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 Melody’s Special Diapers 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    Melody rushed through the front door of her small apartment and sighed with relief. It had been a tough day at her minimum wage job, and she was tired but also, more than a little excited. She gripped the plastic bag that had been lying at her front door with trepidation and a growing thrill surged through her body. The moment the door was slammed shut she tore open the sealed bag and saw its wondrous contents. 
 
    It was a large adult diaper. 
 
    But not just any diaper. 
 
    It was a thoroughly drenched one with the plastic cover showing printed babies and toys. It was the diaper that any adult baby would be thrilled to wear. And Melody was certainly an adult baby. And before that, she had been a teen baby. And in those preteen years, she had also been a preteen baby. 
 
    Melody was a baby and had always been one. She loved diapers. She loved pacifiers and the bedwetting that had continued through to her early teens had frustrated her parents, but not her. Bedwetting made diapers necessary and so was always a good thing as far as she was concerned. Her pacifier had been taken away not long after she started school – years after most kids. She had told no one she was still a baby and the occasional discovery of her diapers during her teens did not clue her parents into what she was and what she wanted. And so it was that at the age of 20, Melody left home and travelled to another city. She wanted to be independent and successful and most of all, wanted to wear diapers whenever and as often as she wished, something she could not do at home under the watchful eye of her always-at-home mother. But it did not go exactly as planned. Not at all. 
 
    Taking her small savings from her previous part-time job, Melody located a cheap apartment and found a minimum wage job. At first, she relished in wearing the diapers she bought but it didn’t take long to realise that her income was barely sufficient to cover rent and low-quality food. Diapers were simply unaffordable and so after three months, Melody ran out of diapers and the money needed to replace them. 
 
    But the problem was no minor one. After three months in night diapers, Melody’s bedwetting had returned once more – and with a vengeance. At first, she exalted in this and thought of it as an achievement, a validation of the infancy she felt so strongly. But when the diapers began to run out, Melody realised she had a problem headed her way and so she decided it was a good idea to try and stop her bedwetting, figuring that it should be easy to do. After all, she had done it once before. 
 
    But it proved to not be as simple as she expected. Buying a cheap plastic mattress protector with the last of her spare money, she began sleeping without her beloved diapers and to her embarrassment and discomfort… she wet her bedsheets. And it was no mere small puddle. Her deep sleep left her waking to neck-to-knee puddles and the awkward prospect of letting the sheets dry without washing for the next night. She had only one set of sheets and the apartment’s washing machines and driers all cost money – money she could not spare and so the 4 or 5 nights a week that she wet her sheets left stains that would be washed away only once a week. 
 
    But it was the lack of diapers and the knowledge that no matter what she did or how hard she worked, the few extra dollars she earned all went on boring things like rent, her phone and some extra pasta. 
 
    Melody liked to chat with other adult babies online. She was a regular in some chatrooms but like so many others, she hid her true identity and especially that she was a woman. To others, she was just a baby, talking about what she liked and lying that she was in diapers a lot of the time. She didn’t want to appear like a loser who couldn’t afford her beloved diapers even though that was exactly what she felt she was. 
 
    One evening when she was lonely, sad and feeling desperate for the embrace of a diaper around her hips she let her guard down when talking with ‘Sally’, an adult baby she had chatted with a number of times. Melody was under no delusion that ‘Sally’ was actually a woman, nor did she care. ‘Sally’ was polite, friendly and seemed well-educated and knowledgeable. Despite her high-school-only education, Melody was bright and interested in the world around her and often regretted not going to college and university and pursuing a career beyond the minimum-wage disaster she was currently living. 
 
    While chatting in her atypical morose style, Sally asked Melody if everything was alright. Clearly, something was not right at all. 
 
    “Babylife [her online handle], are you okay? You really sound quite down.” 
 
    “I’m okay, I guess just pissed at life and work. Feeling a bit sad.” 
 
    “Sorry to hear that, Babylife. Been there, done that. Sometimes, only wearing diapers buoys me up. Same with you?” 
 
    “*” 
 
    Melody didn’t know how to reply and the asterisk was her way of saying that she wanted Sally to stay but didn’t know what to say in reply. A minute of silence passed before Sally typed her question. 
 
    “Are you in diapers now?” she asked. It was a provocative question. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Don’t have any,” was the terse reply. 
 
    “Run out?” 
 
    “Months ago.” 
 
    “Oh. Why haven’t you bought some more?” 
 
    “Can’t effing afford them. Can barely afford rent and food.” 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    Now it was Sally’s turn to be silent for a while. Then she replied. 
 
    “I know what that’s like. I can only just afford 24/7 diapers for myself. If I could help you out, I would.” 
 
    “Thanks, Sall!” Melody replied, suspecting that the offer was not really genuine but it was at least heartfelt. 
 
    “Babylife…” Sally began haltingly. “Remember when you told me which city you lived in? I live in the same city.” 
 
    “Really? That’s amazing. Adult babies rarely get to even know others that live nearby.” 
 
    “This is going to sound a bit strange so don’t say anything until I’m finished, okay?” 
 
    Melody nodded and then laughed, realising that a ‘nod’ was not going to be seen by her online friend. 
 
    “Sure…” And then she waited while her friend wrote her reply. 
 
    “I wear diapers 24/7 as you know and it takes a lot of money that I can’t really spare so I can’t help you out the way you would like, but I do have a suggestion. Just don’t reject it until you’ve thought it through. I change my night diaper for my day diaper every morning and since I am a bedwetter, it is invariably wet but not usually soaked. But I can’t wear that one to work since it might overflow and the same is that when I get home, my day diaper is wet but not overflowing. What I’m getting at is that my worn diapers could easily be worn again by someone else because there is a lot of capacity left. So… without sounding like a freak… would you like me to give you my worn diapers? You could wear them to bed and not have to worry and stuff. Please don’t hate me or think I’m a freak. I just wondered if I could help in some way.” 
 
    Melody looked at the lengthy reply and her heart almost stopped. She remembered how as a mere 12-year-old, she had stolen and worn the used diapers of a neighbour’s toddler and been thrilled by them. No, she was not averse to the idea of wearing someone else’s used diapers and in fact, the idea both thrilled and terrified her. 
 
    “I’m not angry and I don’t think you’re a freak either.” 
 
    Sally’s own heart had been thumping because she knew how risky her statement might be and she enjoyed the almost nightly chats with her friend. Her offer was genuine and her inability to buy fresh diapers for Melody was also true. 
 
    “So… do you want to try them?” 
 
    For thirty seconds, Melody’s finger hovered above the ENTER key after she had typed her reply. 
 
    “Yes, please,” she finally sent. 
 
    Over the next fifteen minutes, the two chatters talked about how this brave new idea would work before finally, Melody gave her address on the proviso that ‘Sally’ only drop off a used diaper while she was not at home.  
 
    And now, it was finally here. A used and clearly soaked diaper waiting for her to tape it back around her.  
 
    The diaper was one size bigger than her own but Melody guess that would not be a problem. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    The moment the diaper was on tight, Melody sighed loudly and relaxed her bladder as it began to fill the already half-full diaper. Then she laughed and went online to try and find her friend. An hour later, ‘Sally’ came online to see if her gift had been received. 
 
    “Got it on, Sal! And I wet it. It is wonderful!” 
 
    “I’m glad you liked it. I was a bit nervous you might think it was a bit weird.” 
 
    “It is just so good to be back in diapers again! You don’t know how much I had been missing them!” 
 
    For the next hour, the two now-closer friends talked about all and sundry until Melody needed to go and prepare dinner. 
 
    “Sal… Do you think you could get me another one? I mean this one is already so wet and well… you know.” 
 
    And Sally’s computer, the 28-year-old single woman smiled and replied, “How about I drop off two, so you don’t have to be out of diapers at all.” 
 
    Melody grinned and thanked her profusely before signing off and heading to the kitchen to make her pasta and meat sauce dinner for one. 
 
    When bedtime came, the diaper was already very soaked, but Melody just smiled as she pulled back the quilt to the sight of overlapping rings of pee shame from five nights of unprotected bedwetting. 
 
    So what if I leak? It can only be better than this! 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    When morning came, Melody awoke to a soggy diaper that had indeed overflowed but the ring of shame underneath her was far smaller than usual. Before she got up though, her slender fingers made their way down to her shaven slit and with practised ease gave herself a powerful orgasm. 
 
    Wet diapers always make sex better! 
 
    She headed off for the shower leaving the diaper on the floor momentarily noticing that it was completely flooded. It was yellow from front to back and side to side.  
 
    It made her smile. 
 
    Melody opened her front door and stood still. Hanging on the doorknob was another bag of used diapers. She shut the door again and looked inside. There were two adult baby diapers, and one was still warm! 
 
    Could I? she asked herself. Could I wear one of them to work? 
 
    The warm diaper was clearly not very wet and so without thinking it through too much, Melody lowered her panties and stepped into the still-taped diaper and pulled it up. She readjusted the top tapes and could feel the pee against her sex and began to smile once again. 
 
    Taking the other diaper with her to work and hiding it in her bag, Melody tried her best to keep her mind on her brain-dead job while peeing occasionally into the accepting diaper underneath her dark uniform. She didn’t need to use the bathroom but early afternoon she did go to a cubicle ostensibly to check for leaks, but as soon as she discovered that she was far from leaking, her fingers once danced on her clit and once again delivered the pleasure she had discovered as a diapered girl many years before. 
 
    After her interminable shift was over Melody headed home once again and was not all that surprised to find yet another bag containing a used diaper. It was a wonderful find. 
 
    Once inside, she took off her daytime diaper which had fearlessly handled the worst her bladder could throw at it and put on the companion that had appeared that morning. The newest diaper was a little different from the others. It was a thinner AB diaper, but it was also soaking wet. There was little remaining capacity and Melody was confused. 
 
    It’s gorgeous but I couldn’t pee once in it before it leaked. 
 
    Sally came online once more, and she was clearly nervous. 
 
    “Did you like your gifts?” she asked. 
 
    “Loved them!” Melody replied and then detailed her experience wearing them to work and how wonderful she felt as a result. 
 
    “I’m really glad. I know how important it is for me to be 24/7 diapered and I can’t imagine being without them. And I wet the bed anyhow!” 
 
    “You do? So do I? I almost never stopped.” 
 
    “I never stopped at all and when I left home, I went to days and now… voila! I’m 24/7 and never regretting it!” 
 
    “You’re making me jealous, girl!” 
 
    “Sorry, but I can’t help it. Anyhow, at this rate, I’m barely potty trained. Not that I care!” 
 
    “Can I ask you about this last diaper you left me?” Melody was hesitant to perhaps annoy or anger her friend and used diaper supplier. 
 
    “Yeah, I wondered about that. It’s a lightweight one I sometimes wear for short shifts and I guess it was full?” 
 
    “Completely.” 
 
    There was a pause in conversation as Melody waited for Sally to reply. Finally, the chat room box showed the was responding. 
 
    “Are you going to wear it still?”  
 
    Sally was holding her breath waiting for the answer. Melody was contemplating her reply as well.  
 
    “Yeah, I think I’ll wear it to bed tonight.” 
 
    “That’s great! Thanks. I appreciate it!” 
 
    She appreciates me wearing her wet diapers? Isn’t it me who is supposed to appreciate her? 
 
    “It will leak but the sheets are due for a wash tomorrow night so what’s another pee puddle?” 
 
    “I get that. You know I’m 24/7 right?” 
 
    “Yeah, lucky bitch. What about it?” 
 
    “I never use a bathroom or toilet at all.” 
 
    It took a few seconds for Melody to understand what Sally was trying to tell her. 
 
    “So, you poop in your diapers all the time?” 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “I wish I could,” Melody admitted. 
 
    “Do you want them as well?” Sally asked. It was a truly huge question. 
 
    “Would you?” Melody replied unaware of exactly how much of herself she had given away with those two words. 
 
    “Tomorrow morning then.” 
 
    Both women felt a bit overwhelmed and so chose to talk about other topics until they both disconnected. 
 
    When Melody dressed for bed, she put on the already drenched diaper and laid down on the multi-stained sheets ready for sleep, but it took some time before sleep claimed her as she thought about the conversation she had just enjoyed. 
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    By the time Melody awoke on her day off, she was very much aware that the bed was thoroughly soaked. The diaper had been – as expected – completely unable to mitigate her growing bedwetting problem. Then she remembered the promise of the next diaper. 
 
    She jumped up and the weight of the now useless diaper caused it to fall off and land with a thud on the floor. Careful not to expose her half-naked body, Melody reached around the front door and found the now familiar plastic bag containing a used diaper. 
 
    It was a dirty diaper. It was untaped and as she laid it on the floor, she marvelled over how it was dirty over almost the entire length of it. 
 
    She sighed deeply and her excitement grew. 
 
    She sat down on the diaper, and it took her breath away. The mess was cool, not cold. She guessed it had been on another woman’s bottom less than an hour ago. She lifted the side tapes and carefully refitted the diaper to her body. She was trembling with excitement at what she was wearing. 
 
    Melody headed back to bed and laid down on the sheets that were now wet from the pillow to her knees. 
 
    Perfect! 
 
    With one hand she gripped the crotch of the dirty diaper and rubbed it. The tingles shot through the diaper and onto her clit and she shuddered.  
 
    There it is! That’s the spot! 
 
     For the next few minutes, she rubbed the dirty diaper faster and then slower before finally screaming out her orgasm loud enough to be heard next door. 
 
    Melody laid there for thirty minutes overwhelmed by the power of the best orgasm of her life. The wet sheets didn’t matter and in fact, she decided not to wash them. Suddenly, they didn’t seem all that important. 
 
    I have to get out! I can’t just stay here. 
 
    Melody threw some old clothes on and left the dirty diaper clinging to her body with sensual power and walked outside to a small park not far from where she lived. It wasn’t very big and there weren’t that many people present but for her, being out in the open with a dirty diaper on was exhilarating and indeed, liberating. 
 
    She peed the diaper, hoping it wouldn’t leak. 
 
    It didn’t. 
 
    Then she tried to force some poo out into it. She managed a little and she grinned at the naughtiness of what she was doing. She stayed outside for an hour before returning to her apartment, still tingling from the orgasm and the dirty diaper that gave her continual pleasure. 
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    “Would you like to meet up?” 
 
    Melody looked at the screen and the question from her online friend, Sally. It has been a powerful and overwhelming week. Every morning she found two and sometimes three used diapers in the bag hanging from her doorknob. She wore all of them and in fact, for the past five days had worn diapers constantly, but they had always been wet beforehand and in the evenings she always relaxed in a dirty diaper.  
 
    Melody was loving being back in diapers again but had also discovered that wearing used diapers was even more powerful. She was masturbating morning and night and even then, her sex drive was simmering as she stood, sat or slept in another person’s diaper. But there was still the question of ‘Sally’. Melody was unsure if Sally was actually a woman or a man faking it. She had looked at many of the wet diapers and seen that the wetting pattern appeared female but she was still hesitant. 
 
    “I’m not sure yet,” she replied. 
 
    “I understand. Maybe this will help.” 
 
    About 30 seconds later, an image appeared in her chat box. It was Sally. It was a typical smartphone selfie. Not well lit or well composed, but there was Sally standing there wearing a diaper and top and holding an obviously wet diaper. It was the exact same brand and size she had been getting on her doorknob. Sally was actually a girl and quite pretty. 
 
    “I’ll be dropping this off tomorrow morning.” 
 
    Melody hesitated to reply before finally typing, “What about dinner? There’s a nice café nearby – Frank’s – and we could eat there. Whatcha think?” 
 
    “I’ve been there before. 6:30 tonight sound okay?” 
 
    “Sure. I’ll be in diapers and I hope you will be too.” 
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    Melody sat nervously at a table near the back of the café. Café eating was not a normal part of her budget and so she had only been once before. Before leaving her apartment she had donned a half-wet diaper from Sally and had decided not to masturbate beforehand. She wanted to be alert and on top of things and of late, her evening masturbation sessions had been so powerful and intense that they left her a little groggy and ‘slow’. 
 
    Sally was right on time. 6:30 on the dot. 
 
    “Hi, Melody,” she said as she said down on the chair opposite her. “It’s nice to finally meet you. I actually live two buildings down from you!” 
 
    “That close? Sall, I just want to say thanks for helping me out and –” 
 
    Sally put her hand up and interrupted Melody. 
 
    “Don’t thank me. You don’t know how wonderful it’s been for me to share myself and in a practical way as well.” 
 
    Melody leaned over and whispered quietly, “I never knew how wonderful diapers like yours could be.” 
 
    Sally smiled. “They are special the second time around, aren’t they? Or even third time!” 
 
    Both women grinned and then set about ordering a light meal. Both were clearly nervous and the food was less for meeting hunger than for providing an excuse for meeting up. The café was not very full and there were no patrons at the tables closest to them. 
 
    “How long have you been 24/7?” Melody asked. 
 
    “Ten years now, since I left home at 18. It was the best decision I ever made. It keeps me safe and calm and yeah… they’re kinda fun too.” 
 
    Melody sighed. 
 
    “I wish I had been in them like forever. Even as a kid I wanted them all the time.” 
 
    “Same here. But parents really don’t get this so there’s no point in thinking about it too much.” 
 
    “I’ve been 24/7 for the last 5 days,” Melody announced proudly before suddenly going quiet as their food and drinks arrived. 
 
    “Liking it?” Sally enquired despite already knowing the answer. 
 
    “Best days ever! Even my shit job seems better when I’m diapered.” 
 
    “Girl!  Everything is better when you’re wearing diapers!” 
 
    “Ain’t that the truth!” 
 
    For the next 5 minutes, the two women exchanged life stories in a manner that only face-to-face can achieve. 
 
    “Would you like to come back to my place?” asked Melody abruptly while half regretting asking. Both women were aware that there was a connection forming between them and it was more than a mere mutual interest in diapers. 
 
    Sally smiled and took Melody’s hand in hers. “Love to!” 
 
    Both women’s stomachs flip-flopped as they took the short walk back to Melody’s building and rode the elevator in silence. Melody’s hands were shaking as she inserted the key in her door and pushed it open. 
 
    The moment the door shut behind them, Sally put her arms around the slightly shorter Melody and kissed her gently.  
 
    “I want you,” Sally said softly. 
 
    Melody responded with a more fervent kiss and led her to the couch. 
 
    The two girls first sat on the couch and then laid down kissing and hugging and holding each other tight. 
 
    “I’ve never had a diapered friend,” Sally exclaimed while taking a breath. “No one who understood me.” 
 
    “Me… either…” 
 
    Sally slowly stood up and holding Melody’s hands pulled her up. 
 
    “Is it in there?” Sally asked pointing to the bedroom. 
 
    Melody nodded with a childish smile. “I still wet the bed,” she added unnecessarily. 
 
    Sally chuckled. “And I wouldn’t have it any other way!” 
 
    They walked hand in hand to the bedroom and there in plain view was Melody’s bed with the quilt pulled back and displaying multiple rings of dried pee including the big one from pillow to knees. 
 
    “It’s very pretty, Mel,” Sally said softly. “It shows me who you really are.” 
 
    Sally lifted Melody’s top up and over her head and helped lower her skirt leaving the younger girl in only her bra and soggy, second-use diaper. 
 
    “You’re gorgeous,” she exclaimed. “And in my diaper too!” 
 
    Melody smiled and despite her complete lack of experience in gay relationships, undressed Sally until both women stood naked except for their wet diapers. 
 
    “Lie down, hun,” Sally whispered and Melody laid on the stained bed and without being asked, spread her legs slightly, just enough to hint that she was ready for whatever was to follow. 
 
    Sally knelt on the bed and carefully untaped the soggy diaper and pulled the top away but as Melody lifted her butt expecting her girlfriend to remove the diaper, Sally just pushed her back down. 
 
    “Diapers don’t have to come off for sex,” she explained, whispering in her ear while her fingers traced down Melody’s body before finding her ‘special place’. “Not even wet ones.” 
 
    The touch was electric. Melody gasped as the fingers stroked her vagina and clit and then found their way inside of her. The heady aroma of a soaked diaper and the tangy smell of a pee-stained bed added to the sensual atmosphere. 
 
    Sally used her experienced mouth to kiss Melody’s breasts, tummy and finally, her clit. Melody squealed with delight as new sensations flooded through her. Sally licked and prodded her vagina, sucked on her clit and worked her new friend to an almost orgasm before slowing down and letting her settle. After what seemed like an eternity, Sally prodded and fingered Melody’s slippery pussy while she licked her clit with a furious passion. 
 
    Melody exploded with a loud scream as the orgasm raced through her body. Just as it settled down, she began to pee into the open diaper even as Sally left her hand there to feel the flow. 
 
    “How was that?” she asked with a giggle. She knew Melody couldn’t yet reply. Her breathing was fast and ragged and electricity was still flowing through her. 
 
    “My turn,” Sally finally said as Melody rolled over and attempted to sit up. Her diaper was discarded on the floor as Sally laid back, her legs parted. 
 
    “I’ve never done this before,” Melody admitted nervously. 
 
    “You’ll be fine. I bet you know how to treat a wet pussy already!” 
 
    Melody untaped Sally’s diaper and replicated what had happened before. Her inexperience was more than covered by her enthusiasm and before long, she was going down on her friend’s pussy, mere millimetres away from the wet diaper underneath. The aroma of the soggy diaper only increased her arousal even as she brought Sally to a thunderous – but far quieter – orgasm. 
 
    Thirty minutes later, the two women laid next to each other fingering and rubbing themselves to yet another wonderful orgasm. 
 
    Still naked, Sally drifted off to sleep and as Melody laid there wondering just how someone so wonderful could be in her bed, she heard the hissing sound of Sally wetting her bed. 
 
    She simply grinned. What was another wet patch on her bed? 
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    It was four weeks later as Melody helped Sally with the last of her belongings as they moved in together. By having a roommate – something she could never have had before - Melody could now afford diapers for herself. But she never did. 
 
    Every time Sally took off her wet or dirty diaper, Melody would take the still-warm garment and slip it on and grin. It made perfect sense. Used diapers were now as good as if not better than clean ones. 
 
    Not many weeks later, Melody stopped using the toilet altogether as both women used their diapers instead. To celebrate, they put ‘crime scene’ tape over the toilet seat showing anyone else that they never used the toilet anymore. 
 
    And Melody was never in a clean diaper ever again. She was now a confirmed used diaper fan and wearer. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Magic Bathroom 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    Sam Wuber opened the door to the disabled bathroom and walked in. It was just after 10 am. Despite not being disabled exactly, he always used such places because he felt claustrophobic and uncomfortably confined in regular bathroom stalls. He was perhaps ‘disabled’ in some way, but it was psychological more than physical. He preferred not to use public bathrooms at all, but life doesn’t always follow our wishes. His bladder capacity was relatively small and so he always kept the location of emergency bathrooms in his mind in case of the all-too-common desperate need to pee. 
 
    Sam had worn diapers before and found them deeply wonderful, exciting as well as intimidating. His childhood of lengthy bedwetting and the diapers that went with them left him both confused and unsure. Certainly, they worked and yet, the intimidation they provoked in him was difficult to overcome. 
 
