er… Alison,” Sonya stammered. “Would you like to wear my diapers all the time?” 
 
    “Oh, honey that’s a big ask of you. I don’t want to put you out.” 
 
    “But I’m only going to wear them after you anyhow so… will you?” 
 
    Alison smiled. She had wanted to wear cloth diapers for a long time but the workload of washing and drying them put her off but now, she could wear them and never have to wash them because her neighbour, her friend, her… baby (?) would wear them after her and then wash them for her. 
 
    “Sure thing. I’d be honoured to. But I’m concerned that you aren’t really able to look after yourself all the time and I want to come over every morning to change and feed you. Is that okay?” 
 
    The broad smile said it all. 
 
    As she walked home carrying a large pile of cloth diapers, plastic pants and pins, Alison realised that everything had changed. She was now effectively a mother for the very first time. 
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    The morning ritual didn’t vary much. At 8 am Alison would enter Sonya’s home with her own key and walk to the nursery. Most mornings, Baby Sonya was still in there and some mornings she saw not the adult but only the infant. 
 
    She would then get the baby out, put her in a bath and clean her from the soil that she usually slept in and put her into a fresh diaper before laying one of her own used diapers on top. She usually asked if she wanted a wet or dirty one and usually ‘dirty’ won. If Sonya was too little to choose, she would put a wet one instead. 
 
    Then followed a typical breakfast of a variety of baby cereals and occasionally toast followed by two or three bottles of formula on the couch. What came after that was definitely not infantile. After nervously asking permission the first time, Baby Sonya would lie on the floor and hump herself to orgasm before crawling off to the playroom to play. By then, Alison felt happy to leave the infant alone for the rest of the day. 
 
    Wearing cloth diapers again and especially with access to adorable and expensive plastic pants, Alison loved the change in her life and especially being called ‘mommy’. But a few things were still not completely right. Deep inside she felt she was not yet complete.  
 
    It was two months later that she came to a decision. 
 
    She had just finished bottle-feeding Sonya when she sat her up and talked to her. The girl was half-adult, half-infant and it was a good mix of ages for what she wanted to say. 
 
    “Sonya, I’m your mother now, right? Do you understand that?” 
 
    “Yes, mommy!” she grinned. 
 
    “I’ve decided that it is time for me now to be your live-in parent, okay?” 
 
    Sonya clapped her hands in babyish glee. 
 
    “I will move in permanently and be able to look after you all the time. I know you often struggle to be ‘big’ but if I live here, you won’t need to be big at all. You can be a baby as much as you want to be or even all the time.” 
 
    Sonya’s mouth opened in surprise. Being an adult was always hard. Being a hybrid adult/baby was confusing and difficult but the option of being a baby only and as much as she wanted was a dream come true. 
 
    The two hugged and cried a little as they spoke of the new state they were entering into. Alison was to be her full-time, permanent mother and Sonya was now free to be the infant girl she always had been but without restrictions. 
 
    “Mommy, may I bounce now?” asked Sonya. ‘Bouncing’ was the metaphor for masturbating by humping her diaper. 
 
    “No, sweetheart. You can’t. I don’t want you to hump anymore.” 
 
    “Mommy? But why…” 
 
    Alison put her finger over her baby’s mouth and simply said, ‘Follow me.” 
 
    They went to the nursery and Alison sat on the edge of the bed and pulled her baby towards her. Then, she pulled down Sonya’s diaper to her ankles. 
 
    “From now on, little girl, you are not to hump anymore. You are to masturbate in me.” 
 
    Alison carefully slid her own wet diaper down her legs still with the pins in place. 
 
    “Do you see this, Sonya?” she asked pointing to her open vagina. “This is where you are to masturbate into from now on, do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, mommy” she replied excitedly, as her 8-inch cock rose to full length and hardness. 
 
    “Now just push it in and do your squirties for mommy, okay?” 
 
    Baby Sonya leaned forward and her mommy took hold of her erect penis and directed it towards her waiting vagina. 
 
    “Push, honey.” 
 
    Sonya’s cock sunk deep into Alison’s vagina and she quickly found her rhythm and a minute later screamed out her pleasure and unloaded into his new mommy. 
 
    “Good girl!  Well done!” Alison commented as he slowly withdrew from her. 
 
    As Sonya stood up, Alison helped her pull her wet diaper back up over her hips and into place. She then pulled her own diaper back up and smoothed her skirt. 
 
    “Now baby girl, I need to explain something. You did not fuck me, okay? You masturbated into me – not fucking - which is what you will be doing every day from now on. I don’t want you humping your diapers as much as you do. But you can squirt into me at least once a day, okay?” 
 
    Baby Sonya nodded. 
 
    “I know you are still a virgin and probably will remain so but you can squirt into mommy's vagina or even her bottom when you need to. Now go and play while Mommy cleans up all your mess, okay?” 
 
    The Baby crawled off to the playroom for fun time while Mommy began the task of cleaning and washing endless numbers of diapers. But while there were two people in full-time diapers, she only needed to wash enough for one as the baby was never ever again put into clean diapers – only ever her mother’s wet and dirty ones. 
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    A year had passed and mother and baby were deepening their relationship. Baby Sonya was spending more and more time as a pure infant including multiple days at a time without respite. Mommy was relishing her new role and enjoying the once or twice daily penis that her daughter pushed into her vagina or bottom to empty out her ‘need’. Alison eventually began to lactate and was now breastfeeding the child twice a day. And she taught the happy infant the skill of lapping at her vagina and clit most evenings, developing a real talent for it. She wondered often if perhaps her baby daughter might one day like to drink from there. 
 
    A family was born, one that turned difficulty and confusion into wonder, excitement and satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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 Adam |1. 
 
    Adam stirred and shook violently as he slept. The dream was back. The dream that caused him anxiety, pain… and pleasure. It always started off the same way… 
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    Seven-year-old Adam Markham was smiling as he sat strapped into his child’s booster seat in the car with his parents chattering away in the front seat. It had been a great day. 
 
    It was the weekend and while Adam loved school and his school friends there was something special about a day out just with his parents with no school, no work and just fun and playtime to fill the hours. 
 
    They had already spent two hours in a park enjoying the glorious sunshine and warmth of early summer, the gentle breeze making their picnic a relaxing and exciting time. While his mum laid back on the blanket enjoying herself with her eyes closed, Adam and his dad had run around kicking a football, throwing a ball and exploring the contents of the creek that ran nearby. 
 
    It was a perfect day, and it was Adam’s deepest and most fervent hope that such days would always be, that every weekend would be just as perfect. Even school was going well. He had won a prize in Science Class for the best project, shared with Millicent, a bespectacled girl who was always smiling at him in a way that annoyed him. 
 
    Life was good, but as happens with all such days, they eventually come to an end. The sun began to set and since it was still an hour’s drive to return home, Dad and Mum packed the car while Adam’s sole responsibility was to pack away the football along with two other balls and to lay the strange stick he had found near the creek on the floor in front of him as he sat in his booster seat and quickly clicked the restraints into place. Normally his father checked his restraints because if not fully pushed in, they could be pulled apart fairly easily. But today, everyone was distracted by good moods, wonderful weather and a weekend of fun and relaxation. 
 
    The sun was low on the horizon as they drove down the busy highway and it was blinding the drivers as it usually did. Dad drove carefully and slower than usual as he waited out the ten minutes or so before the sun would set and he would no longer be squinting even with his sunglasses on. 
 
    And then everything changed. 
 
    A truck coming the other way suddenly veered across the line in the middle of the road. Because of the sun glare making vision difficult, dad took a second to realise the oncoming danger.  
 
    But it was too late. 
 
    A split second after he veered desperately to avoid the truck, it ploughed into them at high speed. 
 
    Dad was killed instantly.  
 
    Mum lived just long enough to turn sideways to see her husband crushed before her own body was hit by metal and she too died. 
 
    Totally unaware of anything until the awful sound of the crash encompassed him, Adam’s car seat held him for the briefest of moments before the casually closed seat belt restraints parted ways and Adam’s body was thrown mercilessly forward. 
 
    The brief hold that the restraints had offered were the difference between life and death. While seriously injured, Adam was alive although it was to be a month before he would awaken again only to find that he was now an orphan. But that was only part of the horror that had happened that day. 
 
    Adam’s head had hit the seat in front of him with incredible force and as well as rendering him unconscious, the brain damage and internal bleeding had robbed him of the wonderful mind he had been born with. And the legs that kicked a football, ran around and carried him through life would never do so again. 
 
    Adam had lived. But the price paid was a terrible one. 
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    Maximilian Harper – known only as Max - lived on a different earth to Adam. His parallel world was known by the boring title of Earth 772 and while Max’s world did not even know of the existence of other earths, the residents of Earth One - the arrogantly presumptuous residents of the first world to discover the Multiverse and the existence of other earths – made the best use of their discovery and technology. 
 
    Max was one of those truly spectacular children who nothing could ever faze. His smile was near-constant and his laughter infectious. It was all the more wonderful because Max had little to laugh about. 
 
    Max was born with a number of disabilities. His most chronic was an intellectual disability that had left him with the mind of a six-year-old inside the body of a now 18-year-old. School was not a possibility and beyond basic skills, Max could neither read nor write or count much beyond ten. But he was happy. 
 
    Max’s mother had become aware of his severe disabilities early on. He failed to develop the skills that infants normally did. It was immediately obvious that his legs were not straight and the muscles failed to operate. Max would never walk like other boys. Max would never think like other boys and Max would never be out of nappies like other boys. 
 
    Earth 772 was not a haven for the disabled. Far from it. Unlike Earth 617 where Adam lived and the disabled were at least cared for to some degree. Earth 772 treated its disabled poorly and tried to hide them away in institutions, preferring to forget that they even existed. 
 
    The gift of a name – Maximilian – was the only gift his mother ever gave him. At just eight weeks of age, she decided to ‘return’ him. 
 
    On Earth 772, ‘returning’ an infant meant giving them back to a poorly funded, poorly-run institution for ‘Unwanted Children’. It was not a place of love or care. It was little more than a shelter from the weather, with mattresses on the floor and the occasional donated baby’s cot for those lucky enough to be placed in one. Food was basic and insufficient. Every child there still wore nappies. Some may have been able to toilet train, but no one had the time or patience for such tasks. And so every resident wore cloth nappies and plastic pants that were changed less often than they should. 
 
    Out the back of the institution was a play area constructed by a caring donor many years earlier. They had seen the plight of the children and unlike their contemporaries, chose to help. The playground needed maintenance but for a child like Max, it was nirvana. He couldn’t walk, but if placed on the ground he could drag himself around or roll and find his way to interesting places. He could not be stopped. 
 
    But life was still a harsh and unforgiving one. 
 
    A lot of the children died and were mourned by almost no one. If a child had a medical emergency, no doctors were called and a bed became empty overnight. If a child was abused or worse… no police were called and no investigation ever took place. Earth 772 was a harsh place for those who needed care. 
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    Earth One may have been arrogant and technologically superior, but they had one major failing that threatened their existence. They struggled to reproduce. 
 
    Birth rates had dropped dramatically and were well below the replacement rate. Many couples were childless and desperately wanted children and so they created a new technology and an official program called the: 
 
    Other World Adoption Program 
 
    ‘Adoption’ was a unique way of describing the program. Adoption implied consent. There was never any consent. They took who they wanted. The mere existence of a parallel world could never be revealed to other earths. The secret must be preserved and so ‘adoption’ would be without knowledge… or consent. 
 
    While Earth One may have been haughty and arrogant, they were not without a sense of moral balance. By using information gained by the secretive explorations of the now 1372 new earths, they found those places that had children who were not loved or cared for. The reasoning was that even taking into account the kidnappings and the trials of integration into their new world, the children they ‘adopted’ were still better off in their new world. 
 
    And so it was that the Other World Adoption Program commenced. The first ‘adoption’ from Adam’s world – Earth 617 – took place in 1918 when three highly trained men, dressed as French farmers, took a three-year-old girl from the war zone of World War One and took her back with them. The mother never knew as by the time her girl was ‘adopted’ she had lain dead on the floor of their ramshackle farmhouse for three days, killed by invading German troops. 
 
    On Earth One there had been quite some discussion about the horrible conditions of the institution on Max’s world and how they might be able to help. ‘Help’ was rarely the motivation in these ‘adoptions’. They were always about little more than meeting the parental needs of couples unable to have their own children. It was rare when Earth One considered helping those in distress on other worlds. Their prime directive was to get a child and to leave unnoticed. It was often heartless and even cruel to ignore the plights of others. 
 
    Dr Claire Maynard was rarely moved by compassion, but the plight of Max and his fellow ‘inmates’ changed her mind. 
 
    “Let’s take them all!” she had exclaimed at a meeting of the Adoption Committee in her local state. As the rest of the committee looked on in shock at the unthinkable suggestion, she continued. “They are 23 children there from six months old to 17 years and if we were to take them all, would they not be better off here? We could place a dozen of them with parents immediately and the rest could go to our Care and Transition homes. The bastards that run the place will be in trouble, but who cares?” 
 
    The logic was impeccable, even if it broke the rules. 
 
    Three days later, at 1 am, a blue ring of light appeared behind the institution on Earth 772 and a 47-man team of  ‘other world adopters’ came through and silently approached the building. Because of the size of the operation, they deployed electronic ‘stunners’ to render everyone inside the building unconscious. They were all asleep anyhow, but such an operation was certain to wake the few adults inside. 
 
    They all knew their job and their targets and so while ten-year-old Max slept soundly, a hooded man picked him up effortlessly and walked through the blue circle back to Earth One. The last man to return and the commander of the operation took a short detour before leaving. He opened the creaky door to the bedroom of one of the men who ran the institution. The commander had been on the reconnaissance team for weeks before and had seen the way he treated his charges. He was cruel, violent and took advantage of his residents. 
 
    It was against all the rules, but Commander Wilcox stepped silently up to the unconscious man, pulled a small capsule from his pocket and slipped it into the man’s mouth. Then he smiled and left. 
 
    My job is done. 
 
    Three minutes later, when the blue ring of light was gone and all that remained in the institution were the man and his two assistants, the poison pellet took effect and the man simply died. No one mourned. 
 
    When it was discovered that all the children were missing and that the caretaker had been obviously killed, a scandal ensued. Two nearby residents reported seeing a mysterious blue light that night and claimed that God Himself had seen the children’s distress and taken them as well as killed the evil caretaker. 
 
    Some distance away, another similar institution panicked and before the week was out, found cots, new clothes and more food for their charges. And in a bid to avoid the wrath of God on their own community, the locals donated nappies, toys and a coat of paint for the dilapidated building. 
 
    Ironically, by violating the principles of Other World Adoptions, they had made the lives of many immeasurably better. 
 
    Of the 23 children taken that day, 19 were placed with parents within a few weeks. Max was not one of them. Instead, he ended up in one of the Care and Transition Centres. If he had known what that meant he might have not been so upset. Taken as a ten-year-old, he would grow in an environment that was very, very different from where he had left. He had enough to eat, clean clothes, a huge variety of nappies and more toys than he had ever seen. He didn’t have parents exactly, but as the years went on, he became intent. 
 
    If he had taken any notice he would have seen that he was not growing up. He was not getting taller or bigger. In fact, he was smaller than he used to be. He didn’t care or notice that his nappies were two sizes smaller or that his clothes were designed for a younger age. He barely noticed when one of the bigger boys – nearly 16 – had gone back into nappies and taken a dummy again. And when he was moved from a bed back to a toddler’s cot, complete with drop sides, bars and animal decals, he didn’t care. Somehow… it all made perfect sense. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Adam’s Adoption |4. 
 
      
 
    Adam woke up screaming. 
 
    The dream always did that. 
 
    The wonderful day with his parents always ended up with the horror of the crash. In his dream, he floated out of his body and watched the accident take place in slow motion. He watched the truck crumple and destroy their car. He saw his parents bloodied and dead and he saw himself. 
 
    Adam could see himself fly out of the car seat that was supposed to protect him and smash his head into the seat in front of him. Then the nightmare ended and Adam woke up screaming like he did every other time. 
 
    “There, there, little man,” said Cally, the kindly helper that stayed overnight.  
 
    She quickly found his blue dummy that he had spat out and pushed it back into his mouth. Adam instantly stopped crying as the dummy calmed him down. 
 
    Eighteen-year-old Adam laid on his bed, slowly stopping the shaking from his nightmare. 
 
    “Let’s check that nappy for you, shall we?” Cally whispered so as to not wake anyone else up. It was just 4 am. 
 
    Despite his physical age, Adam’s mental age had been assessed at around five years old. He had been in nappies immediately after the accident and was physically capable of being toilet trained again, but his mental age prevented him from being able to learn the skills and so he was still in thick pinned cloth nappies and plastic pants.  
 
    Cally lifted up his legs - legs that had little strength or coordination – pulled down his plastic pants and unpinned his soggy nappy. Wordlessly, she pulled the soaked nappy from under him and slipped an already-folded dry one underneath and quickly pinned it together. With clean plastic pants on again and pyjamas pulled back up, Adam quickly fell back to sleep. It would be a big day. 
 
    But Adam was being watched by the advanced surveillance team of Earth One.  
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    It was ‘outdoor activity day’. 
 
    This was a day when disabled children and teens met at a big park near the centre of the city. There were a few activities, but the biggest attraction to them all was simply that they were outdoors and meeting other children. 
 
    Adam had no parents, no relatives and no one ever wanted to adopt a disabled and intellectually damaged child who would need a lot of care. And so, he lived in a succession of care homes with well-meaning people who tried their best but were rarely up to the challenge. His current care home was not a good one. The couple that ran it looked after three disabled children like him, all of whom were in wheelchairs, but they were more interested in the money they received than giving their best care. Cally was different. She was a volunteer who came several days a week to help out and stayed over some nights. She loved caring for children and they loved her back. 
 
    Adam’s wheelchair was powered, and he was in a mood to explore. Just like the Adam of eleven years before, he wanted to run around, but the wheelchair was his best and only option. 
 
    The park bore an uneasy parallel to the park on that fateful day eleven years earlier. It even had a creek running nearby and Adam wheeled up to the path that led down to the creek and stopped. He knew he was not allowed to go any further. 
 
    “Would you like to go down to the creek?” 
 
    A tall well-built man stepped from behind a tree and spoke directly to Adam. 
 
    “Well, would you like to see what’s down there?” 
 
    “I’d love to, but I’m not allowed to go out of the park. My carers said so.” 
 
    “I’m a carer too,” the man lied. “It’s okay to go down there. I will make sure you are okay.” 
 
    A more mature and smarter Adam would have spotted the obvious lie, but the Adam with the mental age of a five-year-old did not. 
 
    “Yay!” was all he said as he powered the wheelchair down the dirt sloped track to the creek below. It was like a huge adventure. 
 
    Less than a minute later, he was next to the slowly flowing stream and enjoying the filter light and light breeze. 
 
    Suddenly, two other men appeared from nowhere. No words were said as one of them took a dummy not dissimilar to his own and shoved it in his mouth and tied the strap behind his head so he could not make a sound. The other two men unstrapped him from his wheelchair and lifted him bodily and carried him over the creek. Adam was too scared and shocked to wonder how they managed to get him over the creek without any of them stepping in the water.  
 
    ‘Adoption Teams’ were given the very latest in technology to assist their stealthy operations and anti-grav devices - perfect for helping teams leave no physical traces - were now deployed. 
 
    Adam was carried toward a non-descript parked on the other side of the creek. As the door was opened, one of the men placed him in what looked like a baby’s car seat – only bigger. It was not a booster seat or even a disabled child’s seat. It was somehow different. 
 
    As he sat in the chair, he was aware that he had soiled his nappy heavily and felt the mush flow underneath him. His plastic pants however kept his clothes dry and clean. The man pulled a five-point harness around him and firmly clicked the centre-piece together. Adam’s heart skipped a beat when he heard the loud click of the restraint come together. He was all too aware that the failure of his booster seat was why he was where he was, injured and in nappies.  
 
    Then, without anyone touching him, the straps on the restraint automatically tightened and held him firmly in place. Then he felt – rather than saw – the padded head restraints curl around and hold his head firmly in position. Adam was surprised and would have cried out if not for the large dummy now filling his mouth and unable to be spat out. 
 
    As he looked on, straps came out of the side of the seat and wrapped themselves around his wrists before tightening and hold his arms firmly in place.  
 
    His legs were very weak and his ability to walk was very limited. With some frames and other assistance, he could sometimes get around, but mostly he was in his wheelchair. The car seat also had integrated leg supports and he felt straps hold both of his legs firmly in place. After this, the entire car seat contracted slightly to hold his entire body in one position. 
 
    The special car seat had been designed on Earth One especially for this task – the forced ‘adoption’ of an other-world child or teen. 
 
    The car looked like an old van, the likes of which would draw no attention, but underneath the old skin of steel, it was full of advanced technology that had been retrofitted by the advance reconnaissance team. 
 
    The engine fired and drove off out of the park leaving the wheelchair behind. Hours later, a police search would not find Adam’s presumed drowned body and another child would forever be regarded as ‘missing, presumed dead’. 
 
    After a ten-mile drive, the van took a quick right-turn down an alleyway and unseen by anyone, a blue ring appeared in front of them and two seconds later, the van and its occupants were on Earth One. 
 
    Another successful adoption had been carried out. Adam was no longer even on his own planet. The shock of the experience had caused him to pass out and when he came around, the van was driving through the entrance to a building he had never seen before. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Adam’s New Home |5. 
 
    Where are we? Adam thought since making words was impossible with the large dummy in his mouth. I don’t want anyone to hurt me! 
 
    Adam was disoriented, but not just for the reasons he thought. A kidnapping would traumatise anyone, but the real disorientation came from travelling through the portal. If he had taken any notice of the two men in the front seats and the one beside him, he would have seen that they too were in five-point harnesses. They also had headrests that curled around the side of their heads, just like he did.  
 
    Travelling through a multi-verse portal was always disorienting and caused the body to lose its control briefly. Loss of consciousness was common in first-time travellers. The driver of the van was never chosen simply by whoever had a licence. The driver was always someone who had done no less than 10 trips through the portal and was ready for the disorientation and able to control the van as it reappeared on the other side. Even so, the driver – a veteran of 22 trips - had quickly stopped once he was through and took a few minutes to get himself ready for the remainder of the trip. The man sitting next to him was a ‘newbie’. He knew this from the discussion he had overheard as they arrived at the building. 
 
    “Hey, newbie!” shouted the driver in an unnecessarily loud voice. “How’d you like your first trip?” 
 
    “I’m okay… now!” he replied in an embarrassed voice. 
 
    “You get used to it eventually. By the time you’ve done ten trips, it won’t be any worse than a dizzy attack.” 
 
    Adam was still disoriented. He felt both dizzy and almost disconnected from his body. Unable to move his head even if he wanted to, all he could see was through the dirty front window of the van. That was why he didn’t see Matilda coming until the door next to him suddenly opened. 
 
    “Oh, there you are, baby Adam!” exclaimed the jovial middle-aged woman as the door opened. “We are so excited you are here!” 
 
    She quickly pressed the centre button on the five-point restraint and not only did the straps loosen, but the car seat itself let go of its grip on his body. The wrist restraints were released as were his leg restraints. The headrest expanded to its usual position letting him move again. 
 
    Except he couldn’t. 
 
    Adam fell forward into the arms of Matilda who lifted him up as best she could and with the help of one of the men deposited him in… 
 
    A wheelchair. 
 
    Adam had no control over his body at all as they strapped him into the wheelchair. Adam briefly noted that the chair was very different to anything he had seen before. What he didn’t know was that it was extremely light – less than 10 kilograms – and made of the strongest material. It was battery-powered but unlike the hefty battery packs of his own planet, the battery was so small, it was barely visible. 
 
    “You’ll feel better soon, baby Adam,” she said. “All new babies take some time to recover from the trip.” 
 
    From my kidnapping, you mean! 
 
    Matilda drove the wheelchair from behind and pushed him through the front double doors and down a wide corridor and finally turned right into a large room. The entire building and this room had what Adam would have called very old-style design but it was also obvious that the building was very new. 
 
    Adam’s eyes opened wide when he saw four other children like him. 
 
    Matilda unstrapped his dummy and Adam quickly began to speak. 
 
    “Where… where… are…” 
 
    “Shh, little baby boy. I will explain everything. You are at your new home and everyone is going to care for you. My name is Auntie Matilda and this man next to me is Uncle Harry. We are your new carers!” 
 
    Adam was able to turn his head to see Harry, a tall and clearly well-built man who was smiling at him. For kidnappers, they did seem to be very nice. 
 
    “Now, let me introduce you to your new friends! Here is Simone, she is nineteen and has been here for three years.” 
 
    Adam looked down on the floor at the crawling toddler-sized girl. She was wearing a footed sleeper around an obviously very thick nappy.  
 
    Nineteen? She’s the size of a toddler! 
 
    “Hewwo!” Simone said, spitting out her dummy and sitting up and grinning. “Me Simo!” 
 
    “And say hello to Kevin. Kevin is twenty-one and has been here for two years.” 
 
    Kevin rolled his wheelchair over to Adam and looked at him without any emotion.  
 
    “So, you’re the fifth, huh? Hope you have fun!” 
 
    And then he turned away and left and went back to the corner of the room with some toys. Adam noted that Kevin was also in babyish type clothing and he suspected that the wet patches on his overalls were from a leaking nappy. He knew the signs very well. 
 
    “And of course, here is Todd. Todd is seventeen and arrived here only 6 months ago.” 
 
    Todd was using a walker and slowly ambled his way over to Adam. Todd was a tall boy and thin but the bulk around his hips betrayed his very thick nappy. He was also wearing clothing suited to a toddler. 
 
    “Hey...” Todd exclaimed and apparently, that meant something and so he ambled off again. 
 
    “And the last boy here is Max,” she announced. “Max… could you come over here please?” 
 
    Adam looked on as a small boy mounted on his wheelchair rolled over to him. Like Simone, Max was wearing a baby’s footed sleeper over the top of a thick obviously nappy. 
 
    “Hi!” he said and stuck out his hand. 
 
    Adam’s coordination was slowly returning and he held out his own wobbly hand and Max gripped it tight.  
 
    “Glad you are here, Addy…!” 
 
    Matilda showed Adam the controls of his wheelchair and then left. As she stood in the doorway she announced, “Now that the five of you are finally here, we can get started on making you all the most beautiful babies anyone could ever want!” 
 
    “Babies?” Adam croaked out to Max. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means we are all going to become babies again,” explained Kevin in a solemn voice. 
 
    “Yay!” shouted Simone. “I want to be a baby again!” 
 
    “No one wanted me in my old place. As soon as I stopped being a baby, they hated me.” It was Todd speaking. “So if I become a baby again, I’m fine with that.” 
 
    “I’m not very smart and I know that and no one has ever wanted me either,” said Max. 
 
    Adam was silent and tears ran down his face. “I don’t know what I am doing!” 
 
    “None of us do, Addy,” Max answered using Adam’s new nickname. “We all wear nappies and yours is super stinky!” He laughed. “We’re half babies already!” 
 
    “And on the topic of dirty nappies…” laughed Uncle Harry as he entered the room. “I think a few of you need a change! You first Adam. You need your first Earth One nappy!” 
 
    Earth One? 
 
    Harry lifted Adam up from his chair and carried him over to the far end of the room he would soon realise was The Playroom. On the far wall was what Adam clearly recognised as a change table. But it was not a basic padded table like he was used to. It was an infant’s change table, in pastels blues and pinks and the wall behind it decorated in infant motifs. 
 
    “Let’s get these silly clothes off first of all,” he said and stripped Adam down to his nappy which was clearly soaking wet and very brown. 
 
    “Now… let’s attack this disaster, shall we?” 
 
    With the nappy removed, Uncle Harry wiped his bottom and his penis and balls and after some time, cleaned all the poo from him. He then slid an old-fashioned kite-folded, terry nappy underneath him and tightly pinned it together with two nappy pins with ducks on the end. Adam loved ducks. They were his favourite creature and the choice of nappy pins was no accident. Each of the other children had pins with their own special animals on them. The plastic pants were slipped up his legs, the soft blue material designed to handle all the assaults his incontinent body would throw at it. 
 
    “Now, since it is nap time for you, I think a sleeper will do best. You’ve had a busy day and you need a nap while your friends play.” 
 
    Auntie Matilda then came in and helped put Adam in his flannel sleeper – covered in cartoon ducks – and put him in his wheelchair and took him out of the room and into… 
 
    The Nursery. 
 
    There was no other description that could adequately portray what he saw. 
 
    The large room had five baby cribs or cots, all clearly bigger than a regular infant’s cot. Each one was decorated in the most infantile manner. Three were clearly boy’s cots while two were decorated for baby girls. The walls were painted in pastels with drawings of cartoon characters.  
 
    Matilda lifted him out of the wheelchair and placed him in one of the boy’s cots. He was astonished to see his name – Baby Adam – hand-painted on the end of his baby cot. 
 
    Adam was exhausted and no sooner had Matilda raised the side of his cot and put a dummy back in his mouth than he fell deeply asleep and slept past the evening meal and by the time he awoke in the early dawn the next morning, the other four baby cots were full of other children like him. 
 
    Only Max was awake. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Training Commences |6. 
 
    “Good morning, babies!” exclaimed Auntie Matilda. “What a lovely day for everyone to begin their training!” 
 
    Uncle Harry and Auntie Matilda picked up each of the children and took off their sleep attire, changed their wet and dirty nappies and took them to the dining room for breakfast in just their nappies. Adam was famished, not having eaten since he had arrived. This didn’t stop his morning nappy from being full of mush however. 
 
    Adam was placed in a baby’s highchair alongside his four friends. The highchair was like nothing he had ever seen before, with a five-point harness to hold him in place. It was identical to a baby’s highchair only a bit larger. Simone’s highchair was different. Being so small, her highchair was just a regular infant’s chair. 
 
    “So, children!” announced Matilda. “Now that we finally have five of you here, we are going to begin your training as babies. Isn’t that wonderful?” 
 
    Adam’s eyes widened. “But… I don’t want to be a baby!” 
 
    “Oh, honey, of course, you do! It will be simply wonderful for you. Now, as the rest of you know, Baby Simone has already spent a year in her training to be a baby before she had to come and join us, but for the rest of you, this is your first day. I am so excited for you!” 
 
    Adam looked over at Simone in her smaller highchair and saw Uncle Harry spoon-feeding her before handing her a bottle of baby formula which Simone held herself and began to drink from. The imagery both scared and comforted Adam. 
 
    The other children seemed to already be prepared and expecting the news of their training and said nothing. Only Adam complained and began to cry. 
 
    “Is okay, Addy,” whispered Max in the highchair next to him. “We do it together, ‘kay?” 
 
    When breakfast was finished, the four other children were dressed in their toddler-styled clothes and put in their wheelchairs, walkers or placed on the floor to crawl around the playroom. But Adam was taken to the nursery to begin his ‘training’. 
 
    Sitting on the changing table dressed in nothing but the super-thick cloth nappy and blue stripey plastic pants, Auntie Matilda began to explain what was going on and what was going to happen to him. 
 
    “Baby Adam… dear baby. You are in the safest place possible. Your old life was lonely and difficult, but here you will find love and companionship and more. You are going to become a baby again and the fact you can barely walk won’t matter.” 
 
    Adam began to silently cry. 
 
    “I know you are very young inside,” she added, pointing to his chest. “And I know inside your head, you are not very old either.” Adam nodded at this, understanding that his mind did not work very well anymore and he often thought in very simplistic – babyish – terms. He remembered that at one time before that he was bigger and smarter but now… he was none of those things. 
 
    “We are going to make you into a proper baby that everyone will love and want for their own. Now, this injection is very special, so Uncle Harry is going to give it to you now.” 
 
    Adam hadn’t taken any notice of Harry as he came up beside him and pushed the needle into his arm and emptied its contents into his bloodstream. 
 
    “All you need to know, baby Adam, is that this medicine will, over a few years, make you smaller and into a baby but most of all… you will live a very, very long time.” 
 
    Adam didn’t fully understand the words being spoken to him and no one expected him to. Earth One had developed a lot of technology around extending life through medical care, but the injection was something else indeed. It was supposed to reverse ageing, not merely slow it down. When first used over fifty years before, it had reversed the age of the person back from adulthood, back through the teen years and the preteen years and finally had left them as young toddlers and infants. Their sizes had reduced so that in the end, they were the size of largish babies, perhaps 50% bigger than the average baby, but a baby just the same. For adults, it was useless, but for transitioning teens back into babies, it was golden. 
 
    The results were disappointing for the general population, but it was an absolute boon to the Other World Adoption Program. They didn’t need to take toddlers or infants. They could take unwanted teenagers and younger ones and simply ‘make’ them into babies again. But the other side-effect was longevity. 
 
    The very first teenager who was injected 53 years before was still a healthy and bouncing baby boy who looked about two years old. No one was really sure how long a baby like this would live, but estimates were that two hundred years was the likely lifespan of a special baby, perhaps even longer. 
 
    “We are giving you a wonderful gift, Adam. You will live on and on and you will forever be a baby.” 
 
    Adam felt a little dizzy as he laid back on the changing table, as Matilda continued to talk. 
 
    “You are going to be a baby boy. Simone is already a baby girl and I know how fascinated you were with her at nappy change time!” 
 
    It was true. When Simone had her nappy changed, Adam just stared in surprise at her vagina and the absence of a penis. It confused him and was the first time he had seen a naked girl. 
 
    “Baby Kevin is also going to be a baby girl. He isn’t just yet, but his special injection will make it happen in the next year. He is already in a baby girl’s cot.” 
 
    Deep inside his mind, it answered the confusion about there being two girls’ cots. To Adam’s mind, the only difference between boys and girls were the clothes they wore. The absence of a penis and a mysterious slit in its place was all new information for him. 
 
    “But we now have to fit you – and each of your friends – with something special. A corset!” 
 
    Adam looked blankly at Matilda. He had no idea what a corset was. 
 
    Matilda held up his new corset. 
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    What is that? he thought.  
 
    He wanted to talk, but the extra-large blue dummy in his mouth prevented him from speaking. He had used a dummy a lot in his old home, much to the disgust of many, but it gave him comfort. But it was a baby dummy, designed for baby-sized mouths. This one, however, was much bigger and filled his mouth completely. It was comforting for sure, but it prevented speech as well. 
 
    Lifting up his arms, Matilda and Harry slid the overbust corset over him and pulled it down until the bottom portion was just over the top of his nappy. 
 
    So far, so good. 
 
    “Now, let’s lace it up nice and firm.” 
 
    Matilda carefully put all the laces through the back of his corset and pulled them tight. Adam was surprised at the sense of tightness and how it made him sit up straighter. 
 
    “Now, Uncle Harry, can you help me get this properly tight?” 
 
    Matilda stood in front of Adam and held his shoulders firmly as Harry pulled the laces from behind. He pulled very hard. 
 
    The corset compressed and began to crush Adam’s chest and ribs.  
 
    Adam screamed. He popped his dummy out and screamed loud and long. 
 
    “Good baby,” Matilda said. “Scream some more while Uncle Harry gets it tighter. It’s okay to scream.” 
 
    Adam didn’t think he could ever feel anything tighter, but as Harry put his strength into the task at hand, the corset compressed even more, and Adam struggled to breathe. His breaths were shallow and every time he breathed out, the corset was tightened yet again. The pain was racing through his body, and he was screaming and crying. Finally, the corset was tied off and not made any smaller. 
 
    “You’ve been a good baby today, Adam. Well done! We need to start you on a corset today and work towards a smaller one over time. Now, let’s get you dressed and let you play while we fit your friends with their corsets.” 
 
    Adam was wracked with pain as Harry put a tshirt and some toddler-print overalls on him, placed him in his wheelchair and told him to go to the playroom. 
 
    It was hard to concentrate on the task of driving the chair as tears still flooded down his cheeks. His large dummy was back in his mouth and he could feel his nappy getting wetter with every minute. 
 
    The room went silent when he entered it and he soon realised why. 
 
    Todd was taken out of the room and a few minutes later, he heard the screams and cries from his fitting with a corset. His friends had heard his every scream beforehand. 
 
    “You my friend, Addy,” said Max as he sidled up to him in his wheelchair next to a table filled with blocks.  
 
    Adam had always enjoyed building with blocks, and he tried to forget his pain and the screams from the room down the hall as he built a small tower along with his new friend. 
 
    When Max’s turn came, he looked at the doorway as he left and minutes later, they heard the same sounds as before. 
 
    All five of them were now in training corsets. He never really knew why and never would. 
 
    Earth One was different from his own world in one big way. They enjoyed causing pain to their children all in the guise of training. Although he would never go to school here, the schools in this world spanked hard and had punishment devices that would be banned anywhere else. It made them a stoic and powerful people but to Adam, it was simply pain. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Bedtime |7. 
 
    “It’s bedtime children!” announced Matilda at the seemingly ridiculously early time of 7:30 pm. “But there are now some new rules.” 
 
    They were all in the nursery and had noticed something new in each of their baby cots. They were still just as infantile as ever, with bumpers around the sides of the cot but now, there were straps in there. 
 