    It had been six months since he had last worn an adult diaper and relaxed in the protection it had given him over one remarkable Saturday. But when he had soaked it, he had laid face down on his bed and felt his fully erect penis slide easily through the saturated diaper and it took only a few minutes for him to orgasm and to splash his semen on the inner side of the soaked garment.  
 
    He had done it again! 
 
    Sam mentally scolded himself for masturbating in such an ‘unmanly’ manner. Surely, he could do it the usual way with a fist pumping his cock and then squirting in the toilet like millions of other men and boys every day. But he rarely masturbated. It just didn’t get his ‘motor’ running. But when he put on a diaper, suddenly his motor sprang to life and once it was soaked – and only then – he would hump it and very quickly squirt his pleasure into its enveloping layers. 
 
    Every time he put on a clean diaper – and it was rare – he promised himself that he would simply avail himself of the protection from wet pants and nothing more. But his hormones always won out. As soon as it was wet, his mind would wander and by the time it was soaked, his penis was ready to enjoy the only sexual intercourse he had ever experienced – intercourse with a diaper. 
 
    Sam pulled off the now wet and spermy diaper, quickly rolled it up and threw it in the rubbish bin along with the remains of the pack. His self-loathing did it to him every time. Every few months he would buy a pack of plain white store-bought diapers, wear one for a day, masturbate and then in disgust, throw them all away. Until the next time. 
 
    He didn’t understand his feelings, only that they stalked him, and he did his best to avoid them. But then he opened the door to the disabled bathroom and was face-to-face once again with his nemesis. 
 
    There in plain view was an adult diaper sitting neatly on the toilet seat, still taped together and as he looked, he saw that it was already heavily wet. But it wasn’t just the contents that surprised him. It was the style. The diaper was adult-sized for sure, but it was very clearly patterned and styled after baby diapers. The drawings of baby boys and girls and toys on the plastic outer shell were deeply entrancing. 
 
    Sam had tried all his life not to engage with diapers and so he avoided websites and anything to do with them and instead, when the desire peaked, he would go to any store and simply pick up some cheap, white diapers of dubious quality and capacity and enjoy and then finally endure the ritual once again. But these diapers weren’t store-bought or cheap. They were ultra-thick, and Sam’s analytical mind worked out that they had to be four times as absorbent as his last one and that had lasted five hours. Could this diaper really last as long as 20 hours?  
 
    But whatever the truth was, the moment he picked it up and felt the weight and thickness he knew that it had been well used. Maybe not 20 hours but at least 12 for certain. His mind reeled as his conflicting emotions and thoughts fought his otherwise pragmatic mind. He was painfully aware that diapers were fine when dry but when they were wet… something happened to him. 
 
    And this diaper was already very, very wet. 
 
    Sam laid the still-taped diaper, obviously just pulled down the legs of its former wearer and sat it reverently on the tiled floor while he pulled down his trousers to pee into the toilet – his original purpose. But the magic was there and so he undid his shoes and took them off before pulling his trousers down and off and leaving just his panties on. He looked at his panties and smiled, remembering so many years ago when he had started wearing them and even now, they were damp, reflecting his troubles with staying dry. And then he took his panties off and without breathing, he stepped into the wet diaper and pulled it up.  
 
    He swooned in both pleasure and terror as the wet diaper enveloped his body. It was only then that he noticed something else. 
 
    The diaper was still warm. 
 
    Of course, it’s still warm, he thought with a smile growing on his face. It was sitting on the toilet seat, and no one had moved it. So, it had to be the last person in here who left it! 
 
    Sam grinned stupidly as he smoothed down the surprisingly thick diaper and felt the wetness it contained. He erected immediately but decided that he wasn’t going to set himself on another path of self-pity and disgust. Instead, he pulled his panties back over the diaper and managed to get his trousers on over the top. He was surprised that they still fitted but he was also aware that he had to look at least a little bulky. He rationalised that no one would notice, and while he stood perfectly still, he did what he originally came to the bathroom for and silently peed.  
 
    The diaper took all he gave. 
 
    Sam Wuber stepped out of the bathroom and back into the shopping mall feeling both self-conscious and smiling inside. He made his way back to the attached office block and back to his place of employment and as he sat down on his chair, he wondered about what he had done and why. 
 
    Whose diaper it is? 
 
    Why was it left out so conspicuously? 
 
    Why is it so babyish? 
 
    And then most importantly… 
 
    Why am I wearing someone else’s wet diaper and why am I enjoying it so much? 
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    Thirty minutes later, another person walked into the same disabled bathroom, spotted that the wet diaper they had left behind earlier was no longer on the seat nor visible anywhere in the room and quickly checked out the bin. It too was empty, and they smiled. Someone had taken the ‘present’ with them and they guessed that they were wearing it now. And wasn’t that the plan? To get someone else to enjoy the diaper they had worn overnight, soaked and given them a degree of comfort and indeed… pleasure? 
 
    I think I will repeat this again tomorrow! 
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    By the time Sam arrived home, he knew that the diaper must be reaching capacity. He had wet it a number of times during the day but frequent reaches around to feel the back of his trousers confirmed that he was still dry on the outside and he marvelled at the extreme capacity of this wonderful diaper. 
 
    His hormones were raging but Sam was still terrified of what always came after orgasm – the terrible self-loathing, regret and even sadness. But by 8 pm that evening, the diaper was truly at its limit. It was not just squishy-level wet but was beginning to leak and even sitting on a towel was not enough. It had to come off – if regretfully. He reached for the waistband and was about to pull it off when he looked at his bed and quickly laid face down on it and slowly felt his erection slide through the sodden mass. 
 
    He exhaled in pleasure at the wetness and the sheer thickness and even, depth, of the wet diaper and was determined to enjoy it as much as possible. If the self-loathing was inevitable then the pleasure had to be worth it. 
 
    He slid slow. He slid fast. His mind showed him images – impossible images – of him lowering the front of the diaper and sliding his erect penis into the willing vagina of a pretty girl. He had imagined it many times and sometimes, he even imagined that she was wearing a diaper as well. He tried to make it last but eventually, he orgasmed the best he had ever done so in his life. He was momentarily stunned by its power. 
 
    Sam lay there in the afterglow, waiting for the inevitable rush of negativity to arrive but it never came. Ten minutes later, Sam was lying on his back, still wearing the soaked and now leaky diaper and smiling. There were no emotional demons waiting to attack him, just the wonderful sated feeling of – as he put it – having had sexual intercourse with a soaking wet diaper that had embraced him so much better than any he had ’screwed’ before. 
 
    Thank you, whoever you are! he said aloud and meant it.  
 
    In the fifteen years since he had belatedly ceased bedwetting and the diapers that went with it, wearing them had always resulted in the same emotional roundabout. It was impossible to ignore or avoid. So, he simply had to avoid diapers. 
 
    I wonder why it was so different to wear someone else’s wet diaper? he mused once he had taken the diaper off and lovingly bagged it for his trash.  
 
    But while he mused, he also knew instinctively what he was going to do next. 
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    In another bedroom some distance away, someone else was putting a clean diaper on. The one they had changed into in a disabled bathroom just before 10 am that morning was once again full and needed to be replaced for the long night ahead, a night that would be full of peeing as it always was and always had been. Most bedwetters eventually stop but some do not. And some decide that bedwetting is better than dryness. 
 
    They were the latter. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    The first thing Sam did that next morning was to smile broadly as he remembered the amazing intercourse he had experienced the previous night with a soaking wet adult diaper that was already wet when he found it. He knew he would be back to see if he could find another one, as unlikely as that was. 
 
    Sam sat at his desk trying to hold his pee in until he saw that the time was 10 am. Once again, he stood up, tried to calm his nerves and keep his expectations under control, and took the elevator down to the ground floor and walked into the shopping centre that was connected to his office. It was only a short walk to the disabled toilet and as he turned the corner on the short corridor, he saw that the toilet was thankfully unoccupied, and he nervously stepped in. 
 
    There was another wet diaper there! 
 
    This time it was placed on the floor some distance from the toilet, still taped up and as he gazed excitedly into it, noticed that it was, once again, wet. He judged that it was about half-soaked, and the pretty princess-themed outer plastic shell made him smile. While he had no reason to believe it was true, the feminine diaper made him believe – or hope – that the wearer was a woman. 
 
    Sam loved feminine attire. And a feminine diaper was even more thrilling. 
 
    He took off his trousers and slid down his ‘special panties’. He normally wore regular panties to work but today, he had decided to wear his laciest, sexiest pink panties in hope that they would soon be over the top of another used diaper. 
 
    His breath caught as he slid the cool - but not cold - diaper up his legs, over his hips and finally, he felt free to release his weak bladder into the waiting diaper. 
 
    Oh, this is just wonderful! he said softly. Where have you been all my life? 
 
    Sam redressed himself and slowly walked back to his office, excited and happy and surprisingly, relaxed. 
 
    Sam didn’t relax easily or often when in public. His weak bladder always gave him a basic level of anxiety and his sense of personal discomfort seemed to always be there. Except at home. 
 
    At home, Sam could be himself entirely. He lived alone and always had. The panties he had begun wearing secretly as a 13-year-old and then with his mother’s approval and assistance at age 15 had grown and expanded so that when he moved out of home and into his own place, he began wearing bras, dresses, stockings, women’s shoes and just recently, a wig. 
 
    Sam had adopted the name of Samantha as young as 10 years of age, but it wasn’t until he was 18 and his mother had bravely bought him his first bra as a present that she began to call her the name she had always wanted to be known as. But while his mother still referred to her as Samantha, the rest of the world saw a man and called him Sam. 
 
    There was one special item that didn’t exactly fit with his femininity and that was his baby pacifier. Every night, he slept with one under his pillow and if his inner demons were too much, the pacifier would come out and soothe him back to sleep. Oddly, the pacifier caused more fights with his mother than had his panties but eventually, she accepted that he had the occasional need for one. 
 
    When Sam sat back down in his chair at his office, he felt odd and strange, but it was a good feeling. His normal anxiety was completely gone, and his regular level of sadness or even depression was also gone and in its place was that rarest of emotions – happiness. 
 
    Why does wearing used diapers make me feel so good? Diapers used to freak me out, but these ones do the opposite. 
 
    It was a question for him to ponder when he was home again on his own and wearing a pretty dress and a padded bra. 
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    By the time Sam arrived home, his stomach was fluttering as he was anticipating sexual intercourse once more, expecting (and hoping) that the dreadful depression and self-hatred that usually accompanied sex with wet diapers would not eventuate. 
 
    The diaper was already quite wet when he opened his front door and he quickly threw off his hated male clothes, slipped on a dress he had already selected that morning and with a grin, eyed off the bed. Samantha was home. On her pillow sat her pacifier and she grabbed it and pushed it into her mouth and exhaled with excitement. And then she laid face down on the bed. 
 
    It was time for sex. It was time to make love to the wonderfully wet diaper taped around her hips. Her penis was already fully engorged as she began her initial first strokes through the soft and soggy diaper. Her mind imagined wistfully that the diaper belonged to a pretty, sex young woman and he was enjoying her ‘essence’. And as her sliding became more intense, the imagery morphed to that same woman wearing an identical soaking wet diaper like the one she had found. The woman pulled her wet diaper slightly to one side and Samantha slid her erect girl’s penis into the woman’s vagina and finally, she was home where she wanted to be. 
 
    Samantha slid fast and slow. She held back from orgasming as she wanted the mental image of making love to a diapered woman to last but eventually, she thrust hard, and her penis spewed its cream into the waiting diaper and the now-sated girl rolled over on her back breathing fast and grinning after successfully mating with the diaper. 
 
    And once again, the self-loathing never came. 
 
    She giggled as she understood that the answer to her diaper dilemma was to make sure she only wore used ones. Simple to say, but not at all easy to procure. Samantha knew that the person who had left two wet diapers so openly would probably not do so very often.  
 
    What was he to do? 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Muriel Sanders sat in her loungeroom chair as she heard the front door open to her small suburban home as her daughter, Delilah made her usual graceless entry. 
 
    “Home, mommy!” she shouted as she barged through the doorway and slumped into a chair next to her mother. 
 
    “Good day at work, dear?” Muriel responded mechanically. It was what she always said and was part of their ritual. 
 
    “Yeah, it was fine, mommy.” 
 
    24-year-old Delilah hugged her mother tightly and whispered, “Gonna go and get dressed properly.” 
 
    It was a code for what Muriel knew was ‘becoming who I really am’. The woman no longer sighed and slumped her shoulders in resignation. Those days had been and gone and from the age of 16 when Delilah had stunned her single mom with the information that she was not a teenage girl at all, Muriel had slowly learned and adapted to the truth of her daughter’s identity. 
 
    “Do you need some help, Dilly?” she asked, using the diminutive form of her daughter’s name. 
 
    Dilly simple grinned and Muriel stood up and walked behind her daughter to the bedroom. As the door swung open, nothing surprised Muriel. That had long since passed. The bedroom was not that of a young woman or even a teen girl. It wasn’t even the pretty bedroom of a preteen girl but rather, it was a baby’s nursery. 
 
    There was a ‘fake’ bedroom next door where the occasional visitor might see the curiously tidy and even ‘musty’ room allegedly belonging to Delilah. But she never slept there. She only ever slept in the nursery and had done so since returning to one in her mid-teens. 
 
    It was a huge secret and one that Muriel had struggled to keep and in fact, one close friend was privy to the details of Delilah’s unusual life. It was the lifeline that helped keep Muriel sane in the constant presence of a girl who never really grew up from at best, early toddlerhood. She had masked her true identity by outwardly faking being a pre-teen, a teen and finally a young woman. But it was all a lie. Delilah – Dilly – was just a baby and truly, that had never really changed. 
 
    But there was more to it than that. 
 
    The nursery had an adult-sized crib on one wall in a classic style and painted in pastel blue. It was a Christmas present just two years earlier. The walls were likewise painted in a dusty blue and the toy box was filled with blocks, Legos and toy cars and trucks. The single bed against the other wall was there simply to provide a convenient diaper-changing space. A change table was wanted but the money for it was still to be saved up. 
 
    “What do you want to wear, Dilly?” Muriel asked. 
 
    Delilah pulled open the doors of the built-in wardrobe and pulled out a pair of baby-style overalls, a Toy Story top and her favourite blue sneakers. Muriel quickly scanned the wardrobe and inwardly sighed once again. The women’s close were sparse, just enough to handle going out to work and a few other places. But the baby boy's clothes were there in abundance. And that was the deep secret that Dilly had told her mother as a teenager. 
 
    Delilah was really a boy. And not just any boy, but a baby boy. And so, the nightmare had begun for Muriel as she tried to cope with a transgender teenager who was a boy at home and a girl in public but was always internally a baby. 
 
    Delilah had never fully toilet trained. Nights had never become dry and even at school, the regular wet pants – and worse – had led to a full return to diapers and a subsequent total failure of what small potty training she had achieved. There was simply no choice for either the school or Muriel. 
 
    “Now what diaper do you want to wear now? The Princess ones?” 
 
    Dilly giggled. The Princess diapers had been purchased by Muriel as a desperate attempt to encourage femininity in her… son. 
 
    “Nah!” she replied. “I want the dinosaurs!” 
 
    “Okay then,” her mother replied. “Let’s get this wet one off and put you in dinosaurs.” 
 
    Muriel had seen the baby start to appear a few minutes before and knew that it meant she would have to complete the changing and dressing process. She had taught her daughter and now her son to change and dress themselves but at times when the baby was in control, that wasn’t always possible. As she took off her daughter’s work uniform and untaped her wet diaper, she wondered just how her life would progress. It has been over ten years since her babyness was revealed and it had only grown stronger since. There were more hours playing with toys in the nursery, more crawling and in the last two years, more and more poopy diapers. Muriel was fairly concerned about her now-son’s future. 
 
    She changed her wet diaper proficiently, wiping her up properly in a way she never expected to be doing at that age. She then helped her into her baby boy’s clothes and then left the room allowing Dilly to play until dinner time. 
 
    Dinner! Muriel mused wistfully. Dinner of formula and me feeding her some meat and vegetables. 
 
    Dilly had reverted to a formula bottle once a day, four years earlier and had been pressing to be fed twice a day instead. 
 
    When the door shut to the nursery, Dilly crawled over to the diaper pail and pulled out the wet one that had so recently been taped around her. 
 
    For my friend tomorrow! she giggled. 
 
    Dilly had known her wet diapers were being taken and probably worn by someone and he wanted to give them two the next day. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    Sam was even more nervous the next day. Two days of wearing already-wet diapers had been stunningly successful and to hope for a third just seemed to tease him. He had found the answer to the seemingly intractable ‘diaper problem’. As long as he could wear already used diapers, he was fine. But how long would the ‘magic bathroom’ as he called it, provide them? But as he opened the door, he knew that at least one more day was going to be his to enjoy. 
 
    Sam saw a plain thin plastic shopping bag sitting in the far corner of the bathroom and he could tell it contained a wet diaper. He picked it up and saw that it actually had two used diapers in it, and he smiled. 
 
    I’ll put one on and see if I can take the other one with me. 
 
    Finding the dinosaur pattern on the first diaper quite intriguing he carefully pulled it up his legs and felt the same excitement and relaxation come over him as he retaped it firmly into place. The second diaper presented a logistical problem as the thin plastic bag only partially hid the contents and bathrooms were supposed to be ‘deposit’ locales, not ‘withdrawal’ places.  
 
    Sam took off his jacket and holding the plastic bag in his hand slung the jacket over the top so it couldn’t be seen. He then raced to his car in an adjacent carpark building and left the wonderful present under a rug in the back seat before racing back to work, hoping no one had noticed his extended absence for what was basically a ‘comfort’ stop. 
 
    He smiled and relaxed during the day. He had the privilege of relaxing his bladder so that he wet it many, many times, mixing with its original wearer’s pee. The sense of self-loathing never made itself present even when later in the day, distracted by an erection that wouldn’t go away he slipped out for a quick second visit to the ‘magic bathroom’ and stroked himself to a satisfying orgasm in the now very wet diaper. 
 
    He was excited about going home and knowing that he would be able to change out of the increasingly full diaper and replace it with another partly used one. The notion of being able to go to sleep in a safe diaper was exhilarating. His long history of bedwetting had only been conquered by vigilance and a lot of middle-of-the-night bathroom trips and even then, damp patches on the sheets were regular reminders that he was still a bedwetter at heart. 
 
    I am a bedwetter at heart! he mused on the way home. I never really even wanted to stop bedwetting. I don’t see the point other than to avoid waking up cold and all the washing. Sometimes I hate the world! 
 
    Sam ate dinner alone wearing his now-drenched diaper and a pretty dress that was decidedly infantile-looking and with a recent purchase – knitted pink baby booties. It all combined with the anachronistic pink padded bra he was wearing. 
 
    Sam was now Samantha, a girl he had known all her life and was slowly coming to understand was very young. And now that she could wear diapers again, the idea that Samantha was actually an infant was beginning to form and he could accept it. 
 
    In the early evening, it was obvious that the first diaper had reached capacity and Samantha went to the bag for his replacement and nighttime diaper. When he unrolled the damp diaper he stopped and stared at a small plastic bag which contained a folded piece of paper. He opened it up and read. 
 
    Hi there. I know you’ve been taking my used diapers and wearing them and I am very happy you are doing that. I’ve wanted to see if anyone would ever want them and now I know you do. Would you like to talk to me? My name is Dilly. 
 
    Samantha gulped at the email address at the bottom and briefly debated if she would email the owner. Then she decided she would and smiled as she realised that ‘of course, I’m going to write!’ 
 
    Dear Dilly, 
 
    Thanks for leaving your message and most of all, your wet diapers. Yes, I’ve been wearing them and I had to say that they are really really good. I find I can’t wear regular diapers (a long story!) but I can wear yours very easily. My name is Samantha, but I am a man who prefers to dress as a woman when I’m alone. I hope that’s not too weird. 
 
    Samantha 
 
    Samantha put on the second diaper and prepared herself for bed. She had a few girls’ PJs to choose from and popped her pacifier in her mouth as she sat around reading an eBook before bed as was her custom. Then she heard her laptop ping with the sound of incoming email. While suspecting that it was unimportant stuff or worse, spam, she still checked out her email and found it was entitled ‘Hello Samantha!!!!!’ 
 
    Hi Samantha! 
 
    I half expected you wouldn’t reply. Bathrooms are funny places to meet people! My name is Delilah and I’m a woman, but I’ve never really felt comfortable as a woman and I dress as a boy at home. I wear diapers all the time and aren’t really potty trained. It’s complicated but I think you might understand. Do you want to be my friend who understands me? I can give you all my used diapers if you want. I’m 24 but mom says I’m really just a 2-year-old. 
 
    Dilly!!! 😊 
 
    Samantha sat at the screen open-mouthed and in a little bit of shock. He was a boy who thought he was a girl, and ‘she’ was a girl who thought she was a boy.  
 
    Wow! How unlikely is this? And she wants to give me all her diapers? But how do I respond? 
 
    Sam’s experience with relating to women in a friendship manner was limited and in a romantic manner, non-existent. Even on email, he didn’t know what to do and as Samantha, approaching a ‘boy’, she was even more in the dark. 
 
    Hey Dilly. I’ve got your second diaper on now and I’m looking forward to picking up some more tomorrow! I usually go there at about 10 am. I have a weak bladder and really need diapers but they sorta freak me out but not yours. Thanks! I know this sounds dumb! 
 
    Samantha 
 
    She waited an hour for a reply, but none came. What she didn’t know was that Dilly’s mom had sent her to bed not long after her last email and when her mom told her to do something, the baby boy simply had to obey. He was just a toddler after all. 
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    Sam was anxious until he saw the digital clock hit 9:57 am on his computer. He already knew it took just three minutes to reach the disabled bathroom and he liked to be on time. He was a bit compulsive about times and rituals. 
 
    It was exactly 10 am when he reached the bathroom and once again, it was empty. Empty except for the surprisingly large plastic bag in the corner. He carefully lifted it up and inside found not one but six carefully folded up used diapers. Each one was in a different baby pattern, and it made him giddy with excitement. 
 
    Quickly choosing a girlish-patterned diaper, he retaped it to himself and was pleased that the plastic bag was opaque so that his mad dash to the car would be less awkward than the day before. But there was one diaper in the bag that set his heart racing. It was a dirty diaper. He had opened up each of the diapers to check out what had been left for him and the fifth one was dirty. Very dirty. Dirty from front to back. 
 
    Despite what his head told him, Sam knew that Samantha would be wearing the dirty diaper that evening and all day, his mind kept wandering to that thought. 
 
    He was unable to access his private email account at work and had decided not to put it on his phone either in case someone looked at it and found his various subscriptions to sissy websites and the like. But he desperately wanted to hear from Dilly once more. 
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    The moment had arrived.  
 
    Sam was home and the diaper he was wearing was quite wet, and he knew it could last a few more hours, but something was calling him. Stalking him. Demanding him. The dirty diaper could not be ignored any longer. 
 
    Stripping off completely, Sam unfolded the dirty diaper and once again marvelled at how it was almost completely brown and… beautiful. 
 
    It really is a very beautiful diaper! he finally admitted to himself. 
 
    He nervously lowered his bottom onto the diaper and the moment he landed, he breathed a deep sigh of relief.  
 