    “Adam, let’s start with you. We are going to make sleep time much safer for you all now.” 
 
    Harry first stripped off Adam’s play clothes and changed his sopping wet nappy. But the nappy he put back on him was quadruple thickness and absurdly large. He couldn’t put his legs together or even close to it. 
 
    “Because you need to be babies again, we are going to put you in proper size nappies, so you look like babies! Isn’t that marvellous?” 
 
    Matilda clapped her hands together in glee. Her enthusiasm was infectious, but it was hard to smile when the nappies bent his legs out at a painful angle all while his chest still ached from the corset. 
 
    “But babies don’t wear corsets to bed. That’s for daytime, so off it comes!” 
 
    Adam expected to feel relief when the corset was untied and the pressure came off. The pain was not completely gone but he surprisingly felt a bit odd without its presence. 
 
    Then came his sleeper, once again patterned with ducks, his favourite animal. They matched perfectly the duck patterned enormous plastic pants and even the extra large and strong nappy pins that held the monstrous nappy together. 
 
    Harry lifted Adam into his baby cot and laid him on his back. 
 
    “First thing to do is your chest strap,” Harry explained as he took a six-inch-wide leather strap and pulled it across his chest and firmly tightened it. 
 
    Adam couldn’t move. 
 
    “Now your feet…” 
 
    Short straps were tied around each of Adam’s ankles and held them to the edge of the cot, not that his legs would go together anyhow with the enormous mass of baby nappy around him. 
 
    “Now your arms. We don’t want you to hurt yourself, do we?” he asked no one in particular. 
 
    More straps were put around his wrists and held them firmly to the side of his new baby prison. He was completely immobile. 
 
    Matilda then took out his dummy and replaced it with a new one that strapped around the back of his head so he could not spit it out. 
 
    “And now to finish it off… your bonnet!” 
 
    Matilda slipped an exquisite knitted blue bonnet that looked like it came from a 1950s baby fashion parade around his head and neatly tied the ribbon around his chin. 
 
    “Nighty night, baby Adam,” she said sweetly as they both went to the next child and prepared him or her for sleep time. 
 
    Adam could see almost nothing but heard a few cries as corsets were removed and sounds of surprise as the super-thick nappies were pinned on. From the corner of his vision, he saw the night attire for Kevin as Matilda took it from the closet.  
 
    It was a baby girl’s nightie. 
 
    Adam was happy he was a boy, not that he knew what being a girl was like or why they were different. But he was glad he was not in a nightie. 
 
    When the lights were turned off there was no chatter as they were all dummied and no other sounds as none of them could move. But five sets of enormous nappies began to absorb the copious amounts of pee that flowed into them. They had all been given a lot to drink that day, far more than usual and it showed in their nappies. Simone was bottle-fed while the rest of them were given toddler’s sippy cups but as he drifted off to sleep, he wondered how long it would be before he was drinking from a baby bottle. 
 
    The idea made him smile. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Dentist |8. 
 
    Adam awoke with a deep dread inside him. Something told him that today would not be a fun day. 
 
    His intuition was spot on. 
 
    After breakfast in their highchairs while still wearing the absurdly thick nappies, Adam was taken to a different room that he had not seen before while the others went to the playroom. No one’s nappy was changed despite being wet and in several cases, dirty. These new super-thick nappies were 24-hour nappies and designed to make them look more like babies. They only barely fit into their highchairs and wheelchairs with a push. The extra width of their nappied hips was very obvious and could never be hidden. 
 
    As Adam’s wheelchair entered the room he froze.  
 
    It was a dentist’s surgery. 
 
    No one liked dentists ever, even if they had only ever once been taken there as a little boy as Adam had been. No one had taken him to a dentist since, but he was still terrified. 
 
    “Good morning, Baby Adam,” said the smiling dentist. “That nappy looks very cute on you. I have a baby at home that wears the same size.” 
 
    Adam didn’t say a word and simply anxiously chewed on his dummy as the dentist lifted him up and onto the chair and laid it back. 
 
    After only a few minutes of cursory inspection, he stood back and talked to Matilda. 
 
    “This boy’s teeth are in dreadful condition. I will be taking a few hours to make things better. He needs nine fillings but then he will need double track internal and external braces and a jaw expander.” 
 
    “Do what needs to be done.” 
 
    The doctor smiled. “Of course! Adam needs to experience it all. We will be drilling holes into his jaw in eight places for the expander and do you want a three or four position jaw lock?” 
 
    “What do you recommend?” 
 
    “My baby has a four-position jaw lock and I find that more convenient. He is still wearing external braces as well. Would you like to see?” 
 
    The dentist pulled out his personal tablet and brought up a picture of ‘Baby Steven’.  
 
    “Oh, that’s delightful! That’s what I want for Adam and the rest of our little family.” 
 
    The dentist and Matilda curiously walked to the end of the room where Adam could not see. He heard grunts and sounds he couldn’t identify until a few minutes later, he heard Matilda cry out with an odd squeal and a grunt from the Dentist. A few minutes later, the Dentist returned and began to work on Adam’s fillings. 
 
    It was long and painful work and Adam cried for most of it.  
 
    “Now it’s time for your jaw expander, Adam. And this might hurt a great deal. I suggest you scream your lungs out.” 
 
    The dentists inserted a manual jaw expander between his two rows of front teeth and pushed his jaw apart further than it had ever been before. 
 
    Adam screamed. 
 
    The dentist smiled. 
 
    The fun has only just begun! he thought to himself. 
 
    He took a medical drill with a very narrow drill bit in it and pushed it against his jaw and began to drill a tiny hole. 
 
    Only the multiple restraints that held him immobile stopped him from. His 24 hour nappy filled with poo for the second time as he screamed as best he could. 
 
    Outside the room, Matilda stood and listened to the sound and smiled while further down the hall, 4 young friends were silent knowing that they would be next. 
 
    As the second of eight holes were drilled in his jaw, Adam passed out and the struggling stopped. He would not wake up again for four hours, just as his dentistry was concluding. 
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    “Take a look, baby Adam!” exclaimed Matilda who had just returned to the room. “Look how wonderful you are now!” 
 
    An incongruous 1950’s style ornate mirror was held in front of him, and Adam’s heart missed a beat. He looked much like the dentist’s baby boy did. He had masses of metalwork around his teeth and a trap around his chin and around the top of his head with large stainless-steel wingnuts used to adjust the tightness of the bands.  
 
    “These are the wingnuts to adjust for tightness,” he said, pointing to the top ones.  
 
    Adam wanted to say something… anything… about what was happening, but try as he could, his jaw would not move. 
 
    “His jaw is locked in position three at the moment which is wide enough for his dummy or!” the dentist grinned evilly. “I see you have them all on regular dummies and not training dummies? When do they start on those?” 
 
    “I’m not sure yet. They aren’t on bottom dummies either… yet. We are taking our time.” 
 
    “Fine. Your choice. Now I will be back tomorrow to get to work on our next patient… a Maximilian, if I am correct?” 
 
    The dentist packed up and left while Matilda and Harry combined to get Adam and his mush filled nappy into his wheelchair and take him down to the playroom. 
 
    As he entered, everyone stared but no one said anything except for Max. 
 
    “You my friend Addy. I take care of you.” 
 
    Max took Adam’s hand in his own and squeezed while Adam, with his dummy-filled, jaw locked mouth was unable to speak. But his eyes said everything. 
 
    You are my friend too, Maxxy! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Shopping |9. 
 
    It was now a month later and Adam had healed from his dentistry, but he still wore the external braces and the jaw lock was frequently employed. In his cot at night, his head was immobilised and he had learned to sleep with all the restraints. But as of yet, he had not been outside the building where he and his four friends lived. Extra carers came and went, but they had never left. 
 
    Until now. 
 
    “Max and Adam. A good day for you today!” Matilda announced with yet another of her impossible-to-decipher smiles. “We are going shopping for some new clothes for you both!” 
 
    “Yay!” yelled Max.  
 
    “Tank you!” added Adam from behind his dummy. They had both just been bathed and put once again into their absurdly thick nappies and plastic pants and a dummy put in their mouths. The jaw locks had not been put into service that morning. It was quite a bonus and relief. 
 
    “Just a pair of dungarees for you both for now. But we will find some wonderful new clothes for you today! And you get to see your new strollers too!” 
 
    Strollers are for babies! 
 
    Adam knew better than to complain or contradict Matilda. He had been spanked multiple times, had his jaw locked for days on end and even experienced a small part of ‘the crusher’. He was in no mood to be punished again. He kept his thoughts to himself. 
 
    Harry wheeled in the two new strollers and they were exactly what they appeared to be – baby strollers. They were larger than baby ones but otherwise seemingly identical. 
 
    “Let’s get you in,” said Harry.  
 
    As Adam sat in his new stroller, the five-point harness was clicked into place and as he had seen before, Earth One technology was often hidden behind seemingly old-fashioned devices. A headrest appeared out of a hidden compartment and came up behind his head and wrapped carefully around him holding his head in place. Then small straps appeared out of the sides and quickly held his arms in place.  
 
    It was the footrests that caused him the most trouble. 
 
    Baby and toddler strollers often have footrests for the child to place their feet, so they don’t drag. On initial inspection, this stroller was no different. Adam lifted his feet, currently encased in what he thought were ridiculous, knitted blue booties and placed them on the footrests. Immediately, straps emerged from the footrests and held them tight. Very tight. 
 
    Adam began to cry. 
 
    “Stop that now, baby!” commanded Matilda. “There will be no crying when we are out shopping.” 
 
    Adam soon stopped his tears and watched as his best friend, Max, got into his stroller. There were no tears from Max. 
 
    Max is my hero! He is stronger than me! 
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    Despite everything, Adam and Max enjoyed the ride in the back of a locally designed van. Adam knew little about cars but he knew it was very different from the ones he had grown up with. While they looked a bit the same, everything else was different. Their two strollers were in the back of the van and despite having not been locked into position, the two baby-style strollers did not move at all during the trip, no matter how many bumps they went over or how many quick turns they took. 
 
    The outside of the van was solid metal but inside, the two boys had panoramic views of everything. They could see all the houses, the other cars, the clouds and everything else about this world.  
 
    And it was silent. 
 
    Adam was used to noisy engines in vans like the one that had kidnapped him. But this van was completely silent other than the occasional outside noise that filtered through. 
 
    “We getting new clofes t’day, Addy!” said Max breathlessly from behind his yellow dummy. Yellow was one of his favourite colours. 
 
    “And toys too!” Adam continued. 
 
    Over the past couple of traumatic months, both Adam and Max and the rest of the group had begun to acclimatise to their new situation. Adam now dreamed of new toys and things to build with blocks. He could feel himself becoming a bit smaller, but it was in his mind that he could sense most of the changes. He was becoming more babyish… and he didn’t mind. 
 
    His days had a lot of pain. The dentist had already come back once more to adjust his internal and external braces and he had screamed during the entire hour. But there was something about the place that he was starting to tolerate… if not yet actually like. 
 
    At least they know I am actually here! he lamented.  
 
    Back in his old world, few even knew his name and apart from the rare one or two, they didn’t really care. They didn’t really hurt him physically, but they had tortured him emotionally with their utter disdain and lack of love and interest. 
 
    “Here we are, boys!” exclaimed Matilda. 
 
    The rear of the van opened and a lift carefully lifted both strollers onto the ground and Harry and Matilda took one each and pushed them toward the wide-open doors of “Kasperville Shopping Centre”. 
 
    The place was wonderful for the two boys. It was nothing like what they had seen back home. The stores all looked like they came out of the 1950s and yet, they sold the latest in technology and fashion. They spent thirty minutes just walking some of the many corridors and avenues of shops until they came to… 
 
    Children’s Paradise. 
 
    “Wow!” said each boy individually.  
 
    The avenue of shops and stalls was just for children’s toys, clothes and furniture. 
 
    Many shoppers stopped and stared at the two boys with their external dental work and super thick nappies. But they weren’t alone. Twice they saw other children not dissimilar to themselves who were obviously Other World children in a baby training program. Only one had obvious external bridgework while the other was much smaller but still had a jaw lock and again, super-thick nappies holding a doll. They could not tell if it was a girl or boy – not that it mattered. 
 
    But it was the clothes that drew their attention. It was obvious that the clothing they wore was out of place and old-fashioned by the standards of Earth One. They had overheard a few rude comments about how badly they were dressed. 
 
    “Let’s get you some more appropriate clothes, boys!” 
 
    They rolled into a store and their mouths fell open at the sight. Even as Harry picked up their dummies to put them back in place, they looked around at the masses of clothing that they had never seen before. They ranged from ultra-conservative 1900s baby dresses and boys’ attire all the way up to odd-looking futuristic clothing styles. 
 
    Adam was the first to realise that the baby clothing section covered all sizes from genuine infants to older kids, teens and even… adults. In fact, he even saw an adult couple both wearing infant clothing and thick obvious nappies! They were sucking a dummy and holding a teddy bear. It really confused him. 
 
    And then they found the Disney Collection. Apparently, the Disney imagination spanned multiple worlds! But the characters, the princesses, princes and villains were all different. But they were still incredibly exciting. 
 
    “Let’s get you into some new Disney gear, huh?” said Harry excitedly. 
 
    Over the next two hours, Adam and Max tried on many new outfits ranging from dungarees with Baby Spot – a Disney superhero – to sleepers in fabrics that changed colours and patterns. Adam went home with a sleeper that could change from flying ducks to swimming fish and then to a collection of Disney characters, all without doing anything. 
 
    Max found a set of overalls that had trucks all over them… until you touched a button and then it was covered in aeroplanes. 
 
    Adam was put in an odd-looking jumpsuit that when you pressed a button, changed colour to pink and a pink tutu appeared out of the waist. He laughed so much at that that he nearly messed himself… again. No one had ever bought him anything special and certainly not up-to-date clothes. He asked for the tutu outfit and Matilda smiled and added it to the growing pile of purchases. 
 
    Adam and Max both looked intently at the section of baby girl dresses. There was something about how pretty they were and they both looked at each other and giggled. 
 
    “No dresses for you… boys. At least not now. But Baby Kevin will certainly look lovely in them, won’t… she?” 
 
    Adam didn’t mind the dresses, but he certainly did not want to be a girl – whatever that was. Girls were just like him only in pink and dresses. 
 
    Next came the toys and it was here that Adam and Max spent two hours checking out everything. It was an Aladdin’s cave of wonders. 
 
    Like so much on Earth One, the technology was hidden behind a mask of old-world style and function. The Hexogram Blocks looked just like any other set of blocks but when put in certain patterns would change shape and size and become something else. The toy cars could move on their own and follow their owners around. The toy aeroplanes could hang from a string like any other… or hover in space if it decided to. 
 
    Earth One had caused Adam and his friend Max a great deal of pain. They had been stolen, kidnapped and great pain caused to them and they had had no say in any of it. But Matilda and Harry loved them and for the first time in Max’s life and the first time since Adam was orphaned, someone cared enough to give them toys. 
 
    The clothes were fun and exciting, but it was the toys that made the day truly special. 
 
    By the time they returned, both boys were in high spirits, dressed in fashionable high-tech Disney wear and with a van full of new toys. 
 
    When they were both back in their wheelchairs and showing off the new toys to the awe of their friends, Adam and Max looked at each other and smiled. Adam took hold of Max’s skinny hand and squeezed it. 
 
    “Friends forever!” 
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    Looking on from outside the doorway, Matilda saw the touching actions of the two boys. 
 
    When they are finally babies again, we are going to have to make sure they go together. Friendship is too hard to find to just throw it away. 
 
    Matilda wiped a tear from her eye as she envisioned the future where Baby Adam and Baby Max would be adopted by loving parents, outlive them, be adopted again and again until one day in a future a long way away, they would eventually pass away together and still be… 
 
    Babies. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Diaper Domination 
 
     The Angry Wife 
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    He really pissed her off this time. She had found out he was seeing another woman. She knew that he wasn't seeing her for sexual reasons, but rather to satisfy other needs that seemed to be obsessing him lately. He had this need to experience humiliation at the hands of a strong woman. She had tried to satisfy this in him, but she just really couldn't get into it. She wasn't the whip-and-chain type. What she discovered when she followed him this past time really shocked, and yet intrigued her. 
 
    The previous Friday night, Bill had called her at the end of the day. “Sorry Sue, I have to work late again. We have to get this proposal out of here before Saturday.” 
 
    Yea right, she thought. 
 
    It wasn't strange for Bill to have to work late, but lately, it seemed that every time there were extra hours to be put in it was always on a Friday. Sue knew most of the people there. She also knew that even Fred - the boss - liked to get out of there by the end of the week. He could be a workaholic Monday through Thursday, but on Friday he wanted out. This is what got Sue thinking about what was really going on. 
 
    Sue ended the conversation as normally as she could, she didn't want to arouse any suspicion on the part of her husband. 
 
     Tonight, Sue thought, I am going to get to the bottom of this once and for all.  
 
    Sue was in charge of where she worked, so it was no problem for her to leave early. She went down to the rental car place and rented one of the old junkers. She wanted to follow him, but she didn't want him to know. 
 
    There weren't too many red jags in this town. She positioned herself well in the back of the parking lot where Bill worked and began to get comfortable while she waited for him to come out. It was getting near six pm, and she was beginning to think that maybe he was in fact working. Just as she was starting to feel a little silly about the whole thing, out came Bill. 
 
    He hurried into his car and in no time was heading for the exit. She started her car and slowly began to follow him. Right off the bat, she noticed he had a left turn signal on, not the right which would take him home. He pulled out and Sue began to follow him. They drove for quite a while when right on the outskirts of the city, he turned into a side street. She followed, but not too closely. She didn’t want to be found out. She saw him getting out of the car, ring the bell, and being greeted by a tall woman. 
 
    Sue needed to make a decision. She could either go home and confront him with it later, but he would still be able to lie to her and she would never really know. She made up her mind. She would wait about 20 minutes till things got going and take a look for herself. She carefully marked the time. At five minutes to eight, she got out of her car. The twenty-minute wait fueled her. The whole time she waited, she got angrier and angrier. As she walked up the sidewalk nobody would have messed with her. She had a mean look in her eye. She noticed that there weren't too many lights on upstairs. She did however notice that the basement was well lit. Being in the frame of mind she was in, she climbed over the fence and started up the lawn between the solid fence separating the two properties. 
 
    She climbed through the large bushes that covered the basement windows on the side of the house. When she looked in, she was surprised but perhaps not really. She was looking into what appeared to be a dungeon. Inside the room was a man, and a sinister-looking woman, spanking the man with a leather paddle. She could tell from the man's body that it wasn't Bill. This man was much too big. 
 
    She crept around through the bushes and looked into another window. There she saw a tall thin man bound to a hospital examining table, face down. Above him was a large woman dressed as a nurse. She was about to administer an enema to the captive man. Sue had heard about places like this but for some reason, she could not really believe they actually existed. 
 
    She walked around to the other side of the house to continue her search for her husband. She again went into the bushes. She figured these bushes were here on purpose to keep eyes from looking in. They probably figured no one would ever climb a fence and deliberately work their way into the bushes for a look. That, however, is where Sue was wrong, and would find out shortly that this place did not rely on bushes for security at all. 
 
    She looked into the first window she came upon and peered in. Here was a room that looked just like a nursery for a newborn. There were animals on the wall. Shelves stacked with towels, lotions, powders, and more. She noticed that the crib and changing table looked awfully big. She was wondering what might go on here. She knew she should be going on down to the next window, but somehow, she seemed to be lingering there. 
 
    All of a sudden, she saw the door open into the nursery. In walked a woman dressed in a skirt and white blouse. Behind her followed a small man. It was Bill! She looked closer and noticed that he had a big wet spot on his pants. She stared in disbelief. Here was her husband standing in a baby nursery in wet pants! 
 
    She watched as the woman seemed to be chastising him. 
 
    His head hung low, the whole time she stripped him. She watched as she helped him onto the changing table in just his wet underpants. When he was on the table, she removed his wet shorts and waved them in his face. Sue for some reason was beginning to get aroused. She even questioned herself. 
 
    Man, why am I getting so hot? I never would have thought of anything like this. It's kind of nice seeing Bill being taken down a notch or two.  
 
    Meanwhile, the woman laid the wet underpants on Bill's face, and when he tried to take them off, she quickly flipped him over and began to redden his buns with her hand. 
 
    The woman rolled him over and this time he didn't fight as she put the wet underpants back on his face. She walked over to the shelves and took several large, folded cloths and some other items. Sue couldn't see too well the woman's back was to her. When she turned around Sue's mouth almost fell open. The woman was carrying what appeared to be large diapers and a pair of pink rubber panties and baby powder. 
 
    The woman was just about to begin diapering Bill when Sue noticed some noises outside the bushes. Just as she was turning to look up, she felt two strong arms grab her from behind and host her up. She tried to turn to look at her captor up it was impossible to move in the grip she was in. 
 
    Suddenly the person behind her spoke. “What the hell do you think you're doing? Are you some kind of a peeping tom?” Sue was relieved that the voice was female. Before Sue could answer, the woman told her, “Come on, we're going inside. Mistress Carol is not going to be very pleased. I was actually hoping you would have left the minute you looked into the first window, so I wouldn't have to get her all pissed off. I've been watching you on our Monitors.” 
 
    Sue was beginning to get nervous. She wished now she would never have come to this place, but then again, she would have never found out about Bill. As they walked around the property to the back door, she made up her mind.  
 
    “I'll just tell this Mistress Carol the truth, if she's any kind of a woman she'll understand my point of view.” 
 
    The strong woman behind Sue released one of her arms while she opened the door. Sue knew better than to even try and get free. The woman guided her into a small room, told her to sit down, and closed the door. Sue was amazed at how powerful the woman looked. 
 
    Soon Sue heard heels clicking on the hard wood floors outside the door. A key went into the door and slowly turned. The door opened and a petite woman, all dressed in black leather walked in. Before she closed the door she said, “Rita, please remain here till I call you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Carol,” came the reply from the statuesque woman. The door closed and Mistress Carol took a seat behind a large wooden desk. She motioned Sue to sit in one of the chairs in front of her. 
 
    Mistress Carol spoke. “I really don't want any trouble with the law. I'll give you an opportunity to give me an explanation as to what you are doing here. If it isn't good, I will telephone the police and they can do what they want with you.” 
 
    “Well, I kind of suspected my husband had been fooling around on me, and I wanted to see who it was with. “I have always known my husband had submissive tendencies, but I was never prepared for what I saw.” 
 
    “Tell me, what is your name,” asked Mistress Carol.  
 
    “Sue.” 
 
    “And I guess you saw your husband receiving a session?”  
 
    “Yes, I did, right before I was discovered.” 
 
    “What type of session was your husband getting.” 
 
    “I'm not quite sure what the proper name for it is, but he walked into that nursery room with wet pants on.” 
 
    “Oh my,” laughed Mistress Carol. “Baby Jimmy, you’re Baby Jimmy's wife?” 
 
    “Jimmy? Why, it looked like my husband, Bill.”  
 
    “So that's the little boy's real name, Bill.” 
 
    Sue looked a little puzzled. Mistress Carol explained. 
 
    “Most men that come here use fake names, it's really kind of silly when you think about it, but it's that fragile ego of theirs. And. what did you think of Billy boy.” 
 
    “I'm a little confused, it looked as if that woman was going to put diapers and rubber pants on him. I didn't get that far when I was discovered.” 
 
    “Infantilism”, explained Mistress Carol. 
 
    “Your husband Jimmy or should I say Billy is a big baby. He likes to be forced to wet his pants in front of a woman, and then be punished for it. Billy gets the full treatment. He loves to be forced diapered.” 
 
    “Why I thought Bill was into things like whips and chains, I never really got into that kind of thing,” said Sue. 
 
    “Well, Sue, most women who aren't educated in this area have a preconceived notion that any man that's a little kinky is into whips and chains. We have those guys, but most of them are into other things like spanking, enemas, naughty boy scenes, and the like. Some just like humiliation. That's what your Bill is into, diaper humiliation.” 
 
    “Tell me Sue, what was your reaction when you witnessed his shaming?” 
 
    Sue was beginning to feel more comfortable with Mistress Carol. 
 
    “Well to be perfectly honest with you Mistress Carol, I was beginning to get hot. I was enjoying watching Bill being put in his place.” 
 
    “Ah, there's hope for you, Sue. You can take control of your life as well as Bill’s.” 
 
    “What do you mean, Mistress Carol?”  
 
    “Well, Bill has this overwhelming need to be totally dominated. He enjoys having a woman take charge of him. If you fill that need in Bill, you can open up a whole new way of life for yourself. Imagine some of the benefits. You could have Bill do all those mundane things you probably get stuck with around the house. If Bill is like most men I know, even though he is submissive, he probably still shows his big male ego around the house.” 
 
    “Well now that you mention it, Mistress Carol, he doesn't really help me all that much around the house, and worse yet in the bedroom. It seems more and more I go around unsatisfied.” 
 
    “Well, that's usually how these guys do it. They want the best of both worlds. They want to have everything done for them, but when they need the release, we see them here. What I'm telling you, Sue, is to take charge of that submissiveness and use it to your advantage. Once you take control of Bill, you'll never understand why you didn't do it sooner.” 
 
    “I'm not sure that I would know what to do”, explained Sue. 
 
    “Well Sue, it's really quite simple. Just do what comes naturally. The women that work here, all started with the same feelings that you have. Most have their personal servants at home and simply work here as a means of enjoyment. They compare different techniques and earn a nice salary to boot. 
 
    “Would you like to look in on little Billy and see how he's doing?” 
 
    “No don't worry he'll never even know you’re here. I have hidden cameras in all the session rooms to make sure my staff is not in any danger.” 
 
    Mistress Carol swung around in her chair and opened a cabinet door. Inside there was a TV Monitor and some other video equipment. She turned on the monitor and selected the proper channel. 
 
    “Bring your chair over closer to me. This TV is a little small,” Mistress Carol said. 
 
    Sue pulled the chair over to the side of Mistress Carol. Together the two of them were watching Bill being put through the paces by the experienced woman in the room with her. 
 
    “Watch how Debbie works him, Sue. She'll bring him near the brink of orgasm, but then deny him with shame and humiliation.” 
 
    The two women watched as Debbie began to stroke the front of Bill's pink rubber panties, They watched as he groaned, and writhed at her experienced touch. Just when it looked as if Bill was about to cum, she stopped abruptly.  
 
    “You've got to be kidding!” she chided him. “Do you think I would let a little sissy baby like you have enjoyment without any payment? Now get off that changing table and get into the corner.” 
 
    Bill's face turned from ecstasy to horror. “Oh please, please,” he begged. “Please let me cum.” 
 
    “You'll cum, my baby, but only when you've earned it now get in that corner!” 
 
    Bill reluctantly got off of the table and placed his nose in the corner. 
 
    “What did she mean by ‘earn it’, Mistress Carol?” 
 
    “Well, what we missed while we were talking, was Debbie inserting a suppository up little Billy's bottom.” 
 
    “Why would she do that?” questioned Sue. 
 
    “Well, you see Sue, most men are really too uptight about actually messing their pants on purpose, Billy likes to feel that he doesn't have control and is being forced to do it by Debbie.” 
 
    “This is the kind of thing I'm talking about. If you take control of Bill and force him to fill or wet his pants without the use of suppositories, or diuretics, it would bring him to the realization that he has absolutely no control at all. I love the little big boys myself. They are very easy to bring into line. The best part about it is once they start wetting and messing in their pants, you've got it licked. They are very easy to keep in line. They are very scared about anyone finding out their little secret. I use this often on my charges to ensure complete submission to myself and my needs. Besides I get such a kick out of seeing a grown man dressed as a baby.” 
 
    “But Mistress Carol, How do you go about forcing a man to wet or mess in his pants?” 
 
    “Well actually, it's not as difficult as you may think. You see in Bill's case, he enjoys bondage. I would start out by tying him up and forcing him to drink a lot of liquids. Temper this by using the techniques that Debbie is using on him. Stimulate him, but don't allow him to cum. When you stop, tell him in order for a little stimulation, he'll have to have another drink of tea or water. I prefer tea, it seems to work a little faster. It will take some time, but most guys get so horny that they'll keep drinking to keep you rubbing. After you determine that he's drunk enough to fill his bladder, simply stop the stimulation altogether. 
 
    “Soon his throbbing manhood will begin to deflate, and once that happens his bladder will begin twitching. This is the point where he'll probably beg you to untie him. But don't give in. Tell him he'll be allowed an orgasm, but he'll have to earn it by showing an act of devotion to you. Tell him this act of devotion will be him wetting his pants.” 
 
    “He'll usually complain, but stop this immediately by telling him, fine, I'll just go out in the other room and be done with you. You'll piss in your pants sooner or later, but if you choose this don't ever expect to receive an orgasm from me. Most will whimper and submit. Don't be surprised if it takes a while for him to wet. Most men have a strong conditioning not to soil themselves. When he does begin to wet, make a big deal about it. Say things like, Ah is the little boy wetting his pants? Shame. 
 
    “When he's finished and blushing, go over and reward your little boy, by giving him his orgasm. Make it extremely humiliating as you stimulate him. This will reinforce your power over him. Tell him things like Such a man. Pissing in your pants for a little stimulation, what a baby. By the time he cums, he'll be near tears. After he does cum, leave him to stand there for a while. Tell him you want him to get used to wet pants. 
 
    “I also like to take a few shots with a digital camera. This is very helpful in getting the little one to cooperate the next time you want to give him a session. Slowly but surely, you'll weave a tangled web that your little sweetheart will never get out of unless he wants his baby pictures shown around.” 
 
    They turned their attention once again to the TV Monitor. Bill was in the corner but he was moving about. The door opened again and in walked Debbie along with another woman. The other woman spoke. “My, Debbie what have we here? Isn't he just cute?” 
 
    Bill began to really move in the corner feeling the shame of having another woman witness his embarrassing attire. 
 
    “Oh, that's nothing Cindy, stick around I think my little diaper boy is going to have a surprise for us,” Debbie laughed.  
 
    She walked over to Bill and began to rub his pantied bottom. The stimulation was too much for the poor boy, and he shuddered and began to fill his diapers. The girls were quick to notice his humiliating situation and took full advantage of it.  
 
    “Oh my,” said Cindy, “just like a little boy, Shame Shame.” 
 
    “Oh, he is nothing more than a stinky little sissy, don't you think?” said Debbie 
 
    “Can you imagine a grown man filling his little diapers in front of two women,” said Debbie. “He should be punished. Debbie waited until the diapered boy finished filling his diapers.” 
 
    She picked up a large wooden paddle and began spanking Billy on his loaded bottom. 
 
    Mistress Carol turned to Sue. “And that's about it. He'll be allowed to cum in his diapers, and then he'll clean up and leave. But if he was my husband, it wouldn't be that easy.” 
 
    Oh, what plans do I have for you, thought Sue. Your life is going to change a great deal and all to my advantage. Those diapers will be yours to wear a lot… maybe forever! 
 
  
 
  
   
    Military Control 
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    Carole could hear the clock ticking in the silent kitchen. She sat at the kitchen table wearing only one of Mike's T-shirts and a pair of cotton panties. The warmth of the coffee cup, between her fingers, contrasted with the cool floor. Although it was spring, out here in the desert the nights still got very cold. She knew that in a few short hours, the house would become like an oven, and she would join the throng of military wives who would seek refuge in one of the main air-conditioned buildings such as the PX or the rec center. 
 
    But air conditioning was about the furthest thing from her mind. She could hear Mike upstairs in the bedroom getting ready to leave with his unit on training maneuvers. As usual, he wasn't able to tell her how long he'd be away but that meant she didn't know how long she would have to suffer, along with the other officers' wives as they endured Standing Order #1 in the absence of their husbands. She glanced up at the closed main door and read again the stark stenciled letters. She could almost hear Lisel's voice in her ear as she whispered to herself, “Every female person shall maintain the security of the person at all times.” Carole shuddered and stared at her coffee. Only Lisel, the CO's wife, could interpret such a simple statement in such a warped and twisted way. 
 
    There were more sounds of zippers closing and drawers opening and slamming upstairs. She ached to have it be over and yet she dreaded it just as much. Finally, Mike called down to her that it was time. She answered as cheerily as possible, took another sip of coffee, and padded up the stairs toward their bedroom. 
 
    He looked so handsome in his combat fatigues that, for a moment, she forgot why she had been summoned. But one glance at the bed was all she needed to confirm that nothing would be different today than on the other mornings of departure. He was wearing an impish grin and had his head cocked to one side in the way he always affected when he was trying to cheer her up. 
 
    “C'mon, Carole, It's not that bad. Every woman on this base has to put up with it. Why can't you just get used to it and carry on.” 
 
    “Because I'm just like every other woman on this base. We don't put up with it... we endure it. You just don't understand what it's like.” 
 
    He started to say something, but she cut him off, “Don't bother. You aren't a woman. You can't possibly know. Now let's get on with it before I lose my nerve. 
 
    “Sure. Honey. Anything you say. Look, I have to ask, did you shave?” 
 
    She let her right hand move a little toward her vulva almost in reaction. She nodded, “What do you think, that I want to give Lisel a chance to get on my case again?“ 
 
    He made a gesture of platitude, “Easy, don't bite my head off. I was just asking.” 
 
    She glared at him and then walked purposefully toward the bed and stood beside it. She then made a brief and meek gesture of looking seductive before she pulled off the T-shirt and stepped out of her panties. He favored her with an admiring stare while he picked up what Carole had come to come to know as the Butterfly. 
 
    The Butterfly was a chastity belt of unique design. It featured two hoops of metal attached with spring-loaded hinges to a customfitted cage that fitted snugly over the wearer's vulva. Each hoop ran upward from the front until it crossed the hip bone and then descended over the cheeks of the bottom until it met the cage again. Its principal benefit was that it constantly pressed the cage against the nether lips of its occupant. No matter if weight was gained or lost, no matter what type of exercise was tried, the cage never relented in its unyielding pressure and duty. 
 
    Carole watched as Mike picked up her own personal edition of the butterfly and kneeled down in front of her. She stepped through the hoops and then parted her thighs a little while he brought it up her legs and into position so that the cage encompassed her newly shaven vulva. Holding it there with one hand he removed his dog tag chain and took a triangular-shaped key that hung from it. 
 
    Carole took a deep breath and put her hands on top of her head. She stared at the ceiling because she couldn't bear to watch what happened next. Mike inserted the key into the special slot on the edge of the cage and turned it. Instantly the two hoops, under spring pressure, closed tight around her hip bones, pressing inward and locking. A second set of springs forced the cage against her pelvis. She groaned and bit her lip. After Mike removed the special key, she took a few steps with her hands still on her head. As she lowered her arms, she took a deep breath. She was aware of Mike's eyes on her and from experience knew that there was a stiff erection in his pants. 
 
    She never could decide if it was pain or just constant discomfort. Whatever, it took a hell of a lot of getting used to. She paced around the room carefully, feeling the efficient springs and balancing mechanisms work the cage more deeply into position, compressing her nether lips and setting up what would become a long-term dull ache in her loins that would remind her even while asleep that her fingers were now helpless to bring her pleasure and that she might mate only with her husband. 
 
    When she felt under control again, she turned to see Mike slipping his dog tags on again and with it one of only two keys to her belt. The other, she reminded herself, was on a large ring in Lisel's desk at headquarters. Only if Mike lost his key or was killed would the second key ever be used. 
 
    Mike made a gesture of handing her the T-shirt she had just discarded but she shook her head. His face bore a puzzled expression for a moment and then she said, “Oh, sorry. I forgot. You're not allowed to cover that when at home, are you?” 
 
    She smiled at him as sweetly as she could manage; “No dear, I'm not and that's just the beginning of Lisel's rules to make sure that she and her spies know everything we do.” 
 
    He came close to her and hugged her, letting the rough material of his fatigues stimulate her nipples. She moaned in frustration. She loved it when he did that. She loved doing it with him when he was in rough clothing but now that the chastity belt was in place it couldn't come off again until after his mission. When he took her head in his hands and brought it up so he could kiss her, his tongue parted her lips and invaded her. She felt the heat of arousal blossom in her loins. She moaned in frustration and annoyance. 
 
    “Don't,” she said while breaking away, “It's not nice. It's not fair to do that to me when I'm locked up.” 
 
    He gave her an impish grin and said, “A boy's got to have a little fun, doesn't he?” 
 
    “That's the whole point,” she said while rifling through her drawers looking for a cut-off T-shirt. “You get all the fun, and we get all the waiting.” 
 
    He picked up his kit bag and headed for the door, “I don't make the rules, sweetheart, I just follow them.” 
 
    “We all follow them,” she muttered to herself as she watched him disappear down the hall.  
 
    In the brief seconds of relative silence before she started down the hall, she heard Tammy's voice from next door cry out and then start sobbing. No doubt, she thought, Tammy was being fitted into her own version of the Butterfly, after all, every woman on the base had one, thanks to Lisel, but it was rare for Tammy to put up such a fuss. Carole's imagination didn't have to work too hard to come up with a number of plausible reasons why her friend might be in distress. All of them had to do with Lisel and none of them were pleasant. 
 