    It feels so fucking fantastic! Why haven’t I done this before? 
 
    He retaped the wonderful diaper onto himself and then put on his bra and panties, a pretty infantile dress and even slipped on a baby bonnet that confused, but still attracted him. With his booties on and a pacifier in his mouth, he was all set. He was no longer Sam. She was Samantha. 
 
    Baby Samantha! That’s who I am! 
 
     Now that the immediate need was met, it was time for email. 
 
    Samantha! 
 
    Mom sent me to bed before I could reply. I’m just about to go off to work and I have a present for you. I hope it’s not too much so let me know ok? 
 
    Baby Dilly. 
 
    Baby Dilly? So she’s a baby too like me? And she’s a boy and I’m a girl!! 
 
    Hi Baby Dilly, 
 
    I do like that name. I call myself baby Samantha now. I wore one of your wet ones to work today and loved it and now I’m wearing your dirty one. I’ve not dirtied a diaper since I was a kid and now I am wondering why I didn’t do it more. I don’t know how to explain how good it makes me feel. So, you can always leave more dirty ones if you want but don’t feel pestered. I’m 28 and single and I live alone. I’m sorry I’m rambling. 
 
    Baby Samantha 
 
    She waited a few minutes for a reply but something else was urgent… and throbbing. Samantha’s penis was fully erect inside the mess and demanding attention. 
 
    With a grin and an internal sense of destiny, Samantha laid face down on her bed and slid slowly into the soiled diaper. Almost breathless from the erotic sensations, the ‘baby girl’ spent five glorious minutes making love to the second-worn diaper before energetically spewing her semen into the poo. As she came, Samantha imagined the woman who had previously worn it and sliding into her vagina even while she was still wearing it. 
 
    Samantha stood up, put on her wig and found her phone and set the photo app on timer. 
 
    It’s now or never! 
 
    She stood still as the dirty diaper sagged below the hem of her dress and a few seconds later, the flash fired. 
 
    Hi Dilly, 
 
    Here is a pic of me. If you don’t want to talk anymore or think I’m a freak that’s ok. 
 
    Baby Samantha 
 
    She sat nervously at the computer waiting for the reply. She wished she could chat online rather than this antiquated process, but at least it was working. 
 
    Hey Sammy! 
 
    You look hot! I loved it. I don’t think ur a freak at all. I’ll ask mom to take a pic of me. I told her I was leaving diapers for you and she kinda yelled at me but now she’s seen you she’s okay, kinda. Back soon with a pic! 
 
    Baby Dilly 
 
    Her mom is going to take the pic? Yikes! 
 
    A few minutes later an email came back. 
 
    Sammy. Here I am. Don’t laugh. 
 
    Baby Dilly 
 
    Samantha looked at the photo that was attached and smiled. There stood Dilly in her baby boy attire with shortish hair and grinning around her pacifier and holding a teddy bear. 
 
    She’s for real!  
 
    Up until this point, Samantha had still wondered if Dilly was lying but no. it was real. Then she looked at the rest of the picture. He saw the adult-sized crib partly behind her and a room that was clearly set up as a nursery. Samantha was jealous of the nursery and also of the obvious parental support Dilly had. 
 
    Another email arrived before he had a chance to respond. 
 
    Sammy. Mommy has asked if you would like to come to dinner one night. Do you want to? It would be neat. You could be in your baby clothes and me in mine. Will you? 
 
    Samantha gulped. She was happy to pick up used diapers from the ‘magic bathroom’ for as long as possible but meeting up? That was beyond scary since she would be meeting as… Samantha, not Sam. 
 
    While she thought through her answer, she reluctantly took off the dirty diaper since it was threatening to spoil her clothes, took a long hot shower and then redressed in a wet diaper and baby clothes. 
 
    I guess I have to…  she thought. The stress and anxiety she tried hard to avoid were knocking at her door again. 
 
    Dear baby Dilly, 
 
    I loved your picture and you look so pretty as a baby boy. And I am really pleased to be wearing your used diapers. They are changing my life for the better.  
 
    Samantha hesitated as she thought, rethought and agitated over the next sentences. 
 
    I didn’t know any mom would be so accepting and I’ve never been with anyone else as Samantha and so it’s scary. But if you want to have dinner with me like that, I’m okay with it. Will we both be in our baby clothes? And your mom won’t laugh at me? 
 
    Baby Samantha 
 
    While Samantha made a rather late dinner she waited anxiously for a reply. It was nearly 45 minutes before one came through. 
 
    Dear Samantha, 
 
    This is Muriel, Delilah’s mother. I’ve been reading both of your emails because I take very protective care of Dilly. She is just a two-year-old baby boy and I think you know what that means. It seems as if you are the same type of person which is the only reason I am inviting you to dinner. Dilly needs friends that are like him and I imagine you are the same. I have no idea how this will work or if it will work at all but as a mother, I need to take the chance. You sound like a responsible young man. It is hard to use the right words you know! Tomorrow night at 6:30 pm come to our house for dinner. Bring your baby girl attire with you and I will make sure Dilly is all dressed and respectable and you can change into your baby girl clothes here. 
 
    Look, if this is all a disaster then at least we tried. I was angry at Dilly for doing something as risky as leaving his diapers for someone else, but it seemed it has worked out. 
 
    I will see you then, 
 
    Muriel and Baby Dilly. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Sam knocked on the front door of the neat and tidy suburban home at precisely 6:30 pm. He prided himself on punctuality even as his stomach churned in fear. As was now his habit, he was wearing one of Dilly’s wet diapers and was very grateful that she was. Her failing bladder had made use of it many times. 
 
    Muriel answered the door and let him in. Clearly, she was just as nervous as he was and trying valiantly to hide it. 
 
    “Come on in and I will get Dilly for you.” 
 
    A few seconds later, the diminutive baby boy came out of a room and stood in front of Sam. 
 
    “Hi! I’m Dilly!” she exclaimed with the freshness and excitement of a real toddler. 
 
    “Sam,” Muriel interjected. “Go into this room and get dressed. We will wait for you out here.” 
 
    It took nearly ten minutes of nervous undressing and redressing and stressing over her looks before Baby Samantha came out in her favourite baby dress, fully padded bra and baby booties. 
 
    “You’re pretty!” exclaimed baby Dilly clapping her hands in glee. 
 
    Samantha knew what he was seeing. Dilly had clearly regressed to her baby or toddler age and was letting it all out. Samantha knew what that felt like and over the years, she had forced herself not to regress out of shame. A shame that had been reinforced by her parents when she had regressed at times during her teen years. 
 
    I miss doing that! she thought as she saw the unbridled enthusiasm from Dilly. 
 
    “Dinner’s nearly ready so how about you two come up to the table.” 
 
    Dilly took Samantha’s hand and led her to the kitchen table and they sat down. Dilly talked endlessly and Samantha was barely able to get a word in. But she was enjoying herself more than she had ever expected. As dinner progressed, Samantha felt that familiar internal pressure to be… ‘little’.  
 
    Now or never! she reminded herself. 
 
    Samantha let go of herself and Muriel smiled inwardly as she watched the at first 28-year-old crossdresser regress down to a genuine two-year-old toddler girl. 
 
    After dinner, Dilly showed Samantha her nursery and toys. 
 
    “I don’t got many dollies, but you can play wif them if you want?” 
 
    Muriel watched in satisfied silence just outside the open nursery door as she watched the two-year-olds play together as authentically as could be. 
 
    By 8:30 pm Baby Dilly was clearly tiring and even Samantha was feeling the fatigue that any normal two-year-old would feel at being up so late. 
 
    “Okay babies!” Muriel announced. “It’s bedtime for both of you I think.” 
 
    While Samantha regrettably changed back into Sam and struggled to find her adult side, Muriel changed her daughter’s diaper for bed. When Sam left a few minutes later, she handed him the still warm diaper.  
 
    “Dilly wants you to have it,” she said haltingly. “And I do too.” 
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    Sam once again knocked on the front door and a typically super-excited Baby Dilly opened the door, bouncing up and down. 
 
    “She has no work today, Samantha,” Muriel explained and so she has been a baby all day and I’m glad you’re here to play with her. I’m exhausted!” 
 
    Samantha and Dilly had been play-partners for two months now and they had dinner together four times a week. Samantha even got dressed in the living room in front of everyone as she no longer had anything to fear… or to hide. Baby Samantha almost always came out of play within seconds of opening the door. Sammy often thought of their front door like the door to Narnia where an amazing new world lay behind it. 
 
    Muriel had taught Samantha about makeup while Dilly looked on and giggled. Samantha had bought some more dolls and girls' toys and had been allowed to keep some in Dilly’s nursery. 
 
    The two babies were the best of friends and Muriel had noticed just how her daughter’s – baby son’s – mental health had improved. Samantha had noticed the same thing about herself. She was still not ready to attempt the horror of clean diapers and saw no reason since she now had unfettered access to Dilly’s used ones. Wearing her dirty ones was an unparalleled delight that Muriel struggled to understand. But she had another plan in her mind for that particular night. 
 
    “Sammy,” she asked. “Would you come into the nursery with me? I just need to change Dilly.” 
 
    Already fully regressed, Samantha followed the strange request and went into the nursery just as Muriel began to unsnap Dilly’s overalls to give her access to the soggy diaper underneath. Samantha could only stare as the diaper was removed and gave her an unrestricted of her wet and glistening vagina. She was fully shaved and smooth, something that had been done to make messy diapers easier to handle. Being just a toddler in mind, she stared inappropriately at her while a clean diaper was eventually put in its place. With the overalls snapped back together, Dilly was changed. 
 
    “Now your turn, little girl,” Muriel exclaimed with a confidence that belied her inner churning. 
 
    Sammy stood still for a moment. No one had ever changed her diaper since she was little and yet, a part of her figured that it all made perfect sense. 
 
    “Up on the table and then let’s get this diaper on to you,” she said holding up the still warm wet diaper from Dilly.  
 
    It had taken several weeks for Muriel to get her head around the power and importance of Samantha wearing Dilly’s used diapers but now, she wanted to show them both how much she understood and accepted them. With her dress pulled up, Muriel untaped the familiar diaper and pulled it out from beneath her. She suppressed her gasp as Sammy’s fully erect and sizable penis sprung into view. With Dilly standing next to her, Muriel took a few moments to inspect her impressive organ while allowing Dilly the same opportunity. Finally, Dilly’s wet diaper found its second wearing around the hips of Samantha and the evening progressed. 
 
    The two babies did occasionally kiss just as toddlers do but as Muriel watched them playing together, she became frustrated. Her Dilly masturbated twice a day and usually without the discretion and privacy such an act demanded, and she had learned that Samantha was almost as bad after she had seen the girl hump her diaper to orgasm once a few weeks earlier. She figured it wasn’t the first time nor would it be the last. 
 
    Then she acted. 
 
    “Dilly. Sammy. Look at me and listen.” The two babies stopped their playing on the nursery floor. “I want to tell you something important, so I want you both to stand up.” 
 
    As Sammy stood, she walked up to her and yanked her wet diaper to the floor and told her to step out of it. She then went to Dilly, removed her overalls and also slipped her diaper down to the floor. 
 
    Then, after breathing deeply she said, “I know you two like to kiss sometimes so I want you both to get in the crib together and kiss all you want. I am going to leave you for an hour so have fun playing together.” 
 
    Sammy and Dilly were both still very regressed but they began to feel other emotions and drives surfacing. As they sat in the crib together, they giggled and kissed but Sammy’s hand wandered to Dilly’s vagina and stroked it. 
 
    “Kisses?” she whispered and lowered her face to Dilly’s pussy and kissed and licked it. 
 
    “You got big wee wee!” Dilly laughed and they laid down together. 
 
    As the power of the moment began to arise, Sammy’s rock-hard penis touched the entrance to Dilly’s vagina and instinct took over as she pushed slowly into her inner canal. 
 
    “Yay!” exclaimed Dilly as his infancy never really lifted. Samantha began to stroke in and out as Dilly rubbed her clit with experienced skill. 
 
    In the darkened doorway, Muriel watched as the two adult babies mated in their own innocent way and smiled.  
 
    Finally, my child is fulfilled. A girl with a penis is fucking my boy with a vagina. 
 
    Like most first times, it was animalistic and quick. The two babies laid next to each other and fell asleep cuddled up together. Before they awoke an hour later, both infants wet the sheets beneath them. 
 
    Of course, they did. They were just babies. 
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    A month later, Samantha moved into the second crib in Dilly’s bedroom and the two lived as babies together. Each morning, Muriel would hear the inevitable squeaking of one of the cribs as Samantha pounded Dilly. And Muriel would always smile.  
 
    For a year, they lived together and Samantha still wore only Dilly’s used diapers and was feeling more confident and capable. And then came the week when Dilly’s normally very regular period was missed. 
 
    Dear Diary, 
 
    I found out today that Baby Dilly, my adorable baby son, is pregnant to Samantha and I couldn’t be more delighted. Obviously, I will need to be a very involved grandmother as Dilly and Sammy are really not old enough to be proper parents. I find myself wondering what it will be like to have a third infant in the house, one that will grow up and mature while the other two never will. 
 
    But I am thrilled and to see Dilly radiant and happy and to see Samantha finally coming out as a woman in public, makes my heart well with pride. 
 
    All because of a magic bathroom. 
 
    Until tomorrow, dear diary. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Neighbour and her Friends 
 
      
 
    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!” 
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    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. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Worlds Traveller 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 – First Trip 
 
      
 
    If you were to look at me today you would say I look about 30 years old or thereabouts and according to my birth certificate, you would not be wrong. That would tell you that I am 32 years and 7 months old. But while technically correct, it is not the real and complete truth. I have a very rare and special talent, so rare in fact that I’ve only ever heard of three other people with it and never met one of them. 
 
    Essentially, I am a ‘worlds traveller’. 
 
    No, that isn’t a typo. I'm not a world traveller and in fact, have never travelled far from my hometown. I am a worlds traveller. I travel to other worlds. 
 
    Yes, other worlds. Not other worlds in our universe. They are far too far away, and I don’t really like to travel that much anyhow. Rather, I travel to other parallel worlds to this one.  
 
    So, how do I do it, you ask? 
 
    Damned, if I know. It is also not something I typically have any control over, and it just happens at various times for no particular reason I can work out. A number of years ago I read a novel – The Time Traveller’s Wife – and I smiled throughout the story because the main premise – that a man randomly travelled through time – was not that dissimilar to my own situation. I travelled to parallel worlds without any significant control although thankfully, I always arrived in the clothes I was wearing. No appearing naked for me! 
 
    I am actually 40 years old and a few months, having spent almost 8 years in a variety of alternate worlds and experiencing places that are in some cases similar to my original world and in other cases, wildly different. My shortest stay in a world was about 6 hours although I suspect I've been in a few others for mere minutes but can’t tell the difference between them and vivid dreams. The longest stay was seven years. 
 
    An obvious question and one I’ve asked myself many times is exactly how the worlds I travel to seem to mirror aspects of my own personality to a degree that seems to preclude simple randomness. 
 
    You would imagine that I would appear in worlds with technological advances or ones that are still feudal and violent or with nation-states completely different to my normal world. That was partially true. Occasionally I ‘travelled’ for only a few minutes but often I thought they were just dreams because of how short and sometimes disturbing they were. But the places I stayed for weeks, months and even years were seemingly matched to aspects of myself that I keep very private. This led me to believe for a while that I was simply hallucinating and projecting my own secret desires, but you can’t really have detailed memories of months of time – or even years - and then reappear in your living room and see that mere minutes had passed. And I also had objects and clothing from these other worlds, and hallucinations don’t create things. 
 
    So, it is real. I truly do travel to parallel worlds that are sometimes awful, sometimes confusing and sometimes, a nirvana where I wished I could stay. 
 
    So let me tell you a bit about myself. Like I said, I am 32 years old with almost 41 years’ worth of memories. I am also an adult baby, someone who prefers to dress up and live as an infant wearing diapers and baby clothes and all that goes with it. It is a little unusual and a bit rare and worse, is exceedingly private. And yet, wherever I go, it usually (but not always) seems to be a world where my inner identity is either accepted, tolerated or even… admired. So strange. 
 
    But there is more… 
 
    I am fully aware of what a penis is used for and on a few occasions have had the opportunity to join with another, but internally, I’ve always considered myself a girl. And naturally, a baby girl. 
 
    Oh, and there is one other thing I need to mention. I said that I have no control over when and where I travel. That is only mostly true. After my first trip, I realised there was always one aspect that was true. When I went to other worlds, I was always wearing a diaper and not just any diaper, but a classic, pinned cloth diaper that was soaking wet and covered in plastic pants. Not dry. Wet. 
 
    I travelled for the first time in my preteens and the diaper and plastic pants were no surprise because I was not only a bedwetter but was a slow potty trainer and my mother was old school and hence, cloth diapers and plastic pants were what I wore to bed and around the home. Diaper-less school days were often interrupted by wet pants. It was not a lot of fun being wet at school when I knew that diapers were the obvious solution. No one else agreed. 
 
    Even then, I identified as a baby more than a preteen and I told my parents that, and in my innocence, I thought they understood. But they didn’t and probably few parents would. However, I did get to keep wearing night diapers as my bedwetting never did end and still to this day, I wet the bed. In fact, my problematic toilet training has disappeared entirely and while some would be devastated by such an occurrence, for me it was a simple validation of who I truly am. I am a baby that is well shy of being toilet trained. 
 
    At eight years of age, I travelled first to a world that looked different to my own but not so different that I felt totally out of place. It simply looked like another town or village similar to my own. I initially thought it was a dream because I was not scared, merely confused. I suddenly appeared in a park with a small number of other children and adults playing catch and running around. I knew I was definitely somewhere else, particularly by the weather. My own world was cold and overcast that day, but this new place was warm, almost cloudless and with a bright sun that made everything look cheery. 
 
    I had been originally standing under a tree in our backyard, a tree that always looked huge to me but now as an adult, I realise was really quite a pathetic specimen. Then gradually, the world developed oddly shaped shadows where they shouldn’t be and then suddenly, I was in a park on what I now know was another world. It was a sudden change without any other preamble. 
 
    And I was not scared. I was, however, still wearing my overnight cloth diaper and since I had drunk a lot the night before, it was already drenched and hanging low, supported only by two diaper pins and some white plastic pants which did not hide the state of the cloth underneath. I had a pyjama top but no bottoms because I never liked them. I know now that I hated pyjama bottoms because they were very ‘boyish’ and I never related to that gender. 
 
    I walked around the park staring at everything around me wearing just my wet diaper and plastic pants and PJ top. The other children were playing and yelling and were of similar age to me. All I wanted to do was join in. It felt like a dream and at the time, I felt no fear because inwardly I was assured that it was a dream. 
 
    One of the boys saw me and ran over to ask if I wanted to play with them. He was dressed in regular clothing from what I could gather and yet he took no notice of my obvious diapers.  
 
    “Hi,” he exclaimed breathlessly. “Do you want to play with us? My name’s Donja.” 
 
    “Sure!” I replied, deciding to go with the flow of this wonderful ‘dream’ and I ran off to join in the fun. 
 
    The game was something like cricket but with a different bat and a larger ball so perhaps, not much like cricket at all, but it felt like it at the time. I had a turn at bat and discovered that my utter lack of athletic prowess in my own world hadn’t changed and I was quickly caught out and replaced. But there was one other girl I noticed. When she ran to catch the ball and fell over, I saw that she was wearing a cloth diaper very similar to my own with pink plastic pants. At that stage, I’d never seen another preteen like me still in diapers and my eyes simply stared until I finally realised what a weirdo I must look like. 
 
    We played happily for about an hour and I was in my element. I had only a few friends normally and rarely was able to play with them and never a large group like this. I was – and remain – an introvert, in large measure because I always felt different. I was a baby in a big kid's body, and I was a girl in a boy's body. It was confusing at 8 years of age. 
 
    “Okay kids!” yelled a woman as she approached us. “It’s time for lunch. And who is your friend?” 
 
    “His name is Martin,” Donja replied. “His mum and dad aren’t here yet so he’s playing with us.” To a child, that explanation made perfect sense. 
 
    “Well Martin, would you like to have lunch with the rest of us until your parents come and pick you up?” 
 
    “Yes, please,” I replied. I was hungry from all the activity, and I had noticed that my diaper was hanging even lower. 
 
    “Well first of all let’s change some diapers!” she said, clapping her hands together. 
 
    At first, I thought she was referencing my diaper but to my stunned amazement I watched not one but four of my new friends have their own clearly wet diapers changed while lying on the soft grass. Donja was also diapered although his baggy pants had hidden it from easy view. 
 
    I began to smile as for the first time in my life, I felt like I belonged. There were other kids in diapers, adults who accepted it as normal and even the weather was nice. 
 
    “Martin, I don’t have a spare diaper for you, sorry,” the woman apologised as she approached me and without asking, pulled out the back of my diaper and peered inside. “You’d not dirty yet so I think you can last a little longer. Your parents didn’t give you a diaper change before you came here?” 
 
    “No,” I stammered, not quite sure of what she was saying exactly. “These are my night diapers.” 
 
    “I see,” she replied, nodding her head. “Silja is like that, isn’t she?” 
 
    A woman standing nearby added with a laugh. “Can’t get that girl out of her night diapers without a fight. She wanted to wear them here today, but I changed her anyhow.” She pointed to the girl I had first seen in diapers earlier on. 
 
    I was stunned and couldn’t help smiling as I sat around with my newfound friends and ate the most delicious sandwiches I could ever recall. They were probably only particularly tasty because they were eaten in the presence of accepting friends – a sadly rare event for me. 
 
    “Who needs a pacifier?” asked yet another mother. 
 
    Three hands were lifted and driven by a mysterious force (aka my own secret desire) I lifted my hand.  
 
    “Here you go then,” she added as she handed out three pacifiers to the other children and when she came to me, she asked, “Which one do you want, Martin?” 
 
    In her hand were three pacifiers, one blue, one pink and one white. Without a moment’s hesitation, I grabbed the pink one and pushed it into my mouth and I was instantly… happier. It felt normal and natural, and it was larger than a baby’s pacifier and seemed to fit my 8-year-old mouth very well. 
 
    A few minutes later we all ran off to play yet another ball game whose rules I didn’t understand and yet, it didn’t seem to matter. Four of us were in diapers and four of us were sucking pacifiers and no one thought any less of any of us. 
 
    The hours passed and by late afternoon, my new friends and their mothers were preparing to leave, and I was suddenly concerned about being left alone. Donja’s mum came up to me just as they were leaving and once again checked the back of my diaper noting with surprise that I was still not dirty. 
 
    “Not dirty yet? Your parents will be here soon, Martin,” she promised me, even though I knew my parents had no idea where I was. I had no idea where I was either. 
 
    It was getting late in the afternoon and the sun was clearly lower and it would be dark in a few hours when suddenly I felt pangs in my belly. I definitely needed to poo. But dirty diapers were very much not permitted even though occasionally there was one. But I let caution go and with a big push filled the back of my saturated diaper with a large load of mushy poo and then… I giggled. 
 
    It felt so good and it felt so… normal. 
 
    I sat down and felt it all move underneath me. 
 
    Then as I looked around, things began to change. Every tree, every path and even my own hands developed what I can only describe as… shadows. Shadows in three-dimensional space that were impossible and yet, I could see them. 
 
    And then I was suddenly back home again standing under the same tree and I wondered if somehow I had dreamed it all and for a moment, I was sad. And then as I sucked my pacifier hard I realised… 
 
    My pacifier! It’s all real! 
 
    It was my first trip to another world and I had brought back something from it. My pink preteen-sized pacifier remained in my mouth for a few minutes before I decided that I had to hide it. I knew my parents would not let me have one even though I had only ‘given up’ one as a five-year-old. Truth be told, it was a fight I had lost and they took my beloved pacifiers away despite my tears and cries. 
 
    Not long after, my mum came to change me for the day and was stunned and angry to find that my diaper was beyond saturated and starting to leak and also, contained a large poo. After a quick bath, I scored a hand spanking for the dirty diaper, but it was light and short and I didn’t really mind. 
 
    It was only my first travel to another world and as I write this, on my desk sits that pink pacifier, standing as a reminder of my discovery that not every world is as intolerant to baby girls as this one. 
 
    Naturally, I hoped I would visit that park and my friends again. Sadly, I never did. I wanted to know why Silja loved her overnight wet diapers. I wanted to understand why so many kids my age were in diapers at all and yet it was considered normal. I wanted to go back again. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 – Planet Z 
 
      
 
    I suspect that my ramblings will never be published and I understand why. It is too ridiculous to believe and since I am not writing fiction but rather, a diary of events that have happened to me and the places – or rather, worlds – they have occurred in, it won’t be very believable to most. But I will continue just the same because it is important that it is recorded, even if no one actually believes it. 
 
    It was to be four more years before I travelled again but this time, I had something akin to a warning. I had come home early in the afternoon from school that day because I had wet my pants rather badly and after a cursory complaint by my stay-at-home mother, I was back in pinned cloth diapers and plastic pants underneath tracksuit pants and a shirt. The tracksuit pants were a little too small and so the bulge of my diaper was exceedingly obvious but since I wasn’t going anywhere it didn’t matter and I certainly didn’t mind. Personally, I thought the diaper bulge was ‘pretty’ and seemed to suit me. But I think I was alone in that opinion. 
 
    I have days where I don’t pee much and even my night diaper is merely damp and then there are the other days when my body pees more fluid than I thought possible. That was one such day. I had already dampened my school uniform in the morning as I rushed off to the toilet in the hope of making it in time - only just but not before a large damp patch was visible on my school uniform. It was not the first time and the teasing was so common that I essentially filtered it out and it left me with only one real friend. And people wonder why I am a loner and introvert? 
 
    I was sitting on my bed reading comics when my eyes started to see three-dimensional impossible shadows around my hands and all the objects in the room. They were similar to what I had seen four years previously and I instantly wondered if ‘something’ was about to happen. But after a couple of minutes, the shadows shuddered and then disappeared again. I was still in my bedroom, still wearing my dry diaper and reading comic books which suddenly didn’t seem as interesting anymore. 
 
    With no warning whatsoever, my bladder suddenly opened up and emptied, flooding my previously dry diaper. I sighed as I was by now familiar with ‘flood days’ and despite asking my mother to stay home from school on such days, I was sent there only to be humiliated as I had expected. I simply waited for the flood to end and by the time the flow stopped, my diaper was as wet as any heavy night-time diaper was. A few minutes later, the shadows returned but this time they grew more defined and then suddenly, I was somewhere else. 
 
    One quick lesson I learned is that you travel in the same bodily position as you were in and so it was that I found myself sitting on a pavement and only my quick reactions stopped me from falling backwards since my pillow was no longer present to hold me up. Once again, I felt only surprise, not fear. There was something about this place that gave me no reason to be afraid. I stood up and looked around and saw a narrow street with houses along both sides. The houses looked to be well-kept but of a quite old style and so not knowing what to do, I began to walk. 
 
    Being outside of my home wearing a very obvious thick diaper under too-small tracksuit pants, I felt a little conspicuous, but I had no other choice. I rounded a corner and saw a much wider road with some houses and other buildings that looked similar to shops, but I could not read the writing on them. There were words for sure, but they made no sense to me. I turned around at the sound of what I thought was a motor car and sure enough, three motor vehicles drove along the street and eventually passed me. They didn’t look like any cars I had ever seen. All I could describe them as was ‘old-fashioned and yet, they appeared quite new and well-presented. 
 
    This was the first time that I thought I must have travelled back in time as well as gone ‘somewhere else’. I hadn’t really understood my first trip as an 8-year-old and so I had yet to realise I was travelling worlds, not time. 
 
    I continued to walk and it wasn’t long before I came across an older couple. I had to find out where I was and so I asked them simply, “Where am I?” 
 
    They looked at me with a bemused smile, said some words I couldn’t understand and then walked off. And so, I continued my walking, aware that my diaper was continuing to get wetter as my poor-functioning bladder kept leaking. 
 
    As I crossed another side road, there were suddenly more vehicles on the road and still, none of them looked familiar. They each had four wheels, doors and seats but that was about the only similarity to modern cars I had known. I saw one that was probably a bus or some kind of public transport but as I started to come across more people, I was more and more aware of some of the sideways glances I was receiving. I began to feel conspicuous and aware of the obvious bulk of my rapidly soaking diaper. Trying to avoid the stares, I came upon what looked like a shop of some kind and pushed open the door to go inside. At least doors were the same in this world even if the words were unintelligible. 
 
    I quickly worked out that I was in a clothing store. In rack after rack hung old-fashioned clothing for men and boys and as I wandered further in, I found the women’s and girl’s section and it was then that I saw… them. 
 
    Standing up against one rack was a woman with two children I judged to be hers, a boy and a girl of roughly similar age to me. At that time in my life, I crudely assessed girls to be ‘pre-boobs’ and ‘post-boobs’. If I had had any sexual education at all I would have known about puberty but at that stage, erections were merely annoying and ‘girls grew boobs’. Pretty detailed, right? The girl was ‘pre-boob’. 
 
    The mother was gabbing on in her language and I understood none of it but as I watched, I saw her grab a dress off the rack and hold it up to her daughter to assess its size and fit. Then in a surprising move, she turned to the girl and helped her lift her existing dress over her head. It seemed that Changing Rooms were not a thing here! But what rivetted my attention was not her skinny frame and white undergarment but rather, the thick cloth diaper pinned around her hips and the lacy white plastic pants that covered them. 
 
    She was in a diaper! Just like me!  
 
    I couldn’t tell if she was wet - which for some reason seemed an important fact to know – but she stood without shame, openly displaying her diaper until her mother pulled the new dress over her head and fussed and tugged until satisfied that it was a good fit. The few words she said clearly indicated she was pleased. 
 
    And now it was time for the boy to get some new clothes and trying as best not to look like a stalker I followed them back to the front of the store where they began looking at trousers and shirts. Once again, when a suitable choice was made the boy undid his braces and slipped his trousers to the floor and to my growing surprise revealed another cloth diaper and plain plastic pants. I was shocked to see such an open display of diapers in a clothing store and remembered the utter humiliation of clothes shopping with my own mother looking for trousers to cover a thick diaper as well as non-diaper clothing. It was never pleasant, but it certainly wasn’t as public as this. Nor was it as unremarkable as the scene I was watching. 
 
    At a discreet distance – or what I thought was discreet – I watched them go to the sales counter and using what looked like paper money, pay for the two new outfits and soon left the store. 
 
    At this stage, I knew nothing about this world or its language, but the mum and two kids were at least a moderate connection. I had a mum and I wore diapers. The link was tenuous, but it was all I had. 
 
    I followed them out of the store and they walked some distance along the road before stopping and entering another store. Unlike our world, there didn’t seem to be general stores that sold many things. Every type of product seemed to have its own store. I couldn’t read the words on the outside of this shop, but as soon as I entered, I knew immediately what it was. 
 
    It was a diaper store! 
 
    Now, I’d been with my mum to chemist shops and bought plastic pants and to material stores where she made up my cloth diapers, but I’d never seen anything like this. I was overwhelmed by what was on offer. In keeping with the old-fashioned nature of this world, it was full of cloth diapers in different styles and most importantly, different sizes. There were mannequins dressed in diapers ranging from toddlers, to preteens, to teenagers and then on to adults in a variety of styles and sizes. I had never seen anything so amazing and so… wondrous.  
 
    I lost interest in the mum and two kids as I wandered the aisles of diapers and the massive array of plastic pants. Not just plain colours but patterns and even the babyish frilly styles all the way up to adult sizes. I suddenly wanted them. I wanted all of them! As I was enjoying the sight, I overheard the mum talking and I was surprised that I actually understood some of the words. I heard her say ‘waterproofs’, ‘diapers’ and ‘for school’. 
 
    In a world full of intelligible rambling, these few words stood out and I followed the voice and from a short distance saw the mum picking up a half dozen or so plastic pants including one pair of the adorable frilly ones and a large bag of cloth diapers with the picture of a smiling teenager wearing a pinned diaper and nothing else printed on the front. 
 
    My attempt at being discreet was not particularly successful and the mum turned and stared at me and then began to talk rapidly in her language. Up until this point, I had not felt afraid or even upset but suddenly that all changed. 
 
    I began to cry. 
 
    I’m not a big crier but I made up for it that day as the emotions of the day and frankly, of my entire life, began to flow out. 
 
    I sobbed. And I flooded my diaper past the point of safety and my track pants began to get wet. Very wet. 
 
    The mother’s face softened and she looked at me with a face of genuine affection and began to talk softly. I understood just one word. 
 
    “Lost.” 
 
    Yes, I was lost and I nodded. That was all it took for this off-world wonderful woman to come up and take my hand and lead me to the front of the store, still blubbering. She spoke some words to the young assistant who I noticed was also wearing slightly noticeable diapers and then taking my hand again, led me to the back of the store and a nondescript door and opened it. 
 
    I knew immediately what was there. It was a diaper-change table. I had always been changed on the floor or on the bed, but I had seen infants being changed on such tables and this version was taller, wider, longer and clearly suited for all ages. 
 
    Mum immediately took charge. It was obvious that my diaper needed changing desperately and so she pulled off my shoes, looking oddly at them, and then pulled down my very wet track pants. My diaper was a soggy sagging mess. But it was at least just wet. 
 
    She unpinned me and in my still-pre-pubescent stage, I felt no shame at being so naked in front of three other people. Using obvious skill, she quickly folded a thick diaper and motioned for me to lie down. She said a few more words and one of them was understandable. 
 
    “Still.” 
 
    It was unnecessary. I already knew to be still when a woman is changing your diaper and is in possession of two razor-sharp diaper pins.  
 
    With consummate skill, I was quickly rediapered with a snug fit and she pulled a pair of plastic pants my size up my legs. Apparently, the boy and girl were the same size as me and I began to think they were twins. The pink and blue striped plastic pants were very comfy and so much better than the plain boring ones I so often wore. 
 
    Standing up again, she held up my track pants which were by now half wet with my pee and obviously unwearable. I was diapered for sure, but how was I to leave the store without bottoms? 
 
    I turned to the woman and tried to explain and say the words, “Help me.” 
 
    Instead, some mumbo jumbo came out of my mouth to which she replied, “Why don’t you come with me for now.” 
 
    I was stunned. Rather than a few words picked up here and there, I understood her entire sentence and it seemed I had spoken in their language as well. 
 
    My fear had been controlling me and I had been close to losing control and yet now, talking in their language and being cared for in such an intimate fashion eased much of it. I was unsure. I was concerned. But I was no longer afraid. Well, at least not a lot afraid. Which was a good thing. During my meltdown, I had felt my bowels begin to loosen and was afraid I would lose control, but that had been averted and as the fear retreated, so did the push in my bottom. For now, at least. 
 
    Mum held my hand and led me out of the changing room – ironically, it appeared that only diapers were changed privately! – and found what had to be one of the only pieces of clothing for sale in the entire store that wasn’t diapers. It was a pair of overalls in juvenile stripes with an embroidered animal on the front. 
 
    They were baby overalls! And they were in a size for teenagers! 
 
    My day was continuing to be more and more confusing but at least I had found some kind of port in my sea of other-world chaos. 
 
    With mum holding my hand firmly, we walked out of the store and stood under what I recognised as a bus shelter. The boy and girl were each holding the purchases while mum was insistent that I hold her hand and not let go. I think she was trying to calm me down and help me feel safe. I was 12 and should have been more self-assured, but the tears were still occasionally escaping my eyes and in keeping with the concept, my bladder was insistently leaking into my pristine new diaper and plastic pants. I wasn’t sure if things were going well or were about to get a whole lot worse. 
 
    “I know you’re lost, little boy,” she said in her own language which now mysteriously made perfect sense to me. “But you can stay with us until you are found.” 
 
    In my world, no one would ever take a lost child with them to anywhere but a police station, but I felt safe with her and even though I was wearing what amounted to toddler-style clothes and a thick diaper, I didn’t feel like the object of derision I had so often felt in my own world. 
 
    The bus that eventually arrived looked a lot like a 1950s-style bus and with similar amenities. Hard seats, noisy and smelly but I began to smile and feel almost euphoric. The bus was almost full but as I walked on I saw several teenagers older than myself still in diapers. I also saw three children - admittedly younger than me but not by a lot - wearing very obviously toddler-styled clothing and two of them had a pacifier in their mouths. I instantly remembered four years previously when a pacifier was given to me and my new friends. I wanted one again very strongly and instinctively, the thumb on the hand not being held moved to my mouth and I began to suck it. This was not the first time by far and I was still struggling to end my thumb sucking at home and at night, it was particularly bad. 
 
    Mum saw what I was doing and rather than smack my hand as my own mother would do, she simply unclipped her green vinyl-looking purse and extracted a white pacifier and popped it into my mouth as if it were the most normal thing in the world. I was instantly transported to a state of peace and without another care in my mind, I looked out the rounded windows of the bus at roads and houses I didn’t recognise, holding the hand of a woman who felt as if she were my real mother. In front of us sat her two children who were laughing and occasionally annoying each other and I felt totally at peace. It was of course, ridiculous. I was truly lost and lost beyond recovery and yet… I felt safe. No, that’s not the correct word. I felt… right. 
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    The bus trip was a long one and a noisy one as well. Every time it stopped to let passengers on and off, the brakes squealed and the bumps of the inadequate suspension shook the entire vehicle. Not that I cared. But eventually, our stop arrived and we stood to depart. 
 
    “Zilly,” mum said. “Hold Martin’s hand for me, will you?” 
 
    I had shared my name but it was the first time I had learned of the girl’s name. Zilly took my hand and squeezed it tight as if she were leading a toddler who might suddenly run away. I wasn’t planning to run, but I did feel like a toddler wearing a toddler's overalls and sucking a pacifier, not to mention the thick diapers I had on. But that wasn’t as unusual as it would be on my home world. I was one of what I estimated to be nine children and teenagers on the bus who were wearing diapers and not the only one using a pacifier.  
 
    We stepped off the bus with Zilly proudly – and strongly – holding my hand and the four of us walked purposed for about a dozen houses before we stopped and opened a rusty gate and walked up the short, cobbled path to the house. 
 
    “We’re going to look after you!” exclaimed Zilly in an enthusiastic tone. 
 
    “Kartha,” mum asked. “Can you open the door for us please?” 
 
    The young boy whose name I now knew was Kartha took keys from his mother and opened the front door and rushed inside, not waiting to help his mother or sister with their various packages or… ‘the child in hand’. 
 
    The house was pretty much exactly what I expected. It was small but homey. It reminded me very much of my grandmother’s house that we had visited a year earlier in a distant state. Except for the smell. Old people’s houses had that ‘old people’ smell but this one was filled with the smells of life and cooking and that sense of familial vitality. But my grandmother was a wise, if insanely old, woman. On our last visit which had lasted several days and my diapered state and other ‘issues’ had been impossible to hide, she had hugged me as we left and whispered in my ear, “You’re a girl, aren’t you?” 
 
    I was too stunned to answer, but my face had said it all. 
 
    “You’ll find who you are before long,” she then added and in a prophetic sort of way, I was finding out who I was, but not here on earth. Or not at least on her earth. 
 
    Zilly was my instant helper and I discovered that indeed Kartha and Zilly were twins and at 11 ½ years of age, not a lot younger than me. I had so many questions to ask but I was happy for the time to simply be led around and be made to feel comfortable. 
 
    “Your parents will be able to find you when they need to,” was dad’s cryptic reply when he arrived late in the afternoon from his place of employment – or at least that was what I assumed.  
 
    If I had been older and wiser, I might have wondered why a family might find a thickly diapered 12-year-old boy in a store, obviously lost, and then just take them home like a lost puppy. But I was discovering just how much at home I felt despite the difference in language and cultural issues I was still to understand. 
 
    Mum and dad didn’t wear diapers which shouldn’t really be a question, but I had seen the adult in the diaper store clearly wearing them and on the bus, I was moderately sure that the suspicious bulge in one older man’s trousers was a thinner diaper than my own. There were so many questions, but I asked none of them.  
 
    The evening meal was a delicious stew which was clearly a cheap meal but one of great wonder to me. My understanding of the language was growing and when asked questions I was slowly able to answer in their language despite never learning it. 
 
    As the meal was ending, dad asked me a strange question. “Are you toilet trained at all, Martin?” 
 
    I hesitated briefly, not sure of the answer and so shook my head and said no. It was essentially a lie since I was not even full-time diapered and I didn’t poo in them either. But being untoilet-trained just seemed to make more sense when describing me. 
 
    “I stopped pooping my diapers last year!” announced Kartha proudly. 
 
    It was a bizarre conversation as Kartha talked about still wetting profusely but now being down to almost zero dirty diapers while Zilly blushed. Like any other indiscreet 11-year-old twin sister, Zilly informed me that her brother still dirtied his diapers occasionally at night despite what he said. 
 
    “But not at school!” Zilly proclaimed. 
 
    “Now, now, children,” said mum firmly. “No teasing. Martin isn’t toilet trained yet and so we don’t want to make him feel uncomfortable.” Then she looked directly at me. “When you’re dirty, just let me know and I will change you.” 
 
    “I could change him, mum!” Zilly interrupted. 
 
    “Oh, I think not, Zilly, but thanks for offering.” 
 
    As the bizarre conversation finally ended, Kartha, Zilly and I retreated to the large single bedroom that they shared and we began to play on the floor with some cars, blocks and even a few soft toys. In my own world, this would have been way younger than I would be part of, but I enjoyed it thoroughly. While I played, I felt a familiar rumble in my belly. Normally, this would mean I would rush off to the toilet to have a poo since if I waited, even at 12, a dirty diaper was a distinct possibility. Instead, this time I simply relaxed. I didn’t push, I didn’t struggle. I simply relaxed and enjoyed the unfamiliar but intoxicating experience of poo flowing easily and naturally out of my body and into the waiting embrace of my diaper. 
 
    It was exquisite. 
 
    It also did not go unnoticed. Zilly pinched her nose theatrically and then continued playing as if nothing was wrong.  
 
    I did not know the time but if I were to guess it was the equivalent of 8 pm when mum and dad both came in to announce that it was bedtime. One whiff of the air led to the inspections of the back of both Zilly and my own diaper before I was led off to the bathroom for a cleanup. 
 
    The bathroom was old style with a big – huge! – iron bath in the middle of the floor and as mum unpinned my dirty diaper and wiped up the worst on the floor, I felt more at home than I ever had. It was a spooky and confusing feeling in a place where I was lost and yet felt found. 
 
    It had been many years since my parents had bathed me and even after a dirty diaper – rare though they were – I was expected to wash myself. But not here. Mum washed every part of me with soap and a warm flannel and by the time she was finished, I was cleaner than I had been in some time. There were nooks and crannies I didn’t even know existed that the soap found its way into. I look back now with a sigh at a pre-pubescent time when I could be naked and not erect and simply enjoy the smothering of care and affection, even if from a stranger. I didn’t even know their names. I just called them mum and dad and that was more than enough. 
 
    I was marched back into the bedroom which had three beds spaced tightly across the room, stark naked to the interest and surprise of absolutely no one. Kartha had already had his diaper changed and was sitting on the bed as dad expertly changed Zilly’s sodden diaper and prepared to pull her plastic pants on and get her into her nightie. 
 
    My turn was next and dad was almost as good as mum with changing except a little clumsy with the pins. But I felt safe since as a man with a penis he was surely very much aware of why pins and penises do not go together. The plastic pants were pulled up and then came our night attire. Now, this was certainly very different. 
 
    There were no pyjamas. There were no long shirts or the like. From a cupboard against the other wall, mum produced three… 
 
    Nighties. 
 
    To all the world, they looked like girls’ nighties to me. They were pink and white with lace at the bottom hem and puff sleeves and other ‘girly’ type design elements. 
 
    I tried not to show my shock as I felt the truly delicious garment drop over my head and fall away. I felt wonderful. Kartha and Zilly were both wearing near-identical nighties, but I felt like… I dare not say it. 
 
    I felt like a girl.  
 
    And it was exhilarating. The nighties were dreadfully old-fashioned by our standards, but they were unequivocally female. At least to me and my background. 
 
    “Now, Martin,” Mum asked. “Do you still have a bottle before bed? Zilly still does but Kartha has stopped.” 
 
    I honestly wasn’t sure what a ‘bottle’ meant but if my new friend Zilly had one, then so did I. Looking back I laugh at how I did not know what ‘bottle’ meant, but it was a big day and I was feeling overwhelmed. A few minutes later, mum and dad returned each holding a glass baby bottle full of what I presume was piping hot baby formula. 
 
    Mum sat on the edge of my bed and the moment the nipple entered my mouth I knew instinctively what to do and the baby inside me took over and I drank like an infant. As I drank the hypnotic power of baby formula, I overheard dad talking to Zilly. 
 
    “I’ll miss it when you stop bottle feeding, Zilly,” he said softly. “I do enjoy this time. And since most of your friends are getting out of diapers, then I will miss those times as well!” 
 
    “I’m never gonna stop wearing diapers, daddy,” Zilly replied. “Just for you.” 
 
    “I’m gonna stop by next year!” exclaimed Kartha. “No more diapers for me!” 
 
    I was getting sleepy and as the bottle drained, my eyes closed and for the first time on another world, I fell asleep more like the baby girl I secretly craved to be than ever before. 
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    It took a few minutes to work out where I was when next I awoke. Part of me – admittedly a small part – had assumed that I had been dreaming, but when my eyes were open and focussed, I could see the three beds crammed into the bedroom and felt the familiar warmth and bulk of my usual wet overnight diaper. 
 
    I’m still here! 
 
    My fear was long gone and the love and care of mum and dad and the friendship of Kartha and Zilly had made me feel safer and more true to myself than I had ever experienced before. I didn’t want it to be a dream and apparently, it was not. 
 
    Zilly and Kartha awoke around the same time and by mutual understanding, we quietly got out of bed and began to play on the floor with some toys.  
 
    “You stink!” whispered Kartha to his sister and a quick examination of my own diaper proved that the dirty diaper in the room was indeed, Zilly’s. 
 
    “So what?” she replied with an imperious look. “I don’t care!” 
 
    And she didn’t care. Not in the slightest. 
 