    She followed Mike downstairs and kissed him passionately before whooshing him well and seeing him out the door. His hand traced over the metal straps of the butterfly where it bisected her bottom cheeks and she saw a glimmer of fire in his eyes. By the time he returned the thought of her all locked up and horny would turn that little spark into a roaring blaze of arousal. She tried to return the flirtation but for now, the butterfly was still something to become used to. The best she could do was smile. 
 
    A second later he was through the door, and she was pulling the screen door closed. She left it unlocked to let Tammy in. She stood watching her husband as he waited for his lift. A few minutes later she heard the next door slam and Jeff, Tammy's husband, went out to join Mike. A few seconds later a jeep pulled up and took them away. Carole went to the coffee maker and started a fresh pot. Tammy would be along any minute. 
 
    Ten minutes went by, the coffee finished dripping, and still, there was no sign of Tammy. Carole went to the wall that joined the two kitchens and gave it a sharp rap with her knuckles, “Hey Tam, you coming over? Soothing and solace.” 
 
    “Oh no, Carole, you'll never believe it.”  
 
    “Believe what?” she yelled back. 
 
    She heard a sob and then, “Just bring the damn coffee over and I'll show you.” 
 
    Intrigued, Carole grabbed the coffee pot and slipped out the front door. It was only ten feet to Tammy's door and although she was almost naked it would not have appeared unusual if she had been seen. About then every female on base was locked up too. No one would give her a second glance. Still, she felt her cheeks burning with humiliation at the thought of a stranger seeing her. She slipped into Tammy's kitchen and almost dropped the pot of coffee at the sight that greeted her. 
 
    Like Carole, Tammy wore a cut-off T-shirt. But instead of the butterfly chastity belt, she expected to see her friend's loins covered by a very thick diaper sealed inside a pair of perfectly transparent plastic panties. It looked absurd and Carole gasped in surprise as she tried to digest what she was seeing. She slowly lowered the coffee pot to the table while her mind struggled to find the words to express her astonishment. She looked up into Tammy's tear-stained face with a look of utter disbelief. 
 
    “Diapers?” was all Carole could manage to say. There was an awkward pause and then she continued. “Why don't you just take them off?” 
 
    It was stupid and as soon as she heard her own words, she regretted them. Obviously, Lisel had found some devious way to make sure Tammy would have few options. Tammy spoke next, giving the explanation. 
 
    “If l did, I'd just piss all over the place. Jeff was called into Lisel's office yesterday. She gave him a female urinary catheter and a box of diapers and plastic pants. He was told to say nothing to me until this morning. I had been getting my head ready for the butterfly when he gave me the bad news. It's a good thing he's had some medical training, or it would have been worse.” 
 
    “Worse...” 
 
    Tammy burst into tears, “Oh, Carole, it burns so bad. But worse, I can't control my pee, it just leaks out all the time.” 
 
    Carole was no stranger to Lisel's devious mind. She instantly understood what Lisel had achieved. By inserting the catheter Tammy would only suffer increased discomfort if she allowed herself to become aroused. It was as effective as a chastity belt but in some ways better. Carole imagined what it was going to be like for Tammy as she went through her daily business while wearing such an obvious garment. It would be impossible for her to conceal the diapers, especially with Lisel's strict dress code for officers' wives. Just as she was about to say something reassuring to her friend there was a knock at the door.  
 
    Fear flashed across Tammy's face and she stepped deeper into the kitchen whispering hoarsely, “Oh please answer it. I can't be seen like this.” 
 
    Carole didn't relish being seen naked below the waist except for her chastity belt but understood that it would be easier for her to bear that embarrassment than for Tammy to display her diapers. She nodded and went to the front door, opened it a little, and peaked around the edge. There was a military courier there with a large box on a tilt truck. Carole recognized it as one of the wardrobe containers used for military household moves. The courier said he had a package for Tammy and thrust a clipboard through the door toward Carole. She initialed the delivery slip and told him to leave it on the front step. 
 
    “I don't know,” he said, looking curiously at the kitchen window. “It's pretty heavy.” 
 
    “Don't worry. We'll handle it.” 
 
    Looking disappointed, the driver strolled back out to the van and gave the house one last look before pulling away. Carole went back to comfort the distraught Tammy who now sat cross-legged in the middle of the living room floor. As she approached her friend, Carol could see how form-fitting the plastic panties were as they covered the incredibly thick wad of cloth between Tammy's thighs. Already there was a tell-tale round stain on the front of the diaper. She wondered how long Tammy would leave it before she changed the diaper. 
 
    Tammy looked up with tears streaming down her face but with a question in her eyes. “Wardrobe box,” Carole said, “It's probably from Lisel and I'll bet it's new clothes to fit over your new underwear.” 
 
    Tammy put her face in her hands and wept uncontrollably. Carole kneeled down beside her and put her arms around her friend. 
 
    Tammy rescued her by saying, “It's Lisel! The bitch has orderedme into diapers for this round.” 
 
    “Try and take it easy,” she said. “At least you can change them whenever you want.” 
 
    Tammy shook her head violently, “Go read the note,” she sobbed while pointing upward, meaning the bedroom. Carole started up the stairs and then paused. She was sharply reminded that climbing stairs while in a butterfly was something done carefully and slowly or there would be a lot of pain. She took a breath to stifle her pain and proceeded more cautiously but by the time she got to the top, she was in distress. 
 
    In the bedroom, she found the open box that Lisel had used for the diapers, catheter, and plastic panties. She picked up the handwritten note and recognized Lisel's European flourishes. In an instant, she gritted her teeth in frustration. Lisel's imagination hadn't stopped at catheters. Tammy had been given only a few diapers. She would have to be very careful to make sure there was a dry one to change into. She folded the note carefully and returned it to the box. She paused a moment to look around this bedroom, identical to her own even down to the furnishings. The edges of the head and footboards caught her eye. Like her own, they were worn and scratched from years of bondage restraints. She felt a little blossom of heat ignite as she remembered the many times she had been held spread-eagled while Mike sent her into orbit. 
 
    For a second she pictured Tammy similarly restrained. To her surprise, it aroused her. “Be careful,” she whispered to herself, “if Lisel was to find out she might make you wear even more of her little toys.” She slowly returned to the lower floor, made up a tray with the coffee, and took it to Tammy. As they sat in silence, each trying to regain some composure, Carole thought back to the first time she had seen this place. 
 
    Her mind drifted back to happier days. She had met Mike while working as a civilian typist at a large army base near her home. He was everything she had wanted in a man - older, mature, gracious, sensitive, and in top condition. All through their courtship, he had talked of little else but his chances of getting into this special unit. Their sex had been spicy from the start. He took her to see Story of O and began to make bondage gear in his spare time. She was amused and intrigued by it all and enjoyed the variety it gave their lovemaking, but she never really took it seriously. She was the fairy princess in the beast's castle. She loved to feel helpless and that was what turned her on whenever Mike took the restraints out. They had been married only a month when the army sent them to Chicago for interviews with Drake, Lisel's husband, and CO of the unit. Carole was surprised that she was supposed to go with him. 
 
    So, they had made a second honeymoon out of it. Drake and Lisel had been charming and hospitable. They wined and dined the young couple as if they were celebrities. Often the host would wait until their guests had been loosened up with a couple of drinks before they began talking about Mike's opinions and Carole's views. No stone was left unturned, even an awkward hour discussing their sex lives. She could still remember the heat in her cheeks as Mike admitted frankly that they often used bondage. When she complained to him later, he became angry and said that this promotion could make his career. He reminded her that as his wife she too had to be up to snuff. 
 
    It was then that Carole began to get suspicious. This unit didn't seem to have a name. She couldn't find its base on any map and none of her other army contacts had ever heard of it. When she confronted Mike, he gave her a song and dance about official secrets and then wouldn't talk about it anymore. Carole tried to put her suspicions aside and yet hoped privately that Mike's transfer wouldn't go through. But it had gone through and a few months later they were picked up by an air-conditioned highway coach whose windows were opaqued, they were soon blasting through the desert toward their new home. The bus dropped them off at headquarters. While Mike went inside to do his intake routine, noticing that she had a run in her pantyhose, Carole slipped into PX next door to buy a new pair. 
 
    As she had stood in the feminine products section she wondered if she had slipped back to 1955. There wasn't a pair of pantyhose to be found - just stockings even these were the old-fashioned type that needed a garter belt and had reinforced seams. The sanitary products were next to the hosiery and she noticed that only the old-fashioned Kotex pads, the ones that needed a belt to hold them in place, were on the shelves. No maxi pads, panty liners, or tampons - nothing that represented all the advances in feminine comforts. 
 
    She went to the girl behind the cash and asked if the store stocked pantyhose. The other woman, very young and not too bright, looked at her with a very puzzled face and then asked how long she had been on the base. When Carole told her, the girl asked to see her ID. After Carole produced it, the girl gave her another strange look and said, “You're an officer's wife. You won't be needing any of that stuff. Ain't allowed.” 
 
    Carole was too confused to pursue it. She returned to the front of the headquarters building and waited for him to come out. A few minutes later they were seated in the Officers' Mess. Drake and Lisel were seated opposite them. Drake was in uniform and Lisel wore a tailored suit. It was a far different mood than had graced their meetings in Chicago. Drake queried Mike on his progress getting established while Lisel treated Carole like a child. 
 
    When coffee was served, Drake suddenly looked at Carole coldly and said, “Carole, everyone on this base, is part of the military structure. That means as Mike reports to me as his commander, you will report to Lisel as your superior. She may appoint others in command over you, but all authority comes from her. You will do what you are told without complaint. Is that clear?” 
 
    Carole had been so shocked at the sudden change that she just mutely nodded. She glanced at Mike for some sign, but he seemed to have eyes only for his command and was smiling and nodding while Drake spoke. Lisel reached across and stroked Carole's thigh under the table. 
 
    “Don't move,” she hissed in a stage whisper. Carol sat frozen and terrified while the hand slipped further toward her most private places. Carole turned to Mike, hoping to catch his eye but the men were suddenly engrossed in some military matter. Lisel's hand suddenly pinched the tender flesh of Carole's thigh and when she turned to protest, she saw the other woman had suddenly adopted a cold hard manner. 
 
    “Excuse yourself and follow me,” she growled. “Your husband has been briefed. You will be reunited later.” 
 
    She then turned toward the men and said sweetly, “If you'll excuse us, we girls will just run along.” 
 
    The men stood while they left. Carole searched Mike's face for any sign that he understood what was happening, but his features betrayed nothing. Lisel escorted Carole toward the Ladies' room but pushed her past it and through an exterior door. There was a military limousine waiting. They climbed in and the driver pulled away without instructions. When they stopped it was at the base hospital. Carole was now trembling in fear and dread. She was confused and lonely. She desperately wanted to know what was going on, but she kept quiet. 
 
    The older woman took her past the reception areas and down a long corridor. They went through a door with Lisel's name on it and Carole found herself in a large office. A door on the far wall seemed to lead into some sort of examination room. She could see an examining bench and some cupboards. Lisel strolled around behind the desk, leaving Carole standing awkwardly. She sat down with some flourish and made a show of removing her gloves. She looked relaxed and favored Carole with a broad smile. 
 
    “I can't tell you how much I've looked forward to this moment. We don't get many additions anymore.” She flipped open a file on the desk in front of her and read an accurate synopsis of Carole's personal history, including her medical records. When she got to the abortion Carole had when she was only 17, she regarded Carole with a raised eyebrow and said, “You could have been more careful”. 
 
    Carole felt her cheeks grow hot with rage. She tried to protest but nothing came from her trembling lips. As soon as she realized that Carole wasn't going to take the bait, Lisel continued, “Well, it's no matter. It won't happen again.” She pressed a button on her desk and the door behind her locked. 
 
    “I think it would be best if you took off all your clothes now. Don't worry, I have some nice new things here for you. It's just that most of what you're wearing just won't do, won't do at all around here.” 
 
    Carole felt her jaw drop as she tried to digest this latest event. Her lips began to move, forming a protest but no words came out. She could not imagine anything more unthinkable than stripping in front of this stranger. Lisel watched her with an amused expression for a few seconds. 
 
    “Either you strip or I'll call in the nurses to do it for you.” 
 
    Carole shuddered and even though every ounce of common sense told her otherwise she let her fingers travel to the front of her light summer dress. Lisel smiled and said, “That's better dear. You'll find things go better if you cooperate.” 
 
    Cooperate? Carole felt as if she had, like Alice, fallen into a strange Wonderland where nothing was sane. She stepped out of her pumps and just as her fingers undid the last button on her dress, she slipped it off her shoulder and then stepped clear of it. One glance at Lisel told her that the other woman really did want her to strip naked so she tried to concentrate on a mental picture of Mike's face, how much she loved him, and how this must be helping him, somehow, as she slipped her bra off.  
 
    The door is locked, she kept telling herself. Whatever she wants, how bad can it be? 
 
    She repeated excuses over and over again, trying to forget what was really happening. In her heart, she knew she was being drawn deeper into a dark place and yet she was powerless to resist. Once she was nude, she could not bear to meet Lisel's eyes. She stared at the floor and listened to the other woman's words. 
 
     “That's nice dear. A little faster next time. Now I would like you to go into the preparation room, draw a sink of warm water and shave your crotch.” 
 
    Carol's head snapped up. Despite her embarrassment, her eyes locked with Lisel's, ready to do battle, to defend her modesty. But the other woman's power was too strong. One glance told her she had already sacrificed too much. She no longer had a bargaining position. Lisel pointed to the room with one hand and made a little motion with her wrist as if dismissing a child. 
 
    Carole balled her fingers into fists as she padded toward the door. She was, most of all, angry with herself for not having taken stock of things earlier. She knew she was in too deep for now. She knew she would have to do whatever Lisel wanted or it would be all the worse for Mike, but she vowed to one day set things right. 
 
    It was an examination room, alright, and everything had been made ready for her. She had shaved herself only once before, as a sorority initiation rite. She was scared of having an unguarded blade near there but the thought of someone else's hands on that cold steel was even more frightening. She tried to get control of herself while she set to the task, praying that she would be left alone to do it. It took longer than she thought but she instinctively made sure that her vulva was perfectly smooth by the time she finished. She guessed that Lisel would be a perfectionist about such things, and she later learned how right she was. 
 
    She tidied up and then reluctantly went through the door to Lisel's office. The other woman rose to meet her.  
 
    “I'm so glad you co operated,” she said genuinely. “It's always better when you do it for yourself. Now do keep yourself this way from now on. You will understand why later.” 
 
    She then took Carole by the hand and led her toward a door in the opposite wall. When she opened it, Carole found herself in some sort of medical appliance workshop. There was an obstetrical examining table with stirrups but there was also a well-equipped workbench. 
 
    It was then that they fitted her for her very own tailored version of the butterfly. Stunned, she let them, acquiescing to every request, giving no fight as they demonstrated their heinous intent to imprison her most tender and private place. Two hours later she was permitted to take a shower to wash off the remnants of the plaster they had used to create a mold of her vulva. When she emerged the technicians had vanished, leaving the room so clean and perfect that Carole wondered if she had only imagined their presence. 
 
    Lisel came forward and draped a light robe around Carole's shoulders. She noticed that it was so short that it barely covered her hips, but she was grateful for it anyway. She was trembling as Lisel led her back into the main office. There was a suit of clothes and a small, wrapped box lying on the desk. Lisel guided her toward them. 
 
    “Not much more left to do, my dear,” Lisel said patronizingly, “I'll help you get dressed.” 
 
    She opened the box and drew out a pair of long old-fashioned nylon stockings just like the ones Carole had seen at the PX. “Here are your first pair of stockings,” Lisel said, “Put them on with care. They are very hard to find these days but my girls are allowed nothing else.” She flashed a wicked smile, “The men like the way it keeps things open and available.” 
 
    Carole wondered what Lisel meant by her girls, but she took one of the stockings, rolled, and slipped her toes into it. As she gently pulled it up her legs, she found that it came up higher on her thigh than she had expected. She took the second stocking and was as careful with it. She remembered how fascinated Mike was with stockings and garter belts and how he encouraged her to wear them whenever possible. Lisel handed her a garter belt. It had a thick waist and sturdy-looking straps. This was the Real McCoy, she thought, not some dainty little thing for the boudoir. A few seconds later she had attached the garters, letting them pull tautly on the stocking tops. She was glad to have something covering her at last. 
 
    Lisel gave her a sturdy-looking bra that matched the garter belt. When she put it on Carole was surprised that it fit perfectly. Lisel then gave her a slip. Carole glanced anxiously at the box, looking for panties, and then reluctantly deduced from their absence and Lisel's remark about 'open and available' that she wouldn't be getting any. She pulled the slip over her head. It too fit well and was made of high-quality white satin. With most of her body covered, Carole began to lose some of the dread and chill that had held her captive for most of the time since they had left the Mess. 
 
    The older woman pulled the plastic dry cleaner bag off the suit. It was cut like something from the 50s with a straight skirt, wasp waist, and tailored jacket. Carole stepped into the skirt and then accepted the jacket. It fit well and with it, life began to return to normality. She spent a while looking in the full-length mirror beside Lisel's desk and then turned to look at the other woman with renewed self-confidence. 
 
    Lisel handed her a pair of cream-colored high-heeled pumps. They were elegant shoes, made entirely of leather and had classic lines. Carole slipped them on, no longer wondering if they would fit. They were very comfortable, although much higher than she would have chosen. Lisel encouraged her to take a stroll around the room. As she moved, Carole felt, as if for the first time, what her mother must have endured as a well-dressed woman of the fifties. The skirt was so tight it restricted her walk to short lady-like paces. She could feel her nyloned thighs rubbing together, and every movement reminded her of the garters. Her shoes were so high she had to be careful not to trip. She looked down at her suit jacket and noticed with alarm that the bra displayed the tops of her breasts invitingly. Even still, she was captured in the sensations of the moment. Pushing aside the trauma of the afternoon she embraced her newfound respectability. No matter what Lisel had done to her or would do to her, if this was as bad as it got Carole knew she could handle it. 
 
    Lisel invited her to take a seat and after Carole discovered to her chagrin that her skirt would not allow her to cross her legs Lisel began to acquaint her with the life she had just entered. Every word of that speech burnt itself into Carole's mind. 
 
    “Well, we have made progress, haven't we? I just want to take a few minutes to lay down the rules. You're now wearing the standard issue clothing that is worn by all officers' wives when outside the home. A wardrobe of similar items will be waiting for you in your closet in your married quarters by the time you get there. My assistants will have already unpacked your belongings and removed anything which does not conform to our code including most underwear, all pantyhose, low shoes, etc. I won't bore you with the details now. It's lucky for you that the menfolk are in town today. If they had been on maneuvers, I would have had to put a temporary chastity belt on you to comply with Standing Order #1 which specifies that all female persons will maintain the security of the person while the men are away. Security of the person, in case you are wondering, means that their tight little trouble-making pussies will be locked up from straying fingers and adulterous penises. You will, of course, obey me and my staff without question at all times. The punishments can be quite unpleasant. 
 
    “You are to keep yourself shaved at all times. This is important to ensure a perfect fit for your Chastity belt. You will be secured in it before your husband leaves the base. Its purpose is to remind you of his absence and to prevent masturbation and infidelity. Should your period occur while you are locked into the belt you will find that there are special clips fitted to the belt which will accommodate a standard Kotex pad. You will find it necessary to wear plastic or rubber panties during these times. They may be purchased at the PX. Do you understand these instructions?” 
 
    Carole's head was spinning again but she also knew with conviction that nothing she could say or do would change things for now. She nodded and, at Lisel's gesture, stumbled toward the door. She heard the lock slide back and Lisel came up behind her to open the door for her. Mike was seated on a chair in the hall, waiting for her. She flew into his arms, bursting into tears with relief. 
 
    A slight gurgling sound from inside Tammy’s diaper broke Carole's daydream. She looked over at her best friend and admired grudgingly at Lisel's ingenuity. Using her best girl scout attitude, she patted her friend on the shoulder and said, “C'mon girl, we'll get that big box inside and see if Lisel sent you anything to wear. It's a departure day and that means our favorite lady will be holding her noon-hour tea party in our honor.” 
 
    Tammy mutely stood up and walked with Carole toward the front door, but she shook her head when it came time to expose herself to the street. Feeling a little cocky, Carole just shrugged and went onto the front step. She pushed the box onto its side and moved it toward the door sill. 
 
    Tammy appeared just long enough to lift it over the ledge and then Carole pushed it into the front hall. Tammy slammed. the door and leaned against it with a sigh. Another little gurgle sound filled the silence and Carole's quick glance at Tammy's crotch told her the poor woman was wetting herself uncontrollably. 
 
    The two women managed to drag and push the heavy container into the living room. Carole pried it open and wasn't surprised to discover that it held an assortment of full-cut pleated skirts to match the regulation suits Lisel issued to all the women. 
 
    “C'mon Tam. Try one on. It won't be so bad. You'll see.”  
 
    She pulled a pink skirt from the box and held it open for Tammy to step into. After her friend had done so she pulled the skirt up her legs and over the bulging diaper, her hands brushing the smooth taunt warm plastic of the special panties and feeling the thick, soft pads that had been bound around Tammy's hips. 
 
    For some strange reason, Carole felt a pique· of curiosity about what it must feel like to wear and use diapers. She was amazed that she felt no revulsion about it but scolded herself for not being more sympathetic to Tammy's obvious anguish. The skirt hid the diaper reasonably well. Its pleats allowed for the extra bulk.  
 
    Carole walked around her, saying, “Pretty good. Most people would never guess what you're wearing. A suggestion, though, be careful how you sit. It's cut a little short and you'll show your garters if you're not careful.” 
 
    Tammy looked up at hers with new tears in her eyes. “Oh, Carole. I can't go out, not even with the new skirt. Lisel will make it public.” 
 
    Carole gave her friend a playful pat on the bottom, more to test the thickness of the diapers than anything else. She was fighting a seemingly magnetic attraction to the adult baby gear. 
 
    “You don't have much of a choice, Tam. If you don't turn up, Lisel will send someone for you, and you won't like how they'll treat you.” 
 
    Tammy shuddered and nodded. Carole continued, “Try and get a grip on yourself. Need a change?” 
 
    Tammy nodded. 
 
    “Then why don't I help you? You can grab a shower at the same time.” 
 
    Tammy scampered upstairs and headed for the bedroom. Carole's journey was hampered by her chastity belt, and she began regretting volunteering for something that would mean another trip up those damned stairs. But there was something about seeing Tammy in diapers that was fascinating to her. She scolded herself for finding any interest at all in such a bizarre thing but she also could not deny the creeping wetness that was bathing her imprisoned nether lips. 
 
    When she reached the bedroom, Tammy was lying on the bed with her knees flexed and legs open, looking at her with a funny expression on her face and a thumb jammed into her mouth. Carole caught the implication right away and slipped into her role as a parent.  
 
    “Are we all wet?” Tammy nodded. “Well, we'd better get you into some dry didees.” Tammy nodded again. 
 
    Carole had her turn over so the skirt could be released. She pulled it down Tammy's legs and folded it over a chair. When she returned to her pretend child the almost clear plastic panties displayed a dark yellow stain that ran from just over her pelvis, down through her crotch, and most of the way up her backside. Carole couldn't resist the urge.  
 
    She rubbed her hand over the front of the panties playfully, “My, it's a good thing we have these nice efficient plastic panties for you to wear or you would be wetting the bed.” 
 
    Tammy giggled and spread her legs a little further. Carole peeled down the plastic panties. Tammy lifted her hips to help. Then the panties were off, and Carole spread them on the bed. The strong smell of fresh hot pee filled the room and Carole found herself drinking it in like a perfume. She noticed the four diaper pins, two on each side, had been used to secure the diaper. 
 
    She released them and pulled the fold of cloth forward, back through Tammy's legs, exposing another shaven pubis. She could see the tip of the catheter extending about two inches from Tammy's engorged clitoris. This was the part Carole didn't think she could handle. Tammy was obviously slipping into a child persona because she couldn't handle the reality of what Lisel had done to her. 
 
    Without pausing, Carole told Tammy to lift her hips. She pulled the diaper free and took it to the bathtub. When she returned Tammy was exploring her shaven lips, wincing each time the catheter was disturbed. 
 
    “Kind of sore?” Carole asked softly. 
 
    Tammy nodded, her thumb still in her mouth. “Do you want a fresh diaper or a shower?” 
 
    Tammy took her thumb out of her mouth just long enough to give a one-word answer, “Powder.” 
 
    Carole understood instantly and went to search for it in the medicine cabinet. Sure enough, there was a can of Johnson's beside the cough syrup. She went back to the bedroom, spread out a fresh stack of diapers, and then slid them under an anxious Tammy. Then she applied the powder liberally before she pulled the diapers between her legs, twisting them once and pinning them tightly. 
 
    The two women giggled and chuckled as Carole worked the panties up Tammy's legs. A few seconds later Tammy was safe and snug inside a new edition of her cloth and plastic genital prison. Carole almost envied her. 
 
    Carole helped Tammy into a pair of stockings, a garter belt, and a skirt. It did a fair job of hiding the diapers, but it was obvious that something unusually padded about Tammy. After Tammy had put on her makeup and heels, Carole suggested she accompany her next door while Carole got ready. 
 
    A few minutes later they were in Carole's bedroom with Tammy sitting on the bed while her friend grimaced against the effects of the butterfly belt as she struggled to put on her stockings. The childishness of the diaper change had gone. Tammy was a woman again.  
 
    “I don't know who’s worse off, you or me,” she said quietly. 
 
    “I know what you mean. I never get used to this damned belt. I'm convinced Lisel wants us to be so desperate to get out of them that we'll do anything the men want when they get back from a mission.” 
 
    “Diapers don't make me horny,” Tammy said, simply. 
 
    Carole didn't answer. She couldn't. It would be lying if she agreed. 
 
    I wonder if I will end up in diapers at some stage? she wondered as increased wetness made the question even more potent. 
 
    -The End- 
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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Martin confidently approached the front door of his next-door neighbour and rang the bell. He was smiling, the weather was fine and as far as he was concerned, everything was perfect. It was 8 am on the dot and his punctuality was important to both him and his neighbour. Patty Watson always knew who it was at 8 am. He was there every morning at precisely that time. 
 
    “Morning, Martin,” she said pleasantly. “Come on in.” 
 
    Martin walked in and headed straight to the main bedroom and opened the bi-fold door to the ensuite bathroom. It was part of the routine. 
 
    “Would you mind if I watched you today?” Patty asked hesitantly. 
 
    “Of course! That would be more than fine.” 
 
    Martin was pleased to have her watch him perform his morning ritual. Over the year he had been coming there every morning, she had only ever watched him once before and had never asked again. He was disappointed but was thrilled that she had asked once more. 
 
    The ensuite was a good-sized one and had two unusual smallish plastic buckets with a lid on each.  
 
    Martin pulled down his track pants and revealed the already wet double-thickness terry cloth diaper that was pinned tightly around his waist and covered by transparent plastic pants with extra thick leg bands. The diaper was very bulky, and he waddled when he walked, and it was rather obvious during the short walk between their houses. 
 
    He lifted the lid of one bucket and smiled as he always did at the almost half-filled contents of urine. Turning around so that Patty could watch, he pulled the front of his plastic pants out from his waist, and slowly poured the cool contents into his diaper. At first, a pool formed in the bottom of his pants, but the super thick, super-absorbent diaper quickly soaked it up and Martin felt the extra weight pull it down some. 
 
    “Thanks for this, Patty,” he offered. Patty simply smiled. 
 
    Martin then took the second bucket and took off the lid and saw a sizable poo. It was at least double the size of his regular ‘pick up’. 
 
    “Wow!” he whispered. 
 
    “Do you like it?” she asked genuinely. 
 
    “It’s wonderful. Thank you for giving me such a wonderful gift.” 
 
    “It was unexpected, but I’m pleased you like it.” 
 
    Martin once again pulled out his plastic pants and, breathing in, also pulled his soaked cloth diaper out from his waist and slowly poured the extra-large poo along with some pee into the front of his diaper. He sighed in relief as he felt the wonderful and familiar texture of Patty’s poo lying in the front of his diaper and begin to embrace his erecting penis. It was almost always the same. The pee thrilled him, but the poo was the icing on top and always caused him to erect fully. 
 
    “Ah!” he sighed. “That feels better!” 
 
    “Er…” began Patty. “Are you dirty at the back as well?” 
 
    Martin smiled and nodded. Over the previous few years, Martin had worked hard to eliminate his bowel control so that waking up dirty a couple of times a week was the very desired outcome. His bladder control had deserted him many years previously in his mid-teens and was never missed. Now, fully dual incontinent, Martin was at the place he had always wanted to be. 
 
    “So, are you going to go home and… you know… in it?” Patty asked. 
 
    Martin looked at her for a second, trying to work out not what she was asking, but why. 
 
    “Yep. I’m going to go home, put on my proper clothes and get into my baby crib,” he explained in more detail than necessary. “And then I am going to hump your pee and poo and masturbate into it.” 
 
    Patty blushed. She knew exactly what he did with the pee and poo he procured from her. But hearing it made it seem more real.  
 
    Martin picked up that Patty was sounding a bit different than during the usual quick and mechanical visits. He stepped up to her and placed his hand under the hem of her skirt and lifted it until he touched her panties. The moment he touched them, she shivered. 
 
    “It’s only Thursday,” she stammered. 
 
    “Two days to wait,” Martin said with a grin. But his fingers found their way underneath her panties and found a wet and willing pussy underneath. 
 
    “Please?” Patty moaned as she half-closed her eyes. 
 
    “Lie on the bed.” 
 
    Patty stepped backwards and laid on the bed and automatically spread her legs. Martin stepped forward and pulled her panties to one side and kneeling on the floor immediately began to kiss and lick the older woman’s pussy. 
 
    Patty immediately began to groan.  
 
    Martin knew his way around a woman’s pussy very well having been trained nearly ten years before by his auntie when he had stayed with her for over a year. She had taught him how to finger, kiss, caress and bring her to a glorious orgasm. She had taken pity on her diapered, bedwetting nephew and figuring accurately, that someone like him would never attract a partner, gave him access to her pussy once a day for oral sex. But once a week, she let him put his substantial erection into her cunt and slide his way to an orgasm inside of her. Martin lost his virginity to her and had spent many hours lapping at her pussy for sexual reasons but also, for comfort. As a young man who still slept with a pacifier, he was still very oral and so his Aunty had on many occasions offered him her pussy simply to draw comfort from – sucking, licking and often wondering about the magical place he was so close to.  
 
    At 55 years of age, Patty had immediately attracted him and from the time he had moved in next door two years before he often wondered what her pussy might be like.  It wasn’t always a sexual desire. He often wished that he could just taste and lick her and feel safe and secure with his mouth tasting and enjoying her vagina. A bit like a pacifier in a weird way. 
 
    Patty’s orgasm was loud and accompanied by thrashing about on the bed while Martin did his best to remain connected to her. 
 
    “I… didn’t’… expect… that!” she said between rapid breaths. 
 
    “I know it isn’t Saturday, but I wanted to thank you for your gift. It was really nice,” Martin explained. 
 
    “I love Saturdays!” exclaimed Patty with a wide grin. 
 
    “Me too!” 
 
    Seven mornings a week, Martin would go to Patty’s ensuite and take the contents of the two buckets and empty them into his diaper. But on Saturday, before he emptied the buckets, he would take off his inevitably wet cloth diapers and climb on top of a naked Patty and thrust his impressive 8 ½ inch steel-hard erection into her pussy and fuck her with skill and confidence – another training gift from his auntie. For half an hour, Martin would pleasure Patty as he fucked her deeply. He hadn’t known at the time, but he had taken Patty’s virginity and at that time, Patty was only ever Martin’s second pussy. 
 
    “Do you still want to come over?” Martin enquired hesitantly. 
 
    Martin did not live as other people did. He was very much a different soul and so other people in his house were a big challenge. Patty had been once before, but it was six months ago and was a very brief visit.  
 
    “Absolutely!” she replied. But she was far from confident. Until she had met Martin, she was a middle-aged virgin woman of conservative tastes and living alone. Now, she was giving her neighbour all of her personal waste and he was paying for it with weekly intercourse. It was all very unusual, and his house also was very different. 
 
    That cock makes it all worthwhile! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    “Come on in,” said Martin trying to hide his nervousness. 
 
    He opened the front door of his neat three-bedroom house and ushered Patty in. The small lounge room on the side was deceptively normal with neat minimal furniture, but nothing else in the house was so. As they walked down the hall she glanced into the kitchen and saw the adult-sized highchair and the three as-yet-unwashed baby feeding bottles on the bench.  
 
    “This is my office,” he explained, opening the door to the one-time bedroom with the dual-screen computer system. “I think I told you what I do for a living, right?” 
 
    Patty stepped in and looked around, stunned by the multiple posters of hard-core pornographic scenes placed strategically around the walls of the room. 
 
    “You write sex novels, don’t you?” she offered. He had explained it briefly once before but standing in the office it was obvious that he wrote porn – explicit porn. She was no stranger to erotic novels having been a moderate consumer of such for some years. 
 
    “Yes, erotic novels, hardcore porn and of course, adult baby books.” 
 
    “I know you’re still a baby like you said, but I don’t know much about it,” Patty admitted. The diapers and the other things he had said made it very clear that Martin was an adult baby, but she didn’t really know much about what it any of it was in practice. 
 
    “Then come and see my nursery then. That might explain it a bit better.” 
 
    Patty had glanced inside Martin’s nursery once in passing before but hadn’t entered. It was too overwhelming, but now, in her post-orgasmic bliss, she really wanted to see more. 
 
    The scene was truly amazing. 
 
    The nursery was no mere collection of ill-fitting bits and pieces. Rather, it was a fully designed and decorated nursery for an adult. But noticeably… for a baby girl. Martin had shied away from talking about his gender issues and only his aunty had really known that he was essentially female and went by the name of Sonya. Even when he was being taught to eat pussy, she had told him that a lesbian needed very good oral skills. And when she allowed him to enter her and fuck her pussy, she still said that Martin was a girl fucking another woman. It was both confusing and utterly sensible to the young Martin, learning about her female side and also the fact she was still a baby in many ways. The short time he had spent with his Aunty had helped him find his way and before that, he had been thoroughly lost. 
 
    Taking pride of place in the room was an exquisitely built, hand-crafted adult crib with turned legs, painted in white and pastel pink. With the quilt pulled back, Patty noticed that the white crib sheets had multiple pee stains all over them, clearly from leaking diapers. Somehow, that also made sense. 
 
    There was a diaper changing table with an electric lifter and piles of cloth diapers on the shelves as well as a small collection of disposables.  
 
    “I need to get dressed properly first,” Martin announced. He sounded nervous. He didn’t really show his true nature to anyone. 
 
    He stripped down to just his heavily laden diaper and walked to the chest of drawers and selected a padded pink bra and expertly put it on. He wore a bra most of every day now and felt under-dressed without one. His mother had bought him his first bra and his Auntie had helped him expand his taste. He now had over a dozen different bras to suit his mood and how much ‘breast assistance’ he was going for. 
 
    “Now for a dress!” 
 
    Martin opened the doors to his wardrobe and Patty whistled in surprise. 
 
    “How many dresses do you have?” she asked. 
 
    “Thirty baby dresses.” 
 
    “All baby ones?” 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    Martin pulled out a simple white short baby dress that hung at the end of the rack and slipped it over his head. The embroidery at the front said Baby Sonya. The front of the dress had multiple yellow and brown stains. It was obvious what they were from. 
 
    “I wash it twice a week,” Martin explained, as he saw Patty’s eyes focus on the stains. “But it doesn’t get completely clean. But I don’t mind. It’s the dress I wear to masturbate in and I wear the others the rest of the time.” 
 
    “That makes sense,” Patty replied, surprising herself since it didn’t really make much sense at all. “And is your name Sonya?” 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “Would you prefer if I called you Sonya from now on?” 
 
    Sonya’s eyes briefly teared up. “That would be fantastic. Thank you.” 
 
    Sonya then pulled on some pretty white socks and tied a frilly white bonnet around her head. 
 
    “Do you mind if I masturbate now?” she asked. 
 
    Patty shrugged her shoulders. “That is what I came to see, so sure, go right ahead.” 
 
    As she had done a thousand times before and every time after she picked up Patty’s potty contents and put it in her diaper, Sonya lowered the side of her crib and stepped in and immediately laid face down and slowly began to slide up and down the mattress. She felt her penis slide luxuriously in the now-warm poo in the front of her diaper. The softness and the eroticism of the diaper contents quickly had her at full length and enjoying the thrusting motion. It was ironic that Sonya’s lengthy cock had caused her trouble masturbating in disposable diapers because she often thrust out of the front of them, but in pinned cloth diapers, she folded them considerably higher and so her penis was safely encased in the wet and dirty diaper. 
 
    Patty watched truly fascinated by what was happening. Her limited experience of male masturbation was one accidental catching of her nephew furtively stroking himself off many years previously. She was deeply embarrassed of course but had since assumed that fist stroking was the only way men and boys masturbated and yet now, she was watching something altogether different. 
 