    When mum finally came into the room to get us up, she checked the back of all three of our diapers before determining which one of us needed the bath.  
 
    Breakfast was a typical affair of cereal and milk not dissimilar to my own morning routine. But what was different was the experience of three young preteens having their diapers changed on their bed and then put in what looked very much like school uniforms. 
 
    I’m going to school? What? 
 
    “Now, Martin,” mum explained as dad rushed in to say farewell as he headed off to work. “Until your parents show up, I think it is best you go to school with Kartha and Zilly. I don’t really have a second boy's uniform for you.” Then she chuckled and added, “But funnily enough, I do have two girls’ uniforms!” 
 
    “I’ll wear the girl’s uniform,” I said instantly without a moment's thought. 
 
    Mum looked at me thoughtfully and I could see her working out the things I had not yet worked out for myself. 
 
    “No, I think I will get some of Kartha’s other clothes that won’t look too unlike the other boys for you.” 
 
    And so, I went to school on another world, wearing the thick diapers I was denied at home, smiling all the way. 
 
    School was surreal, especially in the way in which I was accepted. I was in Zilly’s class despite technically being a year older. Mathematics was easy since even on another world 1 plus 1 still equals 2. Some of the other subjects were more difficult but Zilly helped me understand and do the work. I counted that in our unusually large class of 40 students, almost half were still in diapers. At lunchtime, I saw older students as old as 17 and estimated that probably only a few were still diapered. It looked to me that, unlike my own world where two-year-olds were toilet trained, it seemed that 12-15 years seemed typical here. I can still recall thinking about how that made so much more sense than our own idiotic world. I wasn’t ready for toilet training and frankly, wasn’t prepared for it either. 
 
    The days I spent were idyllic and wondrous and almost impossibly so. Mum and dad were beyond kind and caring. Zilly was my best friend and we held hands more often than not. Kartha took care of me as well, helping me to cope with the other boys and the inevitable push and shove of youngsters. He was deeply proud that his own toilet training was ahead of most of his peers but never teased me for my utter lack of control nor how I had reverted to morning and night formula bottles. Even Zilly only had a night bottle. 
 
    In subtle – and not so subtle – ways the family understood that I was a lot younger than I looked. Zilly called me the baby of the house and those words made me swoon as I identified with them totally. Zilly had a pacifier at night. I had one all the time out of school. Zilly didn’t cry, but I tended to at times, not from fear but from the powerful drive inside to simply cry and let it all out. 
 
    I had been on Planet Z as I called it for two weeks. Z came from Zilly’s name. We woke up that morning as usual and surprisingly, neither of us had a dirty diaper, just the usual massive flooding. After breakfast – and my morning bottle – mum took us to our rooms to organise getting dressed. Kartha was pretty much independent, but Zilly and I still needed help. That was when mum stopped at the wardrobe and brought out not one, but two girls' uniforms. 
 
    “Martin,” she began haltingly. “I’ve heard Zilly call you Solya. And you know that’s a girl’s name, don’t you?” 
 
    I nodded. For a week by then, Zilly had been calling me Solya after I confided in her my inner feelings about being a girl. For an 11-year-old, she was pretty smart and instead of mocking me, she hugged me and gave me my girl’s name and began referring to me as her little sister. Her baby sister. That she was both older and more mature than me was both obvious and accepted by all. I certainly accepted it. 
 
    “I think it is time you dressed as a girl, Solya. Is that okay?” 
 
    The flood of tears drowned out any attempts at words and as mum helped me with my first blouse and skirt, I both smiled and cried. 
 
    Kartha was also okay with the change especially as he didn’t need to keep helping me relate to the other boys. Now it was Zilly’s job to integrate me with the girls. Surprisingly, that was easier than I expected. Zilly normally played with the ten and eleven-year-old girls and I fitted in perfectly and at times, still felt younger than any of them despite being taller than all but one of them. 
 
    Some of the girl talk was silly of course. There was a surprising amount of discussion about ‘growing boobs’ and I was as enthusiastic as any of them despite knowing I never would have breasts. As far as I was concerned – and Zilly as well for that matter - I was a girl like her with somewhat different plumbing.  
 
    Planet Z was a conservative society and discussion of sex was limited to mid-teens after puberty had long since arrived. Zilly and I and her friends existed in a world ignorant of any sexual overtones or hormone rushes and we played as girls and even when visiting another girl’s home, the always-present mother was able to change my wet diapers without any adverse commentary and even when other girls saw me being changed, it was simply ‘something different’. 
 
    I learned then that innocence is a gift, and it can never be returned. 
 
    It was two months into my time on Planet Z and I was finding my way almost perfectly. I was fluent in the language and I understood the culture – at least for children – fairly well. If my bladder and bowel control were poor before, they deserted me entirely while Zilly had actually commenced the first phase of toilet training and was now using the toilet for poo and her dirty diapers were now less common. She was proud of her achievement, but no one expected that of me. If anything, mum openly doubted my stated age of 12. Although I was taller than my peers, I seemed to act considerably younger and mum once asked me if I was really only 9. Inwardly I began to wonder the same thing. I certainly didn’t feel as old as Zilly and especially nowhere near as old as Kartha. But with my name now Solna and dressing as a girl all the time, I was beginning to find my feet and feel comfortable with who I was. 
 
    But just as dreams eventually end, so do trips to other worlds and one day while playing in the bedroom with Zilly, I saw the strange shadows appear around everything.  
 
    I began to panic. I didn’t want to leave. In a flash of memory, I recalled the stalled way in which I had arrived at Planet Z and wondered if it worked that way here. I quickly pulled down my wet diaper and plastic pants, stepped out of them and looked around at the room. 
 
    The shadows had gone.  
 
    It confirmed my theory that to move to other worlds I had to be wearing wet diapers. Now, if you are thinking that sounds insane and daft then you would be right. Except that in the three jumps I had taken so far, I was in wet diapers every time. It was not a very scientific observation, but it had worked out and I was saved from transporting again. I didn’t want to go back home. It wasn’t that my own mother and father were bad, but they didn’t acknowledge that I was a girl or a baby and in so many ways, my new family did. 
 
    In a first, Zilly helped me put dry diapers on myself and while the effort was substandard, it worked okay. While I tried my best, staying dry simply wasn’t an option and an hour later I realised that I was damp, if not soaking wet. But there were no strange shadows and I felt proud that I had avoided disappearing. 
 
    The next morning I awoke and was thrilled to find myself still in the 3-bed room and my diaper was not only wet but also soiled – a new and troubling development. But I was still on Planet Z and so all was well. 
 
    In those months I went to parks, played with other children, cried, was bottle-fed and enjoyed all the wonders of being a diapered girl of around age 9 although Zilly often said I was still 5 years old. Bless her! 
 
    I still remember the night I laid in my bed, warm formula flowing in my tummy. I looked over at my older sister Zilly and then at my older brother Kartha and finally at my two smiling new parents. 
 
    The next morning never came. Sometime during the night, the shadows must have returned and found me in sodden diapers and took me back to this world. I found myself sitting on my bed, comics splayed out in front of me and I gasped in shock. 
 
    I knew instantly where I was but a few seconds later I looked down and realised I was wearing a girls' nightie, sodden diapers and plastic pants that were not to be found anywhere in my wardrobe. And my shirt and tracksuit pants were still on Planet Z. 
 
    I quickly stripped off everything and threw them under my bed while frantically finding a new diaper and plastic pants and putting them on. I found another shirt but the only trousers I could find were even older than the tracksuit and were a ridiculously tight fit making my diaper bulge even more than they had before. With the immediate emergency resolved, I sat on my bed and simply cried. I had lost everything I had just found. But there was one thing even worse to contend with. 
 
    I was no longer toilet trained at all.  
 
    I was at the beginning of the day, but now, after two months later on Planet Z but zero minutes later on earth, I now wet and dirtied without any control because it had been accepted and expected of someone everyone thought was no more than nine years old and possibly younger. And on Planet Z how many 9 years olds were toilet trained? 
 
    None. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 – The 1890s 
 
      
 
    My world had been shattered. It was only just over two months that I had spent on Planet Z but everything had changed. I missed my other mum and dad and especially Zilly, my older sister. When I thought of my name there – Solya – I chose to adopt a variation of that name here and began to think of myself as Sonya – a girl. I knew I was 12 years old, but I felt way, way younger than that. When Zilly said I was 5, we both giggled but part of me felt agreement with her. Even five years old sometimes seemed a stretch. 
 
    Getting back into my old life was difficult but there was one matter that was much, much worse. I was already in diapers outside of school but now, school became a nightmare of endless wet pants to the extent that I had to take two changes of clothes with me every day and most days, they were all used. 
 
    This led to much shouting, more than a few spankings and to top it all off, dirty diapers reappeared, mostly at night. Regaining daytime control of my bowels proved to be difficult but doable. But at night… if I needed to go, I simply did, and my sleep was never affected. 
 
    The inevitable had to happen. I had to wear diapers to school. There simply wasn’t an alternative. My parents were angry and upset. I was terrified and my older sister was belligerent and smug about it. My mother obtained thinner material for my diapers so that the bulge wasn’t anywhere near as bad as my regular terry ones but in a school where boys wore short pants, they were still detectable, and the teasing began in force. 
 
    To be honest, the teasing wasn’t much of a problem to me. It wasn’t exactly new. I had been teased for my pants-wetting for years and being teased for diapers wasn’t that much of an escalation. I eventually got my bowel control back and the dirty diapers ceased entirely. After a year of trying unbelievably hard and always knowing where every toilet was, I was out of school diapers again just in time to start high school. But out of school, I remained in diapers defiantly. It was a constant fight with my parents, but without them, I was often wet and so in the battle of the diapers, I was winning and entered my teens with hormones belatedly beginning to appear while the childish diapers never left me. 
 
    I now understood the reason and purpose of erections but at the same time, I would stand in front of the mirror wishing my breasts were beginning to grow. Like every boy ever, I was proud of my growing penis but at the same time, still wondered if a vagina was more appropriate. During masturbation, of course, my penis was my first priority but after ejaculation, I often wondered why I didn’t have a vagina. And I often wondered how Zilly was going and if her much-wanted breasts had finally developed. It was sad that I would never know. 
 
    After four years, the memories of Planet Z were beginning to fade as hormones filled half of my thoughts and diapers filled the other half. I still had the plastic pants and nightie from there and on occasional moments would wear them and remember the experience of being female. My sister – whose name isn’t even worth mentioning – had two things I took interest in. Panties and bras. 
 
    Wearing her panties was something I wanted to do but on the few times I did, I realised that I was a bigger size than her and in thick cloth diapers three sizes too big. It was a no-go. But her bras… I could get them on. Not a comfortable fit of course, but I could get them on using the largest clip setting and when I wore a bra, I felt wonderful. I had no breasts and no prospects of them but when I wore her bra, I felt feminine. When I held her panties, I felt feminine and I remember the frilly plastic pants of Planet Z and wished I had been wearing them when I returned.  
 
    As Baby Sonya grew inside me, I felt increasingly isolated from others. I had one friend at school who was a loner nerd like me who oddly enough I found had been a bedwetter until the age of 12 and so when I admitted to still wetting the bed and wearing diapers at 16 there was no condemnation or laughter. He had been there, done that and understood. When he came over to my place, I tried not to wear diapers but eventually was found out and there was this unstated, unspoken agreement not to talk about it. We’d talk about cars, girls, sex and anything other than bedwetting and diapers. I suspect that part of that reticence was that his bedwetting until 12 had affected him in ways perhaps I understood and yet, we didn’t want to discuss. 
 
    I never told him I was a girl. The only person I told that to was my mother who was naturally both upset and dismissive. When I asked for my own bra, I was refused and the subject just simmered. 
 
    And then the shadows returned. Four years later and I was 16 and once again, sitting on my bed reading a book for a school report. I was diapered, I was wet and actually enjoying the book when the shadows made reading the book impossible. My first reaction was one of exultation. I was ecstatic at the possibility of returning to Planet Z and my lovely other family. I sat there waiting for the jump to occur, but nothing happened. The shadows shimmered and then disappeared. 
 
    No! What’s happening? I want to go! What is wrong? 
 
    I remember how on the last jump that I needed to be in a wet diaper, not a dry one. But I was already wet, quite wet actually. I had no clue as to what was wrong. It was not like there was an instruction manual for travelling to parallel universes that I could consult. 
 
    It was then that my mother announced through my closed door – no mother opens the closed door of a teenage boy without knocking – that my sister and she were going out for an hour.  
 
    And that was my opportunity. Whenever I was alone, I could search… 
 
    The moment I heard the car leave, I raced to my sister’s bedroom, retrieved one of her larger bras and quickly clipped it on myself. The relief was palpable. I was suddenly feeling normal. I was in a baby-type garment (my diaper) and in a girl’s garment (my bra) and as I looked in the mirror, I saw Solya or Sonya. A girl. A young girl. Maybe even… a baby girl. 
 
    Suddenly the shadows returned. They began to spread around the room and instead of fading, they became more defined and powerful and in the instant before I disappeared, I understood why. 
 
    On Planet Z I had become a young girl. If I wanted to return, I had to still be a young girl and the bra, made that real in some way. 
 
    Except it wasn’t Planet Z that I arrived at. 
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    To say that I felt ridiculous and rather exposed was an understatement. I was in a garden or forest of some kind wearing nothing but a thick and rather wet cloth diaper, plastic pants and a pink bra. There wasn’t even a pair of too-small track pants to at least try and hide my babyish attire and the bra… well the bra was hardly a typical attire for a teenage boy. Or so I thought. After all, in each world I had visited, the things my own world considered aberrant were rather common so who knew if the bra was a problem or not? So, I kept it on if only because there seemed no point in taking it off.  
 
    I sat down on a flat rock and looked around and figured that I was more likely to be in a garden – if a rather unkempt one – than a forest. There was some degree of order there and having no idea what to do, I just sat and waited. It seemed to be still mid-morning as the sun was still rising and fortunately, was quite warm. Although I was almost naked, I wasn’t really cold although some clothes would very much be appreciated. I didn’t even have shoes on, and it was an instant regret.  
 
    I really need to be better prepared for these travels. I had a warning and yet I still didn’t put shoes on or pants or a shirt! Get your act together, girl! 
 
    I mentally kicked myself for being unprepared and vowed that next time, I would be ready for whatever happened. I was already beginning to understand that there would be more travels in my future. I was also noticing that I instinctively referred to myself as a girl. It was telling. 
 
    Once again, I did not feel fear even though I know I really should be. It was an odd experience of feeling safe and secure even when there were many reasons to be truly afraid. But I was still quite unsettled at being as exposed and under-dressed as I was. I guess it was about an hour after arriving and having explored only the immediate vicinity of my ‘rock’ that I heard the sound of voices. They were women’s voices and while I couldn’t make out each word, it was obviously English. By now I had worked out that whatever was causing me to shift worlds also granted me the ability to understand other languages after an hour or two. And it had been an hour. So, be it English or not, I could understand them and most importantly, they were getting close. 
 
    I chose to stay where I was because unless my trip was to be very short – and I couldn’t know that yet – I was going to need a place to stay, food and of course, some clothes. Whatever was going to happen was going to happen soon and I was more than a little apprehensive. 
 
    About a minute later, two women appeared from around a thick hedge and immediately stopped and stared at me. It looked like mother and daughter and for an embarrassing few seconds, no one said anything. 
 
    “Er... hello,” I began in my halting voice. “I’m lost.” 
 
    My opening statement seemed fair and true if rather short on important details. 
 
    “How did you get to be on our land?” the older woman asked in a clearly suspicious voice. “We are a long way from town.” 
 
    “It’s hard to explain,” I offered. “But I need some shelter if I can.” 
 
    “And some clothes too, momma,” the daughter added. “He looks like his diaper needs a change too.” 
 
    And there it was. The diaper reference. Every place I had travelled to was accepting of diapers and rather than mock me for my diapers, the young girl who I judged was mid-teens was simply observing that my diaper was hanging low and in need of a change before long, as if it weren’t that unusual. In my own world, I would have been seriously mocked (or worse) for the diaper. It would have been considered even more mock-worthy than the bra and yet… it was only mentioned in the context of needing a change. 
 
    Why am I going to places that accept diapers? 
 
    But I didn’t have time then to consider this intriguing question. I was still just in a diaper and bra on a foreign world.  
 
    The woman sighed deeply and looked first at her feet and then at her daughter. I could see that my presence and need for shelter were not terribly welcome. But she also gave the impression of being a good person as well. 
 
    “Well, young man,” she said, breathing in deeply. “We can’t leave you out in the weather without clothes so come back with us and we will see what we can do.” 
 
    “But momma…” the girl interrupted. “We don’t have any-“ 
 
    “We will work something out, Kalinja. Now, what’s your name, boy? We can’t just call you ‘boy’.” 
 
    I hesitated to tell her that my name was Martin. Wearing a bra that had attracted no commentary at all made me wonder if I could use my alternative name. It was perhaps a crazy idea but ‘crazy’ was becoming my life now. 
 
    “Solya,” I responded with fake confidence. 
 
    “That’s a girl’s name!” Kalinja commented before her mother put her hand across her mouth to stop her from talking. 
 
    “Well, Solya, let’s get you inside and something to wear.” 
 
    A few minutes later we turned the corner on the path, and I saw their house. If the very old-fashioned, ankle-length dresses that both women were wearing were not a hint, the sight of the old small house confirmed it. This was not a modern society at all and the two women I was with were not well off. Not at all. 
 
    I glanced around as I walked closer to the front door and saw no modern roads, just a dusty wide path that led into the distance. There was no sign of a car and of any sign of the 21st century, or the 20th century for that matter. For years I had wondered if I was travelling in time as well as universes and I had no way of knowing. Every earth would have had its own unique trajectory. Without the dark ages, an early 21st-century earth would have Martian colonies while one that had gone through centuries of war and where the industrial revolution had come 200 years later would look like… this. It was a fairly unimportant issue though. I was simply where I was and had to deal with it until the inevitable return to my own world – assuming that there would be one. 
 
    I had travelled twice and both times had returned and so I had good reason to believe that the same would apply here. 
 
    As the wooden door opened, I saw the inside of a small wooden house with three rooms. With all the windows wide open, it was light inside and was clearly very clean and tidy. There was no sign of electricity but there were lamps that were currently not lit. 
 
    “Now Solya,” the woman said. “My name is Mrs Hurral and let’s see what we can find for you to wear. We don’t have any boys’ clothes to wear since there are only the two of us, but since you are wearing a bra, I can only assume you have decided to be a girl. Am I right?” 
 
    I swallowed deeply. 
 
    “I took my sister’s bra,” I began. “I wanted to wear it.” 
 
    “You don’t have to explain anything to me. It is a very intricate bra and must have cost her a lot of money. Are your own bras as pretty or do you just wear regular boy’s bras?” 
 
    If there was ever any chance I was on my own earth and simply back in time, that comment blew it up. At no point in earth’s history were there ‘boys bras’. I was definitely in another universe. 
 
    “I’ve only just started wearing them,” I replied. 
 
    “Well, for now, you might as well stay in that one. Just so you know, I am the town seamstress and I make bras for a few of the local boys as well as for the women and girls.” 
 
    In the corner of the room, I could see an ancient pedal-operated sewing machine along with some material and other items for making clothing.  
 
    So, wearing a bra isn’t weird just perhaps… uncommon? This is getting weirder all the time! 
 
    Kalinja stood close by me and just looked up and down. I’m guessing by her looks that I was the first semi-naked boy she had ever seen. Her stares at my diaper and the unfortunate bulge in the front were rather obvious. At 16 I was having a ‘problem’ that getting a full erection took only a few seconds and needed little motivation. Wearing a bra erected me in the first place and the hot wet diaper only helped the process along. Despite travelling between worlds, my boner had only slightly subsided, and the unfortunate staring only reinflated it to full size. It was a teenager’s ‘burden’. 
 
    A few minutes later, the embarrassing silent assessment of my body ended as Mrs Hurral appeared from one of the rooms holding a long white dress. 
 
    “This is Kalinja’s spare dress and I think it will fit you but it might be a bit short.” 
 
    She lifted the dress up and attempted to pull it over my head. She was right. It was short by their standards. Being about 6 inches taller than Kalinja, the dress hem was about a foot off the ground. It was also a little tight around my chest but was comfortable enough. 
 
    “Thank you,” I replied. “It fits nicely.”  
 
    That was perhaps optimistic but despite being in an old-fashioned dress, it was better than showing off my bra and diaper. At least I was now covered although it was as bizarre as it got. I was wearing a dress more suited to the 1890s while wearing a bra and a diaper underneath that oddly scarcely drew any commentary. 
 
    “Come and sit down, Solya,” Mrs Hurral said while pointing to a chair around their kitchen table. “Tell us how you got to be here.” 
 
    I drew a sharp breath because in my previous journeys no one had actually ever asked that despite it being a question that simply begged to be asked. 
 
    “I don’t really know,” I replied. It was more-or-less honest, if not completely so. “I just woke up and found myself here and I don’t know how. 
 
    “Hmm,” she replied. “That’s not very convincing, but if you say it is the truth then who am I to say otherwise? For now, though, welcome to our small home and until you find your way back to your own home, you can stay here.” 
 
    “Thank you. I really appreciate it. But can you tell me exactly where ‘here’ is?” 
 
    “You really don’t know where you are, do you?” asked Kalinja, her eyes now focused on my face. 
 
    “I don’t,” I apologised. 
 
    “You are a few miles out of the town of Millacutt. That road out there takes you right into town. I go there once a week to deliver my clothing and to get new orders. Kalinja helps me as well as in the vegetable garden out back.” 
 
    “I go to school back home,” I offered. 
 
    “As do most boys,” exclaimed Kalinja. “It’s not fair I can’t go too.” 
 
    “Kalinja finished school when she turned 12,” Mrs Hurral explained. “I couldn’t afford to keep her in school and most girls don’t go much past 13 anyhow. I teach her as best I can, but I don’t have the time.” 
 
    “I could teach her some things if you wanted,” I offered. I was a moderately good student but figured that teaching at a level four years below me wouldn’t be too much of a challenge. 
 
    “Could he… could I… Mumma?” Kalinja exclaimed. 
 
    “Hmm… when you’ve finished your chores, I guess.” 
 
    Kalinja clapped her hands together in glee. 
 
    “Can I show Solya around the property, Mumma?” 
 
    Almost without waiting for an answer, the young girl found a very, very old pair of slip-on shoes and I pulled them on, and we began to look around the place I had ended up. 
 
    I quickly discovered that Kalinja was in fact a very bright and well-spoken girl who knew the names of all the plants and bushes, could identify the birds and wanted to know more about me. 
 
    Because I figured I had travelled back in time I tried to abide by some Star Trek Temporal Directive and not tell her too much about a possible future. But what fascinated her most was that I still wore diapers at 16. 
 
    “I’ve not seen a boy in diapers older than 10 or so,” she commented. “Never anyone your age. Girls of course, but all girls wear diapers.” 
 
    It was the nonchalant way she said it that piqued my interest. “All girls wear diapers?” I queried. 
 
    Kalinja looked at me curiously. “Of course, they do. Until they are married, they all wear diapers. Do you have a sister? Does she wear diapers?” 
 
    Trying not to make a mess of things all I could say was, “My sister doesn’t really wear diapers now, but she’s not married. I just took her bra.” 
 
    “Wow, your home is sure different to mine,” she said simply, and the topic passed. 
 
    The unstated fact though was that Kalinja was herself, wearing a diaper and it was not unusual but rather, culturally required. That was a new thought! The long dress hid it, and I wondered if that was one reason for the length of their clothing. 
 
    We talked more generally and began to get to know each other. In any other environment, I would have found her attractive and desirable although I could only see her hands and face and ankles. But I knew that wherever I was, I had to be careful since I had no idea when I would be leaving. I didn’t want to muck things up, especially not on day one. 
 
    “Are you a girl, Solya,” she asked in passing. “I’m just curious, that’s all.” 
 
    I tried to be honest not only to her but to myself. 
 
    “I don’t know. I’m trying to work that out.” 
 
    “You wear a bra and have a girl’s name and that dress looks nice on you. Maybe you are a girl, you know?” 
 
    I smiled and felt happy inside. Kalinja was well aware that I possessed a penis courtesy of her blatant staring at my diaper-clad erection earlier and yet, she considered the idea of me being a girl as making sense to her. 
 
    We returned to the house for lunch which was bread with butter and a jam that I couldn’t identify but since I was starving hungry, I didn’t mind. Afterwards, I offered to help her with some of her arithmetic. She had some of her old schoolbooks and as I glanced at them, I could see that most of it was tailored to perhaps a grade 5 level in our world rather than the grade 7 level she had supposedly gone to. 
 
    I admit that it was fun teaching her times tables, basic multiplication and long division and a little bit of basic geometry. I’d never had so much fun with learning as I did that day. It was confirmed in my mind that Kalinja actually had a first-rate mind and was learning at a rate a lot faster than I did at her age. It seemed unfair that schooling was denied her at such a young age and so I felt it was my duty to help. At that age, I was not really terribly burdened by a sense of duty or obligation - as my parents would attest - and so it was a new thing for me to experience it. I think I liked the feeling but with a wry smile, I reminded myself not to be a more helpful teenager when I got home again. I had an image to live up to! 
 
    In a world without electricity, the days start at daybreak and most things end outside at dusk and even then, bedtimes are early. The evening meal was at dusk, and it was a stew of some kind that I chose not to think too much about. There were no cows or sheep around and while the vegetable garden was a good size, the meat in the stew probably came from rabbits (I hoped). Mrs Hurral seemed on edge, and I assumed it was because another mouth to feed was a burden. But I was wrong. It was something else altogether. 
 
    “Solya,” she began after clearing her throat. “There is one issue we need to discuss and that is diapers.” 
 
    I sighed, hoping I had not offended her. To be honest, I had forgotten about my diapers all day, distracted by Kalinja and the new environment. I was, however, very wet and the weight of the soaked diaper was beginning to be felt. But no one else would be able to see it underneath the dress. 
 
    “Solya, we are a poor family and we don’t have much. I have enough for Kalinja, but I don’t really have any clean diapers for you.” 
 
    There was an odd emphasis on clean that intrigued me. 
 
    “I only have four cloth diapers for her. One is wet from last night, the other she is wearing and I have a dry one which I will change her into shortly. But the fourth one is for tomorrow. Do you see the problem?” 
 
    I certainly did. I was very wet and needed a change and yet, there were no clean diapers for me to wear. I nodded that I understood. 
 
    “There is, however…” Mrs Hurral coughed nervously. “A possible solution that I hope can work.”   
 
    Once again, I nodded. 
 
    “Kalinja is not really a super-heavy wetter and so when I change her in the mornings her night diapers are really only damp and not soaking, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    Oh, I knew what she meant about the difference between damp and soaking. It was an integral part of my life. 
 
    “And so… I wondered…” she stammered nervously. “If you would be okay wearing her damp diapers to bed because you can’t stay in those anymore, can you? I can already tell you are soaked. They are hanging down and that dress is a little tight, you know.” 
 
    My eyes widened at the thought. Wearing a girl’s already worn wet diaper? It was a new thought. 
 
    “That would be fine,” I said bravely, not quite knowing what to expect. 
 
    Mrs Hurral smiled and visibly relaxed. Clearly, this had been weighing on her mind for some time. I, however, had been oblivious to the problem. I had assumed that with a 15-year-old girl still in diapers, they would be like my bedroom with stacks of diapers and pins and plastic pants to choose from. 
 
    I was wrong. 
 
    “As for sleeping arrangements, Kalinja can sleep with me and you can use her bed. Now, before it gets too dark, I need to change Kalinja’s diaper and I need to change yours too.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said not at all sure how this was going to work. 
 
    “Come into the bedroom and I will get your change for you.” 
 
    I followed Mrs Hurral into the bedroom and she shut the door behind her. Without asking, she lifted off my dress and unclipped my bra.  
 
    “These are very unusual rubber pants,” she said as she slipped my white plastic pants down. It was then that I realised that I had not seen anything as modern as plastic anywhere. She would have assumed they were rubber even though they didn’t look or feel at all like rubber ones. 
 
    “My mum got them for me.” 
 
    Even as she spoke, she unpinned my diaper and it hit the floor with a thud. 
 
    “Wow, Solya, you wet a lot heavier than my girl!” 
 
    She was clearly nervous, as was I and she went to a small wooden pail and pulled out what I instantly recognised as a cloth diaper. It wasn’t all that dissimilar in material to my own and I guess that it was probably an expensive item in this almost pre-industrial world. It also took no time at all to tell that it was wet. It was Kalinja’s wet nighttime diaper. With the ease that seems to come to all mothers, she folded the wet diaper on a large mat that must be the diaper changing mat and after looking at me and adjusting it a bit bigger asked me to sit down on it. 
 
    When my bottom first hit the cold and quite wet diaper, I felt odd. I was expecting to feel bad or uncomfortable, but I didn’t. If anything, it felt… normal. Normal, common, natural. It was odd and unexpected – as was almost everything in this world. I laid down and even though I was fully capable of putting on my own diaper, I laid back as she competently pinned it on and then encouraged me to put on my plastic pants. 
 
    “The oldest boy I ever diaper changed was a very late-training twelve-year-old back when Mr Hurral was still around. You are a lot… er… bigger than he was.” The inference was clear. “Are you ever going to get out of diapers, Solya or is it because you are a girl and so need to stay in them?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I replied honestly. “I’ve never really thought of getting out of them.”  
 
    And it was true. Being out of diapers seemed more and more a foreign concept to me. Although I wasn’t full-time diapered at home – and I certainly wanted to be - everywhere I travelled considered diapers normal. And even here, diapers for girls were presumably universal and even 10-year-old boys still wore them.  
 
    Why can’t my own world be as tolerant of diapers? It’s not fair! Is my own world the only unfair place? 
 
    I was presented with a long nightie whose best days were long ago and then was shuffled out of the room while Kalinja had her diaper changed. 
 
    The first pee into that diaper was astonishing as I contemplated how I was mixing my pee with Kalinja’s. My erection rose up yet again although, at that age, almost anything did that, so it was simply annoying and inappropriate. 
 
    Bedtime was early and I was shown to Kalinja’s bed which was an iron frame structure with a thin mattress that sagged in the middle and despite the hardness of the bed, I fell asleep deeply and it was not until the clattering of sound from the kitchen and the banging on my door by Kalinja that I realised it was morning – 1800s style. 
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    The sun was up – barely. I stumbled out of bed, aware that my diaper was now very wet indeed and hanging dangerously low. Not that it was even dry when I put it on, so it wasn’t all my own fault and that bizarre notion made me smile. 
 
    “After breakfast, it’s diaper change time, girls,” Mrs Hurral said cheerfully.  
 
    Girls? She is calling me a girl? What does she see that I don’t? My own mum doesn’t even see that. Sigh. 
 
    I didn’t care and to be honest, really liked it. It was a question I was dealing with and had been for many years. Having the decision taken out of my hands - for a short while at least - felt wonderful. 
 
    After breakfast – such as it was – was over, Mrs Hurral motioned me to her bedroom for my next diaper change. She made a point of noting that the second wearing of Kalinja’s diaper had worked out well and that I had ‘made a good job’ of it by wetting it thoroughly. And then came the next wet one which I assumed was the girl’s daytime diaper from the day before. It was already quite wet, and I was unsure if it would make the distance to the evening change and when it was pinned on, I could tell the difference. 
 
    “These are the rubber pants we use and I’m sure they will fit you okay.” 
 
    The pants were a skin colour flexible rubber and when I went to pull them on, they were quite a struggle and Mrs Hurral decided to help me. They were a little tight since I was slightly wider around the hips than Kalinja. I felt a little foolish like I was a young child needing help to get dressed but her practised hand knew how to get the sticky rubber up and over the already wet diaper. 
 
    “And now for your bra,” she added and then clipped it on me while adjusting the straps to fit me better – a skill I did not possess. Nor did I ever want to risk my sister knowing I was wearing her things. I actually felt a little feminine in a bra that was adjusted to fit… me. The way she accepted a boy wearing a bra as being totally normal made me wish that once again, this could translate to my own world or at least to my own home and parents. 
 
    The same dress was lowered over me, and I was dressed… dressed by my surrogate mother. It was an odd thought, to put it mildly. But while she was stern and well-disciplined, she was also nice and polite and seemed to understand that I was not like other boys in her town. I could put up with her rules and the insanely early wakeups just for that sense of acceptance. 
 
    I spent the morning in their vegetable garden, weeding and hand watering from a groundwater pump. It was time-consuming but very pleasant work while Kalinja helped her mother with dressmaking. But after lunch, we were on our own and spent time talking and exploring and I also learned some of the local history but the most stunning bit of news I found out was when I asked her what year it was. 
 
    “2022, silly,” she laughed as if it was the stupidest thing I’d asked yet. 
 
    I haven’t travelled in time at all! This world is just… backward! 
 
    So, the Star Trek Temporal Prime Directive was cast aside, not that I was taking much notice of it anyhow. It was just before we returned home for dinner that an important thing happened, something that I should have expected. 
 
    Kalinja dirtied her diaper.  
 
    We were just walking and she briefly stopped and noisily filled her diaper and then kept walking as if it were the most usual thing in the world, which for her, it was. I just grinned because I hadn’t thought about it and what it meant. 
 
    “You’re dirty, Kally?” her mother said stating the obvious since any pair of noses would have worked it out very quickly. “Let’s change you now before dinner. Solya, can you wait to be changed until after dinner?” 
 
    I nodded and waited until Kalinja returned in a fresh clean diaper and dressed ready for bed in her nightie. 
 
    After dinner, Mrs Hurral called me into her room to get me changed and I saw on her face the concern she was feeling. It was very obvious. 
 
    “Solya dear,” she said sweetly. “I know this is a real problem, but Kalinja has sensitive skin and I can’t ask her to wear a wet diaper to bed, especially not a dirty one.” 
 
    “I understand,” I replied, oblivious to the subtext. I was blessed with excellent and robust skin and wet diapers had never caused me a moment of trouble. 
 
    “So, you are alright wearing her used diaper to bed tonight?” 
 
    It still hadn’t dawned on me. 
 
    “Sure!” 
 
    As the woman unfolded the poopy diaper and laid it on the changing mat, my heart skipped a beat. I simply stared at the large brown mass in the centre of the diaper and my mind went into overload. 
 
    “It’s very pretty,” I said stupidly before realising what I had said. 
 
    Why did you say that, you idiot? I chided myself. You don’t say the first thing that comes into your stupid head. It isn’t pretty! 
 
    But the truth was that in that instant my mouth had sprouted an inconvenient truth. Mrs Hurral was silent as she tried to understand what I had said, even as I was trying to understand it as well. My experience with dirty diapers was still limited but apparently, my interest in them was obvious. 
 
    “Then let’s get this on you quick.” 
 
    The most bizarre diaper ‘change’ in my life to that point then took place as I sat on the dirty diaper and she pulled up the sides and pinned them together. I pulled up my plastic pants and nervously made sure the entire diaper was contained inside and she pulled my nightie over my head. 
 
    “Thank you, Solya,” she said with damp eyes. “No one has ever honoured Kalinja in such a special way.” 
 
    I smiled although I had no idea what she meant and so I said something stupid. 
 
    “I’ve not gone number two since I got here.” 
 
    The statement hung in the air for a moment before Mrs Hurral said, “Then you might as well use this one between now and tomorrow morning. It is not appropriate for diapered boys or girls to use a toilet for anything, correct?” 
 
    I nodded. It made sense to me to abandon the toilet. If only I could get my parents to agree! Why was it that the only people who seemed to ‘get’ me didn’t even exist in my own universe? Toilets didn’t scare me. They just didn’t seem to make sense. Even now, I don’t really understand why. 
 
    That night we played a card game using cards I did not recognise and a game I’d never heard of. I lost every round, but everyone was happy and smiling even as the odour of a dirty diaper hung in the room. Just before the last round had finished, I felt my bowels begin to contract and I simply looked at Mrs Hurral and she nodded knowingly. We all knew what was happening and I released two days’ worth of poo into an already dirty diaper and grinned. I had no idea if the diaper was going to contain everything that was in it until morning. 
 
    I didn’t care. 
 
    As I slipped into bed that night wearing a double-dirtied diaper I wondered if my typical soaking nights would find enough diaper absorbency to keep the bed from getting wet. But that thought faded as I quickly fell asleep and would not wake again until the next morning. 
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    Morning was fun. It was determined that both of us ‘girls’ needed a bath and since I was super dirty and my diaper was barely holding up under the weight, Kalinja was the first to have her bath in water heated up over a wood fire that had been started first thing before I had even woken up. Since there was one bath per day at most and usually every other day, no one would have wanted to follow me! 
 
    I was relegated to my bedroom as Kalinja was bathed in the main room but shortly after the bath began, Mrs Hurral came in and bade me sit on the bed.  
 
    “I see the diaper was enough for the night, Solya,” she commented.  
 
    “I wet pretty bad, but it made it,” I smiled back. 
 
    “I wanted to say thank you for honouring Kalinja in this way, even if there isn’t much of a choice.” 
 
    My face must have said it all.  
 
    “I can tell you don’t really understand how this honour thing works, do you?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No, not really.” 
 
    “Let me explain. Girls have to wear and use diapers until they are married even if they don’t actually need them. The boys are usually out of diapers between 8 and 10, but the girls have to keep using them. But no one teases the girls about it. That is just not the done thing. You’d never tease Kalinja for having a wet and dirty diaper, would you?” 
 
    “No. I think diapers are good on…” I thought quickly about what to say. “Anyone.” 
 
    “When a boy puts on a girl’s already wet diaper and wears it for a while, he is telling her that he appreciates her and wants to be closer friends. But only the best of friends would wear her dirty diaper as you did. Do you understand now?” 
 
    “Yeah, I do,” I replied slightly understanding a truly bizarre aspect of their culture. 
 
    “Kalinja is thrilled that you wore her wet and dirty diapers. I know you didn’t really have a choice but –“ 
 
    “I’d wear them even if you had plenty of spares!” I exclaimed, surprising myself. “I really liked wearing them… even the dirty ones.” 
 
    “Then I think you will fit in here fine for a while,” she added with a curious smirk. “Let’s wipe you up as best we can and then bathe you and put you in her overnight diaper. You really liked her dirty ones?” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” I answered truthfully. “I wish I could wear one every day!” 
 
    “But you will, dear! You will!” 
 
    And then I laughed as I suddenly understood that if Kalinja had a dirty diaper every day like you would expect then I would be wearing dirty diapers at least half of the time.  
 
    It made me smile. 
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    Over the next three weeks, I developed a sizable attraction for Kalinja’s used diapers and my rather ‘obvious’ pleasure with them made Mrs Hurral laugh. I never changed my own diapers and even when being put once a day into Kalinja’s dirty ones, I never complained. It seemed terribly normal in a way that even now, surprises me. Being changed at my age was still novel and while I considered it unnecessary, it was obviously cultural and also… it was fun! 
 
    Then there was ‘that morning’. 
 
    I awoke in one of Kalinja’s dirty diapers, not exactly a new thing, but when I awoke, I felt a strange desire and when diaper changing time came around I asked Mrs Hurral if I could keep it on for the day and not change out of it. 
 
    “Are you sure, Solya?” she asked. “It isn’t going to last all day so you probably can’t wear a dress over the top. Would you be okay with spending the day with just a vest on?” 
 
    I nodded and grinned my agreement and so, I went out to explore for a while with Kalinja who was in a dry diaper while I was in a wet and dirty one worn by both of us. It was only an hour into our time when I suddenly stood still and almost giggling, pooed the diaper some more. Kalinja laughed and said that it looked good. 
 
    “Looks?” I enquired. “How can you see?” 
 
    “It's starting to come out in the back!” she said laughing and giggling. 
 
    I joined in laughing with her and then sat down on the grass and felt the double mass of poo move around my bottom and looking carefully, my plastic pants were indeed beginning to leak. 
 
    Kalinja was excited and I wasn’t really sure why but I was learning to embrace this world and so she grabbed my hand and we ran and skipped our way like preteens back to the house. 
 
    “Mumma! Mumma!” screamed Kalinja as we came to the front door. “Look at Solya! She’s so pretty!” 
 
    Pretty?  
 
    “Well, let’s take a look at you?” said Mrs Hurral as she stepped out the front door. “Hmm… yes there is something very pretty about you today, young lady.” 
 
    I was confused but decided to live in the moment and I smiled and thanked her although not sure what was happening. The whole concept of ‘feeling pretty’ was something I had struggled with since my early preteens when I had wanted to feel pretty while not really understanding what it was that I truly wanted or what that meant.  
 
    “Kalinja, can you go inside for a moment? I want to talk with your girlfriend.” 
 
    She waved to me and then ran inside, still very happy and giggling. 
 
    “Thank you, my dear girl, for what you have done. It is very much appreciated.” 
 
    “I er… don’t really understand.” It was true. I wasn’t at all sure what I had done that was so wildly appreciated. 
 
    “Sit down on the grass, Solya. Let me explain.”  
 
    As I sat down and felt the mess spread and leak a little more, she began to talk. 
 
    “I told you before that wearing a girl’s used diaper is showing her honour and respect right?” I nodded. “Well, when a boy or a girl like you decides to not just wear her dirty diaper but keeps it on and adds to it until it… overflows… it shows deep affection. By letting your diaper leak and smear your legs, it shows you like Kalinja a great deal and that you respect her mother who not that long ago, was still in diapers herself.” 
 
    “Oh,” I replied. I had no idea what else to say. The cultural demonstration of honour was truly odd and yet, I was fine with it. 
 
    “Do you want to change that diaper yet?” she asked and by the tone of her voice, I knew that the proper answer was no. 
 
    “I want to keep it on. It’s really comfy and I don’t really want to change it at all.” 
 
    “You’re a wonderful girl, Solya,” she said and held me tight in a very atypical embrace. “You’ve made Kalinja feel like she could one day be wanted by a boy.” Then she laughed and added, “or a very special girl!” 
 
    Because I was leaking and it wasn’t just pee, we had lunch sitting outside and I felt like the centre of attraction. I liked that, but it was so bizarre just the same.  
 
    Kalinja and I were spared our chores and instead, we did a bit of schoolwork sitting outside in the glorious weather until when the sun came down and Mrs Hurral came out to ask me something.  By now I was leaking profusely, and the diaper had long since stopped absorbing anything else I put into it. 
 
    “Do you need a change, Solya?” she asked and oddly enough, I could tell by her voice that I was supposed to say no. 
 
    “I don’t want to, but I can’t go inside leaking like this.” 
 
    “Do you want to sleep in it again?” she asked and her voice was choking up. I knew it was important but the idea of being in the same diaper for 24 hours was one thing, but she was suggesting even longer. 
 
    “Yes, please,” was what I found myself saying. I surprised even myself. 
 
    “Okay, then this is what we will do. We will have dinner out here by oil lamp and then I will put you to bed with the large rubber sheet under the bedsheet. And then you can sleep in it a second night.” 
 
    I gulped. This was way outside my experience but I felt as if I was being guided along and so I nodded my approval and with Kalinja giggling and being more excited than I’d ever seen her, I sat around outside until dinner was brought out for us all. It was beginning to get cool and so I asked for a nightie even though it would get messy.  
 
    “Kalinja, would you get your special nightie for Solya, please?” 
 
    The girl ran inside and quickly came out with a nightie I had never seen before. It was white with lace and embroidery all over the front. It was very pretty even if rather old-fashioned by my world’s standards. And so it was that I felt nervous and rather excited as Kalinja herself, lifted the nightie over my head and pulled it down. As soon as I sat down again, the back of the nightie got soaking wet and rather brown-coloured but it seemed to not distress anyone but rather, the two women just smiled more. 
 
    Once dinner was over, Mrs Hurral motioned us inside and not wanting to sit down for obvious reasons, I watched her remake my bed with a large rubber sheet and then a pristine white sheet that looked as if it had never been used, much like the nightie. I was clearly part of a ritual I knew nothing about and was growing increasingly nervous. I suspected that it might be beyond my abilities, but I just stood still. 
 
    “Solya, would you please lie down in the bed?” asked Mrs Hurral. 
 
    Nervously, I approached the bed as both mother and daughter looked on eagerly. I laid down on the clean sheets and immediately felt the contents of my diaper begin to leak onto the new nightie and sheets. 
 
    “Now, girl, sleep well, sleep long and you don’t need to get up in the morning until we come to you.” 
 
    Whatever was in the unusual drink I had had at dinner soon had my eyes closing and despite my unprecedented condition, I quickly fell deeply asleep and as I slept, my bladder emptied and with nowhere else to do, it flowed onto the sheets carrying with it some of the mess already inside the diaper. 
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    Morning was later than usual as evidenced by the sun having fully risen (for a change!) when I finally awoke to find Kalinja standing by the bed wearing just her diaper and a vest. She had taken her nightie off and was waiting for her mother to come in. 
 
    “Well, little girl,” she exclaimed. It was the first time she had called me ‘little’ but I suppose it made sense. “Let’s see how your night went?” 
 
    She pulled back the blankets and top sheet and I was appalled by what I saw. The bedsheets were a mass of yellow and brown and my nightie was soaked and soiled all over. How I slept solidly was beyond me and I suspected the drink the night before was more than tea. 
 
    The two women stood and clapped. 
 
    “Well done, Solya! You have honoured us both with what you have done. Now Kalinja, would you like to join her?” 
 
    What??? 
 
    Suddenly, I felt very nervous. Kalinja was going to join me in bed? This bed? 
 
    Without a word, Kalinja slid in next to me, oblivious to the still-soaked and soiled bedsheets and cuddled up to me. I was too shocked to be able to understand or speak. 
 
    “Now I will leave you two for an hour and then we can start our day.” 
 
    I was deeply terrified at this point. I suspected that somehow this was an elaborate deflowering ritual or mating process and I was absolutely not ready for that. Not at all! I know most 16-year-olds would probably leap at the chance, but not me. My reticence (fear really) of sex was well rooted in me and while I’d seen photos (of course) and thought about it, the idea of doing it for real, terrified me so much that even my usual morning erection faded completely. 
 