    It looks like intercourse! she thought to herself. And maybe it is in a way? 
 
    Sonya was enjoying having a witness to his own sexual pleasure and so made it last longer than usual, but after 5 minutes, his orgasm finally boiled over and he ejaculated deep into the mess inside his diaper. 
 
    “Was that okay?” Sonya asked, hoping beyond hope that Patty would say it was. 
 
    “It was fine, Sonya,” Patty replied genuinely. In an odd way, she approved of the way the masturbation session was all ‘contained’ with no ‘gooey’ bits sprayed on a bathroom floor or into underwear or wherever. Everything was contained in a diaper. 
 
    “Do you masturbate often?” she asked.  
 
    “Three times a day on average,” Sonya replied, unaware of just how frequent that was compared to most men and even compared to horny teenagers. 
 
    “That often?” Patty’s face showed her surprise since she herself masturbated once a week at most and in the last few weeks had waited until her Saturday morning tryst with Martin - aka Sonya – to orgasm. 
 
    “Yes, at least. Occasionally it’s more. I hump my diaper when I get back from your place like now and a couple of other times during the day when I need to.” 
 
    “Your dress is a bit wet,” Patty observed and Sonya looked down and saw the small wet patch in front of the dress and the matching wet patch on the crib sheets. The colour was curiously darker than the light colour of pee. 
 
    “It usually happens after I get toileted,” Sonya replied. 
 
    “Toileted? What does that mean?” 
 
    “Oh sorry, it means that your diaper is used as a toilet by someone else.” 
 
    “Oh… So, like when you empty the buckets?” 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “Has anyone else ever done that for you?” 
 
    Sonya blushed noticeably. “My aunt did a few times. But other than that, only you. But I really do appreciate it you know. To me, toileting seems just natural and normal.” 
 
    “I understand,” Patty replied but she had only a small inkling of what was going on. 
 
    “Let me just change into my day dress, if that’s okay?” 
 
    Patty nodded and then watched in amazement as Sonya took off the slightly wet plain white dress, hung it up to dry on a coat hanger and pulled out a beautiful knee-length pink and white baby dress with lace around the hem and arm holes. It fit her perfectly. 
 
    “That is gorgeous!” Patty exclaimed truthfully. 
 
    “I had it made for me and was quite expensive, but I love it.” 
 
    Patty watched as Sonya pulled some white leggings on, put on some pretty pink Mary Jane shoes and then quickly placed a pacifier in her mouth and affixed it to the dress with a short chain. 
 
    “Wow,” whispered Patty. “I didn’t know what you liked. I just thought you just wanted my… my… er…” 
 
    “Your poo and pee?” Sonya offered. 
 
    “Well, yeah. Can I ask how long you will wear it for?” 
 
    “Probably until after dinner when I will put on a clean diaper. I don’t like clean ones actually.” 
 
    It was an unexpected admission and Sonya internally berated herself for letting out such a secret. 
 
    “You don’t like clean diapers?” 
 
    Sonya shook her head. “No, not really. That’s why I like what you give me for my diapers. It makes them feel right.” 
 
    Patty was silent for a while as she absorbed the information she had just heard. 
 
    “So, it’s really important to you?” 
 
    Sonya simply nodded and blushed slightly. Her bladder had just emptied of its own accord and her now-limp penis was lying in the poo and pee of his neighbour and all he could think of was just how right it all felt – and always had. 
 
    “Then I’m glad I could help. I mean it, Sonya.” 
 
    It finally dawned on her that it wasn’t her pussy that thrilled Sonya half as much as what her bladder and bowels could give him. Suddenly, it wasn’t just the sex she was getting that made their bizarre relationship worthwhile, but also that she was clearly helping someone who desperately wanted something else that her body could give. 
 
    Imagine if I’d said no way back when! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Patty Watson was bored. She was 54 years old, had a part-time job and her own small house and a handful of similar-aged friends but life was becoming humdrum and predictable, and she had had more than enough of ‘predictable’. 
 
    The classic maiden aunt, she was literally so – a virgin who had never even been touched, never mind deflowered. She told herself that it didn’t matter but as she got older, she knew it was a lie. At her age, there was no young man waiting to sweep her off her feet and take her to bed and ‘impale her on his throbbing rod’ – words she had read in a novel only weeks before.  
 
    That day she sat out front in the warm sunlight and watched the delivery van arrive next door and deliver something that looked a lot like a baby’s crib but was too big for that. Her mind wandered since deliveries to other people’s houses were of no great interest even though that particular one was intriguing. 
 
    She waved to the occupant, a young man she had only spoken to a handful of times. He was an attractive man who she guessed was in his late twenties with longish well-kept hair and with a neat trim figure. She then surprised herself by looking down where he kept his ‘package’, another reference to the erotic novels she had taken to reading. But instead of the bulge she expected under the well-fitting trousers, he was wearing she saw only a much larger bulge all around his waist and a little higher. He waved back, smiling and instead of going back inside, hesitated and looked at her directly. 
 
    Is he wearing diapers?  she mused.  
 
    The bulge was quite substantial and rather obvious, even from the front yard of his home. She had never seen him leave his house and if he was wearing bulky diapers like those, it made sense in a way. 
 
    Suddenly, her boredom lifted and the three-minute vision of her neighbour – Martin he had said once – in rather obvious thick diapers begged some questions. 
 
    Why is he wearing diapers at his age? 
 
    Why are his diapers so ridiculously thick and bulky? 
 
    Was he trying to show me that he was wearing diapers? 
 
    Patty wanted to know the answers to why such an attractive and well-presented man was wearing diapers and why he hadn’t hidden them better. Her answer came only a few days later. 
 
    Thursdays were Patty’s day off and that was when she did all her washing and major housework. That day as she went outside to hang up her washing in the atypically warm and sunny weather, she looked over the five-foot fence into her neighbour's small yard. 
 
    His washing is out! 
 
    In the entire year that Martin had lived in the house, she had never once seen anything on his clothesline, and she assumed that he dried everything indoors. But this time, the clothesline was completely full and what was on it made her stop and stare. 
 
    Cloth diapers. Plastic pants. Bras. Young girls’ dresses. Leggings and more. 
 
    Patty stared, her mouth slightly open as she realised that yes, Martin did in fact wear diapers but a whole lot more. And clearly, he was putting them out so she could see. 
 
    Or am I just being a middle-aged biddy trying to think that a young guy wants to bed me? Damn, I’m being stupid! Grow up, Patty! He just wears diapers and cross-dresses. So what? No big deal.  
 
    Should I go over and say hello?  
 
    Stop it, Patty! Just leave it alone. 
 
    But life interfered with her plan to ‘leave it alone’. 
 
    It was Thursday once again, and Patty nervously went out back to hang up her washing. It was an overcast day with even the risk of rain, but she wanted to go and see over the fence again and to her mind, needed an excuse to be there and so she took her basket outside and pegged up her washing. Sure enough, Martin’s clothesline was once again full of diapers and plastic pants and also the curious item that looked like a baby’s onesie but in a huge size and, of course, yet another juvenile-looking dress. 
 
    Patty stared for longer than she realised before going back inside to ponder ‘what it all meant’. But while she pondered, she decided to go out to her small front yard and weed her impressive garden. She was a keen gardener and the small amount of space she had, meant it was in pristine condition, but she was sure she had seen a couple of weeds with the temerity to sprout in her special place. 
 
    She was just about to pull out the last remaining weed when she heard a voice. 
 
    “Hello, neighbour! Sorry but I forgot your name. My name is Martin.” 
 
    Patty stood up and wiped her hands and stared over their low shared fence. 
 
    “It’s Patty and I remember your name! How are you?” 
 
    She didn’t need to stare to see the obvious very thick bulge around his otherwise tight trousers. He was clearly wearing a very thick diaper and didn’t seem at all embarrassed by it. 
 
    “I’m good. I just decided to see what I could do about my garden and yours is so nice and mine is… hmm…” 
 
    “A wreck?” Patty offered with a smile. 
 
    “Well, yeah, I guess so. I work from home, so I don’t get out much and the garden has never really appealed to me.” 
 
    “I can see that! Look, would you like to come over for a cuppa? You’ve been here a year and I’ve not even really taken the time to introduce myself to you.” 
 
    “I’d love to.”  
 
    Patty, what the hell are you doing? Why are you inviting this odd guy inside? What if he’s a rapist? 
 
    Patty inwardly laughed and then, as was her habit, continued a conversation with herself. 
 
    A rapist in a diaper? Not likely and so what? That pussy of mine has never seen any action and I’m betting someone like him hasn’t seen any either! 
 
    Patty’s internal debate ended as Martin came inside and they both sat around the kitchen table. As he sat, his shirt briefly lifted up and gave Patty a clear view of the clear plastic pants he was wearing around a thick diaper that extended above his waist. He clearly didn’t care at all about how obvious it was. 
 
    Over a cup of tea, Martin and Patty discussed the usual small talk until she asked him what he did for a job since she was always interested in working from home herself. 
 
    “I’m a writer,” Martin replied with a satisfied smile. 
 
    “Really?” Patty replied, now very interested as she was an avid reader herself. “What type of writer?” 
 
    “Novelist,” he replied, giving away very little information. 
 
    “What genre?” 
 
    “Erotic fiction and fetish stories.” 
 
    The silence hung in the room for what seemed like minutes but was only seconds. 
 
    “It pays well,” he continued. “And I seem to have a knack for it.” 
 
    “Wow,” Patty replied. “I sometimes read erotic books.” It seemed okay to mention that to an actual writer. 
 
    “That’s great. I hope you’ve read some of mine but mine are a bit more out on the edge. I write a lot of diaper fetish stories.” 
 
    The words hung in the air. ‘diaper fetish’. 
 
    Is he prompting me to ask? 
 
    “I see you wear diapers,” Patty said before she had time to think about whether or not it was a good idea to mention it. 
 
    “Sure do,” Martin replied confidently. “All the time.” 
 
    “Sorry to hear that.” 
 
    Martin laughed. “Don’t be sorry. I’ve always worn them, and I like them. That’s why I write some diaper fetish books as well.” 
 
    “I see,” but Patty didn’t really ‘see’ at all. 
 
    “So anyhow, tell me about yourself, Patty,” he asked judiciously changing the topic. 
 
    Patty rarely had someone show any interest in her or her life, and so she took the opportunity to detail the mundane and boring life she now led. She didn’t say she was a sexless virgin, but she didn’t have to. It was always hanging out there as a subtext. 
 
    “That’s very interesting,” Martin replied politely. “My life is a bit different, I guess.” 
 
    “Different how?” 
 
    “Well, I know you have seen my washing line and what was on it a few times, right?” 
 
    “Well, yes but I wasn’t staring. It was just easily visible.” 
 
    Martin chuckled. “Oh, I don’t think you were snooping or anything. I am stopping hiding who I am and what I wear. Why should I hide?” 
 
    “That sounds reasonable,” Patty added, not knowing exactly how to respond. 
 
    “I’m a great fan of letting people be who they are and letting them act accordingly.” 
 
    “Me too,” Patty replied but she was feeling uncomfortable and not sure where he was going with it. 
 
    “In that case, I’m pleased to have such a nice neighbour living next to me. I know I’m very different and I accept that. I drove my parents nuts, so I know what it’s like.” 
 
    “How did you drive them nuts?” she asked.  
 
    Patty didn’t exactly drive her own parents nuts, but she knew they were deeply disappointed in her. She hadn’t excelled academically and gotten into a specialised field as they had. She didn’t bring home boys or get married. At one stage they thought she was gay and were ready to accept that, but the truth was that Patty just didn’t relate well to anyone. She was a disappointment, especially since there were no siblings to mitigate it. 
 
    “Wow! That’s a big question,” exhaled Martin. “There was so much! Well for starters, I never stopped wetting the bed.” 
 
    “Never? I thought everyone did eventually.” 
 
    “Most do but not me. I didn’t care either and so I just stayed in night diapers. But it was more the way I didn’t conform to their expectations.” 
 
    “Oh, I know what that’s like,” Patty said, almost spitting out the words.” 
 
    “They kept catching me wearing diapers out of bedtime and a few other things.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Girl’s panties, bras, dresses, even tampons and things.” 
 
    “Wow, that must have been hard… for you.” 
 
    Martin just smiled. He had told the story many times before and knew the reactions he typically got. 
 
    “They didn’t understand me and to be honest, never could. I was, and still am, pretty much your classic weirdo.” 
 
    “No, you’re not,” exclaimed Patty even though that was exactly what she was thinking. 
 
    “Well, I must get going, Patty. It’s been nice chatting, but I have some writing to do and I have a massive pile of wet and dirty diapers to wash and dry!” 
 
    Patty was silent for a moment then took a leap. 
 
    “Would you like to come over for dinner tonight? I’m making chicken for one and I can easily make it for two.” 
 
    Martin theatrically clapped his hands together and said, “That sounds wonderful. I’ll bring some wine and make sure I am dry, clean and presentable!” Then he laughed. 
 
    What does he mean? Maybe it’s a diaper wearer's joke? 
 
    “See you then!” 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    6 pm arrived and Martin knocked on the door. He was holding a bottle of rather nice wine despite rarely drinking himself. But he had prepared himself properly or as ‘proper’ as he thought he should.  
 
    I want to let her know I’m a baby girl without freaking her out so I need to be obvious but subtle. 
 
    Subtle was not Martin’s strength but he also needed human contact and friendship as his unusual lifestyle tended to drive people away. He put on very thick cloth pinned diapers and made sure they were not over-wet but not dry either. He still had to be honest to himself. The plastic pants also had to be true and so he chose a rather expensive pair of infant-style pink frilly pants and wore them over the top. Then came the bra. He wore a bra most of the time but for his meal he chose to wear a C-cup bra that he had recently bought from Victoria’s Secret (with a personal fitting no less!) with breast forms inside of them. 
 
    I really wish I could wear a dress, but I don’t want to freak her out. 
 
    Martin chose a pair of quite baggy trousers whose only purpose was to provide coverage of a super-bulky diaper while not really disguising what was underneath in any meaningful fashion. Then he chose a white shirt that was thin enough to show the outline of his bra.  
 
    Obvious, but not too much. 
 
    When Patty opened the door, she could not help but look in surprise at her neighbour. The diaper was obvious, the bra was obvious and when she looked at his feet and saw pink women’s training shoes, she gulped but led him into the small dining room. 
 
    “I hardly ever use this room,” she observed. “I normally eat in the kitchen or in front of the TV while I’m binging on Netflix.” 
 
    “It looks lovely and the food smells delicious.” 
 
    The meal was served shortly after and as they ate it was apparent that they were surprisingly comfortable with each other. Patty was surprised given their substantial age difference. They spoke easily and openly and once the wine started flowing, even more so. 
 
    “That looks like a pretty bra, Martin. Where did you get it from?” 
 
    “Thanks. I got a fitting at Victoria’s Secret. It was worth it. It fits better than most.” 
 
    By the time dessert was served, Patty felt confident enough to ask about the baby girl dresses she had seen. 
 
    “I don’t want to pry, but can you tell me about those pretty dresses you have on your line?” 
 
    “Oh, those?” he chuckled. “If you see these silly trousers,” he stood and patted them. “They don’t really work over a thick diaper as good as a nice short dress, so I typically wear a dress rather than men’s clothes.” 
 
    “They look like baby dresses,” Patty said bluntly. “Just bigger.” 
 
    Martin was quiet for a moment. He didn’t want to upset or freak her out. 
 
    “They are baby girl dresses but for adults. I identify more as an infant girl than as an adult man.” 
 
    And now the truth was out. 
 
    “Wow,” was all Patty could say. 
 
    “Yeah, I know it’s weird but it’s who I am just the same.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. I could do with a little weirdness in my life. How about we go sit in the lounge and talk? It’s more comfortable.” 
 
    Martin and Patty sat close to each other as they talked. 
 
    “Do you wet your diapers?” she asked. “Or is that too personal?” 
 
    I think the wine is loosening her up! Martin thought. I need to be careful. 
 
    “I pee and poo in them every day,” he spat out. “I don’t use toilets at all.” 
 
    “Really? Wow!” 
 
    “I hope you’re not offended.” 
 
    “Are you wet now?” 
 
    Martin was surprised by the question. It was very personal and seemed out of character, but he answered just the same. 
 
    “Quite wet, actually. But at least I’m not dirty!” he laughed. 
 
    Patty just looked at him with a sense of something different happening to her. 
 
    “I’ve never been with a man,” she spat out. 
 
    Martin didn’t quite know what to say or do. It was not exactly the kind of statement he expected to hear from anyone, ever. And it had come out of the blue. Martin didn’t think he was leading her on.  
 
    “Have you been with a woman?” she added.  
 
    Wow, this has taken a strange path! 
 
    “Just with my aunt some years ago. She taught me how.” 
 
    “Your aunt taught you? Fuck!” Then she blushed. “Sorry about the language!” 
 
    “Don’t say sorry. It was very appropriate. She taught me to fuck and how to pleasure a woman.” 
 
    “How old was she?” 
 
    “About 50,” he replied.  
 
    Martin sensed an opportunity and placed his hand on Patty’s knee. Looking at him, she then placed her hand on his. She then turned to face him and kissed him gently on the lips.  
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    “Are you nervous, Patty?” Martin asked. 
 
    “Yes. Very,” she replied. 
 
    “No need, but I want you to see me first before you go any further. I don’t want you to be disgusted by me.” 
 
    As Patty watched with increasing lust, Martin removed his shirt and revealed the breastform-filled bra he was wearing. When he took off his trousers, Patty breathed out loud as she saw the infantile frilly plastic pants covering a very thick and very high-waisted diaper. There was a rather obvious bulge in the front. 
 
    Patty removed her clothing down to just her bra and panties, feeling oddly a little unimpressive compared to the spectacular outfit in front of her. 
 
    Martin stepped forward and removed her bra and lowered her panties encouraging her to step out of them. Running on instinct alone, Patty removed Martin’s bra, never having expected to remove the bra from a sexual partner! 
 
    “Lie down on the bed,” Martin whispered. 
 
    Patty laid down and Martin remembered his training and slowly began to touch and caress the virgin woman before allowing his hands to wander to her pussy. She shuddered the first time a man’s hands touched her vagina, but Martin continued his progress. Fingering, caressing, stroking and finally, he went down on her, and her breathing became ragged. She was deeply aroused, but there was more. 
 
    “Let me take off your diaper,” she whispered. 
 
    Patty sat up and lowered the pink frilly plastic pants down Martin’s legs and touched the front of his diaper. 
 
    “You’re very wet,” she said.  
 
    “I always am.” 
 
    Patty helped slide the very wet diaper down his legs and his steel-hard erection sprang out. All Patty could do was exhale with a slight whistle. 
 
    “It belongs inside you,” Martin announced, and at that, he positioned himself between her legs with his cock head just at her entrance. 
 
    “Take me, Martin. Take my fucking cherry now!” 
 
    Martin plunged in. He did not take it slow or easy but pushed his way to the hilt into her welcoming and very overdue canal. 
 
    Patty began to diddle her clit as Martin masterfully fucked her hard and long. Sensing when she was about to cum, he waited and as soon as her shuddering was complete, he unloaded his semen deep into her long-waiting cunt. 
 
    Forty years of waiting!  Patty thought. And now it’s done! 
 
    They laid next to each other for about 15 minutes barely speaking. Martin hadn’t fucked a woman in quite some time and was enjoying the afterglow while Patty was still almost in shock that her hated virginity was no more. 
 
    “What else did that Aunt of yours do for you,” Patty asked rhetorically. 
 
    Martin giggled like a little girl. “Something that would probably freak you out!” 
 
    “Bet it doesn’t freak me out at all!” 
 
    The formerly conservative middle-aged virgin was suddenly feeling up for anything. Tearing her hymen had torn away a great deal more in her life. 
 
    “Don’t say I didn’t warn you!” Martin began. “Okay, so here it is. As you know, I wear diapers and I really like them and even more if they are wet and dirty. Okay so far?” 
 
    “Yeah, I think so,” she said as she sat up on the bed, still smiling as she felt the semen flow out from her freshly violated pussy. 
 
    “Well, she offered to pee and poo into my diapers for me.” 
 
    Patty was quiet for a moment and obviously stunned. 
 
    “And she did that so you’d fuck her?” she added. 
 
    That wasn’t quite true. Martin’s Aunt had done that because she wanted to and letting her nephew fuck her was something else entirely. They both wanted that. 
 
    “Kinda,” he replied, trying not to be completely untruthful. 
 
    Patty sat back in the bed and leaned against her pillow. 
 
    “So…” she began. “If I peed and pooped into your diaper, you’d keep fucking me?” 
 
    Martin’s eyes opened in shock. This was unexpected. 
 
    “Of course,” he replied while trying to get his thoughts organised and not miss an incredible opportunity. 
 
    “How do I do that for you?” 
 
    Martin simply smiled. He knew exactly how to do that.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    “Martin,” Patty said just after her neighbour had emptied the two potties into his diaper. “You know how you really like my pee and poo in your diaper, do you ever think about having more?” 
 
    Martin turned to her quickly as he pulled back up his trousers to cover his bulging diaper. 
 
    “What do you mean?” he asked questioningly. 
 
    Patty sighed deeply and began to explain. 
 
    “I have this friend, Agnes. She’s 53 and single and she noticed the glow on my face one Saturday and so I told her you were fucking me.” 
 
    “Oh? And how did she respond?” 
 
    “She was so jealous, and I told her all about your cock and I really laid it on thick.” 
 
    Martin laughed. 
 
    “I bet you did.” 
 
    “But I told her you wear diapers and also I kinda let on how I pee and poo into a bucket for you to, you know, keep you interested.” 
 
    “Oh, Patty! Why did you do that? She probably thinks you’re a freak and me too for that matter!” 
 
    Patty grinned at Martin. “No, not at all. She actually asked if she filled buckets for you like I do if you’d fuck her as well.” 
 
    “You’re kidding me! Really?” 
 
    “Would you want more for your diaper?” 
 
    Over the recent months, Patty had gotten to understand and know more about Martin’s interests and needs. She didn’t really need to ask. She knew the answer would be yes. 
 
    “If you want, I can take you to Agnes’ place to meet her.” 
 
    Martin grinned. 
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    Martin held himself still while he emptied his semen load into Agnes on his usual Thursday fucking of the voracious woman. 
 
    “Thank you, Aggy,” he whispered. “You have a wonderful cunt.” 
 
    “And you have a wonderful, cock, little girl,” she giggled. Agnes had come to know more about Martin’s true identity. “But I think you enjoy my bladder and bottom even more, correct?” 
 
    Martin blushed. It was true. 
 
    “Don’t blush little girl. I am more than happy to give you it all for a piece of that wonderful cock.” 
 
    Every morning he drove to Agnes’s place and emptied two buckets into his diaper just after picking up from Patty. 
 
    “Now I guess you need to leave and do a pickup from Paula?” 
 
    Martin nodded and smiled. 
 
    “Paula just raves about you. You know she hadn’t fucked for thirty years until you started doing her?” 
 
    “Yeah, I knew. She also poos a lot too!” 
 
    “You’re crazy, you know that?” exclaimed Agnes playfully. “You get the pee and poo from three women every day into your diaper. You gotta say, that’s a bit rare.” 
 
    “Maybe four!” 
 
    “What?” Agnes replied, punching him lightly in the shoulder. 
 
    “Seems like Paula let on to her sister why she’s so happy.” 
 
    “And she knows why?” 
 
    “Paula told her sister she has a big baby fucking her and all I want in return is her pee and poo!” 
 
    “And…?” asked Agnes breathlessly. 
 
    “Apparently her hubby is a three-inch weiner and she is interested in getting a proper fucking and happy to pay for it.” 
 
    “Pay for it in pee and poo?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “So, how many women could you fuck if they did this for you?” 
 
    “Seven days in a week so I guess seven women.” 
 
    “Could you even fit that much into your diaper?” she asked. 
 
    “Easily!” Martin replied. “Sounds luxurious! So… do you have any other sexless friends you want to introduce to me?” 
 
    Agnes threw a pillow at him and laughed. 
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    Bedwetting Downunder 
 
      
 
    Forrest Grant 
 
      
 
    A (mostly) fictional account of wetting beds, cots, and nappies while travelling the world 
 
      
 
    First Published 2020 
 
    Copyright © AB Discovery 2020 
 
    All rights reserved. 
 
    No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, transmitted in any form, by any means electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise without the prior written permission of the publisher and author. 
 
      
 
    Any resemblance to any person, either living or dead, or actual events are a coincidence. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    A Downunder Bedwetting Experience – Steve and Meredith 
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    I love Australia.  
 
    More than most other countries, it is more like England but with nicer weather, a lot more space and people who speak the Queen’s English – and spell it the proper way! How could I not love the place? I had spent several years there before so going there was like visiting an old friend. 
 
    While perusing the Bedwetters Travel Guide, it was apparent that I could spend wet nights in multiple places in the land down-under.  I only wished that I had known of these locales in my previous visits where I suffered through endless enforced dry sheets and wet nappies. I chose one place – Steve and Merri’s Wet Wonderland. 
 
    It is a long flight and I wasn’t looking forward to it at all. My bladder control is poor at best and at night, non-existent and so, wearing a nappy on a plane is essential and as many diapered travellers already know, planes are not really set up for adult nappy changes. And forget about wearing my preferred terry cloth nappies and bulky plastic pants! I was set for a disposable experience, but also… a good variety of wet beds. 
 
    Visiting Australia? You don’t need to put up with dry sheets and the inconvenience of diapers. We are just a half-hour from the airport and for less than the cost of a hotel, you can sleep in one of our spare bedrooms and wet to your heart's content. Enjoy the weather. Enjoy the sights of the city and luxuriate in a wet bed openly. Yes, we are both life-long bedwetters ourselves, so you are right at home! 
 
    I read the blurb in the travel guide and looked at the photo that accompanied it. 
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    The wet bed quickly evoked memories of years earlier. I had seen a bed like that as a teenage boy in another house. Even the stains looked familiar in size and shape and I remembered taking the risky chance of stripping off and lying face down in the wet sheets and enjoying the feelings and emotions of not just a wet bed, but a flooded bed. Not just a single night wet bed, but multiple nights of wetting. Not just my own wet bed, but another person’s wet bed. It was a glorious experience so many years ago and I knew the moment I saw that picture, that I would need to visit that particular private home on the opposite side of the world that displayed one of the formative wet bed experiences of my youth. 
 
    And so, it was that a lovely and intriguing phone call to the private (wet) Bed and Breakfast in the inner suburbs of Brisbane in Queensland, Australia took place. The owners were a childless couple in their early forties who sounded happy and carefree and were very pro-bedwetting. Even that pro-bedwetting stance felt oddly reminiscent of times long past and I felt instantly comfortable talking with them. We discussed more than travel plans and dates. We discussed bedwetting histories and our various toilet training dramas. Meredith, the wife who hated her old-fashioned name, was incontinent and wore nappies outside of the bed while Steve, her husband was just a classic night-time bedwetter. 
 
    Only one of the three of us had ever had a dry night in our lives and I felt good about that. There are a lot of bedwetters around the world. But there are not many who can put together 40+ years of wet sheets (or nappies) without a single dry experience. And just like me, they had embraced it and extended it.  
 
    After talking to them on the phone for over an hour and planning the first stay of my trip, I began thinking of what to do to get my own place added to the next edition of the Bedwetter’s Travel Guide. I had an adult-sized baby cot, but also had two other bedrooms, one with a protected mattress that I occasionally slept and wet in. I could offer a place for bedwetters to sleep and stay in. I didn’t, however, have any idea how to even get that accomplished. The guide’s publishers and managers were still very secret. I was yet to be ‘in the know’. 
 
    I was to spend seven nights at Steve and Meredith’s house and I was more excited and fearful than I had been at either of my previous wet bed stays from the Guide. It was a long way to go if it was a dud or worse, a con. But I had already been in a number of wet beds from the guide and so I was moderately confident. But as many other bedwetters know, travelling as a real bedwetter is always scary, even if it is to familiar places. It is one thing to wet nappies for fun or to wet your bed when you want to, but when you are incontinent, it is a very different equation. 
 
    I had been to Australia before and had lived there for quite a while and so I was excited but anxious about returning.  
 
    The trip on the plane was as bad as any international traveller knows. 24 hours on two flights and even in premium economy, the seats were tiny and I like my space to stretch out. I padded up with the thickest disposable nappies I had and lined with baby ones, my first change was fourteen hours in the flight. Like others in my predicament, I drank sparingly and frequently checked myself for leaks. My first change was less dramatic than I expected but putting my soaked nappy back in my carry-on luggage was better than trying to dispose of the now-huge swollen item in the small receptacles on the plane. If customs opened my bag and wondered what it was, they were free to investigate! 
 
    Fortunately, Australian customs is polite, if very restrictive and professional. The cursory inspection of my luggage excluded my carryon and while it contained a few nappies and some baby clothes, the officer hardly took any notice. I imagine they saw all kinds of things and some unusual baby items were probably not high on their list of interests. 
 
    By the time I caught a taxi and found my way to Steve and Meredith’s house I was ready to fall asleep, despite the excitement. 
 
    “Howdy, Forrest!” yelled Steve in his unnecessarily loud Aussie twang as I dragged my suitcase through the front gate and along the winding brick path that led to the front door. He and his wife opened the door just before I got there. 
 
    “Hi,” I replied, trying not to stumble over the step.  
 
    “Good trip?” he asked. It was the same question everyone asked. It was polite. 
 
    “Made it in one piece and that’s good,” I offered. 
 
    “Do you need a nappy change or are you okay for now?” It was Meredith whose curly red head had appeared around the side of her much taller husband. 
 
    “I might just head to bed for a few hours if that’s okay?” I said.  
 
    The exhaustion was now coming on strong now that I had finally arrived. I am a notoriously heavy sleeper and ironically, the exact opposite on planes. I always fear overflowing or engaging in baby behaviour when I sleep, so I nap at best. 
 
    “Sure thing, hun!” she replied and as I walked inside the house, I noticed that Meredith was wearing only a classic pinned cloth nappy and plastic pants and a tight tshirt. 
 
    I think I am going to like it here! 
 
    “Bed’s this way, Forrest.” 
 
    As she opened the door to the surprisingly large bedroom, I saw the open queen-size bed lying there waiting for me. Meredith was literally beaming with excitement. 
 
    “Do you like it?” 
 
    The sheets were pee-stained and with multiple overlapping tidemarks covering the entire bed. There must have been at least a dozen or more of them. 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” I replied genuinely.  
 
    I honestly appreciated it. I have long ago found a wet bed far more comfortable than a dry bed and while the bed was in fact, technically dry, it was a proper bedwetter’s bed just the same. I felt at home. 
 
    “It’s all my own work!” she added. 
 
    “Merri is proud of it,” Steve added. “This is where she naps during the afternoon and never wears her nappy.” 
 
    It all made sense. They both loved bedwetting and Merri was like me – needing nappies during the day. 
 
    “Thanks for the bed,” I repeated. “But I might pass out if I don’t get a couple of hours sleep!” 
 
    “We’ll leave you then. There are two nappy buckets in the corner. One is for your wet ones and the other for your dirty ones. You don’t need to worry about either. And clean nappies are in the drawer.” 
 
    “You sure don’t!” laughed Steve as he pushed his wife out the door. “This one has a shitty nappy already and it’s time for me to change her!” 
 
    As the door closed, I stripped off all my clothes leaving my damp disposable nappy on the floor and gratefully slipped into bed. The teddy bear that was placed on the pillow was gratefully accepted and I began to fall asleep. 
 
    Before I succumbed to the exhaustion though, I heard the rhythmic creaking of the bed in the room next door. 
 
    “That must have been one very quick nappy change if she was dirty!” 
 
    I thought about the possibilities for only a few moments before sleep claimed me. 
 
    It was to be not two, but three hours before I woke up lying on a now quite wet and lovely smelling bed. I had already wet their bed! 
 
    *** 
 
    I was immediately grateful for the supply of fresh cloth nappies that I found in the second drawer of the cupboard in my room. Like Merri, I had limited control and the bulkiness of my regular nappies made international travel using cloth, impossible. Most times, I was relegated to buying local disposables and making do. It was a wonderful thing to be able to wear proper nappies – baby-style nappies – in a foreign country. Sadly, plastic pants are not one-size-fits-all and Merri was several sizes smaller than me and so I had to wear my very plain white plastic pants when I would rather be wearing my pink frillies. 
 
    I stumbled out of the room and headed down the hallway where I could hear the others talking. I was wearing only my nappy, bra and tshirt since open nappies were obviously acceptable. I glanced in at their bedroom and saw their quite wet bed and the dirty nappy Merri had been wearing, discarded on the floor.  
 
    Their sex must have been fast and frenetic. They didn’t even put the dirty nappy away! 
 
    “Glad to see you awake, sleepyhead!” grinned Merri, still dressed in just a nappy, but now topless.  
 
    “I slept pretty solidly,” I replied. 
 
    “And wet, I assume?” 
 
    “Very much so!” 
 
    “Yummm,” she grinned again. “I will check that out later on.” 
 
    I knew exactly what she meant. I had said and done that before many times, secretly ‘checking out’ another’s wet bed. Touching, sniffing, sometimes lying in it, sometimes adding pee to and sometimes… semen. My attraction to wet beds was more than magnetic. 
 
    “We thought you might like to check out a proper Aussie beach since you Poms don’t have any!” said Steve. 
 
    I didn’t mind the good-natured ribbing or the reference to me as a ‘Pom’. Australian beaches were the best in the world and there were literally thousands of kilometres of them. I was not much of a swimmer and not at all a beach afficionado, but I did like to visit them. As a young boy, I had been to the beach in a nappy back when you could without people staring. It was a good memory. 
 
    “I’ll just go and get dressed then. Can’t go dressed just like this!” 
 
    “Might want to get rid of the bra too, mate. It’s a bit obvious.” 
 
    He was right. In England where a bra was usually covered by several layers including a jacket, it was easy for a man to wear a bra – even a well-padded one. In Brisbane however, it was almost never cold by even Australian standards. My bra would have to be an ‘at home’ thing during my stay. 
 
    It felt weird not wearing my bra. Even in the plane, I wore a bra for comfort and security. 
 
    As I quietly stepped through the doorway of my bedroom, I immediately halted as I saw Merri, face down on my wet bed, her hand inside her nappy, masturbating furiously. I stood there silently until I heard the muffled grunt of her orgasm and she rolled over. 
 
    “Oh hi!” she said, without a single hint of embarrassment. “I told you I’d check out your bed!” 
 
    “Oh, that’s fine!” 
 
    What else could I say to a woman who had openly masturbated herself lying in my wet bed? In a way, it was a compliment to my bedwetting prowess. 
 
    “Do you want to check out mine?” 
 
    I gulped. “You mean…?” 
 
    Merri stood up and grabbed my hand and led me to her bedroom. 
 
    “That’s my side,” she explained, pointing to the very wet side of the bed. “Jump on in!” 
 
    By now my penis was fully erect and was now guiding my actions. My nappy was blissfully soft and still completely dry and I was ready to masturbate. It had been over 24 hours since I had last masturbated and that was much longer than usual. 
 
    I carefully laid face down on the wet sheets and shimmied my way down so that my face was just inside the freshly wet area. I breathed in that wonderful scent of fresh wet bed with a mixture of dried pee. The sheets were clearly at least a week or more since they were last washed. Knowing exactly what to do since I had been doing it since I was a young teen, I humped my nappy lying on the wet sheet. It was a heady and exciting experience. From time to time, I turned my head sideways to see Merri still standing there, watching me, her grin even wider than usual. My orgasm was incredibly powerful, more powerful than usual and I yelled out my release. I rolled over and smiled. 
 
    “Sounds like that was a good one!” It was a voice from the doorway. It was Steve. 
 
    “It was amazing!” I said, still catching my breath. 
 
    “Well, matey…” he continued in his oddly relaxing accent. “Our wet bed is always there for you to enjoy whenever you want and Merri here, certainly intends to enjoy yours.” 
 
    “And my nappy buckets too.” It was Merri and as I turned to see her, she was blushing. “Either bucket,” she added.  
 
    It was a very pointed comment. I was to be given access to not only their wet bed but also Merri’s wet nappies and… her dirty ones. My stomach flopped over, but not in disgust, but in deep, deep desire. My deepest secret was being revealed. I didn’t know if I would act on it. Only time would tell. Merri seemed to be a lot like me. 
 
    *** 
 
    The beach trip was wonderful. The sun was scorching hot by English standards and I had to cover myself in sunscreen, but for the locals, it was just another glorious day – not too hot, just perfect. I love England, but sometimes… the weather is awful and Australian weather is quite the opposite. Now, if only they could do something about the flies and bushfires… 
 
    After a wonderful evening meal of an outdoor barbeque filled with wonderful aromas and the biggest flies in the world, we went inside for a game of cards and more than a few beers. Australians can knock back beer like the English drink tea. I wisely decided to try and keep my head and drank just the one and more than a few Cokes. 
 