    Kalinja just began to talk. Nothing special. She talked about our walks, some of the things we had seen and just general chitchat. The fact we were in bed together in the most bizarre situation seemed to mean nothing and she talked almost endlessly and happily. I was relieved to realise this was not a sexual situation and I could relax. Of course, the moment I relaxed, my erection returned which made me literally laugh. Now that it was not to be called on, it returned! 
 
    Eventually, the door opened, and Mrs Hurral pulled back the sheets to the sight of the two of us, rather wet and somewhat soiled. 
 
    The next hour was spent in getting clean and back into something like normal clothes. I was for the first time, put into a clean diaper which I noticed was my own original one and then an older dress. I felt sorry for Mrs Hurral and the enormous amount of soiled washing she had to deal with, but she dismissed my concerns with a hand wave. When you had to clean by hand and heat water on a fire, multiple wet and dirty diapers, sheets and clothing were a many hours-long effort. 
 
    It was at dinner that I finally had an explanation. 
 
    “Solya, you know that in our world things are different to yours.” It was unstated but over the weeks, she had come to understand that I wasn’t just a local traveller, but I came from a very distant land with different customs. She didn’t understand the multiverse – not that I did either – but enough to know I wasn’t from there and one day would probably leave. 
 
    “Girls stay in diapers until they are married but even then, there are some that stay in diapers for a long time after or forever. Some because they can’t toilet train and others...” she looked tellingly at Kalinja. “simply don’t want to do so. Solya, I know you chose not to toilet train, and so has Kalinja. But not every man will take on a diapered woman that won’t train. What happened yesterday is that you showed that you enjoyed wearing Kalinja’s diapers, not simply doing so out of need or respect. And when you stayed dirty and chose to sleep dirty you showed us both that there will be men out there for… both of us… that will take us diapered.” 
 
    As if to make her point, the prim and proper Mrs Hurral, lifted up her dress and revealed that she too was wearing a diaper.  
 
    “I never trained and Mr Hurral accepted me and before he passed, he made me promise to help find a proper accepting man for our Kalinja.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but stare at the bulky diaper wondering how I hadn’t spotted it before. I was suddenly beginning to wish I could stay there forever. It had taken me weeks to get over the loss of internet (horrifying) or electricity (frustrating) or other mod cons but I was starting to feel like I could belong.  
 
    And that was when the shadows returned. 
 
    I stood up from the table and simply said “Sorry,” expecting to disappear but the shadows faded before disappearing again.  
 
    “I’m diapered, wet and wearing a bra so what has changed?” I shouted. 
 
    The two women looked at me in confusion and then I began to wonder. Did I need to be dirty as well?  
 
    “I don’t want to take this from you, Kalinja,” I exclaimed hurriedly and took off the dress and vest and gave it to her. I was as she had found me originally, in a wet diaper wearing a bra. If I was to leave this world soon, I didn’t want to take valuable items from such a poor family. 
 
    “You are wonderful!” I said to Kalinja and leaned over and kissed her deeply, yet another new experience for me. And as I kissed, I bore down and filled my diaper with hot poo. 
 
    “I wish I could stay longer,” I said as the shadows returned and in 15 seconds took shape and focus and then I was instantly back in my old house, very much as I had left it except with a load of poo in my diaper. 
 
    I sat down on my bed and simply cried. I was already missing the wonderful weeks I had spent as a diapered girl in a house of diapered women and feeling as normal as I ever had. Even the ritual dirty bed was wonderful, if deeply strange. It was my third travel and I had learned more about myself but what I missed most was the company of people I could be open with. In this world, I had no one to talk to about it. My friends were shallow and my parents refused to accept my growing dependence on diapers and my burgeoning femininity. 
 
    I was sullen and mopey for weeks as my life had been turned around and inside out, but being 16, no one noticed a thing. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 - Babies 
 
      
 
    My life never really returned to what it was before. Not completely. And how could it? I began wearing diapers all the time much to the anger and frustration of my parents. I simply couldn’t do it any longer. Could I stay dry during the day? Yes, but not easily. Did I want to? Absolutely not and without a diaper on I was moody, angry and frankly, an arsehole. In diapers, however, I was polite, communicative and ‘there’. Even my normally distant father noticed the difference. 
 
    “Just let him wear the fucking diapers!” I heard him tell my mother in an exasperated voice. “He’s at least pleasant to be around when he has them on.” It was perhaps the only intuitive thing I’d ever heard him say. 
 
    Disposable diapers made their entrance into my life for daytimes and were all paid for entirely by me which was fine since that allowed me to choose some of the then newer ABDL diapers I quite liked. But at night, it was still bulky pinned cloth diapers and plastic pants. They were still my preference if only because in my travels it was what everyone wore, and I suspected that was not by chance. There was ‘something’ about them that attracted me, but I wasn’t quite sure what it was. 
 
    I graduated high school, earned a good degree and obtained a well-paying job, all while wearing disposable day diapers. I bought my own bras and a few dresses to wear at home alone. I left home for university at 18 and never really returned home. My relationship with my parents became smaller and smaller until, by the time I graduated, we were on birthday and Christmas card communications only. By then they did know I was wearing dresses and bras and diapers and ‘stuff’ although they never saw it. They didn’t understand and weren’t really interested in doing so. Sadly, it has only gotten worse since. 
 
    It had been 8 years since my travels to Mrs Hurral and the lovely Kalinja and I had never forgotten them or the others I had met in previous journeys. Over the 8 years, I posited a number of hypotheses about what had happened as well as hoping that it would one day happen again. 
 
    The fact that every single journey placed me in a welcoming situation that was not only pro-diaper but gender-understanding led me to the inescapable conclusion that it was not some random experience but that there was design involved. If there were thousands of alternative Earths, what was the likelihood that all but our own were pro-diaper? None. It was that simple. That of course led to two questions. Who and why. Who was making me move and why was it happening? I had no answers to either question. 
 
    I had learned though that the way I was dressed was an integral part of my journeys. Each time I travelled, I had an extra piece of clothing that was apparently essential to triggering the ‘shadows’ and a multiverse jump. While it made no sense and once again was evidence that there was ‘purpose and control’, it also gave me some control on how to not travel. 
 
    Don’t get me wrong. I wanted to travel again. It had always been fascinating, informative and usually, a lot of fun. And it was always associated with a lack of fear. I should have been afraid, however. I should have been terrified at suddenly appearing in a strange new world wearing… whatever. But I wasn’t. There was always a sense of calm although at times a bit of apprehension. But I didn’t want to disappear in front of others or at an inconvenient time – like while driving. I also wouldn’t want to disappear while being with my girlfriend during sex… except I didn’t have a girlfriend and my two experiences of sex were one-offs during drunk parties that I no longer attended. 
 
    I also knew that pinned cloth diapers were essential so therefore I reasoned that if I wore disposables, I was protected from multiverse travel. My evidence was sparse, but it had nonetheless proven to be true. In my last jump, I ascertained that I not only needed to be in a wet cloth diaper but also a dirty one. That was also easy to manage. My bladder control was shit (ironic, huh?) and so dry diapers were not an option but I maintained my bowel control pretty well and so I could hold off from messing them and while by the time I was 24 I no longer used a toilet at all, I could control when I pooed in them. It was like having a circuit breaker against travelling the multiverse. 
 
    And then there was my bra. Travelling to Mrs Hurral and Kalinja’s world had apparently required me to wear a bra and it was easy to not wear one. Except of course that at home I always wore one because it felt right. I even had a few easy-wear bras I wore to bed because they too… just felt right. I rarely wore a bra to work although I had some discreet ones just for that purpose, however, I judged it to be a risk but when I was wearing one… wow, I felt good! 
 
    So, I knew what to do if I wanted to be ready to travel. Wet and dirty pinned cloth diaper, plastic pants and a bra. I did that a lot at home and was constantly wishing for the shadows to return, but they didn’t. And so, I moved on, trying to make a life for myself that was by design, very single.  
 
    I missed Zilly. I missed Kalinja. I missed them all and how they accepted me, not just because they were nice people but because wearing and using diapers and even wearing a bra and a dress was… normal. They weren’t simply accepted, but rather, were expected. 
 
    I had a pacifier, and I did use it at times but mainly if I was feeling stressed anxious or... even depressed. It had value for that, but I always felt a little odd using one at other times. The issue of it being a baby item still caused me confusion. Then one day I saw an eBay listing for the most gorgeous dress I’d ever seen. But it was a baby girl dress, not an adult teen or even a preteen dress. It was a dress for an infant or young toddler girl.  
 
    I bought it. 
 
    I didn’t even think about it. 
 
    When the parcel arrived a few weeks later I literally trembled when I opened the parcel. I could sense something portentous inside and so when I finally pulled it out and looked at it, I was overwhelmed, and I admit I cried a little. When I slipped it on, I immediately felt something that had escaped me all my life. 
 
    I felt pretty. 
 
    It was an enveloping and overwhelming feeling. Some months earlier I had bought a truly super-expensive pair of pink filly plastic pants and had yet to wear them. I had set them aside to look at but they matched the baby dress and so I pulled off my plain pants and slipped on the pink frillies. 
 
    I felt even prettier. 
 
    It seemed like a pacifier moment, so I grabbed it, put it in my mouth and walked around my small three-bedroom home and grinned.  
 
    I knew then that I was a baby girl. Why I had fought the thought before had no rationale anymore. I was… a baby girl. 
 
    I laughed and even (I am embarrassed to say) giggled. There was just one other thing I needed. 
 
    Years earlier I had bought an expensive and well-equipped doll with several changes of clothes, but I had left her in my closet, too ashamed to embrace her and what she meant, but not now. I went and pulled her out and hugged her just as any other young toddler would do. It was an evening of discovery and in a prescient moment, I messed my diaper to make it all just perfect.  
 
    It took only seconds for the odd shadows to return, and I welcomed them with a smile. My lounge room looked like a surrealist painting until suddenly, I was somewhere else. 
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    “Well, this is new!” I exclaimed as I looked around my surroundings. I was in a park that was surrounded by tall very modern buildings. It wasn’t the 1890s feel of Kalinja’s home nor was it the 1950s feel of Zilly’s world. This one looked sleek and modern and at least as advanced as my own world, possibly more so. But then something very odd happened. 
 
    My diaper fell off. 
 
    I felt it slide and in amazement noticed that the wet and slightly dirty cloth diaper was around my ankles and looking… bigger. That was when I noticed that my dress suddenly seemed to be a lot longer and indeed, wider. I’m not always quick to catch on but it didn’t take long to realise that it was not my diapers and clothes that were bigger but it was me who was smaller. 
 
    I looked around and there were people everywhere, but no one was taking much notice of me standing in the park. I stepped out of my dirty diaper and picked it up and began to walk, feeling rather stupid. My bra was loose and annoying me, but I was not about to take off my dress to remove it.  
 
    I found a sandy path and began to walk along it and came across a young family and once again, the ‘diaper’ issue that I experienced in my travels made itself obvious. There was the classic mum and dad walking hand in hand as three children of ages around 13 down to about 5 walked with them. Every child was wearing a diaper and the reason it was so obvious is that every child was also wearing a very infantile-looking dress. The diapers were obvious below the hems of the dresses. I was stunned by the pro-diaper experience that I yet again found myself in and briefly considered that it was just a dream, but dreams don’t last this long nor are they so vivid. 
 
    The family looked at me as they walked past, and I heard some chatter between the children in words I didn’t understand. But I sensed (for all that is worth) that they were commenting on the size of my dress, rather than the fact I was wearing one. Holding my wet and dirty diaper in one hand probably looked odd as well. But what I wanted to do was to see what I looked like. Obviously, I was smaller but how small? 
 
    Like so many well-cared-for city parks, there was a small lake not far from me and in the blissfully warm and windless atmosphere I stepped nervously up to the edge of a low bridge and looked over at the water below.  
 
    I nearly fell in with shock. 
 
    I recognised my reflection as being 10-year-old Martin. I still had a school photo of myself at precisely that age and it was almost identical. 
 
    Shit! I’m ten years old again! Now what? 
 
    This was certainly new. Even though my first travel was as an 8-year-old, I had never actually changed body size or age before, and I wasn’t quite sure what to make of it. The other thing was that my hair was very short while in my own world I had been growing it longer, in part so I could feel a bit more feminine without being overt. I missed my hair, but my immediate problem was what to do with how I was dressed now. 
 
    I was by now familiar with the language issue and knew that if I didn’t interact with anyone for an hour or two, I would eventually be able to understand and speak the language and so I got off the path and walked around the trees trying to stay as inconspicuous as possible. 
 
    I was successful… mostly. A few adults and children did say something from a distance, but I ran away. It was not a good idea to interact with anyone until what I sometimes called my Universal Translator kicked in. I did manage to pick up a few words of their language and so was relieved to know that I was right in waiting. But it wasn’t quite long enough before I ran into… 
 
    Trillian. 
 
    I almost literally ran into the youngish woman while trying to stay away from another group of adults heading my way. Instead, I turned around and nearly walked into her. The fright made my normally weak bladder give way but this time, my diaper was in my hand and my pee splashed onto the grass and the woman noticed. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said along with a few other words I still couldn’t understand.  
 
    I stepped back but after nearly two hours of hiding from people and wearing a grossly outsized dress and not having the protection of a diaper, I began to cry. At first, I was ashamed but then remembered that as an alleged ten-year-old, crying was not all that atypical. 
 
    “Oh, sweetie,” she soothed as she took my hand. “Why are you out here alone? Why are you wearing your older brother’s dress? And why don’t you have a diaper on?” 
 
    I legitimately didn’t have any answers for her, and she took my hand and led me out of the trees into a clearing where a few young families were apparently having a picnic. The only good thing was that I could understand her. My Universal Translator (thanks Star Trek!) was working. 
 
    “Sit with us for a while, sweetheart. We can wait for your family together.” 
 
    I sat down with the young couple and their young… I think son, but it was hard to tell. He was about six or so, but he was wearing a baby’s dress and his diaper was thick and bulky. He was sucking his pacifier while mine was hanging limply on a chain pinned to my dress. 
 
    “This is Bella,” she said pointing to the young child. “He is my son and he’s seven and this is my husband Farley. My name is Trillian. And what’s your name?” 
 
    “Sonya,” I replied, automatically using the name I was privately calling myself in my own world. I had no idea if it was a girl's name in this world, nor did I care. 
 
    “That’s sweet, Sonya. Now let’s get you diapered, okay?” 
 
    In my own world, no adult would openly put another child in a diaper, but I was not in my own world. I was unsurprised to see a medium-sized cloth diaper appear out of a bag along with some frilly plastic pants, not unlike the ones I had been wearing. They were white and frilly and I noticed that Bella had frilly plastic pants on as well. Bella did not dress much like a boy on my world but somehow, that seemed to make sense to me. I didn’t dress like a boy either if I could help it. 
 
    As I laid back on the grass, Trillian wiped off the remaining mess on my bottom and I got my first glimpse of the penis I was normally both proud of and confused by. At age ten first time around, I was barely aware of its existence other than in contrast to my sister’s lack thereof. This time I saw a very tiny pre-pubescent organ and my initial reaction should have been disappointment. Instead, I smiled thinly. She pinned on my clean diaper competently and slid my plastic pants over the top.  
 
    “That will keep you dry for now,” she announced. “But why are you in that huge dress? Is it your brother’s or sister’s dress?” 
 
    I simple stared blankly because there was no answer – truth or lie – that could adequately explain why my own dress now looked so huge. 
 
    My brother’s dress? Do boys wear dresses here? 
 
    The dress however was hopelessly big and Trillian pulled out a tshirt from her bag of tricks and then stood over me and lifted up my dress. Then all three looked at me with open-mouthed shock. 
 
    Bella was the one who finally spoke. “Mummy, why is Sonya wearing a bra? Only girls wear bras.” 
 
    I felt immediately ridiculous even though the bra was much too big for me in my new smaller body. 
 
    Trillian simply removed the bra and pulled the tshirt over my head and looked knowingly at her husband. While in my previous travel destination, boys routinely wore bras, in this world, it was solely the province of girls and yet, I knew it was far more than that. The look between Trillian and Farley said a lot more. I hoped that in time, I would understand more but for the moment. I was glad to be more comfortable in clothing that fit, even if they were obviously baby clothes. 
 
    As I began to feel more comfortable in my new size and age I started to walk around the vicinity and Bella tagged along. It felt odd to call him ‘Bella’ since it was a girl’s name to me, but he seemed quite boy-like despite wearing baby girls’ attire.  
 
    The day passed quickly, and it was soon early afternoon, and the family was preparing to leave. I could say that I was having fun but that would not be completely true. Because I had experienced multiple travels before, I knew that I was somehow insulated from deep fear and so not being afraid now didn’t mean as much as it should I was in trouble and I knew it… intellectually, but not emotionally. Bella was fun to be around, and his parents were nice, but I was wondering what would happen. I wasn’t an adult who could take charge anymore. I was ten years old and wearing a diaper with frilly plastic pants and a girly tshirt. It was not a very powerful position to be in. 
 
    “Sonya, hold my hand and we will see if we can find your parents for you.” 
 
    I held Trillian’s hand feeling both safe and secure with her leading as we exited the park and crossed a very wide, very busy road filled with cars that looked futuristic to me. We walked a short distance and came to a building with a big sign in front. It read ‘Police’. 
 
    A sudden fear gripped my belly, the first fear I had felt here. I had never been in trouble with the police before, but I didn’t want anything to do with them here. I didn’t know if they were good or bad. But we entered just the same and as Trillian and Farley talked to a sympathetic – but huge – officer, we were led into a smaller room to discuss the ‘problem’. 
 
    I was the problem. I looked around but I didn’t see anyone else in diapers as far as I could tell. It seemed very much like a normal very modern world except that Bella and I were in thick diapers and baby clothes and no one batted an eyelid. 
 
    It was only a few minutes before a pleasant-looking policewoman entered the room and sat down with us. She was attractive and regular-sized, not like the gigantic cop we had first met. 
 
    “Now, Sonya, my name is Marina and my job is to help you find your way. Is that okay?” 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “Now these fine people have said that you can't find your family so can we have your full name so we can help find them?” 
 
    “Sonya Coster. I’m ten years old.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    The woman held up a tablet computer to my face, took a photo and then waited a few seconds. 
 
    “We can’t find a missing boy… I mean girl… by your name and face, Sonya, but we will keep looking. I’ve asked Trillian and Farley if they would take you in for a while until we can get you home again. Is that okay?” 
 
    I smiled and nodded again.  
 
    At least I’ve got somewhere to go for now. 
 
    I had no idea how long I would be in this world. Since my time with Kalinja and her mother, I had perhaps travelled a handful of times during the night as I slept. I never knew if they were real or not because they were only a few minutes or ten minutes at most. They could have been dreams but they were too vivid. But this was a lot longer than a few minutes and I knew this was to be my fourth sizable travel. I needed to be safe and secure and as a ten-year-old, that was an enormous task on my own. 
 
    Trillian picked me up and hugged me tightly. It was a new experience for me, and I hugged her back automatically. My parents had not really shown a lot of physical love and care and so I enjoyed the experience. I was also rather happy and relieved to have a place to stay. While I suspected this would happen because my other travels had always had these surprise elements of safety, I was still thankful it had happened. 
 
    Trillian held my hand firmly as we walked out of the police station, and I welcomed the touch and security. We eventually found ourselves in a car parking station and Farley opened the door to a very modern vehicle. I sat in the backseat while Bella was strapped into a child’s booster seat. When the car began to move, I heard no engine sound and immediately guessed that this was an electric car. I had noticed that the city seemed much quieter than the one I lived near and now I knew why. This society was more technologically advanced than ours and it seemed like electric vehicles were the norm. 
 
    I was jealous. 
 
    I always wanted an electric vehicle and here I was in one but at least 6 years too young to be able to drive. The irony was rather biting. 
 
    The trip to their home – my new home – was fascinating. I looked out the window at a city I felt seemed familiar and yet, was not. The buildings were mostly modern with a few older examples and the roads were also the same – mostly modern with some in need of repair. But when the car finally pulled into a driveway, my breath was taken away. 
 
    My new family were obviously wealthy.  
 
    The house was an inner-suburban home and from the outside, looked enormous. In retrospect, it wasn’t quite that enormous as my newly-reduced body size made everything look oversized. But it was still a big home by my own standards, and I guessed even in this world. 
 
    It was a beautiful home on two stories, and I marvelled at the ultra-modern kitchen and since I was a single man living alone (at least I used to be!) I was a good cook and was very impressed with this one – not that I’d be cooking here. The living spaces were large and very well appointed and when I saw the television which had to be 120 inches at least, I began to drool. I enjoyed movies and TV and (embarrassingly) was an aficionado of children’s television in particular. 
 
    “Come see my bedroom!” shouted Bella as he grabbed my hand and dragged me away from his parents. 
 
    We climbed the wide carpeted staircase and Bella dragged me to his bedroom. As he opened the door, I felt my breath catch. I had a reasonable idea of what a six-year-old’s bedroom would look like, but it was not that. It was a baby’s room. 
 
    In the middle of the room was a crib. A baby’s crib but a little larger and I guessed was perfect for a young child of Bella’s size. The walls were a pastel blue with expensively hand-painted animals and cartoon characters on them. There was a diaper-changing table against one wall and open shelves that contained diapers, plastic pants and all the usual baby needs.  
 
    “Here’s my toys,” Bella announced, throwing open a large cupboard full of soft toys, cars, planes and the types of toys any boy would love. “And here’s my clothes too.” 
 
    The large double wardrobe was astonishing and just another reminder of the family’s wealth. There were a small number of baby-style dresses, but also more typical boy's clothing although very youngish. There were rompers, onesies, t-shirts, overalls and other baby boy attire. Clearly, boys in this world sometimes wore dresses but also, they were treated as babies. Bella was still in diapers, still slept in a crib and I suspected was untoilet trained. Not that I was any better! 
 
    “Do you like Bella’s room, Sonya?” the voice of Trillian came from the doorway behind us. 
 
    “Yes, very much… er…” I didn’t know what to call her. 
 
    “You can call me Trillian, Sonya. Now would you like to see your room?” 
 
    I did very much but was also nervous about what it would be like given what I had just seen. 
 
    “We’ve always wanted a baby girl, Sonya but haven’t had one yet. But I think you will fit in here just fine.” 
 
    If Bella’s bedroom surprised me, this one simply stunned me and I was speechless. The room was an infant girl’s nursery complete with a crib, changing table, toys, stars on the ceilings and walls hand-painted like they came from a Disney movie. I couldn’t help but cry.  
 
    I turned with tears in my eyes and hugged both Trillian and Farley. The room just didn’t speak to me; it screamed to me that I was a baby girl and I had finally found my place. Walking in, I touched everything, opened the cupboard and saw rows of baby dresses, outfits, shoes and infant toys. It took me a while to recognise that something was wrong. Gloriously wrong, but wrong just the same. My face must have said what my head was thinking. 
 
    “Come and sit down with me, Sonya,” Trillian said quietly as she led me to the long couch underneath the castle-like windows. “Sonya, a few years ago we discovered that I would never be able to have another child and I ached to have a baby girl and then one night I had a dream. In that dream, I saw that I would indeed have a baby girl, not a tiny one but a big one. Farley had a similar dream that same night. And because of that, we built this room for the baby girl we knew would someday be ours and here you are. Our baby girl.” 
 