    “So, tell me about the other people who’ve come here from the Bedwetter Guide?” I asked. I wanted to know as much as I could about this amazing publication. 
 
    “We’ve been in it for ust two years now and had eight separate guests,” said Merri, whose face was a little red, but this time from, alcohol. 
 
    “What were they like?” I genuinely wanted to know. 
 
    “We had a couple in their thirties from Sydney, a young guy from Cairns, a couple of adult babies like Merri and you…” 
 
    I thought Merri was an adult baby! Why are they hiding it?  
 
    “We had a lovely single woman who came here for a week for a holiday and she was awesome. She wet the bed a lot too.” 
 
    “You only think she was awesome because you fucked her!” Merri added, giggling under the influence. “Three times!” 
 
    “Like you can talk, baby girl!” 
 
    I felt a sudden desire to change the topic. I don’t know why, but I did. I was no stranger to casual sex, but not much for talking about it. 
 
    “Merri, since you are an adult baby like me, why don’t you dress like it since no one is obviously going to care?” 
 
    “She’s a bit self-conscious, my little baby,” Steve explained. “She has baby clothes and dummies, but she was abused a lot for it as a young kid, so she tries to hide it from other people.” 
 
    I knew there had to be a story behind all of what was going on. The adult baby Merri as well as the open bedwetting and the openness in things like masturbation. I decided to press on before the alcohol ended the ‘making sense’ part of the evening. 
 
    “Steve, why do you wet the bed?” 
 
    “Ah… that’s a story and a half,” he said, opening yet another beer. I could see that he could handle more booze than his wife, but he must still be reaching his limit. 
 
    “I wet my bed like a lot of kids until I was fifteen and got smacked for it most mornings. So, I kinda stopped, but I felt weird about ot, you know?” 
 
    Oh, I knew. A dry bed for me was not only weird, but it was also uncomfortable and very, very wrong. 
 
    “I understand. I really do.” 
 
    “And I hated the belt for a wet bed when I couldn’t help it and so I left home at eighteen and stayed with some mates. The first night, I wet the bed again and they didn’t say a thing. As long as I cleaned up, they couldn’t give a shit since I actually had a job and could keep them in beer. I got a plastic sheet and wet my bed a few times a week coz I wanted to and then… it just started happening all the time and here we are!” 
 
    “Makes sense to me. And you, Merri?” 
 
    Meredith was almost asleep, and my question roused her. 
 
    “I wanted to be a baby since I was a kid,” she replied sleepily 
 
    That also made sense to me. I had never really considered myself anything other than a baby. Growing up always felt like some kind of con and inside, I was still a baby in a disturbingly growing body. 
 
    “I couldn’t stay dry and my parents just let it go. Then…” 
 
    Merri closed her eyes and fell asleep. 
 
    “Sorry, she’s gone mate,” explained Steve. “She can’t handle her booze.” 
 
    “It’s okay, I was just interested in her story.” 
 
    “Well, if you must know, the biggest part is she was never toilet trained. She’s been in nappies all her life. Except at night of course! She doesn’t tell people about it unless they really understand like you do.” 
 
    My ears pricked up at this. The ‘never toilet-trained child’ was rare, but not unheard of. I had been toilet-trained, just not particularly effectively. But Merri had never gone through the potty-training stage at all. I was very intrigued. 
 
    I helped Steve march Merri into their bedroom semi-comatose and he unceremoniously pulled down her now wet nappy, removed her top and laid her naked on the bed, still sound asleep. 
 
    I couldn’t help but stare as Steven put a dummy in her mouth, retrieved a pink teddy bear and put it in her arms and then, spread her legs apart wide enough for me to see her pussy. It was shaven. It was open and very inviting. It was also very deliberate. He wanted me to see. And I did. 
 
    “I should head to bed now,” I stammered. “See you both in the morning.” And I rushed to my room. 
 
    I didn’t know if Steve was making a point or an offer, but as I pulled off my own wet nappy, I was fully erect, and it took very few thrusts on the still damp bed to spurt all over it. It still took me some time to go to sleep as the image of Merri, spread wide on her wet bed stayed with me. When I awoke soaking wet several hours later, I looked at the clock and saw 3 am. Still unable to get the image of a naked and spread Meredith out of my mind, I masturbated once more onto my wet sheets, imagining the highly unlikely. 
 
    *** 
 
    The next day was spent doing the usual tourist things. I checked out a lot of places that I wanted to see, enjoying the location and the beautiful weather. I was wearing one of Merri’s delightfully soft and fluffy cloth nappies and my plastic pants but sadly, no bra, just my regular panties. The morning, however, was anything but regular. 
 
    I awoke around 7 am after a very solid sleep uninterrupted by anything other than my 3 am masturbation need. It was a quiet street and I appreciated that fact since my own place was very quiet and I had grown used to the silence. As usual, my bed was very wet and after the small amount of beer I had drunk, slightly wetter than usual. It was just another tidemark on a sheet that had seen a dozen or more already. 
 
    As I walked past the open door of Steve and Merri’s bedroom I looked inside and saw two large wet patches on both sides of the bed. I was not surprised. Throughout the entire house was the delicious, if faint, smell of wet bed – both old and new. 
 
    The other smell that enticed me was that of frying bacon. I followed the aroma to the kitchen and found Steve sitting at the table while Merri was cooking. I was surprised and disappointed to see she was wearing a dressing gown. Part of me was hoping to see her naked again, but I guessed that spitting bacon fat might be the reason and sure enough, as soon as she brought the bacon and eggs to the table, she took off her gown and sat down – completely naked. So was Steve. And notably aroused. 
 
    I did not know that nudity was a household behaviour and so I had pinned on a nappy and plastic pants and thrown a shirt and trousers on. I felt overdressed. 
 
    “Forrest!” Merri exclaimed. “You don’t have to wear clothes around here if you don’t want to.” 
 
    “I kinda need to wear a nappy coz I can’t really go very long without wetting,” I explained. 
 
    “I’m the same,” she replied, shrugging her shoulders. “But I can stay dry for a short while and you can drop the nappy and enjoy the freedom if you want.” 
 
    “You sure?” I asked. “I don’t want to embarrass you.” 
 
    We all knew what I meant. I would be erect and I am not ashamed to say that I am well endowed. 
 
    Merri laughed. “I’ve seen it all before, Forrest! Go take your clothes off!” 
 
    It was an order and so I returned to my room and tried to think of anything to lower my thickening penis, dropped my still dry nappy on the floor and returned to breakfast. 
 
    “That’s better, isn’t it?” Steve added with a smile.  
 
    I nodded. It was a bizarre meal for me, but I suspect they did this every morning and I was guessing, even with bedwetting guests like me. Even with the heady aroma of bacon, the smell of three bedwetters permeated the room. It was an odd combination of odours. 
 
    I tried not to look, but Steve was fully erect and Merri was flirting with him. The more amorous they were, the more erect I became. By the time breakfast was eaten, I was at full length and my generous eight inches were threatening to peek over the tabletop. 
 
    Then without so much as a word, the two of them stood up and waltzed up the passageway towards their bedroom – or so I thought. From the kitchen table, I could see the entire passageway and they walked past their own room and entered mine. 
 
    They’re gonna screw in my bed! 
 
    Not sure of the protocol, I waited a few minutes and then walked along the hallway, pausing briefly at the sight of the couple’s own wet bed then silently entered my own room. As I stood in the doorway I took in the scene before me. 
 
    Merri was naked on her back on the wet side of the bed, legs spread and Steve eagerly going down on her. I was transfixed. Then Merri opened her eyes and saw me standing there, staring and holding my erect cock. 
 
    “Hi, Forrest!” she giggled. “Hope you don’t mind us enjoying your wet bed!” 
 
    I simply grunted my reply. 
 
    “If you want to go and enjoy our wet bed, you’re more than welcome! Or you can stay and watch!” 
 
    I was torn between two options. Their wet bed had enticed me all morning and I desperately wanted to get into it and experience all it had to offer. But the sight before me held me in place. 
 
    I stayed for several minutes and feeling emboldened, I moved into the room and drew closer. Standing next to the bed, I could see Merri’s pussy up close and personal and when Steve sat up and positioned himself for entry, I could hardly breathe. 
 
    He slipped in easily, just as I expected he would. His thrusts were slow at first and before long became more urgent. Merri’s fingers rubbed her clit in a well-practiced rhythm as they both approached climax. Merri came first, loud and long. Steve followed seconds later as he ploughed deep into her and dumped his load. 
 
    That was my cue to leave. I was unsure what would happen next so I took the offer of their bed to masturbate in. After watching their sex performance, I was very aroused and look very little time to ejaculate onto their soaking wet sheets.  
 
    And that was my morning! 
 
    After we had all showered and dressed and two of us were in nappies, Steve explained that they enjoyed having sex in their guest’s wet beds and probably would do so most mornings. 
 
    “You’re welcome to use our wet bed anytime you want and Merri has already offered her used nappies if you want to wear them.” 
 
    The last comment triggered me particularly hard. One of my very secret and pet fetishes was wearing another person’s wet nappies, but sadly, the opportunity was quite rare and yet, here was an open offer for just that. 
 
    During the day of sightseeing, my mind frequently returned to the offer of the wet bed and the used nappies and while my own nappy got wetter and wetter during the day from my own incontinence, I wished I was wearing Merri’s.  
 
    I was to get my wish. 
 
    It was nearly 6 pm when I finally returned from my day out and my nappy was very wet and I was looking forward to a change before dinner. 
 
    “Grub’s up in about twenty!” shouted Merri from the kitchen. I had learned to translate Aussie and so understood that dinner would be soon.  
 
    As I entered my room, the bed had dried out as I expected in the warm weather, but lying in the middle of it was a nappy, still in its plastic pants and pinned together. I knew instantly whose it was. It was Merri’s. 
 
    I reverently picked up the quite wet nappy and lifted it to my nose where I smelt the refreshing scent of soaking, day-long wet nappy. It was an aphrodisiac and I responded in kind. 
 
    Sadly, Merri was at least two sizes smaller than me and so the opportunity to simply slide the adorable nappy back up my legs was not afforded me and so I unpinned and refolded the very wet terry cloth to fit me and laid down on it.  
 
    It took my breath away and as I pulled the sides up and pinned them together, I was now fully erect once again. Using my own plastic pants and adding a bra and tshirt to the ensemble I bravely stepped out and went to the kitchen. 
 
    “Well, don’t you look all comfy!” she said. “You found my gift, I take it?’ 
 
    “Yes, thank you,” I stammered. “It’s wonderful.” 
 
    “Well, I told you yesterday that both of my nappy buckets are yours to enjoy if you want them.” 
 
    There was that word both again. It made me swallow again. 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind if I wear yours then?” 
 
    I simply nodded. How could I refuse? 
 
    *** 
 
    Dinner was a mixture of tasty and bizarre. Merri finally dressed up fully as a baby in an adorable infantile baby dress with baby shoes and a cotton baby bonnet. But most bizarre was that she was wearing my daylong wet nappy, just as I was wearing hers. Steve grinned most of the meal aware of what we were wearing and apparently quite okay with it. 
 
    That night was a one-beer-only evening over a game of cards for which I was thankful. I wanted to hear more of Meredith’s story of how she was not toilet trained. Among other things, I am a collector of stories, of narratives of how babies like her came to be and how bedwetters like Steve were created. My own story was different enough that I wanted to hear how others became adult babies or afficionados of the wet bed. 
 
    “I wet the bed until I was fifteen and it frustrated my mum immensely and dad hit me for it,” Steve began. “When I finally stopped and had been dry for a month, she literally threw a party! I kid you not! An actual party! Not that I could have any friends over or anything. Couldn’t exactly send out invitations to a ‘Steven has finally stopped wetting his bed’ party! It was just me and my brothers and sisters who teased me about it. But we had some good food and I even got a present.” 
 
    “But you wet the bed now?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah…” he drawled. “The whole dry night thing didn’t really take all that well. I moved out like I said before and it started again and then I found I really didn’t care, so I let it continue. A few years later I met this big baby bedwetter over here and it was a marriage made in… er…” 
 
    “A nappy?” I suggested. 
 
    Everyone laughed.  
 
    “Yeah it kinda was, I guess.” 
 
    “You don’t wear nappies yourself?” I asked. 
 
    “Nope. Well, I have a few times for playing around and when we sleep elsewhere since I have to, but that’s about it. Anyhow, are you enjoying Merri’s nappy?” 
 
    I blushed. Sadly, I blush easily despite the fact I wasn’t really embarrassed. 
 
    “It’s great, thanks! I’ve always enjoyed wet nappies and wearing other people’s nappies when I can.” 
 
    “Have you done that much?” asked Merri. “I only get a few from our guests.” 
 
    I was quiet for a while as I considered how much to say. My childhood and teens were, in fact, a plethora of wet beds, wet nappies and not all of them just my own. But it was a complex and perhaps disturbing story for some and so I glossed over the details. 
 
    “A few over the years,” was all I said. “So, Merri, you were saying you weren’t potty trained? How did that come about?” 
 
    Changing the subject seemed a good idea. I was still uncomfortable sharing my story of growing up wet and still a baby. 
 
    “You really want to know?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Well, you have to understand my parents. They were hippy-types born too late to be the real thing, but we lived out in a small town and they believed in a lot of weird stuff and one was that I should be able to find my own path and be who I wanted to be. They were all organic and particularly smoked a lot of weed and so my nappies as a baby were always going to be cloth and if they could get waterproof pants from plants I would’ve worn them as well. But they didn’t believe in toilet training which is why…” she pointed to her nappy – which was actually mine – “I’m still in nappies.” 
 
    “You didn’t want to toilet train yourself?” 
 
    I’d heard of other kids who weren’t toilet-trained by parents for whatever reason and they effectively did it themselves. It was usually well after the usual age, but they still did it nonetheless. But Merri hadn’t. 
 
    “It never actually occurred to me. I was home schooled – of course – and I was never encouraged to use a toilet and never criticised and so… nothing happened.” 
 
    “Tell him about being a baby,” Steve interjected. 
 
    Merri paused and drew her breath for the next part of her story. 
 
    “I’m an adult baby just like you, but I knew it from probably three or four years old. But unlike everyone else that was forced to grow up, I wasn’t. My parents never ever tried or forced me to grow up in any single way.” 
 
    I was curious now. These stories are everywhere, but I’d never actually met someone like it. 
 
    “I didn’t want to stop breast feeding and so I continued until l was twelve and it wasn’t me that stopped. My mum simply couldn’t keep up with it. I’d been having baby formula from a bottle since before I can remember as a supplement and so I just had more.” 
 
    “Any older food at all?” 
 
    “Yeah, I had soft baby foods and then some more solids and as I developed a taste for some foods like meat, I had that as well, but I stayed on the bottle and in fact, I never stopped.” 
 
    “I still have a daily bottle myself,” I admitted. 
 
    “So why didn’t you tell us?” exclaimed Steve. “I make a morning and evening bottle for Merri already. It’s no big deal to make two of them!” 
 
    I felt sheepish to have hidden that fact from two very open people. The fact is that I am not really an exhibitionist but rather quite shy. At times I revert to wanting to show off, but at the core, I am still shy. I didn’t want to risk damaging what promised to be a great overseas trip in a bedwetter location and so, I held my peace on my formula needs. 
 
    “Anyhow…” continued Merri. “My parents let me stay in a cot and it was eventually replaced with a much larger one and because I am small, I stayed in it. They never made me leave it and it wasn’t until I was about sixteen when I asked for a bed. That was when I started sleeping without nappies and I found out how much I liked wetting the bed and having wet sheets.” 
 
    “Did they give you any trouble over that?” I asked. 
 
    “Nah, not really. Dad got me a bigger plastic sheet for my bed and mum said I could wash the sheets when I felt ready to do it and so it was about once a week.” 
 
    “And they never made you grow up or toilet train?” I asked incredulously. 
 
    “Other than saying they’d help me if I wanted to, no. I guess because I always wanted to be a baby, it never made sense for me to do that and so I didn’t.” 
 
    In a bizarre way, it did, in fact, make sense. Merri had never chosen to be toilet trained and her natural physical maturing was no match for her desire to remain an infant. 
 
    “Why are you incontinent?” she asked. 
 
    I should have seen that coming. It was the obvious next question. I tried to be both truthful but not expansive. I took a breath and repeated my version of my childhood. 
 
    “I also wanted to be a baby girl since before I can remember, and my bedwetting was just epic and out of control even long after I was day toilet trained. I remember asking my mum why I had to stop wearing nappies during the day and she looked at me like I was really odd. That’s when I realised, I was a bit different. Everyone else my own age knew why they couldn’t be in nappies and didn’t even want to be. But not me. So, I kept it to myself and stayed in nappies until they were taken away as a preteen and then like you, I discovered the pleasures of a wet bed.” 
 
    That was the very abbreviated and mostly – but not entirely – accurate story of my growing up. There was a great deal more to say. 
 
    That night, when I finally retired to bed, I once again masturbated into Merri’s nappy then stripped off naked ready to sleep long and wet in what I had finally found out was now the 14th wet sleep in the same sheets. The loud sounds of sex from the room next door were not enough to keep from sleep and I missed the finale. 
 
    It was a wonderfully deep and relaxing sleep. And while I slept. I wet naturally and easily – as was proper. 
 
    By my fifth day there, the morning ritual was well established. I would arise and go to breakfast unshowered, and sometimes wearing a clean nappy for the protection I needed if I felt unable to stay dry. Merri and I would both have a hot formula bottle. After we had all eaten, we would all return to my bedroom. I would watch Merri masturbate in my wet sheets or engage in intercourse and then I would go to her side of their shared wet bed and hump it to orgasm while she watched. After that, we would both shower and I would head off for a day of sightseeing and checking out the city of Brisbane. A few times we did short trips together but mostly, I was on my own. 
 
    The afternoon ritual was also developing where I would come home and Merri and I would swap our wet nappies. It was delightful and to her credit, she kept her cloth nappies in pristine condition and always soft and fluffy which was quite an achievement given that we both soiled in them as well. Merri had explained that she soiled with little control and I was similar. But I also knew that it meant that we both could stay clean, but emotionally found it better to do it in our nappies. Our stories were different, but Merri and I were very similar in the ways that counted. We were both babies. We were both bedwetters. 
 
    It was on the last evening when we sat outside until the mosquitoes came out that I heard more of their story. It started when I asked what Steve did for a living. I knew that Merri didn’t work and never had done so, and that made perfect sense. She was a very babyish woman who wore baby clothes most of the time at home and wore nappies full time. Her need for a carer – or a daddy – was rather obvious. But Steve… what did he do? 
 
    Steve looked at Merri and there was a silent communication between them before he began his reply to my query. 
 
    “I need to go back a bit first,” he started. “When Merri and I met, I knew she was very different and we clicked, but not romantically at first. It was more of a parent caring for a child sort of thing. She needed someone who could care for her like her mum did, changing nappies and feeding and that kind of thing. So, in the beginning, I was more of a babysitter. Most guys would have gone running, but I really enjoyed it. I was wetting the bed every night by then so the nappy thing was no big deal, even during the day.  
 
    “Her mum was all for it. She thought I was great coming around and spending time there and changing her nappies and feeding her. And then I began to fall for her as a woman as well as a… er… well… child. I know that sounds creepy, but it wasn’t.” 
 
    I knew what he meant. It was a common problem for some people trying to understand adult babies in relationships where one partner was at times, more of a child or even a baby than an adult. I had grown tired of frequently explaining to people that being an adult baby didn’t make you a paedophile. 
 
    “One day I was changing her nappy and her mum was there and I was so horny I must have shown it and I kid you not, her mother asked if I wanted to have intercourse with her. And when Merri agreed, we had sex while her mother stayed in the room and approving!” 
 
    “I told you my parents were unusual!” interjected Merri. 
 
    Most people would have been shocked. I wasn’t. I’d heard a lot weirder than that. 
 
    “And so, we finally moved out and lived together. I worked at the council during the day and cared for Merri the rest of the time. I set up a playroom for her with some toys and stuff and she spent a lot of time there. Now as you know, we have toys set up in the bedroom.” 
 
    I had seen her collection of baby and toddler toys already and wasn’t surprised. My own bedroom had even more baby toys. As I said, Merri and I were a lot alike. 
 
    “It was a compromise for a long time because Merri needs a lot of care and contact. She tries to be an adult around other people, but when we are alone, she is more of a baby and so she used to worry about me not being there with her, just like any other child. Her mum was able to babysit a bit, but that wasn’t enough and then…” 
 
    Steve took a deep breath and it seemed as if he was about to let out a secret. 
 
    “We came into a large amount of money.” 
 
    “We won the lottery!” exclaimed Merri in what was becoming more of a young girl’s voice than a woman’s. 
 
    “We’ve never told anyone before but figured we could trust you.” 
 
    “I won’t tell anyone, of course!” I replied. “I understand you want to keep it secret.” 
 
    I hadn’t won the national lottery, but I too had come into a large amount of money and preferred that no one know. My house was very nice but not ostentatious and my car was a premium model, but not super expensive. My cot, however, was custom designed and built and had cost five thousand pounds. And I had two cots. 
 
    “And so, for the past five years, I have become Merri’s daddy and she is now my daughter. My baby daughter.” 
 
    To anyone else, this would have sounded more than just bizarre but also probably wrong. To me, it was perfect, lovely and I envied Merri. A lot. 
 
    “And in the locked room is her nursery.” 
 
    It was as I had suspected. The locked room had intrigued me, but in other Bread and Breakfasts I had slept in there were often one or two locked rooms where the owners didn’t want other people going in for their own reasons, most likely simple privacy. That Merri had a nursery didn’t surprise me at all. In fact, I was surprised that she didn’t seem to have one. 
 
    “Would you like to see it?” asked Merri in an even younger voice.  
 
    I was watching her regress in front of me. She had held it together while I had been around, but now, she had apparently decided she could trust me with her infancy on show. Every minute she showed more toddler and infant traits. 
 
    “I’d love to, if that’s possible,” I replied, looking to Steve for permission. I understood that as Merri was now effectively a child – probably a toddler – it was his permission that mattered, not hers.  
 
    I knew the protocol of parent/child relationships. Steve was the adult and Merri was far more than any mere role-playing child. She was in many ways, now a child inhabiting a woman’s body and required Steve to make decisions for her. I both understood and respected that. 
 
    Merri took hold of my hand and dragged me along the passageway, skipping as she went. We came to the locked room and she stood in front of it impatiently. 
 
    “Daddy!” she giggled in her childish voice. “Let me in!” 
 
    Apparently, the key to this room was under Steve’s control. It made perfect sense. 
 
    “Here we are, little one!” Steve said as he unlocked the door and pushed it open. 
 
    Merri rushed in and spun around like the little girl she was. 
 
    The room was decorated and furnished just like a baby’s nursery - pink and white themed with an oversized cot in the middle and a lot of baby toys scattered about.  The baby toys in their ‘adult’ bedroom were just a small selection of what the nursery had to offer. 
 
    I felt very much at home. My own nursery was not quite as large but decorated similarly. Like Merri’s nursery, mine was also set up for a baby girl. I kept my baby girl's name to myself and rarely let others know. But I was very much a baby girl at home and the nursery resonated with me. 
 
    “Do you like it?” baby Merri asked, now combining walking and crawling and sitting in the corner of the room with an almost literal pile of teddy bears and other soft toys. 
 
    “I love it!” I exclaimed.  
 
    “Wanna get in the cot?” she giggled coyly. 
 
    I nodded and Steve immediately dropped the side of the beautiful cot and pulled back the quilt. For a household that wet the bed and kept them wet for many days, the cot sheets were a surprise. There were a few small pee stains from leaking nappies, but otherwise, they were pristine. I was briefly surprised to see dry and clean sheets. They were literally the only ones in the house. 
 
    I stepped in and immediately felt at home. I also immediately felt the powerful drive to regress back to my own baby state. I had long ago learned to control my powerful regression and infant states so that I could mix safely in public. Even on this trip, I had only slept as a baby in order to satisfy the deep need I had to be an infant. But in Merri’s cot, I was losing that fight and more importantly, didn’t even want to win. 
 
    Baby Florence – the baby girl within me – came out to play. 
 
    For about an hour, baby Florence and baby Merri played in the large nursery. We played with dolls and teddies, built towers with blocks and even laid in the cot together laughing and playing and lying on top of each other. 
 
    I was home once again. A baby girl playing with another baby girl in a nursery. Near the end of our play time, Steve brought in two piping hot bottles of formula. He fed Merri with her head in his lap while I laid in the cot and drank my own. I gulped my bottle down greedily, having missed my twice daily bottle or three on this trip. 
 
    It was only 9 pm when we both began to feel the deep tiredness that only a baby or toddler can feel. We were two babies who had been playing well past our proper infant bedtimes. I stood in their bedroom, watching and yawning as Steve took off baby Merri’s nappy and laid her in their dry, but heavily pee-stained bed and once again, spread her legs wide so I could see her pussy. I was too tired and too little to care about such things. Then I toddled off to bed myself, took off my own wet nappy and quickly fell into the deep sleep that only babies have. 
 
    It had been a fine day, a fabulous evening and now, a baby sleep to finish it off – a fitting end to a wonderful week in a house full of bedwetters. 
 
    *** 
 
    When I awoke the next morning, I was glad I had a midday flight home. The 6 am flights were a killer and after the deep regression I had experienced the night before, I  needed the time to get myself together. Sometimes, I took a few hours to really find my adult feet again and in this case, they were the feet I absolutely needed to retrace my steps back to England. 
 
    Breakfast was typical as Merri and I sat there wearing just a nappy because neither of us were toilet-trained and with babyness hanging over us still, could not be trusted. I was going to miss living in this house with their open bedwetting but also because we all got on so well. When I wasn’t out sightseeing, we were laughing, eating and drinking (a lot) and then openly masturbating in each other’s wet beds. More than any other of the wonderful B&Bs I had stayed in, I felt a kinship with my antipodean friends. 
 
    Before I showered and packed up my belongings ready to leave, there was just one more thing to enjoy: the morning masturbation/sex ritual. 
 
    I stepped into my room ready to watch Merri masturbate in my wet bed and possibly watch them have intercourse and just like always, the diminutive and naked woman was already lying on her back on my wet sheets, her legs widely spread. 
 
    I stood, waiting for Steven to remove his boxers and to mount her as he had several times before when he simply said, “Merri would like you to enter her.” 
 
    “You want me to… er…” 
 
    “Go into Merri. She’s wanted it all week but I made her wait.” 
 
    Merri grinned at me in her infectious way as Steve simply pointed to her naked form. I nervously pulled down my nappy and knelt between her legs, my erect cock bobbing in anticipation.  
 
    This feels so normal! Like it should be! 
 
    In full view of Steve, I slid inside her and began slow thrusts. Getting our rhythm working together, we two adult babies began to bounce and slide and hump our way to a wonderful and powerful orgasm. 
 
    It was quick and yet deeply meaningful. It was not sex as it usually was. It was two friends – two bedwetting adult babies simply putting their genitals together in a time of play. Even now, it is hard to explain fully. There is adult sex and there is adult baby sex. They are very different. 
 
    As we approached orgasm, I looked into the face of Merri and saw baby Merri. And my own face was that of baby Florence. We both sighed and laid next to each other in the hot wet bed and laughed as our bladders erupted once again, further wetting the sheets beneath us. 
 
    But airplanes wait for no one and two hours later, I hugged both of them genuinely as the taxi awaited to take me to the airport. 
 
    “There is always a place and a wet bed for you to visit if you ever want to come over to England,” I offered genuinely. 
 
    “We will!” Merri replied. 
 
    And true to their word, eight months later, I stood to the side of my own adult sized cot with its soaked sheets as Steve and Merri thrust their ways to a mutual orgasm. 
 
    It all seemed very natural! And even better when it was Baby Merri and Baby Florence in that cot… sans nappies! 
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    Finding A Mummy 
 
    1. |Discovery 
 
    Alicia Caston (known to others as Alex Caston) read the email for the fifteenth time, soaking in every detail from ‘Tiffany’ about her home where she not only tolerated but enjoyed caring for not just adult babies but sissy babies. 
 
    “I have chosen to only take sissy babies because they are so cute, so happy and the kind of children I want around my home.” 
 
    That sentence stunned Alicia because it told her that it was something more than just a money-making scheme. In fact, the amount of money that was required was so low that it made her suspicious at first until she explained that ‘babies are what I love’. Alicia had long since despaired of there being genuine ‘mummies’ on the internet and always wanting to scam desperate babies like her for money. The fee for her stay was in fact, a little less than a typical Bed and Breakfast would charge. 
 
    Because she needed to be honest, Alicia had replied in her email that she was untoilet-trained and that she pooed her nappy every day. The warm reply she received made up her mind: Oh, sweetheart, I understand that, and I have changed more dirty nappies than I can remember and every bottom is special to me. 
 
    She immediately booked a three-day stay at Tiffany’s home. She was both thrilled and terrified at the prospect. 
 
    [image: A picture containing drawing  Description automatically generated] 
 
    The terror had taken its toll on Alicia’s nappy during the short car journey to Tiffany’s. She was wearing a typical pinned terry cloth nappy and frilly plastic pants and when she had put them on an hour ago, they were both pristine and dry. Now they were wet and… a little brown. 
 
    Normally, Alicia would smile with a sense of pride whenever her nappy was accidentally dirty but that day she had determined to arrive looking as prim and proper as she could. A thick jacket covered the bulge of her padded bra – something she wore every day out of a simple need to be as feminine as she could. 
 
    As she stepped out of her car and the nappy naturally fell lower, she could feel the sticky mass and realised that it was no minor accident, no small mark but rather, a proper dirty nappy. Dragging her suitcase behind her, she rang the bell on the beautiful house with immaculate gardens. 
 
    “Hello?” said the middle-aged well-dressed woman as the door opened. “Can I help you?” 
 
    Alicia gulped. 
 
    “I am Alicia Caston,” she stammered. It was the first time she had used her full name face-to-face with anyone other than her mother that one time in her early teens after a loud row about yet another wet bed despite nappies. 
 
    “Welcome, Alicia, I’ve been expecting you! Come on in!” 
 
    Alicia followed Tiffany down the hallway and when the older woman turned and walked into one room, Alicia took one step and then stopped. 
 
    Shit! Look at this place! 
 
    “I hope you like the nursery, Alicia!” she beamed. “It should have everything you need.” 
 
    “It’s like… wow… it’s just… incredible!” 
 
    The large bedroom was entirely set up as a nursery for a baby girl and nothing was left to the imagination. In the middle of the room, standing on top of a large circular pink and white rug stood a magnificent Adult-size cot. Alicia was very familiar with such cots, having slept in one for many years and she recognised that it was a quality build and also, well-used. 
 
    The pastel pink walls, with babyish decorations, a corner filled with neatly arranged baby toys and of course, the cupboard that Alicia just knew had to be filled with more wonders. And then there was the nappy change table. Large, and strong, the shelves underneath were open and displayed the cloth and disposable nappies, plastic pants, cremes and ointments and many packets of wipes. 
 
    “I’m glad you like it. A few baby girls have slept in here and everyone seems to like it.” 
 
    “It’s great,” Alicia offered, deeply aware of just how inadequate a response it was. “It’s even better than my own!” 
 
    It was quite an admission as Alicia had spent a lot of time and money to get a proper adult cot that would take her size and had decorated it just how she wanted it. But the cot in front of her was… even better. 
 
    “And I think a little baby girl needs her nappy changed already, am I right?” 
 
    Alicia blushed a little, forgetting that while she often could not smell her own dirty nappy, everyone else could. 
 
    “Yes… er… Tiffany,” she stammered self-consciously. 
 
    “Mummy, please, Alicia. While you are here, you can call me ‘mummy’. Is that alright?” 
 
    Alicia’s eyes dampened as she replied once again, “Yes, mummy. My nappy needs changing.” 
 
    Mummy! She let me call her mummy! 
 
    Because she no longer had parents and additionally because her own mother had never really embraced Alicia’s femininity and babyness, she had dreamed often of having a mummy to her baby girl identity. It was her deepest life goal and yet, was still as far away as it had been when she moved out of home. No one actually wanted a big baby girl like her – unless they were paid - and that always sucked the joy out of it. 
 
    “Then let’s first get you out of these icky boy’s clothes, shall we? Then we can tend to that nappy of yours.” 
 
    It was a great relief to be out of adult clothing. Alicia truly hated them and only wore them when she needed to leave for shopping or other reasons. But she always wore nappies and a bra at least, even to medical appointments. Her A-cup breasts, the results of hormone treatment didn’t really require a bra, but she wore one just the same.  
 
    She could only give up so much of her infancy and she always made sure she had one of her many dummies in her pocket. The day was coming when she would shed her adult male clothes and go public as a woman which would help some, but the real problem is that she was a baby, not an adult. Dressing up as a woman only felt mildly less dishonest than dressing as a man. She was a baby girl and that was – as far as she considered – to be her entire identity. 
 
    “Up on the table, little girl!’ Tiffany ordered and Alicia climbed the two steps and laid down. 
 
    Experienced hands pulled down the frilly plastic pants and when she unpinned the nappy and saw the size of the mess she smiled and simply said, “Can you hold your legs back, dear girl, so I can clean you up? You have quite the mess here.” 
 
    Alicia relaxed and felt the baby wipes carefully clean every square inch of the affected area, including her balls. When Tiffany held her penis and wiped around it, she involuntarily stiffened and yet, Tiffany took no notice and finally slid a new folded nappy under Alicia’s bottom and reversed the process by re-pinning and slipping on a clean and dry pair of frilly plastic pants. 
 
    “These are Charlotte’s pants. You and her are the same size,” she explained. 
 
    “Who is Charlotte?” Alicia asked. 
 
    “Oh, she’s my baby daughter. She’s a year old.” 
 
    Tiffany offered no other information and Alicia did not ask any further questions. The way Tiffany had answered was informative but also abrupt. It did not invite further questions.  
 
    Does she have a big baby like me still or has she left or… what? 
 
    It certainly was a big question. 
 
    “Now let’s get you into a pretty dress. Do you want to wear one of your own or one of Charlotte’s?” 
 
    Alicia had packed a suitcase full of baby clothes and some plastic pants having been told that nappies were provided. 
 
    “Charlotte’s?” Alicia replied tentatively. She was not quite sure what was meant. The idea of wearing another baby’s clothing had never occurred to her. She knew there were other sissy babies for sure but had never met one and certainly never ‘swapped clothes’.  
 
    Alicia grinned. Swapping clothes like a little girl would? Wow! 
 
    “Wonderful. It is terrific that you and she are the same size – small. Most babies that come here are way too big for Charlotte’s things.” 
 
    With that comment, Tiffany swung open the doors of the large cupboard and revealed two rails of baby dresses and four shelves of onesies, plastic pants, bonnets, booties and… bras. 
 
    “There’s room in here for a few more dresses that you brought but let me find one I think will look lovely on you.” 
 
    Alicia said nothing. The mere idea of being dressed by a mummy and not having to choose was remarkable, a longing of her heart. Most of the time she spent her days playing or watching children’s TV or having naps and avoiding anything adult. One of her biggest ‘hates’ was that she still had to make decisions. She would give up her self-determination to a loving mummy – or even daddy – in a heartbeat. 
 
    “Hmm,” she said as she looked through the two racks of nearly twenty baby dresses. “I wonder…” She then looked at a particular dress, retrieved it and held it in front of her. “Alicia, are you still a virgin?” 
 
    Alicia’s eyes widened at the unexpected question before she replied in a whisper, “Yes.” 
 
    “I thought so. This dress is only for virgins, and I know Charlotte would be very pleased you were wearing it.” This time it was Tiffany’s time to sigh. “No one has worn it since her. It is a dress to be worn only by virgins or…” Tiffany smiled curiously before continuing in a conspiratorial tone. “or during a special time when virginity is taken.” 
 
    Wondering what the back story was, Alicia held up her arms as Tiffany lowered the dress over her head and tied it up with a pretty bow at the back. It was a simply stunning dress and having bought many baby clothes before, Alicia realised how expensive it would have been. It was, of course, all white, with lace and embroidery. The words Baby Charlotte were embroidered on top of the bodice. Alicia instantly wanted one for herself with Baby Alicia emblazoned on the front with pride. 
 
    But the question of virginity hung in the room. Yes, Alicia was a virgin and she had no expectation of that ever changing. Her sexual expression was in her nappies, masturbating furiously and frequently and it seemed to be more than enough. But Alicia was a girl and so the question of sex was complex and she was glad to not have to face it. 
 
    “It’s very pretty, mummy,” Alicia said as a smile filled her face. 
 
    “Then you are going to love the bonnet and booties!” 
 
    Sitting Alicia on the step of the change table, Tiffany quickly tied on a matching white lace bonnet with identical lace. But it was the fine-knitted white booties that stunned Alicia even more. They were identical to infant booties and were clearly designed for non-walkers. It was an obvious hint. Alicia was meant to crawl. Alicia owned many booties, but most were hard-wearing or similar to baby booties, but these ones were identical in every regard except size. Even here very best knitted booties looked ragged compared to these. 
 
    I’ve got to find out where she got these from and get some myself no matter how pricey they are! 
 
    “Would you like to play with the toys for a little while, Alicia?” asked Tiffany clearly identifying that she expected her to play. 
 
    Alicia nodded. It was hardly a big ask to crawl around the large nursery and explore the toys and pictures. 
 
    The hour and a half passed quickly as the baby girl crawled around the room, checking every nook and cranny. She barely stood at all other than to retrieve some toys from a shelf or inspect the cupboard yet again. For the past year, Alicia had been becoming more and more comfortable with crawling and experiencing her world at a baby’s height. While she still walked and often needed to do so, she had been crawling so much so that her knees had grown less sensitive to the plush carpet at her home.  
 
    About an hour into her playtime, however, Alicia sat on her padded bottom, sucked her dummy extra hard and looked around the nursery and then it hit her. 
 
    This isn’t a new nursery! It’s not like mine. Alicia had been developing her nursery for a number of years and everything was either new or not very old. Everything here is quite old.  
 
    She crawled over to the cot and inspected it up close to confirm her suspicions. It was in excellent condition and beautifully designed with exquisite wood turning and lovely paint and decals. But it was not new or even close. There were a few scratches on the drop side and along the rail there were… 
 
    Teeth marks! There are chew marks like a real baby would do! 
 
    Alicia was stunned for a moment because she understood chew marks. When she had first gotten her own cot, she had found herself chewing on the rail a few times and had spent money specifically on chew toys to stop her from doing it. When she had researched babies chewing like this, she had discovered that it was usually very young babies that did it – a year old or younger. 
 
    This cot could be twenty years old! But… how can that be? 
 
    Trying to confirm her suspicions, she crawled around and saw that the paintwork in the room was clean, but also scrubbed clean showing some shiny patches. And the old-fashioned frieze around the room with its Winnie the Pooh characters was truly wonderful but looked many years old as well. 
 
    The toys were all clean and many were seemingly relatively new, but as a collector of toys and an admirer since her preteens, she saw that some were ten to fifteen years old and yet, perfectly in place. 
 
    She stood up to inspect the changing table which was also well made and sturdy and not that different in design to her own. But this time she checked it out in detail. The vinyl padded top where Alicia had only just recently lain had obviously been replaced at some stage in its life as the new one was a few millimetres shorter and revealed a narrow unpainted strip at the top. But even so, the current one was far from new. While still quite serviceable, the centre of the pad was worn and shiny. Clearly, many nappies had been changed there. As Alicia thought of her own changing table which was used multiple times a day and was already four years old, she estimated the changing pad to be at least twice as old. 
 
    And it isn’t even the original one? And the carpet! Look at that! 
 
    Alicia ran her hands over the carpet which was thick, lush and very soft. Very expensive and yet, perfect for crawling babies. It was a pinkish colour and only in the nursery. The rest of the house had dark colour carpet but was also thick and plush. 
 
    And then it began to dawn on Alicia that the nursery she was staying in was far from a new renovation built to accommodate her new Bed and Breakfast for sissy babies. Not at all.  
 
    This nursery has to be twenty years old, maybe more! How is that possible and who slept here? 
 
    

  

 
   
    2. |Three Months Old 
 
    The hours passed easily and happily as baby Alicia felt the freedom to let her inner infant girl out to play without restrictions. There was no one to hide from, no one who would criticise or condemn her. She was just a baby, a baby girl. And no one was going to say otherwise. 
 
    “Who’s ready for something to eat, sweetheart?” said Tiffany melodiously as she carefully opened the door to the nursery, aware that there might be an infant crawling around. And Alicia was crawling. It made perfect sense to her. 
 
    The baby girl sat up and smiled behind her dummy. 
 
    I want to say something, Alicia thought. But I don’t want to talk! 
 
    Tiffany glanced at her for a few seconds before smiling broadly. 
 
    “Oh, I see honey!” she exclaimed. “You can’t talk! I get that. My Charlotte was often too young to make words, but we got along fine. Are you hungry?” 
 
    Alicia nodded. 
 
    “Good girl. Now can you crawl along the passage with me and we can get you in your bottles.” 
 
    Alicia crawled slowly down the passage admiring the old house and the love that seemed to emanate from every portion. Tiffany walked slowly ahead of her and guided her into the sitting room. 
 
    “Now Alicia,” she explained. “I want you to crawl up onto the couch and put your head in my lap so I can give you your bottles.” 
 
    Still fully in her infant mode the baby girl crawled up onto the couch and laid her head in Tiffany’s lap and looked up expectantly. 
 
    I’ve never been bottle-fed before by someone. I find it hard to feed myself. And then her adult-like thoughts melted away until there was just a single thought: the bottle. 
 
    As the teat of the hot old-style glass baby bottle reached her lips, she sucked on it instinctively and felt the wondrous fluid flow down her throat. Her eyes closed as she retreated to the youngest age ever – not that she realised it. But Tiffany did. 
 
    “Oh, dear little girl,” she whispered knowingly as the uncomprehending infant drank the formula. “You are so very young, aren’t you? You said you were a year old, but from what I see, you are a lot younger, aren’t you?”  
 
    She stroked the bonnet-clad head as the infant finished her bottle and then began to fidget for a few moments before the second bottle entered her mouth. 
 
    “You are so much like Charlotte,” she sighed. “So much like her and perhaps the same age too. “Three months perhaps?” 
 
    She smiled as she remembered the many years of her baby daughter and the lack of growing up and how for most of the time, Charlotte wore nappies, and baby clothes and fed the same way. 
 
    “I was going to give you some solids after this, but I’m not sure that would be appropriate. Maybe today it will just be bottles for you, dearie!” 
 
    And as she ceased her whispered wondering, the baby girl finished the second bottle and opened her eyes clearly wanting a third. 
 
    “Sweetheart!” she exclaimed. “I didn’t make a third bottle for you. I was going to give you some nice baby food but…”  
 
    Tiffany opened her top and lifted one breast out and offered the nipple to the now-squirming infant. Alicia instantly latched on and began to suckle. 
 
    “There’s no milk, Alicia. But there is a lot of comfort to be had so take all you want.” 
 
    Three-month-old Alicia Caston suckled for ten minutes before the urgent motion slowed down and finally stopped. Tiffany took the nipple out of her mouth and replaced it with her dummy and the sleeping child barely moved. 
 
    You are more like Charlotte than any baby I’ve ever cared for! I am so glad you came here. 
 
    

  

 
   
    3. |Twelve Months Old 
 
      
 
    When Alicia woke up again, she was stunned to find herself in Tiffany’s Nursery cot, carefully tucked in and a teddy bear under one arm.  
 
    How long have I been in here? How did I get here? 
 
    The answer came soon enough and before she had so much as sat up, the door to the nursery opened and Tiffany strode in. 
 
    “Wakey wakey, darling!” she enthused. “You’ve had such a big nap!” 
 
    “Mummy…” Alicia began, stumbling a little with the word. “H… how did I get here?” 
 
    “Oh, little girl, you had your bottles and a breast-feed and then you were so, so young. Do you even know how young you were?” 
 
    “N… no, mummy.” 
 
    “I think I do, sweetheart,” she answered. “Sometimes my Charlotte would get very very young and around 3 months old and she wouldn’t remember those times. Ah… they were wonderful. So very young. A bit like you really.” 
 
    “I was 3 months old?” 
 
    “Yes, honey. And a thorough delight. Nothing to be embarrassed by.” 
 
    “But… I don’t remember,” Alicia stammered, and silent tears flowed down her face. 
 
    “Oh, baby girl, don’t cry. There isn’t anything to cry about. You just had a truly wonderful time, and it is enough that mummy remembers it for you. Now let’s get you changed. I’m willing to bet those bottles have gone right through you, right?” 
 
    With the side to the cot lowered, Alicia carefully stumbled out of the cot and with unsteady legs tottered toward the change table. 
 
    “Still trying to remember how to walk I see,” Tiffany commented. “Just like Charlotte. “She was not much of a walker some days and it looks like you aren’t either.” 
 
    As the nappy change proceeded, Alicia began to wonder more about Charlotte but also about herself. Tiffany seemed to know a great deal about babies like her and she wanted to understand herself more. 
 
    “Mummy, do you get other baby girls like me?” 
 
    Tiffany looked at the prone baby on the change table as she pulled up some dry and clean frilly plastic pants. She understood what she was really asking. 
 
    “I’ve cared for quite a number of baby girls but none as young as you. Most are two to three years old, and I’ve had one 12-month-old. But you are my only 3-month-old. I know you are twelve months old now, but do you even know how young you get?” 
 
    Alicia began to cry, and Tiffany held her in her arms as she sobbed. 
 
    “I don’t know how young I am sometimes. I forget.” 
 
    “There, there, dear,” she replied hugging her tightly and patting her back. “I understand.” 
 
    “But I don’t!” Alicia wailed. 
 
    “Come and sit on the floor, Alicia and let’s talk about it.” 
 
    Alicia climbed down from the change table and crawled the short distance to a soft play mat and sat down on her thickly padded – and currently dry - bum. 
 
    “Alicia, my own baby – Charlotte – was very much like you and that’s why I understand what you are going through. Charlotte was never older than twelve months and so while she did walk, she mostly crawled. Do you crawl a lot?” 
 
    “Most of the time,” Alicia admitted. “Because… er…” 
 
    “It feels right?” Tiffany offered. 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “But do you often feel as if you are younger than that?” 
 
    “Yes,” she replied weakly. 
 
    “What do you do then?” 
 
    “Er… I like to play with rattles and blocks and just lie on the floor under my play centre and stuff.” 
 
    “You sound about 6 months old then.” 
 
    Alicia nodded. It was how she felt at those times too. She felt a lot younger than normal but it felt like… magic. 
 
    “Do you enjoy those times?” 
 
    Alicia grinned, her tears having finally stopped. “Very much. I feel safe and happy but…” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “I can’t change myself or feed myself or do anything much at all.” 
 
    “I see,” Tiffany replied thoughtfully.  “You’re too young to care for yourself then.” 
 
    Alicia nodded. 
 
    “And then I get old enough to do stuff. Like 12 months, you know?” 
 
    “Oh, I know. And then you can care for yourself, right?” 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “Do you get younger than that?” 
 
    Alicia’s face blanched. It was her secret that she shared with no one. Her ‘lost time’. 
 
    “I think so,” she offered weakly. “But I don’t remember it.” 
 
    “Of course not! You are too young then to remember just like when you fell asleep for your nap just now. Under 6 months of age, babies cannot remember anything at all. Not even right afterwards.” 
 
    “And I was three months old then?” 
 
    “Yep. Three months and maybe even younger, but Mummy is here to care for you these few days and you never have to be an older girl while you are here. I will look after you completely, no matter how old you are.” 
 
    Alicia grinned. She often felt the internal pressure to grow younger than her usual 12 months. After years of getting younger, starting at three years of age, she had found 12 months to be a safe and satisfying age. Barely walking, fully unpotty trained and able to enjoy toys and dolls and more, it was a great age to live at. But there were still those times when she needed to be younger; to dispense with language, fine motor control and to just be. Be an infant. 
 
    But there were those times she had no memory of, and it had scared her so much in the last year when she had begun to ‘lose time’. In an effort to explain it, she had installed a 24-hour-a-day camera in her nursery where she spent most of her time. And when time went missing as it had on a number of occasions, the camera revealed all.  
 
    Alicia would replay those minutes and hours and watch herself lying on the floor giggling and smiling, holding a rattle or a block. She might roll over but did not crawl. If her dummy fell out, she would cry for a time, unable to put it back in. But she was happy and that made 12-month-old Alicia happy as well.  
 
    But as Tiffany had explained it, now Alicia understood that when she slept in her crib at night for up to twelve hours, many times it was as a three-month-old which is why she had no memories or dreams. 
 
    She was getting answers finally to the big questions of her infant existence. 
 
    

  

 
   
    4. |Bathtime 
 
      
 
    The next morning dawned as it always had for a very happy baby Alicia as she slowly opened her eyes, remembering nothing at all of her sleep - no dreams, nothing at all. But this time she smiled, understanding that her sleep as a three-month-old had been safe and rewarding. It also explained the soft mushy mass in the back of her nappy. While twelve-month-old Alicia was aware of messing her nappy, 3-month-old Alicia was not. It just happened normally and naturally. 
 
    She sighed happily as she simply laid there enjoying the authentic infancy of her morning. Wet nappy. Dirty nappy. Dummy in her mouth. A footed sleeper kept her warm and a cotton baby bonnet ensured that the ensemble was complete. She rolled over and found a dollie and began to play with it.  
 
    Was this Charlotte’s dollie? She’s pretty. I hope she talks to me. I like talking with my toys. 
 
    About 30 minutes later the door slowly opened and Tiffany came in to check on her charge. 
 
    “There’s my pretty baby girl!” she exclaimed with an impossibly cheery voice for early morning. “Sleep well?” 
 
    Alicia stumbled over sounds and mouth movements for a while as Tiffany waited patiently. It took Alicia some time most mornings to be able to talk properly, even to her teddies and dollies. 
 
    “Yes, mummy,” she said slowly and deliberately as her ‘older’ baby voice slowly found its place. 
 
    “Do you remember being fed, dear?” 
 
    Alicia screwed up her face in confusion before slowly shaking her head. “No, mummy.” 
 
    “I didn’t think so. You were so very very young again and I heard you crying at about two o’clock. You were hungry so I gave you a bottle and you went back to sleep again.” 
 
    “I don’t remember anything.” 
 
    “It’s okay, sweetheart. But why didn’t you tell me you were still night-fed?” 
 
    “I thought you would reject me,” she replied with a shaky voice. 
 
    “Oh, nonsense! I’d never do that. By the time Charlotte left school, she was on night feeds several times a week. Why would you be any different? But let’s get you bathed. My nose tells me that your bottles have made quite a mess!” 
 
    Alicia usually spent up to an hour in her cot first thing in the morning. The reasoning was so that she could play with the multiple toys that were always there along with her play centre. But what she was really doing was that she was trying to find her ‘older self’ so she could get out and do what needed to be done. She had to bathe or shower. She had to put herself in fresh baby clothes and of course, she needed to feed herself. All of these required her ‘older self’, even if her older self was just 12 months old. 
 
    “Are you ready to get up yet, Alicia?” Tiffany asked. The tone in her voice made it clear why it was a good question and not to be assumed. 
 
    “Yes, mummy.” 
 
    With the side of the cot taken down, Alicia stepped out of the cot and tried to stand on wobbly legs. Then, assessing that her ‘older self’ had not found her walking skills yet, she dropped to the floor and crawled behind Tiffany as she went to the large bathroom. Crawling was the province of sub-12-month-old infants and she knew it. 
 
    Lying the baby on the floor, Tiffany unsnapped and removed the sleeper and was immediately aware that the mess in her nappy had escaped some and stained the inside of the sleeper. 
 
    “Bath time for you, little miss!” she exclaimed. “And by the looks of it, your sleeper will need a wash as well.” 
 
    Now able to stand confidently, Alicia stood as Tiffany pulled down the filthy plastic pants and let the very dirty nappy fall to the floor. Using a clean nappy, she wiped the bulk of the mess off and then assisted her into the deep bath. 
 
    “Now, that’s better, isn’t it!” she exclaimed as Alicia sat down and began to gently splash in the bath. 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “Now you be careful while I take all these to the laundry, okay?” 
 
    In the few minutes she was alone, Alicia finally found her full 12-month-old age and began to play with the small number of floating bath toys. She giggled in joy at the fun she always had in the bath. Baths were better than showers for her and she enjoyed them every time. It was sometimes a struggle to get out, such was the enjoyment she had. 
 
    “Now, let’s get you clean, shall we?” Tiffany announced as she sat on a low stool next to the bath. 
 
    “Yu have very pretty breasts, Alicia,” she commented as she carefully washed her upper torso. “I see you are up to B cups now. That’s so lovely.” 
 
    Alicia smiled broadly. While breasts were antithetical to being an infant, they were utterly indicative of being a girl and she was very, very proud of them. 
 
    The washing continued and the nappy region took the majority of the effort. There had been poo everywhere, so it took a while to scrub all over – even her lower back. But one organ was very unbabylike. Alicia’s penis – an organ that both embarrassed and confused her – was partially erect. 
 
    As she stood next to the bath, Tiffany carefully dried every square inch of her, making sure she was thoroughly clean. Then she stood back, looked at her in the eye and spoke. 
 
    “Alicia, have you masturbated this morning?” 
 
    Alicia hung her head in shame and confusion. Normally a twice-a-day masturbator, she had not cum since she had arrived. And it was showing. 
 
    “No, mummy,” she replied softly. 
 
    “Nothing to be ashamed of, little girl,” she commented. “Now, go and sit on the toilet there and masturbate while I get your clothes ready. I will be back in five minutes, and I expect to see your semen in the bowl, okay?” 
 
    Alicia turned and sat on the toilet, her penis now fully erect and pointing high. 
 
    “Did you really think I didn’t know what little girls do and need every day? Charlotte was the same and I want you to feel free to do it when you need. Now get to it. Five minutes!” 
 
    As the door shut, Alicia looked down at her fully erect and throbbing penis and while it often made no sense that she even possessed one, instinct took over and she began to stroke sensually and finally, in a blast, she sprayed her semen into the toilet bowl. It had been years since she had last emptied into a toilet like that. The rest of the time it had been in her nappy, as a regular part of playing. She would be crawling around the toys, playing happily when she felt ‘the need’ and would roll onto her tummy, hump the nappy enthusiastically before spraying her semen into the absorbent nappy. She would then return to playing as if nothing important had happened.  
 
    Because it hadn’t. 
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    The remainder of the day was one of Alicia’s best days ever. 
 
    She crawled throughout the entire house, exploring it like any infant. She found her Mummy’s bedroom and checked out every nook and cranny, even opening one drawer full of her panties. Tiffany watched with undisguised glee. 
 
    “I bet you found your mummy’s panties when you were little or your sisters’. Am I right?” 
 
    Alicia nodded with a grin. 
 
    “And I bet my little girl loved wearing them too, didn’t she?” 
 
    Alicia nodded once more with a grin. It seemed as if Tiffany knew all her secrets if only because of… Charlotte. And wearing her mother's and sister's underwear was a deep secret. While she was sure that her mother had known about taking her own panties, nothing was said. 
 
    “Charlotte wore my panties many times before I got her some of her own.” 
 
    Alicia found the spare bedroom, set up for a regular adult. She also found Tiffany’s craft room where she knitted and sewed. She crawled into a large walk-in robe and sat on her padded backside admiring all the ‘big people’ clothes. 
 
    When exploring time was over, it was playtime. 
 
    Tiffany arranged all the dolls and teddy bears in a circle and Alicia happily played with them for what felt like minutes but was actually two hours. The baby girl talked to the teddies and dolls or at least, thought she did. As Tiffany watched, she heard Alicia largely babble to the toys and realised that she was now just 6 months old. 
 
    I don’t think solids are appropriate now, she quietly opined. Bottles only today. 
 
    And only ten minutes lately, Alicia began to whine. No longer having to manage anything in her life, the six-month-old whined and made sounds that an experienced mother knew instinctively. 
 
    Five minutes later, baby Alicia had her head in Mummy’s lap, taking the first of three formula bottles before finally succumbing to sleep. With a pillow under her head and a baby blanket keeping her warm, the baby girl slept for over an hour, the first of two naps that day. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    5. |Picnic 
 
      
 
    “Who wants to go on a picnic?” Tiffany asked on the third morning of Alicia’s stay. 
 
    “Me, mummy!” Alicia exclaimed excitedly, clapping her hands. It was late morning and after a bath and a large breakfast of baby food in the highchair and topped off with formula, the baby girl was bursting with energy. 
 
    “Well, we can go soon but there are two rules you have to remember.” Alicia looked at her and waited for the rules. Every mummy had rules. “You have to walk today, but I’ll hold your hand to keep you safe, okay? And the second is that you have to do everything I say. It is a quiet place not far from here and we will be alone, but I need to keep you safe.” 
 
    Alicia stood up and walked around the room to prove to the woman who she considered to be her mother that she was a good walker and old enough to go on a picnic.  
 
    “Good girl. Now let me quickly pack everything we need and put it in the car and then I will strap you in.” 
 
    In the car? But people will see me! she thought nervously. But I trust mummy… I think! 
 
    Ten minutes later, a beautifully dressed baby girl wearing white Mary Jane shoes and a simple yellow-check baby dress just covering matching yellow frilly plastic pants over a thick cloth nappy, came out and nervously walked to the car and sat in the passenger seat. 
 
    Sucking on her dummy for all the comfort she could get, the car drive was only a few minutes until she took a narrow side lane and parked next to a small open grassy area. Alicia followed her mummy who was holding a small basket and a rug, and they quickly found a place to sit. Allowed to take one teddy bear, Tiffany opened the basket and offered the baby some soft foods to eat while she played contentedly and looked around the area. 
 
    It was exhilarating to be in the open air and fully babied and not feeling ashamed. For an hour, mother and baby chatted about important things about growing up and unimportant things like the weather. Alicia was in her element in the safe hands of a trusting mummy and not needing to be an adult at all. 
 
    “How about we go for a walk, Alicia?” Tiffany asked. 
 
    What if someone sees me?  she thought but was suddenly unable to speak out her objection. 
 
    “Fine then. But since we are walking, I need to put some baby reins on you, so you don’t run away and get lost.” 
 
    Alicia stood up and was surprised to see the pretty white leather baby reins in adult size that went around her chest and shoulders with a short strap that mummy held on to. With a smile, she realised that the reins made her feel even safer out in the open where she never normally went. 
 
    There was a narrow walking trail that was nearby and for about ten minutes Tiffany and Alicia walked along, happily observing the birds, trees and flowers. Alicia felt a degree of safety she rarely felt. She was out in the open, enjoying the world as a baby and the constant tension of the reins reminded her that she had a big person looking after her and she needed to think about… nothing at all except her own fun and enjoyment. No adult thoughts were to be found. 
 
    They walked around a corner and Alicia suddenly froze in fear. There was a woman coming towards them with her dog. Despite being told to keep walking, the baby girl stood statue-like in fear. 
 
    “Ah, Mrs Harrison!” exclaimed Tiffany as the woman wearing sensible hiking clothing and boots came up to them and stopped. 
 
    “Mrs Branson, so nice to meet you too. And who is this lovely young girl with you?” Alicia was still frozen in place. She was dressed in baby clothes and an obvious thick nappy. “Is this another friend of Charlotte’s?” 
 
    “Take your dummy out and tell Mrs Harrison your name, little girl,” Tiffany said gently. 
 
    The dummy fell out of her mouth and hung limp on the chain pinned to her dress. 
 
    “Alicia,” she whispered. 
 
    “Well, it’s lovely to meet you, Alicia. You are very lucky to have someone like Mrs Branson caring for you the way she did with her Charlotte. Special girls need special mummies!” 
 
    The two women winked at each other. 
 
    “Well, I must be off, ladies,” Mrs Harrison announced. “Chester here needs his walk every day.” 
 
    When she was far enough away, Alicia turned and asked Tiffany the obvious question. 
 
    “She knows about me and Charlotte?” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” Tiffany replied thoughtfully. Mrs Harrison and a couple of other families knew all about Charlotte and they know that some of her ‘friends’ still come around at times. They know how to be discreet.” 
 
    The rest of the short walk was in silence as Alicia pondered the awesome possibility of living as a baby but openly, if only a few other people knew. 
 
    Could I ever live like that?  she wondered. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    6. |Baby Charlotte 
 
      
 
    It was the last day of Baby Alicia’s stay, and she was sad to be leaving. She had been night-fed every night although did not remember it. Being three-months old no longer scared her as it once did. Hearing about Charlotte being even younger made her realise she was not alone. She also overcame her embarrassment about her ‘penis-thing’ and humped it back to softness twice a day inside her nappy. Tiffany complimented her on her good behaviour in taking care of that issue responsibly. 
 
    It was late morning and Alicia had just enjoyed a two-bottle top-up lying on the couch and was once again attached to her mummy’s breasts taking sucking comfort from them.  
 
    I’m going to miss this! Alicia thought. I never thought breast feeding could be so wonderful even if there is no milk. 
 
    After ten minutes on each side, Tiffany sat her up and told her to wait while she went and got something very special. When she returned, she was holding a thick photo album. 
 
    “This is my baby Charlotte, Alicia,” she explained. “I don’t share much about her because it is so private, but you and her are so alike in more than just dress sizes. I want you to know about her.” 
 
    The first photo was a formal baby photo with Charlotte – whose birth name was Charles or Charlie – sitting up in a set of boy’s baby clothes. But from that time on, the photos were of Charlotte and always wearing girls' or baby outfits. 
 
    “This is her first day of school,” she said and noting Alicia’s confusion, added, “Or at least when she came home from school and dressed the way she wanted. The princess dress with tiara and wand was very typical for a 5-year-old girl but the obvious thick cloth nappy and plastic pants were not. 
 
    “I let her wear nappies at home all the time,” she explained. “Keeping dry was hard enough for school!” 
 
    As the years progressed, Charlotte got older, but the outfits were always feminine, youngish and an obvious nappy always in view. Then at around 12 years of age, things changed. Rather than wearing older girls' clothing, it had reverted to toddler and baby styles. 
 
    “I made all her clothes myself,” Tiffany said proudly. “I wanted her to be all she truly was inside. And she was a baby so I decided it was time she dressed like one – at least at home.” 
 
    And then there were pictures of the then-brand-new nursery including the cot and change table. Charlotte was standing next to it smiling broadly behind her pink dummy and holding one of her dollies. 
 
    “That was her thirteenth birthday… or more likely her thirteen-month birthday,” she joked. 
 
    Alicia nodded her understanding. When she turned 13, she no more felt teenaged than she felt like she was an astronaut. As far as she was concerned, she had never been anything more than a baby girl. It seemed that Charlotte was the same. 
 
    “Now I can show you her first day at a new school when she turned 14.” 
 
    She flipped the page and there was Charlotte dressed in the school uniform of her new high school – as a girl. 
 
    “That’s when she became my daughter fully. I was never so proud.” 
 
    “No nappy?” Alicia asked. 
 
    “She couldn’t wear them to school but she did wear pads all the time and it was a struggle, but she was in nappies all the rest of the time. When she left school, she went into nappies fulltime and for everything. Like you, she was really too young for a toilet and nappies were the correct choice.” 
 
    “I understand. I’ve been a bit like that.” 
 
    “I guessed as much. And that lady we met – Mrs Harrison – employed her in the post office when she worked there. And she employed her as a woman even though she knew she lived as a baby at home and was actually born a boy.” 
 
    “She knew everything?” 
 
    “Well, most things. She understood the mid-day nappy change that Charlotte had to have and also the fact she still had a midday bottle as part of lunch. And a couple of other women around here knew the story but kept the secret well as we villagers usually do. Then she met a boy.” 
 
    Tiffany went quiet. It was obviously an important moment in the story. 
 
    “It was my greatest fear as Charlotte was so very obviously far too young for a relationship, never mind one that would be… er… sexual.” 
 
    Alicia gulped. She shared that fear. She was terrified of sexual intercourse not the least of which she was unsure which partner she would even be or even how it would work with her the way she was. 
 
    “But my fears were groundless as it turns out. Benjamin was a thorough gentleman and way more mature and understanding than I expected. It took next to no time at all for him to discover that Charlotte was a baby girl and that she was still physically male and yet, it made no difference. They dated for a year, mostly spending time here so he could see the real Charlotte in baby clothes and being fed and crawling. I taught him how to change her nappies which was… eye-opening to say the least. He took a long time to get the hang of folding and pins but he got the hang of it but I think she wears mostly disposables now. Bottle feeding was much easier, but I was determined that if Charlotte was to eventually leave me to be with him that he know how to look after her as a baby, not just as an adult.” 
 
    Tiffany’s eyes were glistening with moisture. 
 
    “Are you sad, mummy?” Alicia asked. 
 
    “No, not sad, sweetheart. I miss her a lot. They moved to the United States and now live as daddy and baby girl, and I consider myself very lucky that my baby girl found a parent to care for her as I had been doing. That’s why I take in little girls like you when I can – to remind me of Charlotte. I haven’t seen her in 5 years but they are coming over at the end of the year, so I am excited about that. But it is time to get you packed and ready to leave.” 
 
    “I don’t want to go, mummy,” Alicia replied with an infantile whine in her voice. 
 
    As they carefully packed Alicia’s clothes in her suitcase and she reluctantly wore her adult male clothes ready to leave, Tiffany suddenly stopped, deep in thought. She went to the wardrobe and pulled out the white dress Alicia had worn the first day. 
 
    “Remember this dress, Alicia? For virgins only?” 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “It has a special secret that goes with it.” 
 
    “It does? What secret?” 
 
    “One evening while Charlotte was in the bath, Benjamin came to me and handed me this very dress.” 
 
    “He bought it for her?” Alicia asked. 
 
    “Yes, he did and I was stunned that he had taken the time to do so but then he asked me something else.” Tiffany swallowed and took a deep breath. “He then asked me if he could take Charlotte’s virginity and was this dress appropriate for her to wear during it.” 
 
    “Woah!” 
 
    “Woah, alright! I didn’t know what to say. I knew that at some stage they would have sex, but I never expected to be asked for permission.” 
 
    “But you were her mother, and he knew he had to ask you first, right?” replied Alicia with no idea what she had just said. 
 
    “You clever girl! You understand this, but I didn’t. It took me half an hour to even figure out what was being asked before I finally said yes.” 
 
    “Was that hard for you?” 
 
    “Oddly enough, no it wasn’t. I was expecting it… just not this kind of way. I expected to learn it had happened, not prior to it.” 
 
    “An hour later, Alicia came to me wearing this dress and for the first time in… well, forever, she wasn’t wearing a nappy. Not even panties and I watched as Benjamin took her into the nursery. About half an hour later I heard a squeal and I realised Charlotte had lost her virginity and I wept tears of joy. No idea why! But I cried. And when they came out of the room, she had a proper nappy on and another dress. No one has worn that dress since except you and that was because you are the only virgin baby that’s ever come here. And now I want you to take it for yourself.” 
 
    “I can’t, mummy,” she whispered. “It’s too special.” 
 
    “Alicia, honey,” she began. “One day, a boy is going to take your virginity when you are ready and when that day comes, wear this dress in honour of me and Charlotte.” 
 
    Alicia slowly wept. 
 
    As Tiffany hugged her, she whispered, “Charlotte never thought she would ever become a big girl that way either, but one day, you too will have the same experience. I promise you.” 
 
    As Alicia drove away, tears of joy and sadness flowed down her face as she remembered the extraordinary time of being a full baby girl with a mummy to care for her and also, the promise.  The promise of a penis that would make her complete. 
 
    One day. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Turned Into A Sissy Baby 
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    I was terrified at the prospect of being turned into a girl. I mean it’s one thing to do it alone in your bedroom from time to time but another thing entirely to have beautiful women see you in a dress. I don’t think that’s the best way to get girls. But due to hard times, I needed a place to stay and some extra money. A group of experts was offering big bucks (like 25 million) to a group of men with different views of womanhood and feminization. I was lucky enough to be chosen. 
 
    So, I packed a bag with all my essentials and hopped a private jet to an even more private island over 20 hours away where my transformation would be taking place. The only building on this island was a gigantic castle. With all its separate towers and turrets, it was far more than any princess would dare to dream of. 
 
    I was led into the main entryway by a man (surprisingly), then two tall and extremely attractive brunettes who looked about in their twenties took me down a series of hallways so vast I’d never be able to find my own way out. Clearly, some of the men here tried to escape in the past. I was at last brought into a master bedroom of bright magenta walls with white trimming and carpeting. A big bay window looked over the grounds and there was a giant canopy bed in the middle of the room hung with white lace and covered in pink satiny sheets. Also, a large vanity complete with a professional chair, sink, and the tub was over in the corner. Double doors opened to what I assumed was a closet and a door off to the side which could only lead to a bathroom. 
 
    I was so taken aback by the immediate girlishness of the room I didn’t even notice the three women who occupied it. One had black hair and was hovering around the vanity, the other had red hair and stood near the closet, and the last was a blonde who sat on the bed. They were all exquisite, subtly beautiful. 
 
    “Well, well, well. It looks as though the girl of the hour has finally arrived!” exclaimed the blonde. I noticed she was probably in her mid to late forties. A definite milf. 
 
    “Now don’t just stand there, girl! Take your clothes off for us!” 
 
    For the record let me just say that I’m a 5’10 guy with shortish brown hair and a pretty thick build. By no stretch of the imagination was I a girl… yet. 
 
    I stood there awkwardly, and she said in a softer tone, “No need to be nervous dear. We won’t judge a thing.” 
 
    Surprisingly I believed her. I trusted her for some reason, and I stripped naked, slowly, in front of them, feeling like I’d never be the man I was now again. 
 
    “There we are, darling. Now don’t you feel better already getting rid of your old clothes? They did nothing to show off your girlish, curvy figure at all!” 
 
    Girly figure? Hardly. 
 
    “Now then dear, before we begin, I want to be absolutely sure you know what you’ve gotten yourself into. We are transforming you into a lovely little 4-year-old girl named Sally, and you will need to relearn everything you’ve known. We are essentially building you back up fresh from scratch. Are you ready to be turned into my beautiful little girl?” 
 
    For 25 mil? Absolutely. Turn me into a damn pigeon for all I care. 
 
    “I’m ready.” 
 
    “Ah, ah, ah say it correctly dear. And from here on out you’ll be referring to me as mommy,” she said with a smirk. 
 
    Well, that sounded kind of stupid but alright. “I’m ready to be turned into your little girl, mommy.” 
 
    “Hmm, well you don’t sound much like a little girl to me. Higher darling, much, much higher.” 
 
    Feeling very stupid now, but also wanting to please “Mommy,” I said in a near impossible pitch of falsetto, “Yes, mommy. I really want to be transformed into your pretty little girly girl.” 
 
    “Excellent Sally, excellent! Now sissy is going to take you into the tub and shave you bare and then the really fun part begins! See you in a little while, sweetie!” 
 
    The red-headed girl led me into the bathroom which was done completely in lavender. There was a smaller vanity in here with a highchair and an enormous shower, also (strangely) containing a chair, with restraints on it. 
 
    “In you go, Sally,” Sissy said. She had a surprisingly husky voice. 
 
    She strapped me into the chair feet first, then my arms. My neck, luckily, was kept free. 
 
    “Just a precaution honey, try to enjoy it.” 
 
    She turned the shower head on which doused me in refreshing warm water. When I was finally good and soaked, she slathered me in a sweet-smelling body wash and began shaving my toes. 
 
    That was kind of embarrassing. I didn’t even realize I had hair there. Next, she began shaving my legs very slowly. I became a bit scared when I saw how feminine my legs looked hairless but tried my best to think about the big payoff. Next, she moved to my penis, chest, then my arms, then my armpits. Finally, I was completely shaven, and my skin felt silky smooth. 
 
    “Very good Sally,” Sissy encouraged as she undid my restraints. “Come here and let me dry you off.” 
 
    She dried me very slowly and took her time around my newly shaved penis clearly making sure she hadn’t missed a spot. I was beginning to get a raging erection from all her fondling, but she acted as though she didn’t notice. Thank goodness. 
 
    She hung the towel up to dry and then headed me back into the bedroom. “Lie down on the floor sweetie, and we’ll get you all diapered up.” 
 
    Did she say diaper? 
 
    “Oh, darling we have to take care of that now, don’t we?” Mommy said as she walked back into the room eyeing my erection. “Keep that thing in a cage. Sissy, give him a chastity cage before his diapering.” 
 
    “Wha… bu…,” I sputtered. “I thought I was being turned into a girl. I don’t want diapers or chastity!” 
 
    “Ah, ah, ah Sally. We don’t want a spanking, do we?” Mommy asked as she produced a large and menacing-looking whip. 
 
    No, we didn’t want that. 
 
    My erection died as my manhood was packed away into a tiny pink chastity cage with a big silk bow on it hiding my penis entirely. If anyone were to see me, they would clearly think there was nothing there. Sissy then pulled out a bottle of baby powder and powdered the area around the chastity. 
 
    “Flip over, sweetie,” she commanded softly. 
 
    I flipped. I didn’t want that whip. She sprinkled the baby powder onto my bottom and again asked me to flip. 
 
    Now she produced an adult-sized diaper covered with little ducks. She lifted my legs into the air and put my ass on top of the diaper. She folded it up over my little bow so it was finally out of sight, and then did up the sides. And boom… I was in a diaper. 
 
    “Let’s take a look in the mirror shall we, Sally?” and with that, mommy pulled me to my feet and flung open the closet doors which revealed girly dresses and ballet shoes galore. She stood me in front of the full-length mirror and chained my feet and arms behind me so I couldn’t move, and I was forced to look at myself. 
 
    “How do you feel, Sally?” 
 
    “Ridiculous,” I choked out in my falsetto voice. 
 
    “Well, then you’re just going to have to stand there until you learn to appreciate your diaper and your new self a bit more. I was left there for about five minutes standing face-to-face with what I had become. When she finally came back I was ready to do anything to get away from that mirror. 
 
    “Shake your little bottom Sally.” 
 
    I wiggled my hips around as best I could. 
 
    “How does that feel?” 
 
    “I feel like a baby girl, mommy.” 
 
    “And that’s exactly what you are.” 
 
    She unhooked me and led me over to the vanity chair. 
 
    “Now it’s time to sit back and relax darling. Cuzzie (apparently that was the black-haired one) will be giving you a manicure and pedicure while I work on your hair. I’ll be giving you a head full of blonde curls!” 
 
    Oh, joy unbounded. 
 
    I took my seat cautiously. It was petrifying to be emasculated like this. Throwing away everything I was ever told. But it was also such a rush. It felt so forbidden. 
 
    As Cuzzie got to work on my toes Mommy began bleaching my hair out with peroxide. 
 
    “Don’t I get a wig,” I questioned softly. 
 
    “Oh, heavens no, Sally. How could you ever be a real girl with a wig? You’re getting extensions and a perm Angel. Nothing but the best for my baby doll.” 
 
    Now I was getting really, really anxious, and as the bleach started to burn my scalp I focused instead on my toes. Already, with no polish on them, they were much more girlish looking, expertly manicured, and lotioned. Then, just as Cuzzie started applying the purple polish, my neck was forced back as my hair was washed out. 
 
    I looked in the mirror to see that my locks had become white-blonde. Shocking. I hardly recognized myself. Mommy then stepped in front of me with a comb and scissors. Oh no. 
 
    “Hold still now, Sally. Don’t fidget.” 
 
    She parted my hair in three ways. Front, left, and right. Then she clipped me a set of bangs that barely brushed my eyebrows. Now I really was scared. Those bangs made me look like a little girl. There was certainly no going back now. 
 
    She began threading the extensions through as Cuzzie moved to my hands. She was applying neat little tips which I could already tell were going to get in the way of even the simplest tasks. By the time she was finished painting them a dark lavender, mommy had finished my extensions. 
 
    My head felt much heavier. And yet it became heavier still as she started expertly knotting my new hair around little curlers. Hundreds of them it seemed. 
 
    “Oh Sally,” she gushed as she worked. “You are going to be such a pretty little girl! I can’t wait to get you into your big poofy dress. And just wait until we get your hair set in matching piggie tails and little bows!” 
 
    That sentence just about drove me wild. After my hair was all set up in the curlers, Sissy waxed my eyebrows into teeny tiny arches. It hurt so bad I started to whimper. The little girl thing was already having an effect on my personality if I was sitting there whimpering rather than screaming obscenities. 
 
    “Let’s get you all dolled up nice and pretty now,” mommy said as she pulled me from the chair and over to the bed. 
 
    “Now sit here, darling, and start putting things on as I hand them to you.” 
 
    The first thing she emerged with was a pair of white tights. Shockingly, they were large enough to fit me, diapers and all, but didn’t sag in any spots. As I slid them up my now hairless legs I really did start to feel like a girl. 
 
    “Oh, don’t you look adorable in your little tights! They show off your legs so well!” 
 
    The next thing she came out with was a set of gigantic petticoats. They looked like they were made for a giant's daughter. This was it. The part where the real girlishness kicks in. I slipped the petticoats up my legs and set them between my waist and my navel. They stuck out two feet wide in all directions. I was aroused. 
 
    “Why you look like a little ballerina, darling! But no little girl is complete without her corset. I’ll have to do this for you, sweetie.” 
 
    She walked over carrying a white corset and put it over my chest then started tying it tightly in the back. 
 
    “Of course, we’ll have to pull it tighter and tighter in the following days, but for now I think this is a good place to start. Are you comfortable, sweetheart?” 
 
    “Yes Mommy, I’m fine,” I squeaked. 
 
    Finally, it was time for the dress. Mommy pulled it from the closet with a flourish and slipped it on over my head then zippered it up the back. It was a bright pink color with huge poofy sleeves. The petticoats had it jutting out so that my diaper was only just visible. It felt… amazing. 
 
    “Oh, look at my pretty little girl! You look so adorable in your poofy dress and tights! Are you ready for your shoes?” 
 
    “Yes, mommy!” It frightened me how accepting I was of my transformation, but I felt so pretty and girlish I wanted nothing more in the world. She handed me a pair of shiny black tap shoes that fit me like a dream. 
 
    “Swish your dress around like a good little girl for Mommy.” 
 
    I started swishing my hips to the left and right, fingering the bottom of my dress. 
 
    “What a good little baby doll you are! Now turn around and touch your toes with your legs together so Mommy and Sissy and Cuzzie can all get a look at that cute little diaper you have on!” 
 
    I eagerly turned around and showed them all my bottom. They all laughed with glee. “Oh, how adorable is she! Look at that little blush!” 
 
    “Speaking of blush,” Mommy said “it’s time to finish up her hair and get started on her makeup. Come on my little Sally, back over to the vanity! And this time lift your skirts before you sit down.” 
 
    I made my way over slowly as my petticoats and dress swished with every little movement. I did exactly as she said and slowly took my seat. Sissy began taking out my curlers and once all my hair had come down I was spun around to face the mirror. My curly blonde hair hung past my shoulders and was curled to perfection. I was a baby girl. 
 
    Mommy took her comb and made a straight line down the center of my scalp. She took one side and brushed it up as high as it would go, almost to the top of my head. She knotted it there with a plain white hair tie and repeated the process on the other side. She used a round brush to swoop my bangs down then curled them under. Lastly, she added two big bows to the tops of my pigtails. 
 
    “Oh, look how cute my little daughter is! Wiggle your head back and forth for Mommy. Let me see those pigtails bounce up and down!” 
 
    Loving all of the attention, I jangled my head back and forth with a little giggle. 
 
    “Atta girl! Now there’s just one thing missing. Every pretty girl wears dangly earrings to frame their face. Hold still baby, and this won’t hurt a bit.” 
 
    I got a bit scared when I saw the needle but surprisingly when she pulled the needle in and out of each ear followed by huge pink sparkly heart earrings, I felt no pain. Just some additional added weight. 
 
    “Now wiggle your head like a cute little girl for me baby. And do that darling giggle again.” 
 
    I shook my head with added vigor giggling loudly and playing with my pigtails. My actions were getting me more aroused than I had ever been in my life! 
 
    “Oh, Sally, you’ve been such a good little girl for mommy through all this! Let’s practice a few poses. I want you to skip across the bedroom for me. Let me hear that cute little giggle once more.” 
 
    I stood slowly and ruffled out my pretty pink dress then shook my bottom. It made Sissy and Cuzzie laugh, and I started to giggle uncontrollably. I started skipping across the room. 
 
    “Very good Sally! Now come back to the middle of the room and give us all a nice little curtsey.” 
 
    I pinched my dress between my fingers, crossed my feet at the ankles, and bent my knees forward. 
 
    “Perfect darling! I’m pleasantly surprised that I don’t need to teach you anything about your form. Something tells me you were fond of playing dress up!” 
 
    At that, I felt my cheeks brighten again. I’d never blushed this much in my life. 
 
    “Oh, heavens dear, I almost forgot your makeup! You look so girlish even with nothing on! Come sit down.” 
 
    Cuzzie came over and started applying my makeup. She put on a cover-up and foundation, then pale pink lipstick covered by a shimmery gloss. And a lot of blush. My cheeks were now permanently rosy red. Bright pink sparkly eye shadow and a ton of mascara that made my eyelashes about an inch long! I looked like a gorgeous beautiful girly girl baby doll. Then Mommy gave me a fuzzy pink purse and said we were going to run to the store. 
 
    “But everyone will see me, mommy!” I immediately protested. 
 
    “Why of course dear, that’s the point! You’ve been so good, Sally. Don’t start fussing now. I don’t want to have to spank you.” 
 
    And I could tell from her tone and her eyes that she meant it. 
 
    “Okay Mommy, let’s go.” 
 
    “That’s my girl!” 
 
    I was led down a different set of hallways and out of the back of the castle this time to an expensive-looking convertible. I made my way to the passenger side but then Mommy stopped me. 
 
    “No one under twelve in the front seat, silly. Come on I’ll strap you into your car seat.” 
 
    “But mommy!” I fought. 
 
    “It’s the law,” she said shortly. 
 
    Grumbling, I scooted myself into the large car seat and allowed her to snap me in extra tight so I couldn’t move a muscle. 
 
    “Feel free to have a little fun back here, sweetie,” she said with a wink. 
 
    Ah very clever. The car seat was like a type of bondage. I could feel the tingling between my legs and began to think of all the things I needed to get me aroused. 
 
    You’re dressed like a baby girl. You’re wearing a diaper and a poofy pink dress. Your hair is set in curly pigtails with cute little bows! You look absolutely ridiculous and now are going to be humiliated further by being put on display like this. 
 
    My penis was aching with pleasure at all of this, but the chastity prevented an erection, so I just squirmed and moaned a lot. Mommy either couldn’t hear me over the wind or pretended to be unaware. 
 
    By the time we reached the downtown area, I was exhausted from my ‘masturbation’ session and did not protest having to sit in the (modified) seat of a shopping cart with my feet and hands chained down. This area was bustling as if everyone from the castle and their parents were there. Some people laughed, some awed but everyone looked at me. 
 
    “Just smile, sweetie. They can’t take their eyes off you because you’re such a pretty little girl.” 
 
    “What are we here for, Mommy?” I was surprised there would be anything here that wasn’t already in the castle. 
 
    “We’re going to get you your own stroller, honey! A reward for doing so well today. And maybe we can get you a cute little bonnet too for your extra effort!” 
 
    “Okay, Mommy,” I said dejectedly. I wasn’t having much fun anymore. 
 
    “Oh, you’ll cheer up once we get to the store.” 
 
    And shockingly the second we got inside I felt the excitement return. There were all sorts of baby girl things in here. 
 
    “Mommy, can I get down and look?” 
 
    “Ah, ah Sally. I need to keep my eye on you.” 
 
    All around me were men and boys dressed up like girls. Some babies, some in their seventies. All in very feminine baby attire. 
 
    “What do you think of this one, Sally?” 
 
    I looked where she was eyeing and saw a frilly pink stroller loaded up with white restraints. 
 
    “Can I play in it like I did in the car seat?” 
 
    “If you listen to Mommy, then you can, sweetie!” 
 
    “Okay! I’d love it pleas,e Mommy!” 
 
    “Excellent.” Mommy started pushing the cart and stroller up to the register. 
 
    “I have to use their bathroom. Can I get down?” 
 
    With a laugh that made me feel as though I wasn’t into anything good Mommy replied, “Oh honey, you’re a baby girl! That’s what the diaper is for.” 
 
    “I can’t go to the bathroom in a diaper!” 
 
    “Ah, ah, ah, it’s called potty, Sally, and you’ll just have to get used to it. Now which will it be? Hold it in and get yourself sick and spanked or go now?” 
 
    With a sigh, I gave in. “I’ll go, Mommy.” 
 
    “That’s my pretty baby girl.” 
 
    I had no choice. I had to take a poop right then and there sitting in the shopping cart, chained in, in my diaper. A wiz too which was no easy task with that chastity. 
 
    As mommy finished paying for my new stroller, she kindly asked the cashier if we could use their bathroom. 
 
    “My daughter here needs a diaper change,” she said motioning over to me. I put my head down and blushed fiercely as the girl took me in. 
 
    “Sure,” she said not looking surprised at all by my appearance. “In the back and to the left.” 
 
    With a thank you, Mommy finally unlatched me from the shopping cart and pushed the stroller into the back leaving the shopping cart up front. She was carrying a diaper bag which I hadn’t needed until now. I felt extremely uncomfortable. 
 
    The bathroom consisted of five long rows all carpeted with doors and mirrors. More of a dressing room than a bathroom. The only difference was that there were mirrors on the ceiling, so I got to see myself as the freak I now was. 
 
    Mommy put down a pink changing pad and told me to lie down. As I laid down, I could see my pigtails fan out around my head, and my dress was all pushed up and looked even poofier. 
 
    “Lift your bottom for me, dear.” 
 
    I did as I was told and mommy pulled off my shoes, tights, and petticoats. She then pulled up my dress. My first ever change. Well, at least as a girl. I don’t want to get into the details, but Mommy at least let me take off my chastity and keep it off for the rest of the day until bedtime. 
 
    “For being so good today,” she said with a smile. 
 
    “Yay! Thank you, Mommy!” 
 
    I looked back up at myself in the overhead mirror as Mommy slipped me back into my diaper and the rest of my outfit. I took in my painted lips, my rosy red cheeks, and my adorable baby diaper and immediately I grew erect. 
 
    “Oh, Sally you’re such an excitable little girl!” Mommy said. “How about we freshen you up a little while we're in here dearie?” 
 
    “Oh yes, mommy please!” 
 
    With that mommy had me sit on the floor in front of her while she kneeled over my head and took out the pigtails. She shook my hair out and then produced a large bottle of super extra-hold hairspray. 
 
    “Stand up now sweetie and bend over to the front.” 
 
    I was a bit confused but did as I was told. Mommy raked my hair straight down and then tied both of the hair ties around it very tightly and securely right at the very top of my head. 
 
    “Now sit back down, honey.” 
 
     She took the huge can of hairspray and spritzed my hair fiercely until it was standing straight up on its end. She played with the top a bit and quickly had it fanning out like whisps. She then took one of my two bows and secured it tightly at the bottom. 
 
    “There we are, dear. That will keep the hair out of your eyes! Oh, you look so darling! Get up and jiggle a bit for me.” 
 
    So with my new hair bouncing at every step, I took I stood up and pranced around holding my skirts for my mommy. I couldn’t help it. That high-pitched giggle escaped my lips again as I lost myself in playing. 
 
    “What a good girl you are! Come hop in your new stroller.” 
 
    Mommy bought me a big pink bunny to cuddle, some sippy cups and baby bottles, and other necessities for a baby, and we headed home. I was beginning to accept myself as a baby girl and knew Mommy would care for me and look after me if I was a good baby girl. As I slept in my crib that night, I dreamed of the many days to come as Mommy’s sweet baby girl. 
 
    -The End- 
 
    

  

  
  
   
      
 
    The New Sissy Baby 
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    The doorbell rang, and Christopher's heart stopped. It could only be one person at the door - the worst possible person in the circumstances. If only she would go away if he sat tight and didn't answer it. If only he could wind back time and avoid the consequences of what he had done. But that was not going to happen. The rail of his wife's clothes was waiting for him, and Pam's voice prodded him onto his feet. 
 
    “The door isn't going to open itself, Christopher. Would you mind letting Mother in?” 
 
    The wretched husband made his way across the laminate floor, from their living room into the hall. This was what it was like, to have a heart of lead in your chest. To be covered in guilt, and to be faced with the most humiliating and contemptuous people you know. Through the glass panels he could tell it was Diana, and - oh shit - she had someone with her. He drew a deep breath and opened the door. 
 
    His mother-in-law was in a navy-blue suit and striped blouse, with her white coat over her arm. She started at him with a look of bitter accusation, but perhaps worse was the sight of who she had brought with her. Her niece Patsy, who must have been only 18 years old. The girl's serious face told him at once that she knew what he had done. His blackest guilt was the reason why they were here. 
 
    Diana Marshall, Pam's mother, was a glamorous 50-year-old MILF, who colored her hair a light reddish brown and wore it in a fullish pageboy almost onto the collar of her blouse. Her narrow features gave her a constant air of dissatisfaction, which her son-in-law took as criticism. After all, he was guilty of daring to marry her daughter, as if he could match her inestimable qualities. This time her criticism was fully deserved, and her chin pointed at him with more venom than usual. No words were exchanged. Christopher didn't dare speak for fear of being slapped down, and as for Diana, he was beneath being given the time of day. She wheeled a suitcase through the doorway and indicated to him that he was to bring it after her as she and her niece headed into the living room with the clacking of indignant heels. 
 
    “We'd better get started,” said Pam as soon as he was back. “Your appointment is at 10.15.”  
 
    She sat forward on the edge of the settee, almost as righteous as her mother, in her yellow patterned blouse with three-quarter sleeves and a tie-neck bowed on her breast. She matched her blouse with a knee-length, straight skirt in white wool polyester which hissed with every movement over her slip. 
 
    “Mother has brought Patsy with her to help her put you into the clothes they expect at Boy Pinkie. It's the sort of humiliation a cheating husband must expect, and you in particular after I had put my trust and my hope of happiness in you.” 
 
    He had seen Patsy at the wedding and then at Christmas, but knew her only as a quiet, pretty girl with long, dark hair. She was studying to be a therapist or something like that. He saw from the corner of his eye the girl's legs were very slim and her shoes matched the A-line dress she wore to her knees, looking white but with a faint hint of pink. It was a modest dress, lace covered above the waist to a high neck, with long sleeves that clung to her girlish arms, and a dainty Peter Pan collar. Her tights were the same pinkish-white.  
 
    “Get up,” ordered Pam. “They need to strip you so as to put you into your sissy club clothes.” 
 
    Her words bit into his injured pride. Fancy saying that in front of her mother, and for this girl to hear. Pam's annoyance had her complexion blooming with a reddened glow. Perhaps it was the glossed deep red lipstick she had chosen for the occasion, and the gleam of the light from the window on her immaculate hair, but she looked more lovely to her wretched husband than he had ever seen her. Her teeth were pure white, her eyes beautifully lined and shaded with a maroon tint, while her white earrings and the single line of beads around her neck made him regret to the bottom of his heart having broken her trust with that stupid new girl at the party so that now he had lost the treasure of her love. Worse, he had placed himself in the line of fire for her vengeance, which was turning out to be bitter and toxic in the extreme. Diana was standing over him, with Patsy at her side. He struggled to his feet between them, his mouth hanging open as his misery grew deeper. 
 
    Diana started by holding the neck of his polo shirt, lifting his chin with the back of her hand and undoing the buttons. The girl got hold of his pants at the waist, undid the button, and pulled down his fly. Humiliation burst over him, but he had to bite hard as he was being undressed, in a silence that covered him in guilt. Diana sat and watched, her fingers laced over the ends of her knees. 
 
    “I dare say husbands trick their wives the world over,” she commented as Patsy stooped at his feet and pulled his pants at his ankles to make him step out of them, “Getting up to the most disgusting male behaviors while they think they're not being watched.” His shirt was thrown over the back of an armchair, leaving his torso naked, and Patsy folded his pants on top of it. “But when it happens to you, the wickedness of intent is seen for what it is.”  
 
    Christopher stood paralyzed as his mother-in-law unthreaded his boxers from his cock and pulled them onto his thighs. She left her niece to crouch and get them down to his ankles and off his feet. He cringed, naked, between them, as Pam voiced her indignation. 
 
    “That girl, Deborah, who you found more attractive than me, after knowing her for all of twenty minutes, told me the disgusting, suggestive things you were saying to her.”  
 
    He caught sight of her lower jaw and how it was trembling with anger. “Then how you were all over her as you danced with her - Don't Stand So Close to Me, it was they were playing, huh! - pushing against her tits, and groping… groping up under her dress!” 
 
    “Disgusting!” cried Diana, her voice a sneer. 
 
    “Is it any wonder you're going to pay for it with sissification?” 
 
    Christopher squirmed at the words and heard the girl Patsy gasp beside him, her dress in his vision beside his naked legs. 
 
    “If it was me, you'd be divorced already,” snapped Diana, wheeling the rail of female clothing into the space between the settee and armchairs. 
 
    “You've got a point, Mother, but I prefer to make him regret it. That's why I'm keeping a tight hold of the reins. And we're starting with him being enrolled at Boy Pinkie. It's exactly the come-down that gropey-boys like him need. It'll show him how wrong he was to think he was anybody. Get him dressed, Mother.”  
 
    She interrupted her attack to get things moving. “Start with one of your corselets and put him into stockings. Patsy, darling, would you mind helping?” 
 
    Christopher cringed under a flood of shame as Diana opened her suitcase on an armchair. Oh, the horrors he could see inside. One of her chiffon waist petticoats, a blouse of hers that he didn't recognize but which looked horrendous with ruffles of satin. Then she stood up brandishing her corselet. His heart sank lower than ever before, and she stood in front of him, dangling it in its full, white satinette shape, dripping with suspender clips. 
 
    It wrapped around him from back to front, so that a zipper could be fitted at the front of one thigh, then zipped up to under his left arm. It was to be enclosed behind a long row of corset hooks, which they both set about connecting. While they were busy, Pam hunted through the contents of her mother's case and came up with two matching stockings. 
 
    “I know one thing,” she said, handing the stockings to Patsy. “I am damn well going to keep my husband under my own control, day in, day out. There's going to be no possibility of you making any wrong moves, my boy.” 
 
    “I would hope so,” declared Diana, grabbing her son-in-law round the waist and pulling him so that he sat backward on her knee for Patsy to address his legs with the stockings. “Is it a secure unit, this Pinkie Boy? He can't run out into the street, for instance?” 
 
    A moan of self-pity escaped her son-in-law's throat as his leg was seized for the hose to be slid on and unrolled over his ankle and up his leg. 
 
    “It's secure. And the course they will go to work on his brain, pulling everything in line with the controlled mindset I want in him. They seem to reckon it works 80% of the time, and always produces long-lasting results.” 
 
    Christopher was horrified. Partly because his cock was stiffening, with Patsy clipping his stockings to his corselet, but also because he shuddered at the thought of mind-conditioning. What did that mean?  
 
    His mother-in-law fingered through his wife's lingerie on the rail and lifted out one of her widest half-slips, expanded all around with tiers of white chiffon. He was going to be put into it in front of Patsy. 
 
    “Husbands guilty of infidelity must be made to regret it,” said Diana, passing the petticoat to her niece who opened the elastic at its waist in front of his feet.  
 
    “So, you, Mister Grope-Panty, will be mincing around at sissy club in your wife's frillies.” She looked him straight in the eye, her lips pursed with undeniable truth.  
 
    “It's the best way for Pam to be sure of your future fidelity. Other women,” and she turned to Patsy as if asking her view, “are not going to give a guy any sort of credence if he spends hours each day learning to be effeminate at a sissy club, and then comes home and wears pink nylon and pantyhose around the house.”  
 
    She lifted the double flounce of chiffon that spread around him and took a firm hold of her son-in-law's cock where it reached out of the front edge of her corselet. He gasped and tried to hold her hand in a handful of chiffon for protection until she unpeeled it with her free fingers.  
 
    “Move your hand, boy. I am keeping hold of this until it is safely inside Boy Pinkie and under the control of the nursing staff.” 
 
    He had to do something to protect himself. He couldn't go through with this awful punishment they had insisted on. The thought of being seen by all kinds of women in this sissifying place was making him nearly wet himself. Surely, they would listen to reason, especially if young Patsy thought they were being harsh. 
 
    “Pam darling… Pam,” and tears were ready to burst from his eyes. “You can't send me to this awful Pinkie place, wearing your clothes, with people seeing me. They'll laugh at me. I'll be humiliated. They'll think I'm having a gender change or something.”  
 
    His voice broke to a squeak, and he had to clear his throat. “I'll do anything to show you I can be trusted. I'll make it up to you, you'll see. I'll be the perfect husband, every day. There'll be no need to keep an eye on me or… or have me conditioned.” 
 
    He ran out of steam, or rather, he was desperately close to peeing out of shame into Diana's hand around his cock, which was now as stiff as if it was erected. He looked down between the white lace-topped cups of her corselet and realized that his organ was aching with a sort of pleasure in her grip. If only he could control his urine. He pressed his knees together as hard as he could during a long pause as the women stood around him. 
 
    “Have you finished?” said his mother-in-law. He had no reply, clenching his groin as she held him. “Then it looks like we have made exactly the right decision. He's worried and he's frightened because he'll be under the control of women. Dressed for the part of a feminized weakling who no woman would look at except to laugh at him.” 
 
    Her words brought a snigger from Patsy, which cut him more than Diana's words had. “Oh, please listen to me,” he whined but had to stop.  
 
    He could feel his urine coming and crouched forward to try and prevent it, groaning as a sprinkle of wee came out, then more like a run, then he knew he couldn't stop it at all, and burst into sobs as he lost all control and began to urinate into his mother-in-law's hand, spraying into his wife's petticoat and feeling the hot urine running down his stockings. 
 
    Diana released him with a cry. “Oh, the pig! He's peeing on me! Look at my blouse! Pam, get onto them at once, they'll have to come and pick him up.” 
 
    Patsy stood back, checking the front of her dress in case it was wet. Her cousin's husband stood in a pool of wee on the wooden floor, his stockings running with urine. Pam had her phone to her ear, her breast seething in her blouse. 
 
    “Hello, it's Pam Boland. My husband is booked in for this morning. Is Bella there please? It's her cousin.”  
 
    She spoke to her mother. “Get him out of those wet things and we'll have to start again. Hello? Bella, we were getting him ready to come and he wet himself, all over your Aunt Diana's sleeve and soaked all our clothes. Could the nurses come and get him now, do you think, and take the fool off our hands?” 
 
    Her husband stood crying as Patsy pulled his wet petticoat down his legs and began to unclip his stockings, while Diana took off her blouse and rolled it up to go in a corner of her case. She pulled out a ruffled blouse in pink nylon and put it on. 
 
    “That's an excellent idea,” said Pam on the phone. “I should have thought of that from the start. See you in a few minutes time then.” She put down her phone and updated the others as they unfastened the hooks of his corselet. “Bella tells me he can be dealt with in the Girl-Pinkie Nursery, but he has to be dressed in baby girl frillies and diapers.” 
 
    “Ohhh!” gasped Patsy, coming to life, “did Bella say that?” 
 
    “Yes, indeed. They're on their way with babywear for him, and to take him back with them so that he can be fastened into a Girl-Pinkie chair to be conditioned.” 
 
    “No, no, you can't,” whimpered her husband as his mother-in-law's corselet was unthreaded from his shoulders and he stood naked again between them. This time his cock was sticking up in the air. Patsy had a smile on her face and was using her cousin's petticoat to wipe his legs thoroughly from top to bottom, and then clean his cock as she held him round his waist. 
 
    “Yes, we can,” declared Diana. “How convenient, Patsy, that your sister works in the very place we need her to work in. So, she's bringing frillies to put the baby in, is she?” 
 
    “I should have taken that option when I first signed him in,” said Pam. “I'll have him learning to become a sissy baby girl.” 
 
    Her words brought a wail from Christopher, which he doubled as the doorbell rang and his wife went to answer it. A few moments later, the wretched husband was surrounded by women, including the pink silk nursing dresses and white rubber aprons of Bella and her busty colleague Nurse Angie. It was the big nurse who took charge of the sissy, holding him around his waist so that Bella and her sister could dress the baby on her lap. 
 
    “Girl-Pinkie babies must wear lots of petticoat frills,” said Bella, opening out a wide petticoat forty or fifty centimeters deep but much wider with its rows of silk frills. Its size didn't make it any less delicate, for it floated softly down and settled around him. Patsy's sister was a year older than her and wore her reddish hair tied back so that her face was hair-free and her nursing cap sat comfortably on the back of her head.  
 
    “That means three petticoats for Baby Chrissie so that she will look such a sweet little babykins when we put her into her dress.” 
 
    He grizzled continually with misery as Nurse Angie turned him side on. Patsy sat alongside and fastened the petticoat buttons down his back.  
 
    “He deserves what he gets,” declared Diana, frothing the ruffles over her bust now that she had changed her blouse. Make no mistake, my boy, if you were my husband, you would already be divorced, with a huge alimony to pay. Beggared you would be!” 
 
    “That's right,” said Bella, holding the next petticoat open above his head. He peered upwards in anguish as if dreading the fall of its clouds of frills.  
 
    “All the sissies we have at Girl-Pinkie Nursery deserve exactly what they get,” she said, “and that means they deserve long-term, deep alterations to their babyish little sex bits.”  
 
    The petticoat slithered down for Patsy to arrange its full circle and draw the buttons together to fasten him into it. His face crumpled into pathetic weeping as his wife and her mother watched his ordeal. 
 
    “Oh, isn't he sweet?” said Pam as her mother sat beside her opposite the sissy. 
 
    “It's amazing how a guy can turn into a sissy as his baby petticoats get wider and wider,” said Bella with a chuckle. She had a third one, just as wide and frilly but this time with extra lace trimming at the shoulders and round the hem. The sight of it brought another flood of tears from Christopher. 
 
    “Have pity on me, Pam… my darling,” he blubbered as Nurse Angie held him forward to be showered in pretty white frills. She helped Patsy to thread his arms through, and the girl fastened four little baby buttons down his back as female hands spread and prettied his petticoats around him. 
 
    “You're going to be a lovely pink baby,” announced Bella from the other side of the adjacent armchair. When she stood up, it was painfully clear to him what she meant, for flowing from her hands was a lavishly ruffled little girl dress in shining pink satin, crusted with pretty designs of roses in crystal.  
 
    He wailed as he saw it held in front of him, opening out to receive his arms, and Patsy held first one hand, then the other, to guide them through the huge, puffed sleeves on either side. His humiliation burst over him as the satin sizzled and hissed over his petticoats, the frills spreading wide as Nurse Angie gather the two sides together at his back. 
 
    “There you are, you see,” gloated Diana to her daughter, “he's a sissy. I told you I knew it from the start.” Her daughter pouted with derision, half accepting that her mother had been right, and enjoying a thrill of her own at seeing how painful this dressing process was for the man who had cheated on her and tried to spoil her life. The dress buttoned to below the high waist, and over the buttons was a wide sash of doubled pink satin, which Patsy wrapped into a bow and fluffed out into a full butterfly. 
 
    “Put him in a diaper, Bella,” was Diana's reaction. “And baby pants. We want to see him in babyish panties.” 
 
    The nurse pulled her sissy baby onto his back across her knee. “After we've powdered Baby's bottie,” she said.  
 
    “Baby girls who wet their petticoats have to be powder puffed, don't they, Sweetie, then we'll put her into her diapies.” 
 
    Bella knelt in front of him as her friends held his legs wide open, then applied a soft sponge covered in talcum powder over his sexual area and as deeply into his bottom cleft as she could. Then she deftly spread a large disposable, edged in pink, and pushed it under his back, bringing the front of it over his stiffened cock and enclosing it with one side, then the other, so that she and her sister could press his tabs securely into place. A pair of plastic pants came next, which also had to be pushed under his diaper and its sides gathered around and up at the front to be pulled tightly into place. The popper studs were pressed shut down on each side by a delighted Patsy, and he was in a diaper and pink plastic pants, ready to be pantied. 
 
    “He'll wet himself again before we get him to Girl-Pinkie,” said Bella, producing his baby panties.  
 
    His chest was aching, he'd been crying so much, and the frills around the panties were worse than any humiliation he had suffered so far. She threaded them up his legs until the elastic cuffs pulled at the flesh of his thigh and nestled over the slippery shine of his plastic pants. He was wearing an oyster pink diaper cover, embroidered at the front of each leg with scattered hearts, and with pink lacework forming a pleated frill below his elastics. Nurse Angie rolled him over with very little effort and hauled him face-down into the middle of her lap so that she could lift his dress and petticoats over his back. She brought a whoop of delight from Pam and her mother. The back of his panties was a mass of ruffles, each one edged with half an inch of white trimming. He looked a treat with pink panties in the middle of his white petticoats. As he caught the eye of his mother-in-law, she smirked at him with a curl of her glistening lips. 
 
    “How could we possibly have pity on you, you devious little cheat,” she said. “You deserve to be put into diapers and precious baby pants, and a pink satin baby dress. 
 
    He burst out crying as she laughed, but his nurses hadn't finished with him. They sat him up again, streaming with tears, and around his neck were fastened the ribbons of a large bib in white plastic. It had side ribbons too, which Patsy helped with by doing them around his ribs and under his dress bow.  
 
    As the nurses sat him straight, the women read what it said in pink plastic lettering and burst out in peals of laughter. “Another Sissy at Girl-Pinkie”. 
 
    “I think he's going to wet himself again,” said Pam between giggles. Bella passed a pair of pink satin bootees to her sister, and she had a pair of mittens to match so that the wretched, weeping sissy was soon ribboned up and looking helpless under their complete control. He knew his wife was right, even though his cock was furiously stiff inside his diaper. He was struggling to hold his urine, but when Bella looked into his eyes and showed him the baby bonnet she was opening out for him, he lost the last of his control. 
 
    “He's wetting himself,” announced Nurse Angie, experienced in sissy baby care. As the satin ribbons were done together under his chin, his eyes closed in utter shame inside the circle of white satin that surrounded his face. The girls held his legs wide apart, and everyone knew that behind the pretty embroidery of his diaper cover, the cheating husband was doing Girl-Pinkie wee-wees into his diaper and plastic popper panties. All five females sat round and laughed at him. He was going to be conditioned into sissy-girl baby sweetness for being unfaithful to a wife who would not have pity or forgive. 
 
    Chrissie’s new life as a sissy baby was just beginning. 
 
    -The End-
 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  
   
    Bob & Carol and Ted & Alice 
 
      
 
    Bobby Hardcliff and his wife of only three months, Carol, rushed home to their suburban home after a boring but well-paid day of work at offices in adjoining buildings. As they caught their train service after a hectic walk from their buildings to try and catch the 5:19 pm rather than wait for their usual 5:39, they held hands knowingly. They weren’t just rushing home from work. They were rushing to something they were longing for all day. And it wasn’t just sex. Sure, after just 90 days of married bliss they planned to be bonking each other’s brains out before the evening had finished but first… there was something else. 
 
    Diapers. 
 
    They were desperate to get home, drop their restrictive work attire, and put on something casual but before all of that… 
 
    Diapers. 
 
    Bobby dropped his trousers, took off the shirt and tie and went to choose a diaper just as Carol rushed in taking off her skirt and top and also went to choose a diaper. 
 
    “Feeling adventurous or regular, today, hun?” asked Bobby as they both stood next to each other sans underwear. 
 
    Carol kissed her husband deeply, her tongue telling him in no uncertain manner that ‘adventurous’ was on the agenda. It was a code word that meant only one thing. 
 
    They both walked away from the walk-in robe that held several shelves of ABDL diapers and instead, walked to the ensuite bathroom and… 
 
    The diaper pail. 
 
    Lifting the lid, Carol found Bobby’s overnight diaper and picked it up while Bobby likewise found his wife’s overnight diaper and carried it with him to the bed where side-by-side they laid down on their treasured pre-worn diapers and taped them on. It was no mistake that they tended to wear diapers with re-adjustable tapes. Most of their diapers were worn a second time, a habit they had both developed long before they were married or even met. 
 
    Bobby was a very regular wearer of diapers to bed but when he could, he would get used diapers to line his own or even the occasional wet ABDL diaper. Carol was a little more circumspect having grown up with a latent desire for diapers and being a baby again but also trying to hide it from parents and friends. Dating was a nightmare since any attempt to even hint at kink or diapers either ended up badly or with a kind of neutral lack of interest. And so, she wore diapers on her own, but it wasn’t until she met Bobby literally by accident that things changed. 
 
    Carol was riding her bike that afternoon and while not watching what she was doing literally ran into Bobby’s car as he turned in front of her. The accident was minor with a scrubbed knee and a split bike tyre. But when he went to help Carol up as she was sprawled all over the road and still a little stunned, he saw her Rearz adult diaper and his memory even recalled that she was quite wet. He found a way to put the bike in his boot using some straps and then took Carol back to her home. But he couldn’t miss the opportunity to say something. 
 
    “I wear diapers too,” he said nervously just as he arrived at her place.  
 
    Carol just looked at him, not knowing what to say… or believe. 
 
    “Don’t tease,” she replied softly. 
 
    “I wear Rearz and Tykables and ABU myself,” Bobby replied. Listing adult baby diaper stores told Carol that he was genuine. 
 
    A date ensued where Bobby was all gentleman and diapers were not seen – although they were very definitely worn. Six months later, they were engaged and diapers had very much… been seen. And removed. 
 
    When their used diapers were firmly affixed, Carol rolled on top of her husband and continued her kissing. Before long, fingers pulled the wet crotch of her diapers to one side and slipped inside only to find… 
 
    “You’re so wet!” Bobby exclaimed grinning madly. 
 
    “I know! So… what you gonna do about it?” 
 
    Bobby pulled the front of his wet diaper down slightly and pulled out his average size but very erect cock and aimed it at Carol’s snatch. It slipped in easily and the two spent ten glorious minutes enjoying erotic sex and at no point did the diapers come off. 
 
    They rarely did. 
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    Ted Sparks was nervous as he drove up to his small suburban home in his pickup truck with something special. His wife Alice, was the light of his life and the one who had saved him from depression and worse just before they met. Ted had grown up being abused often by his unpleasant parents because of something they had discovered when he was just ten years old. 
 
    Ted liked to wear diapers. 
 
    But it was more than that. He also liked to wet them, mess them and when he was 12, to masturbate into them. It was more than a simple addiction; it was a desperate need that he could not overcome or control. 
 
    He stole diapers. Once he was caught and only the kind actions of a female cop stopped him from being arrested as a 15-year-old. He wanted diapers more than life itself and hated that he was no longer a bedwetter. It seemed so unfair that he had stopped wetting his bed long before he started school while his older sister was still wearing and wetting them until she was seven. Unknown to anyone at the time, Ted would wear his sister’s wet diapers many times and developed a liking for them. But his parents were harsh and cruel about his interest and told many of their friends and word had gone around school that he wore diapers at times. It was a nightmare and more than one schoolyard fight had erupted as a result. 
 
    But as a 16-year-old, hating school and wishing not only that it was over but perhaps that life itself was over, Alice Cummins entered his life. Alice was 17 years old and had just come to the neighbourhood and was to spend her last year at school at the same institution as Ted.  
 
    Alice was a true class act and when she overheard some boys teasing Ted for something related to diapers, she stepped in and without uttering a single cuss word or even raising her voice, she dispatched the tormentors on their way. The girl had presence. 
 
    Despite the age difference – a big issue at school – Alice and Ted hit it off immediately. She was strong, intelligent and attractive and all the boys and even some of the girls tried to hit on her, but she ignored them all and spent time with Ted – because he wasn’t hitting on her. Not at all. At first, Alice suspected he was gay, but she quickly realised that he was simply sensitive and a little damaged. Her maternal, caring side took over. 
 
    “Why do they tease you about diapers?” she asked one lunchtime. It was the first time she had mentioned anything about the reason for the teasing. In fact, she had assiduously avoided the topic. 
 
    “Coz they’re dickheads,” he replied sullenly. 
 
    “True,” she replied. “But it’s an odd thing to pick on though, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Yeah…” and then Ted stood up to leave afraid he was being set up for some more mocking. 
 
    “Don’t leave,” she begged, holding his arm and pulling him back down. 
 
    “I wear diapers too.” 
 
    The sentence blocked out all sound in the universe as Ted heard just those four words – I wear diapers too. 
 
    “You’re not trying to…” he didn’t know how to finish, but he didn’t need to. 
 
    Alice looked carefully around the grassed area where they were sitting and lifted the bottom of her school uniform just enough to show the bottom of her panties, just like a million other teenage girls had done before her. But it wasn’t the panties that Ted saw. It was the disposable Pampers diaper underneath it. 
 
    His mouth opened and he was silent. Alice waited for his brain to reboot. 
 
    “I wear diapers too,” Ted admitted quietly. 
 
    “I thought so!” 
 
    Dating was secretive as neither wanted their parents to know but after two years their dating became very serious and while both wanted to remain virgins until they were inevitably married, the stress was getting to them. Their mutual interest in diapers did not help. A mutual interest in music or drag racing or books would have been easier, but diapers covered… ‘the sex bits’. Ted and Alice consummated their relationship the proper way and as both intended.  
 
    Wearing diapers.  
 
    Ted’s were around his ankles and Alice had untaped her wet diaper and was lying on it as Ted slid into the first pussy he had ever seen other than a deplorable moment when he had seen his mother naked a few years before. But Alice had a secret that took time to explain to Ted. She was also an adult baby and still slept with a pacifier despite her parent’s objections and concerns.  
 
    When finally the secret was spilt, Ted embraced it as a wonderful thing and without knowing what a remarkable thing it was at the time, bought his girlfriend a teddy bear and a baby rattle, hoping it made sense. 
 
    It did. 
 
    That night Alice let it all out about how she wanted to live as a baby and have a daddy and… They were engaged that night and married just over a year later. Both wore diapers to the ceremony. 
 
    That early evening, Ted was both excited and nervous as he drove up with the special present in the back of his truck for his wife and wanted to get it set up for her as quickly as possible. But as luck would have it, Bobby and Carol came out the front of their home just as Ted was carrying one of the components.  
 
    It was one side of a crib. An adult crib. 
 
    No one else in the street would have guessed what it was. They would have only seen a crib and congratulated them on a baby and not noticed its size. But Bob and Carol knew exactly what it was. It was a crib for an adult baby and they recognised it even more so because they had an identical one. Only six months earlier Bobby had surprised his baby wife with the crib of her dreams and it was identical to the one being carried by Ted. 
 
    Carol was the one to break the ice. 
 
    “That’s a lovely crib, Ted,” she said in a knowing voice and Ted wanted to fall through the cracks in the pavement. He said nothing, knowing that his neighbours had recognised that it was a very large crib and obviously not for a child. 
 
    “I’ve got the same one myself!” she exclaimed, to which Ted flinched and nearly dropped the side panel. 
 
    “You do?” he said hoarsely. 
 
    “Sure do,” she replied confidently. “But can I suggest you get Alice some bumpers for it? The bars can be a bit uncomfortable sometimes.” 
 
    Ted stood still and didn’t know what to say or do. 
 
    “I have a spare set of bumpers if you want them?” Carol said pointedly. 
 
    “Er… okay…” 
 
    “Look, Ted,” interrupted Bob. “This is very awkward for all of us, but that’s done now. Would you like some help putting the crib together? I know how to do it and I can tell you now, that doing it yourself is a nightmare but with two… it’s easy.” 
 
    “Er… thanks… but…” 
 
    “I tell you what. You talk to Alice about it and if it works out okay, just let us know and we will come over with the extra bumpers and Bobby’s crib-building skills, okay?” 
 
    Ted went inside his home with the crib panel while Bob and Carol went back inside their front door, still incredulous that another adult baby lived literally next door. 
 
    “You can tell he is wearing a diaper too. I heard the crinkles,” Carol commented. 
 
    Thirty minutes later there was a knock on the door and two red-faced and slightly embarrassed neighbours were standing on the porch. 
 
    “Come on in,” Carol said. 
 
    “Well, this is awkward,” Alice offered. 
 
    “Doesn’t need to be, Alice. Come and take a look at my crib.” 
 
    The four adults, led by Carol walked into the master bedroom where along one wall stood an identical crib to the one Ted had been carrying. 
 
    “It’s lovely!” Alice exclaimed. “Will mine look like that, Ted?” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” Ted stammered. “I think so.” 
 
    After a brief and slightly awkward silence, the ever-positive Carol spoke up. 
 
    “Well… rather than stand around here, May I suggest that Bobby brings over his tools and helps you set up your crib and I will bring some bumpers for it. How does that sound?” 
 
    All four adults rapidly agreed, just thankful that someone was making a decision and they didn’t have to stand around awkwardly having discovered each other’s lifelong secrets. Up until then, the nearest contact they had had was the borrowing of a lawn mower and Alice asking Carol how to prune roses. 
 
    Ten minutes later Bobby and Carol knocked on the front door of their neighbours' house and as the door was opened, exclaimed in unison, “Baby shower!” and strode on in. 
 
    Bobby was carrying a few tools to help Ted with putting the crib together while Carol was carrying not just the bumpers, but an unopened bag of Princess diapers and a can of baby formula. 
 
    “Can’t let another baby go hungry!” Carol exclaimed. 
 
    For the next thirty minutes as the crib was constructed, Carol and Alice shared some of their respective stories admitting that they had always been babies. And the can of formula was most welcome as Alice explained how she was having more and more of it as time went on, a situation that Carol understood, being a long-term bottle-fed baby herself. 
 
    As they were about to leave, Alice demanded that they give them something for their time and generosity. She looked through her drawers for a baby bib or a spare toy but Carol stopped her and looked instead at Bob, trying vainly to get him to read her mind. He didn’t. 
 
    “Er… this might sound strange… but could you instead give us some of your diapers?” 
 
    “Of course,” replied Alice, going toward their pile of Tykables diapers. 
 
    “No… er… no, I didn’t mean those. I meant… them,” Carol said pointing to the diaper pail in the corner of the room which was obviously bulging from a number of days’ worth of wearing. 
 
    “Really?” Alice said with surprise. 
 
    Carol instantly regretted asking, thinking she had torpedoed a blossoming friendship with another baby like her all in pursuit of an embarrassing ‘interest’. 
 
    “Of course,” Alice added. “But would you be also interested in perhaps… a swap? Your diapers for ours?” 
 
    A hush fell over the room as yet another secret had come out in the open. 
 
    “Our diapers are your diapers!” Alice said laughing. “And vice versa!” 
 
    As Bobby carried the large bags of used disposables, he wondered just what the future might hold for the four of them and as Ted returned with an equally large bag of goodies, he wondered the same. 
 
    That evening, four diaper-wearing adults wore used diapers from their neighbours and unknown to them at the time, engaged in diaper sex at a similar time and none of them removed their diapers for it. The girls pulled their wet diapers to one side while the men simply lowered their wet diapers enough to enter their wives. 
 
    A month later four adults in diapers engaged in diaper sex with their partners in the same room and in clear view of their neighbours. 
 
    A month after that, Ted entered Carol as Bobby entered Alice and orgasmed inside the two babies. 
 
    Nothing was ever the same again. And they were never out of diapers. 
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 Chapter 1 
 
    Kathleen stumbled out of the tiny Reception room of Mistrel Diaper Service carrying and half dragging three bags of ‘goodies’. She was a regular customer herself but this time, she was buying supplies for a party – an unusual party to say the least. 
 
    As she struggled to place the heavy bags into the back of her SUV, she looked around the parking places in front of the nondescript office/factory she had just left.  She smiled as she saw one man in unnecessary dark sunglasses and a beanie trying to not look suspicious while looking exactly the opposite. He was standing near the edge of the building nervously waiting to enter. 
 
    He probably doesn’t try to hide going into a brothel or an adult book shop but here… he hides! 
 
    She smirked to herself as she lifted the final bag into her car, silently cursing her decision not to buy a Range Rover with the ability to lower the suspension so that her unfortunately short body could lift the bags easier. But as she sighed, she let herself relax and her bladder erupted in a torrent as it released.  
 
    But Kathleen only grinned as the thick ABU diaper she was wearing happily absorbed the flow. Not that it was an unusual event. Kathleen simply adored diapers and had done so for a very, very long time. So long in fact, that the memory of a time when she did not want to wear diapers simply didn’t exist. That meant that for about 38 of her 41 years, she had continued to want to wear diapers long after being put in them by her parents. 
 
    But while she adored diapers, she had a specific passion that had kept her separate from other diaper wearers for a long time. She especially adored a special kind of diaper – the preworn one. Diapers that had been taped around other people or pinned into their plastic pants. Diapers that were soaking wet or even better… filled with the kind of soil most found repugnant but she found… enticing. 
 
    I can’t wait to get home and check out the supplies for the party tonight! But I think I need to try a few out first! 
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    Lucas sat in his private office trying hard to concentrate on the contracts on his desk that he was supposed to check before sending them out to be signed. He was a lawyer and a good one and most days, enjoyed his professional labours. But today there was something far more pressing on his mind. 
 
    Diapers. 
 
    Lucas had first discovered diapers in his early teens and since his first rollicking and overpowering orgasm in the stolen under-size diaper from his eight-year-old bedwetting sister, he had wanted to wear them as often as he could. And he did, trying to wear them whenever possible and eventually, every night. But at age 13, one stolen diaper might not get noticed but seven diapers a week would get noticed and so, Lucas had thought of the perfect solution, unaware of the trap he was falling into. 
 
    That first night after he had his idea, he simply went to his sister’s diaper pail, extracted the pink-coloured damp diaper and making sure he wasn’t seen, took it to his bedroom. When bedtime finally arrived and the mandatory parental visits had concluded, he retrieved the damp diaper and fitted it around his skinny frame. It was a tight fit, but it worked. 
 
    Lucas’ first thought was just how different and how much better wearing a wet diaper was from a dry one and he was staggered by the difference. He had faked going to the toilet before bed and so, once assured that the household was safe, he slowly peed into the already damp diaper. 
 
    Erin’s bedwetting was beginning to slow down and so rather than soaking them every night, she now usually awoke to an only damp diaper and then went to use the toilet. This meant that there was unused capacity for him to use… and fill up. 
 
    He tried to go to sleep but his arousal would not stop and so he gripped the front of the diaper and quickly pulled himself off to a fabulous orgasm – in his sister’s wet diaper. 
 
    A pattern developed and for three years, Lucas had undiscovered access to his sister’s damp diapers until finally at almost 12, her bedwetting finally ceased. By now, 17-year-old Lucas had a part-time job and a small amount of money and so had begun buying his own diapers – teen-sized or small adult and was wearing them every night. But there were two very big changes that had become apparent over the years. 
 
    One was that as soon as he had begun buying his own diapers and wearing them to bed, he was sometimes waking up with a significantly wetter one than he fell asleep with and no memory of wetting them. Bedwetting was returning and he had two very different feelings on the matter. One, he liked that he needed diapers again even if it was only once a week, but the other side of the coin was that he needed diapers again and that might cramp his style – such as it was. But the other aspect that was frustrating him was that he was now putting on dry and clean diapers and that was not where his interest had begun. For three years he had worn nothing but pre-wet diapers and he still wanted that. 
 
    But how? 
 
    Now many, many years later, he still loved diapers, but he couldn’t wear them to work given his tailored suits and multiple meetings a day. But one thing hadn’t changed. After over twenty years of wearing diapers to bed every night, the bedwetting he both feared and longed for had returned and with a vengeance. Long gone were the occasional accidents and now he lived with soaked diapers every night – no choice. Business trips required diapers whether he wanted to or not. But when he thought about the fact that he was now a bedwetter, it did not cause him concern, rather, it brought a wry smile to his face. 
 
    His first marriage was a childless disaster and after ten largely loveless years sleeping in separate beds they divorced and a few years later he met Kathleen and everything was indeed very, very different. Kathleen was an adult baby and he was a diaper lover and there was an instant attraction there right from the start. It was a few months after their frenetic dating marked by frequent sex that they discovered their deepest darkest desires. 
 
    They both enjoyed wearing pre-worn and pre-used diapers. And their future was set on a new and exciting path. 
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    Kathleen and Lucas owned a large and expensive home out in the suburbs behind a very private front hedge and high side fences. Their upper-class neighbourhood prided itself on privacy and it was exactly what they wanted. Kathleen had grown up in the suburbs but not with wealth. Her mother and father worked much of the day and she was often left alone being a single child. But it was in those early unmonitored hours that young Kathleen was able to express her life-long desire to be a diapered baby once more. 
 
    Often after school, she would stay at a neighbour’s house for a couple of hours and as an eight-year-old, she would take the opportunity to grab one of the toddler’s diapers and slip them up under her dress and grin with excitement as she imagined that she too was just a baby again. The toddler had several pacifiers and the fact that one went missing and ended up in Kathleen’s possession went unnoticed. After all, babies lose pacifiers all the time. And then one day, something inside her prompted the young girl to sip on diapers that were already wet.  
 
    It was amazing! 
 
    Kathleen loved the experience and while she didn’t understand it her stomach flip-flopped in ways it had never done before. And so taking a used diaper became a habit. In her tiny bedroom, Kathleen would re-wear the now soaking wet diaper and exalt in the feelings they gave her. Until she was caught.  
 
    It was perhaps inevitable that she would be caught with a wet diaper on one morning when her mother came in earlier than usual to arouse her for school.  
 
    “What are you wearing, Katie?” her mother exclaimed while Kathleen tried to pointlessly hide the diaper. 
 
    “Nothing, mommy,” she replied pointlessly. 
 
    “Nothing? It’s a diaper!” she retorted, now not quite as friendly. 
 
    “I… er…” 
 
    “You got it from Lulu, right?” 
 
    Kathleen nodded. 
 
    “You stole her diaper?” 
 
    Kathleen said nothing. 
 
    “Take it off and get dressed. You need to go to school a bit earlier this morning. Now hop to it!” 
 
    The young girl quietly readied herself for school, hoping that her exposure was now a thing of the past. But she was quite wrong.  
 
    After school, she went to her neighbour’s house as usual for the two-hour wait for her mother to return home. She smiled as usual at Adriana as Lulu ran to greet her but unlike the usual when Lulu’s mom would get her a glass of milk to drink, she motioned for her to sit down at their tiny kitchen table. 
 
    “Kath,” Adriana said softly. “Your mom called today to tell me you have been stealing Lulu’s diapers.” 
 
    Kathleen’s face went white as the blood drained from her face. She had hoped that the morning discovery was all forgotten. 
 
    “I’m s… sorry,” she began before Adriana put her finger to the young girl’s mouth to silence her. 
 
    “Kath, I would know if any of Lulu’s diapers were missing. They are too expensive to waste and there are none missing. Can you explain why?” 
 
    Unlike her mom, Adriana was wonderfully caring and softly spoken. She had never even heard her raise her voice at her young daughter despite the toddler's boisterous and sometimes destructive play. 
 
    Kathleen looked down at the table and said nothing. 
 
    “But I have noticed that a number of Lulu’s wet diapers have disappeared. Would you know anything about that?”  
 
    Her gentle question without a hint of accusation broke Kathleen and she began to cry. 
 
    “You’ve been wearing her wet ones, haven’t you?” 
 
    Kathleen nodded and whispered ‘yes’. 
 
    “I’m not mad, Kath. You know I love you and I want to help you if I can.” 
 
    Help me? thought Kathleen. 
 
    The young girl looked up and a tiny bit of a smile appeared amidst the tears. 
 
    “Your mom was pretty mad that you were stealing diapers, but I don’t think she’d understand if she found out you were only stealing wet ones, right?” 
 
    Unsure of where Adriana was going, Kathleen nodded. 
 
    “Do they make you feel happy?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah!” Kathleen exclaimed. It was the first time she had ever talked about it with anyone. 
 
    “I see. And do you think you could stop doing it?” 
 
    The girl's face dropped. Her silly hopes had been dashed. 
 
    “Uh-huh,” she replied. 
 
    “You don’t sound very convincing, Kath.” 
 
    There was nothing she could say. 
 
    “How about we do this? What if I let you wear one of Lulu’s diapers when you are here after school?” 
 
    Kathleen’s mouth literally dropped open and Adriana smiled.  
 
    “I mean it. If you can keep it as our little secret, you can have one of her wet ones. You know I can’t afford to give you a dry one but if you can cope with wearing a wet one, I’m okay with it.” 
 
    The young girl jumped from her chair and hugged the mom who had given her what she so desperately wanted. 
 
    “Now, while I look after Lulu for a second, you go and put one on, okay?” 
 
    Not needing any more encouragement, Kathleen rushed to the tiny bedrum/nursery, lifted the lid on the diaper pail and quickly extracted one and taking down her panties, slipped them up under her dress and began to smile – a smile that was obvious the moment she returned. 
 
    “Now remember, it’s a secret between just you and me. And you can’t have the dirty ones, just the wet ones, understand.” 
 
    “I do!” 
 
    “When you are a bit older you might want the dirty ones but you need to talk to me about it first, okay?” 
 
    “When I’m older… like twelve?” Kathleen mused. “But then Lulu will be older and not in diapers!” 
 
    Adriana took Kathleen’s hand and placed it on her stomach.  
 
    “I’m having another baby, Kath. But don’t tell anyone okay? So there will be diapers around her for a long time still.” 
 
    And so, Kathleen’s long interest in wearing used diapers had begun and only grew stronger. There were occasional sleepovers with Lulu whom Kathleen adored and those nights were always spent in diapers and she was allowed clean ones for overnight – a real treat. But the pre-wet ones were always her favourites. 
 
    It didn’t take until the age of twelve. Only two years later when Lulu was still in diapers and failing potty training still and another raucous 18-month-old was filling the house with cries, Kathleen solemnly asked Adriana if now can I wear a dirty one? 
 
    Adriana took both her hands and sat her down to talk about it. 
 
    “Kath, I understand that you want this, and I’m not surprised but I am pleased you are honest enough to ask first. If you promise that before you go home you clean yourself perfectly then you can wear a dirty one. I’ve been expecting this so I… er… kept this morning’s dirty one in case you want it.” 
 
    “Thanks, auntie!” she yelled. 
 
    With the door closed and her breath barely coming, Kathleen found one of Lulu’s dirty diapers and unfolded it. The sight of the poo did not repel her and rather, it excited her in ways she did not really understand – not yet. She removed her panties and carefully sat on the poo and retaped the diaper on. 
 
    Kathleen was experiencing her first dirty diaper and ironically, it was not her own poo she was feeling. Her emotions were running ragged and she popped her thumb in her mouth and began to suck. And thus began the almost daily experience of wearing dirty diapers until a pivotal moment came a few months later when she was to spend the weekend there as her parents would be out of town. 
 
    After putting on a wet diaper the moment she arrived on Friday night, Adriana asked the question that had been hanging around unasked for weeks. 
 
    “Kath, do you want to use the bathroom this weekend or would you rather just use the diapers?” 
 
    “You mean for…?” 
 
    “I mean you can do everything in the diaper if you wish. If that makes you happy.” 
 
    Kathleen hugged Adriana tightly and after dinner that evening, the budding teenage girl dirtied an already wet diaper for the very first time. Adriana just smiled while her husband sat unaware that the smell was not from either of his children but from the almost thirteen-year-old girl in the same room. 
 
    48 hours in diapers transformed Kathleen’s life and expectations. She wore Lulu’s wet and dirties and messed into them herself and all the time, only Adriana was aware of what she was doing. 
 
    “I understand how you feel, Kath. I really do. Just be careful and tell no one.” 
 
    One sleepless night weeks later, Adriana recalled her own childhood and feeling an unexplainable attraction to the cloth diapers she grew up in. It was a struggle for her in a very tightly-held family that allowed nothing that varied even in the slightest from their Catholic traditions and diapers did not figure into it at all. Even her late end to bedwetting was considered a sin even though she was just six years old before she got dry. 
 
    You go and enjoy everything I couldn’t, girl! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    Kathleen arrived home and manhandled the bags of used diapers inside her home and into a large family room where they would stay until the early evening when her like-minded friends would arrive. Being an aficionado of used diapers she could not help but sort them out into smaller bags. There were two groups – disposable diapers which would be thrown away… eventually… and cloth diapers which she would return and get some of her deposit back. She marvelled at the fact there existed a company and system that would provide her with all the special diapers she so badly wanted. Getting them was nearly impossible normally. 
 
    And in each of the two groups, there were wet-only as well as wet-and-dirty bags. Three bags had become four sorted-out bags and Kathleen grew excited as she separated them, peeing her diaper often but reminding herself not to masturbate but to leave it for much later that day. 
 
    By the time Lucas arrived home, he was feeling desperate for a diaper himself and breaking one of the supposed rules of their group adventure – now in its third iteration – he found a wet adult baby Rearz diaper and taped it on himself. The moment he added extra clear tape to ensure the tabs would stay stuck he sighed deeply and theatrically and while his wife watched on... soaked the remaining capacity of the diaper. 
 
    “Fuck, I needed that!” he exclaimed as Kathleen shook her head at him. 
 
    “You’re supposed to wait!” she chided him softly. “But I get it. I don’t know how you go diaper-less during the day!” 
 
    Kathleen had gone 24/7 sometime before and her less-demanding employment made that not too difficult to do. Over the previous year, her bladder control had reduced and while she was still mostly capable of staying dry, it would not be easy and at night… not entirely guaranteed. At least once a week her night diaper was wetter than she intended while Lucas was wet every night regardless. 
 
    Sitting in the kitchen, they had a light dinner, not wanting to be feeling too full in anticipation of an energetic evening. 
 
    The family room had been set up ready for their ‘diaper fun night’ with four like-minded couples. It had taken years to find local couples who both wore diapers and were ready to ‘extend’ their wearing like they wanted. It had however surprised them to find four couples as quickly as they had and while only three were initially into wearing ‘used diapers’, converting the other couple had been surprisingly easy. 
 
    Kathleen and Lucas had approached their search on the presumption that pretty much every adult baby or diaper lover would find used diapers a thrill. Surprisingly, they were very accurate. Not one of their ABDL contacts had ever rejected them on the basis of wearing used diapers. A few had not worked out, but none had ever said no to wearing a used diaper. Even one couple who had never worn a used diaper – even from each other – once they had tried them, developed a quick addiction and were now regular wearers of each other’s wet or dirty diapers. 
 
    As the 7 pm kick-off time approached, Kathleen put on her favourite baby dress, put on some childish socks and put a pacifier in her mouth. Of the ten people that would be there that night, seven were babies and three were diaper lovers. It made for fun and frivolity. 
 
    And sex. 
 
    Kathleen quickly looked at the three single mattresses lying on the floor, each with a plastic waterproof for the inevitable diaper leaks. She grinned, hoping that she would be on each of them before the evening was out. Lucas simply put on a comfortable tshirt and awaited the friends he had made, all of whom wore diapers. 
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    It was 7 pm when the front doorbell first rang and Scott and Ally arrived, a couple in their early 40s who lived only minutes away. They were an AB couple and as soon as they came inside and were greeted, quickly put their baby clothes on. Both were 24/7 diapered and so were already wearing them and eyed off the four bags of goodies. Both were regular wearers of used diapers. They routinely wore each other’s wet and dirties and when possible, would wear someone else’s anonymous diaper. With two teenage children, their diaper-wearing was inevitably known as were their AB identities but they kept it as far away as possible from their kids. This made AB parties a big part of their lives and while there were a few around the city being held irregularly, Kathleen and Lucas’ parties were the only ones to employ used diapers, diaper swaps and… sex. 
 
    “Looks like a good haul, Kath!” observed Ally as she peered into each of the bags. “Can’t wait to try some of them on!” 
 
    Amelia and Hugo arrived shortly after. A couple in their early twenties, they had embraced the diaper lifestyle completely having been married while wearing them and in the five years since had grown their experience to become daddy/daughter – albeit a daddy that was diaper-dependant. 
 
    Amelia had been a baby since her early childhood and as an act of protest had refused to stop wetting her bed and was ‘rewarded’ for it with nightly diapers that had never ended. Her parents had finally accepted her babyness as best they could but had struggled to handle her wearing of baby clothes as she left school and began to earn money. They were thrilled when Hugo had arrived on the scene unaware that the connection between the two was diaper-wearing. Amelia’s diaper fetish was so strong her parents expected her to be forever alone. 
 
    Hugo was a diaper-lover since his early teens when he discovered their hypnotic power. Their first meeting was at an underground baby club where the tall and attractive 20-year-old Hugo had been smitten by the diminutive and vulnerable 18-year-old girl in a diaper and baby dress. Recognising that she might be at risk in a group of older adults, he had left with her and gone to his tiny flat and they had enjoyed each other’s company. That night, Amelia lost her virginity to Hugo. She didn’t even remove her wet diaper and simply pulled it to one side for him to enter her. They had been together ever since and while suit-wearing, strongly-built Hugo had appealed to her parents, it was diaper-wearing and panty-wearing Hugo that had stolen Amelia’s heart. 
 
    It had not taken long for them to start wearing each other’s wet and dirty diapers and discovering the additive power of used diapers. When Amelia brought a small bag of her toddler niece’s wet diapers to Hugo’s flat and they wore them together, a new part of their life began to blossom.  
 
    At the party, Hugo stripped down to his diaper, panties and bra – his preferred style of ‘at-home’ wear, Amelia put on her typical at-home clothing as well – a baby dress, pacifier and a cotton frilly bonnet. 
 
    Rowan and Ivy were the next to arrive and came carrying beer and a large suitcase containing their outfits. In their late 30s, Rowan and Ivy were lifestyle adult babies who lived some distance away from the suburbs where their extensive private grounds enabled them to live as babies as much as anyone ever could. Rowan was an at-home accountant while Ivy was an independent writer on gardening and cooking as was evidenced by the spectacular gardens around their home. But they lived and dressed as babies much of the time. They would go days at a time not leaving home and dressing and living entirely as babies – baby girls. Their bed was an infant’s crib, based on a queen-size frame. Their bedroom was, of course, a fully decorated nursery and they had a playroom as well as a spare room… with a spare crib. 
 
    When they met online 15 years before, both had long since gone 24/7 diapered with Ivy particularly taken by cloth diapers while Rowan had embraced being a baby girl by the name of Rose. They had both worked hard at losing bladder control and had succeeded but were frustrated that neither of them had yet to wake up to a dirty diaper that had occurred as they slept. 
 
    Vehemently opposed to the concept of toilets, they had put ‘crime scene’ tape over the toilet in their ensuite preventing the seat from being lifted. They had done the same for the ensuite in the second nursery. The main bathroom, however, was still available for the occasional non-diaper-wearing guest. 
 
    Being welcoming kind of people, Ivy and Roman had entertained many AB visitors who had enjoyed their quiet and relaxed locale as well as the spare nursery. But while they let people come and stay for free as long as they behaved, they did require that they leave their used diapers behind and the moment their guests left, would retrieve the used ones and put them on. Sex usually followed and the two babies would relish the experience of making love while wearing someone else’s used diaper. They were naturally drawn to Kathleen and Lucas and they all shared a love of used diapers. 
 
    “Sorry, we’re late!” explained Roman. “Accident on the freeway and we were held up for thirty minutes. Glad we had diapers on!” 
 
    Everyone laughed at the lame joke. All of them had at one time or another been unexpectedly caught and glad they had diapers on while those around them suffered in silence. 
 
    “Get dressed coz it looks like the Rattlers are finally here!” exclaimed Lucas. 
 
    Out the front of the house, an old car in a rather shabby condition pulled up, blowing smoke and sounding like a diesel truck with serious problems. The very popular young couple were known as ‘The Rattlers’ despite their married surname actually being ‘Smith’. The name came about from the sound of their car. While Ivy and Roman were wealthy and successful, the Rattlers were on the other end of the spectrum, struggling with minimum wage jobs and a rented apartment with little privacy. But they were fun! Rowan and Ivy often sent them extra diapers to help out. The mere suggestion that they would have to go undiapered was a ‘horror’! A few onesies were also donated. 
 
    Both being adult babies since their teens, they knew how to liven up any party with irreverent humour and infectious laughter. Freya ‘Rattler’ was a waitress who tended to end up largely at adult parties. Being 24/7 diapered gave her the freedom to go anywhere she wanted despite being functionally incontinent since her mid-teens. One of the few who had worn diapers to high school she had always hidden the secret that she was still a baby and at home, slept with a pacifier and two teddy bears – a concession from her parents to compensate for her incontinence. 
 
    Tony ‘Rattler’ was an energetic but unsuccessful writer whose self-published books had sold ‘in the hundreds’ and was still awaiting his big break into writing. Growing up as a bedwetter who never quite graduated into ‘big boy underwear’ at night, he had always felt the call of ‘the baby’. Wisely keeping it a secret from family and friends, he had longed to be a day-diapered baby boy with a pacifier, boy-style baby clothes and most of all… a crib. His ironic meeting with Freya had occurred in a doctor’s waiting room where the two then 19-year-olds had talked about anything and everything. It was many months later that they admitted to each other that they had been at the doctor’s to discuss bedwetting and for Freya, day wetting. 
 
    Tony and Freya dated – on the cheap – and it took little time for Freya to reveal she wore day diapers and even less for Tony to admit to being a diapered bedwetter. Once that ice was broken, it was only weeks before they admitted that they were still babies and wanted all that being a baby meant. 
 
    By the time the ‘Rattlers’ had come in contact with Kathleen and Lucas, they had only ever worn their own diapers but after a single meal with the older couple, swapped their wet diapers and discovered the thrill of such a taboo experience. Converting them to fans of wearing used diapers had taken only a few minutes. 
 
    And so it was that ten diapered people – seven adult babies and three diaper lovers came to be standing around in a family room dressed the way they preferred to be. 
 
    Except for one thing… 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    Used diapers. 
 
    “Well, everyone,” began Lucas. “I’m so glad you’re all here. Kath has gotten the supplies for tonight and they are on the table. There’s food and drink in the kitchen but let’s get started!” 
 
    The start of every AB party was the same: slow. Everyone took their own time to shed their public personas and embrace their private diaper-loving and baby identities. 
 
    “Let’s see what you’ve got, Kath!” announced Ivy. 
 
    Ivy went to the bag of used cloth diapers and found something that appealed to her – a rolled-up wet and dirty terry diaper. 
 
    Being the first to do so, most of the group watched as Ivy pulled off her Velcro tabbed, cloth diaper and plastic pants and expertly folded the dirty one on the change mat in the middle of the floor. The rule was that dirty diapers had to be changed on the mat while wet ones could be done on the mattresses. The beds were expected to cope with all manner of ‘bodily fluids’ over the evening. 
 
    “Fuck yeah!” Ivy exclaimed as she sat on the cold diaper and pinned it on with pins from the ‘supplies table’. 
 
    The supplies table had pins, some plastic pants in a variety of sizes, diaper cream, sex lubricant and even… a spanking paddle. There were even some Viagra tablets for those who wanted extra hardness and staying power. What was not present were condoms. By mutual decision after the last party, condoms were neither needed nor wanted. It was bareback or nothing. 
 
    Kathleen chose a soaked disposable that was so wet it was already leaking while Lucas chose a girl’s disposable that was moderately dirty. 
 
    One by one, each of the participants chose a used diaper and put it on while leaving their old ones scattered around the floor to add to the ‘ambience’ and also for anyone else to wear if they so decided. As food was eaten and alcohol was consumed, the party got louder and the behaviour less inhibited.  
 
    Rowan/Rose put his hand down the front of every single person and either played with a pussy or fondled an erect cock. Not to be outdone, Ivy grabbed the very impressive (and popular) cock of Tony ‘Rattler’ through the outside of his diaper and led him to one of the mattresses. 
 
    It was time for the first ice-breaking sexual act. 
 
    “Fuck me, Baby Tony!” she said hoarsely. Two people on either side of Tony grabbed his diaper and pulled it down just far enough to expose his long and thick very erect cock. 
 
    Ivy gripped her plastic pants and wet diaper and pulled them to one side, exposing her fully shaven pussy. That was all Tony needed as he knelt down and guided his cock toward her cunt and then pushed it in.  
 
    Ivy was in a dirty diaper and some of the mess could be seen as he plunged in and out of her. As the group clapped in a vain attempt to match the timing of his thrusts, hands began to grope other diapered bodies and by the time Tony grunted as he spewed his cum into Ivy, Amelia was already down on another mattress as Lucas began to go down on her, rubbing his face in her wet diaper, ready to untape it and continue eating her out. 
 
    As the evening went on, diapers were exchanged, most getting wetter and even dirtier than they were before and the sex continued virtually unabated. It was around midnight that the party began to slow down and most were sitting around the room, sexually drained and enjoying the alcohol-fuelled buzz of openly being babies with friends. Most of the used diapers in the original bags had been tried out and there were many abandoned diapers spread around the room, thankfully rolled up. That was when Hugo asked everyone to gather around for something special. 
 
    “I’ve always felt a lot like a girl inside, as you all know,” he said nervously. “And wearing diapers makes me feel like a young girl but I’ve always felt that something was missing. Tonight, in front of all my friends I want to become a young girl properly.” 
 
    At that, Hugo laid back on one of the mattresses, untaped his pink Princess diaper revealing two toddler diapers inside it and spread his legs. 
 
    Rowan/Rose approached him, dressed in a now sweaty and pee-wet baby dress, slid his diaper down and stepped out of it. Kneeling down in front of Hugo, he applied a large dollop of lubricant and pointed his recently Viagra-inflated cock at his sissy vagina and pushed it to the entrance and held it there. 
 
    Amelia squatted next to Hugo and held his hand and simply said, “It’s time, Sally. It’s time to become a girl!” 
 
    Rowan slowly pushed in and was soon embedded into Hugo/Sally’s baby vagina. As the group watched quietly, aware of the significance of the event, Rowan/Rose carefully and lovingly fucked away Sally’s virginity and maleness and when he finally grunted his orgasm and flooded her hole, the group applauded genuinely. 
 
    As Sally lay there exalting in her first intercourse as a girl, Tony ‘Rattler’ silently came and knelt in front of ‘her’ and with no words said, slid his own impressive organ into the creamy hole. As he fucked more gently than was his style, his wife sat next to him and urged him on. 
 
    Once he was finished, Lucas also pushed his not fully erect cock into the slippery vagina and finally added his contribution. 
 
    Knowing how important this was for Sally, Ally convinced Scott to mount Hugo and as he lined up on Sally’s freshly deflowered pussy, she pushed him into the girl and encouraged his thrusts and awkward action. When he finally came, she praised him effusively for taking care of a friend’s needs. 
 
    It was a wonderful end to a superb evening and as the diapered friends slowly dragged themselves home, Kathleen ensured that all the used disposable diapers went with them, confident that some of them would be worn again the next day. 
 
    [image: A picture containing clipart, linedrawing  Description automatically generated] 
 
    “Shit!” exclaimed Amelia to Hugo as she rushed from the bathroom one morning six weeks later. 
 
    “What’s up?” mumbled the barely awake Hugo/Sally as he laid in bed wearing a soaked diaper as usual. 
 
    “I’m pregnant!” Amelia screamed with excitement. “I’m pregnant, Hugo!” 
 
    “That’s fantastic!” Hugo replied, now fully awake and sitting up. 
 
    “Who do you think it is?” 
 
    Amelia smiled. “Could be any of them!” 
 
    Hugo hugged his pregnant wife, glad that his own sterility had not stopped him from having a child and even better, the father was a diaper-wearer and possibly an adult baby. It was someone from the party and they would never know who. 
 
    “Couldn’t ask for a better choice!” 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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