    I was speechless and overwhelmed by my emotions. I tried to speak but no words would come. 
 
    “This room is all for you, Sonya.” 
 
    “Mummy…” I began but before I could complete the sentence, all three of us began to weep and soon Bella came in and hugged us all. 
 
    Somehow, the universe – or at least this universe – had shown me who I really was. I was a baby girl. 
 
    The next hour was a whirl of discovery. I was given a bath in a quite large bathroom which I discovered was the ‘children’s bathroom’. With bubble bath soaking my skin, ‘mummy’ had washed me all over and I literally giggled. This was followed by a very public diapering on my own change table. Bella and ‘daddy’ were both there to commemorate this experience and the classic pinned cloth diapers were both thick and pristine. I was overwhelmed by so many new things, but I was still surprised by the use of old-fashioned pinned cloth diapers in a world that was clearly very modern. Bella’s room had some disposable diapers while mine did not. Bella might have worn dresses sometimes but clearly also wore more regular boy’s clothes even if very young-styled. But in my room, there were no boys’ clothes. It was all very overtly feminine and infantile. Not that I minded, but it did beg questions. 
 
    Once I was bathed, diapered and put into a footed sleeper covered in Disney Princesses, Bella – who was also in a footed sleeper covered in planes and rockets – and I played with my toys on the floor and my younger ‘now brother’ was happy to play with much younger things. 
 
    At times I felt as if I was looking at myself from a distance, sitting on the floor, playing happily with blocks and dolls as if I was not 24 or 10 but rather two years old. I was happy being where I was and with who I was. 
 
    Deep reflection was for much later time but what had happened was that I had fallen into a place where I was exactly who I was meant to be. The question of my gender seemed to be resolved. I was a girl. The question of my age also seemed resolved. I was two years old. No wonder I was happy. 
 
    Dinner was wonderful as we sat around a table full of fresh and tasty food. But while Bella sat on a chair, I was placed in a highchair and strapped in. It seemed silly at first since I was bigger and older than Bella but I happily sat there. Daddy cut up my food and helped me eat it while Bella ate without help. I was given a sippy cup to drink from while Bella was allowed a real cup – albeit a plastic one. 
 
    It seemed normal and natural. In the spate of less than a day, I had been informally adopted as… a baby girl. In my own world, I would have been dumped in horrid foster care, but here, I was in a loving family who also seemed to understand that my parents would never be found – because they didn’t exist. 
 
    How did they know I was coming? Was the dream a real prediction? Do they know I don’t come from this world? 
 
    After dinner, I played once more with Bella in his bedroom until Trillian came in and took Bella’s hand and led him to the near-identical couch under the window. She sat at one end and laid him with his head in her lap. I then watched in surprise as she lifted her top, and then her bra and placed the nipple in his mouth. Bella latched on and enthusiastically began to drink. 
 
    He's still breastfeeding at six? 
 
    I then remembered that even in my own world that was not unknown, only rare. 
 
    It was amazingly beautiful to watch as Bella curled up and drank enthusiastically as his mother patted his back gently. And then it was over. 
 
    “Your turn, Sonya,” Trillian said softly and took my hand and had me lie down in the same position.  
 
    She then adjusted herself and offered me her other breast and I attached to it. I was briefly overwhelmed by the emotion as the infant in me found the natural feeding place I had always craved. My mother had never breastfed me and now I was finally finding out what I had been missing. I drank in not only breastmilk but happiness, love acceptance and a sense of rightness I had been lacking. Even as I fed, my bowels opened and I messed my diaper just as any other feeding infant might do. 
 
    I had finally found myself. 
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    “I’ve come to register my daughter for school,” explained Trillian two days later as we sat in the office of the obviously expensive private school. 
 
    I sat nervously on the chair next to the woman I now accepted as my mother. She had dressed me in thick cloth diapers as usual but also a truly exquisite pink and white knee-length baby dress, frilly plastic pants, white socks and pink baby shoes. I had a pacifier pinned to my dress. 
 
    “Can you tell me her name and age, please?” the officious woman asked. 
 
    “Her name is Sonya and she is ten years old but I would like her to go to a younger class if possible. We have only just adopted her and she could benefit from an easier class.” 
 
    “I see. What about the year 3 class for eight-year-olds?” 
 
    At first, I was offended but then again, I was dressed as a two-year-old and so a class full of eight-year-olds might be right. How would I know anyhow? I might be too young for such a class! 
 
    “That will be fine.” 
 
    “I also see that she is dressed as a baby so may I assume she is still a baby?” 
 
    “Yes, she is still a baby girl.” 
 
    “And her biological gender is…?” 
 
    “She is a girl and that is all that matters,” Trillian replied confidently. 
 
    “I understand completely.” 
 
    I was then taken by hand once more and led to a classroom, a place I had not been in for many years and when the door opened, I saw something that was both very alien and very familiar at the same time. It was a classroom for grade 3 and all the students were sitting on the floor listening to the teacher tell a story. 
 
    Every child in the room was in a dress and everyone was in a diaper just like me. Not every child had a pacifier but quite a number did. Even the boys were in dresses and were quite infantile by my world’s standards. But then there were those who, like me, were in very typical young infant attire. It was confusing in a way, but I instantly felt at home. My unfortunately short hair clearly identified me as a boy, but I was introduced to the class as, “This is Baby Sonya and she has come to join our class. Baby Jilla, could you sit with her please?” 
 
    The fact that I was given the title of ‘baby’ was confusing and yet, spot-on accurate. Jilla was a lovely young girl who took my hand and sat me down next to her and the story-telling continued. 
 
    The day was wonderful.  
 
    Being a high-priced private school it had all the facilities its students needed. Unlike in my world, this included a nursing staff for diaper changing and sometimes bottle feeding. Yes, bottle feeding. While not very common I did see students younger than me being bottle-fed in the changing room. 
 
    By the time I got home that night, I was exhausted by the change in my circumstances and so fell asleep at the dining table and after being woken for a feed I went to sleep in my crib earlier than even Bella. My mobile spun over my head for only a few seconds before blissful sleep claimed me. 
 
    Over the next few weeks, I tried to learn more about the ‘natural order’ of things in this world, particularly for kids my age and beyond. I discovered that kids wearing diapers were more common than not. It seemed that like Zilly’s world so many years earlier, children under 12 were all in diapers and that by the end of school at 18, about one in ten were still wearing them. But there was also a difference in the style of diapers worn. Up until about age ten, all children wore pinned cloth diapers with their inherent bulkiness and infantile appearance. After that, disposables became increasingly common and so by mid-teens, those still wearing diapers wore disposables exclusively. It was a bit like boys wearing long pants when they got older except that here when they got ‘older’ they graduated from baby diapers to big kid diapers. There was also a sizable portion of the adult population that still wore diapers which was probably unsurprising although neither of my parents did. 
 
    But there was another stream of life. It was the ‘baby’ stream. In my world, growing up is not an option and we are all expected to do it. Even if we still wet the bed and wear night diapers as I did, you are still expected to grow up and act like a big kid or teenager and eventually, an adult. But not here. In this world, growing up was a choice. In this baby stream, a child could remain as a baby effectively and wear baby clothes, sleep in cribs and have essentially a life not that dissimilar to an actual infant. In my own class, there were boy babies and girl babies. While at this age all boys wore dresses there were definitely the ‘grown up’ dresses and the baby dresses. As children got older, the disparity was even more obvious. A 15-year-old who chose to remain a baby was still in an infant dress, pinned cloth diapers and all the attendant bits and pieces while a 15-year-old boy would now be in trousers, having left the dresses of his preteen years behind and would either be in disposable diapers or having left them behind as well. It was a two-stream approach to life.  
 
    When I asked mummy about this, she explained that about one in ten children remained babies and that I was one of them. I was overwhelmed by the acceptance and indeed pleasure in children remaining as babies. Clothing stores all had large arrays of infantile clothing in all sizes from actual infants to adults. Diapers could be bought anywhere and pacifiers were ubiquitous among preteens. Most preteens slept in cribs and it was only in their teens that children started using a bed but even then, a lot never left the crib because of the security they felt there. I later found out that my new father Farley had only left a crib when he married Trillian. It was not all that unusual. 
 
    But there was also another ‘stream’ in this strangely tolerant society. 
 
    I had seen same-sex relationships openly expressed in public although the school was far more rigid. No one seemed to care.  But the other stream was the ‘gendered’ stream. 
 
    Boys will be boys and girls will be girls… usually. But just as in our own world, this is not always the case. Some years later I would understand that the reason young boys wore dresses was to give them the option. When boys gave up dresses in their early teens, some boys found that they wanted to stay in dresses and in fact, wanted to remain girls. It was in so many ways an elegant solution to transgender in that you didn’t have to ‘come out’ as much as simply not change. It was why Bella was still often in dresses so that if he decided to become a girl, it was fairly easy. His nursery was boyish but still had many feminine attributes. It was still mostly babyish but could easily convert to a teen boy's bedroom – with a crib. It was a ‘choice’ bedroom. Mine, however, was totally feminine, thoroughly infantile and I loved it. My choice was effectively made for me, but I would have had it no other way. It reflected exactly who I was. 
 
    The first few months of living there were all about learning and accepting change. No one considered me male even when changing my diaper. I was a girl, and no questions were asked. I was hardly alone. There was another girl in my class who had a penis but her hair was longish and so there was nothing to give her away unlike my own hair which while it was growing, was still some time away from looking genuinely female. 
 
    I did find one very special friend. Her name was Shelley. She was 8 years old and I was ten years old but the important thing was that we both identified as babies. We played together most breaks, and the school had several play rooms solely for the babies and we had a fantastic time together. We hit it off as we seemed to have similar tastes and interests in toys. It was only when I spied her on the diaper changing table (which was not where I was supposed to be!) that I saw that she was physically a girl and yet, it made no difference. Something that in my mid-20s was of considerable importance was to me, as a now two-year-old, of little interest and barely noteworthy. 
 
    School was great fun and for me was the second time around. Unsurprisingly, I was top of the class even though I deliberately slowed down because I didn’t want to stand out any more than I already did. I found maths and science particularly easy because, after all, I had a science degree, and science is science in any universe. Not so easy were the language and literature classes. While I had mysteriously learned the language when I arrived, I was no more advanced in this than the other students and so had to work hard at my reading and writing and comprehension. History was fascinating to me because I had a world to compare it with. Our world kinda sucks by comparison. Less war, far less racism and a century’s long acceptance of minority identities. Even being a baby like I was, was easily accepted. There was no such thing as ‘adult babies’ being some separate and odd group. Adults, teens and preteens who lived as babies were everywhere and while not common, there was understanding and acceptance. Diaper wearing was also extremely common with the official average age of toilet training being 16 years of age and the number of adults in diapers officially put at 17%. Babies like me or similar were around one in twelve.  
 
    I graduated from grade 3 into grade 4 and was excited and proud of my own development. Shelley was my ever-faithful friend. She taught me to crawl again. When I visited her own home – an equally expensive and impressive place – she showed me her own nursery which was also extraordinary and even larger and had not one but two cribs! She had a huge section of dolls and toys and we played together for hours. But she was also a crawler. School rules prohibited the babies from crawling due to practical considerations but at home, Shelley was a crawler. She showed me how to do it and I never stopped!  
 
    Mummy and daddy were thrilled when I started crawling at home. Even Bella was happy for me. I was finding life as a baby fulfilling and rewarding. I never wanted to leave even though I knew that one day I would. It was at the end of the year that a wonderful event happened.  
 
    I was invited to a sleepover. 
 
    Shelley invited me to sleep over at her house for the weekend. At my ‘proper’ (if you call it that) age of 11, it was not too young but still a big deal. As part of the ‘health’ program at school, each of us was psychologically assessed and for the ‘babies’, part of that assessment was about being given an age. When I was enrolled, I was assessed as being 28 months old which I thought seemed reasonable. When I was reassessed a year later my age had dropped to 22 months. Shelley was just 19 months old. We didn’t care. Not at all. It was all about fun and playing for us. I had forgotten all about my old job and to be honest, much about my old life. It was all too good now to bother with. 
 
    Shelley had two cribs in her nursery for the specific reason of having friends sleep over. The fact that I was biologically male seemed to be of no importance except to me. I was a girl and a baby girl and that was all there was about it. 
 
    The sleepover was wonderful. We played, we crawled and Shelley showed her skill (and experience) with crawling up and down stairs. She was fast and I struggled to catch her which made for even more fun. We both sat in highchairs and at night and in the morning, we were both bottle-fed with baby formula. We tired ourselves out quickly and it was on the second morning that we awoke early just as the sun was rising. No one else was awake and Shelley was an only child. 
 
    “Sonya, you awake?” she whispered through the bars of her crib. 
 
    “Yeah,” I replied. 
 
    “You wanna do something fun?” she asked. 
 
    “Sure!” I was always up for baby fun. 
 
    I watched as Shelley stood up and wiggled her bottom as she pushed her diaper down. 
 
    “You do the same, Sonya!” she added. 
 
    I stood up and leaned against the bars of the spare crib. One thing about this world was that children were a bit taller than average in my world, probably because of better nutrition and environmental health. And yet, I was actually no taller at all in the year I had been there. Shelley now wasn’t that much smaller than me. 
 
    I wiggled like her and pushed my diaper down to the mattress. 
 
    “Now what?” I asked. 
 
    I stood and watched my friend lower the side of her crib and step out and bring the diaper to me. We were normally banned from getting out of the crib on our own. 
 
    “Give me yours,” she asked and over the top of the sides, I nervously gave her my overnight diaper. Like most night diapers now, it was soaking wet and because I was bottle-fed more, it was also dirty. I looked at Shelley’s diaper and it was the same – wet and dirty. 
 
    “Now put it on!” she exclaimed excitedly. 
 
    I watched first as my friend stepped into my diaper and pulled it up her skinny legs before once again wiggling her bottom and finally pulling the still pinned diaper up and around her. 
 
    “Yay!” she announced. “Now you do it!” 
 
    I wasn’t exactly unfamiliar with the concept, and I instantly remembered wearing Kalinja’s dirty diapers and smiled. It was a good time. I quickly pulled Shelley’s dirty diapers up and sat down. Together we giggled and made silly sounds until Shelley’s mum came to get us up. It took only a few seconds to realise we had swapped diapers. 
 
    “So, what have you two babies been up to?” she said without a hint of anger. 
 
    “Swapsies, mummy!” Shelley announced. 
 
    “Well, that’s okay but after breakfast, you two are having a bath!” 
 
    I was still a little stunned that ‘swapsies’ was not a major problem. 
 
    “Have you ever swapped dirty diapers with anyone else?” I whispered to Shelley when her mother was briefly out of the room while we sat in our highchairs. 
 
    “Yup!” she exclaimed proudly. “I do with all my best friends!” 
 
    We’re best friends? Yay! 
 
    It was at that exact moment that I realised I was no long play-acting or simply visiting this world. I was part of it and ‘swapsies’ was apparently a thing. 
 
    True to her word, we both had a bath after breakfast – together, in the same tub. I can still remember the simple joy of being so accepted as a girl that she would put us both together in the same bathtub. And not even Shelley commented. She knew I had a penis but she never doubted that I was a girl, not even for a moment. 
 
    When I returned home I excitedly told my mother all about the fun I had had. Mummy then looked at me and said, “I heard you swapped dirty diapers with Shelley.” 
 
    I tried to look away as I replied, “Yes.” 
 
    “Look at me, Sonya,” she said sweetly. “I’m not angry. It’s quite normal and shows you and your friend are very close.” 
 
    Once again, I was getting the message that wearing someone else’s used diaper was a good thing, not a bad one. And that it meant close friendship. Was my world the only one that didn’t get that? 
 
    “I liked it, mummy.” 
 
    “I know, honey. Would you like to wear Bella’s diapers sometimes?” 
 
    “I can do that?” I replied with obvious surprise on my face. 
 
    “If you are a good girl you can wear them if you ask first, okay?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    Mummy smiled and simply took off my diaper and laid me on the changing table in my nursery. 
 
    “I’ll be back in a minute, don’t get off the table!” 
 
    True to her word, mummy returned a minute later holding something special. She had me hold up my legs while she unfolded and then laid underneath me, Bella’s dirty diaper. I remember grinning stupidly while I was repinned and then let off the table. It was to be a regular feature where once or twice a week I was rewarded with being allowed to wear Bella’s usually dirty diaper.  
 
    It was glorious. 
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    I was beginning to get quite addicted to formula and breastfeeding. Bella had dropped off his breastfeeding to only a couple of times a week leaving me to have an evening breastfeeding from both sides. But Mummy had noticed my reduced age and introduced a formula feed for breakfast and on the weekends, for lunch as well. I couldn’t get enough of it. It did make my diapers messier than usual though, but no one minded. I was just a baby after all. 
 
    School was still a breeze as I passed through grades 5, 6 and 7. But I never actually grew up. I was definitely in the ‘baby girl’ stream. I didn’t get any taller at all and so my peers were now my height at least. Even though I was supposedly 14 years old, my latest assessment had me at 17 months and my still-friend Shelley was 16 months. My hair had grown longer and still blonde and so I looked like any other baby girl. 
 
    When I moved to Grade 8, the school introduced a special babies-only class. There were so many babies now at the school that it warranted a special class and so I entered a classroom of 20 babies at grade 8 level with an average assessed age of just 20 months old. There were three baby boys and 17 baby girls. 
 
    The classroom was a lot larger and unlike other classrooms actually had a changing table and diapers. Apparently, the babies were so diaper dependent that it was deemed an efficiency decision. Also, the ban on crawling was revoked within the classroom as it seemed that most babies were crawlers at home anyhow. I was relieved at this since I had long since gone back to crawling at home and even on trips. School being a non-crawling space was sometimes a difficulty. 
 
    The lessons were the same, but space was given for the various baby needs such as changes and for a few of us that were becoming bottle-dependent and needing bottles during school hours. 
 
    I was beginning to forget which world was my real one. I knew Planet Z and Kalinja’s 1890s-style world weren’t mine, but after four years here, I felt more at home than at any time in my life. 
 
    The days, months and years moved on. I made numerous new friends in the baby class. I slept over with many and found that ‘swapsies’ was a trend among babies and so enjoyed many fun changes that way. Puberty was nowhere to be found either in me or in my baby friends. Because I had once gone through it, I expected it, but it never happened. While big girls grew breasts even if they stayed in diapers, the baby girls did not. Big boys grew taller and had deeper voices even if they still wore diapers, but the baby boys did not. 
 
    My voice was still high-pitched and I sounded like a girl – not that I minded that. My penis remained smallish and the pubescent experience of erections was almost non-existent. And while I intellectually remembered a sex drive and the masturbation that went with it, no such desire emerged in me. Naturally, I asked the fount of all wisdom – Shelley – why this was happening or rather not happening. 
 
    “Mum explained it to me last year,” she commented nonchalantly to my serious question. “Babies like us don’t grow up. We just stay the same. That’s all.” 
 
    As a science graduate from another time and literally another world, that was not enough and so I used the ‘internet’ which was quite different to my previous world but was way better and ironically, far more accurately and oddly, porn was almost non-existent. I discovered a ‘health theatre’ which explained that children who wanted to remain babies, seemed to naturally suppress their hormone levels so that puberty failed to occur.  
 
    It was all documented with studies and statistics. It appeared that as long as I stayed on ‘Planet Babies’, I would never grow up. Eat your heart out, Peter Pan! And I get to wear diapers as well and… I get to be a girl as well. The best of all worlds! 
 
    I remembered occasionally the angst and trouble that puberty brought teenagers and this world was no different. Teenage anger, disobedience and trouble still existed here. It was perhaps slightly better but not much. But as babies, we missed all of that and while my baby friends didn’t know what they were missing, I did. And yet, I didn’t miss it at all. A sex drive was worthless without someone to express it with and in my world, there was no one and never would be. But on Planet Babies, I’d never be alone. 
 
    By the time I reached Grade 10, I was still in the babies-only class but beginning to understand what the future promised. After seven years in this world, I had accepted that I would never return. I knew that most babies like me stayed at home for a long time, never leaving the nursery and when the time came, went to large homes full of other older babies with people to help care for them. Even though babies went on to get jobs and the world accepted them as equals, they rarely partnered up as that was not really the baby way. Three or four babies might live together and without the problems that sex often added. Babies were just babies. Boy or girl only changed the toy choices and the colour of a nursery. And boy babies wore dresses anyhow just like the girls. 
 
    As I was now technically 17, I had more freedom to go out with other friends who were almost always my baby friends. I saw more of the city and more of the world and loved every part of it.  The discrimination and hatred that so often plagued my old world were mostly not here. Sexual orientation didn’t matter to anyone. Your gender was something you found as a child or teen and your genitals didn’t have to match – even though they did the big majority of the time. And if you remained a baby then even cafes had formula and highchairs. 
 
    Towards the end of Grade 10, mum and dad sat down with me one night on my own to discuss something they said was very important but was my own choice to make. ‘My choice’ was a rarity on its own. Babies didn’t make their own choices and neither did older babies like me. That was fine by me since my parents were good and generous and I never lacked for anything. But when they said it was my choice… I was automatically suspicious. 
 
    “Sonya,” dad said as both of my parents held one of my hands. “You are a lovely baby girl, and we know you will always be one.” 
 
    So far, so good and not news. 
 
    “We know that you’ve never really been a boy but only a girl.” 
 
    Technically true I guess but anatomically, not fully accurate. 
 
    “There comes a time in many girls' lives when things begin to change, and they want more.” 
 
    Oh no! Surely this isn’t the sex talk? You do know that babies don’t go through puberty and want sex, don’t you? 
 
    “When baby girls like yourself that still have a penis get older, they want something else.” 
 
    Damn. It is the sex talk.  
 
    “They want a vagina like other girls and want to be exactly like them.” 
 
    Say what? 
 
    “Sonya, the time has come to consider having a makeover and becoming fully female.” 
 
    “You want me to have a sex change?” 
 
    My parents looked at each other quizzically. Clearly, my terminology was foreign to them. 
 
    “We want you to think about having a makeover. Let’s watch a program on the screen about it, shall we?” 
 
    The enormous TV screen came to life and for an hour I learned about the wonders of ‘makeover’. It was more than a sex change, the cosmetic surgery of my former world. It was a genuine makeover with very little surgery. I listened to interviews of baby and non-baby teens who had formally changed their gender and how good they felt about it. What stunned me about it was how complete it was. A baby like me would not just end up with a vagina but also a womb and a full set of working reproductive organs. I could become a complete 100% woman. Not that ‘woman’ was my story. ‘Girl’ was more my story. 
 
    It was not what I expected and I didn’t know how to feel about it. Since I was a baby, the reproductive issue was not of importance since I would never hit puberty, have periods or be capable of giving birth but to older teens who would grow up as women, this was huge. I’d always known that medical science was far more advanced here. Cancer had been defeated and there were few illnesses that could kill you. Barring a serious accident, most died of extreme old age at 120 years or more. But a literal makeover? 
 
    My parents and I discussed it for several days and eventually, I decided to do what they thought was best. They’d not been wrong before. 
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    I awoke from the procedure nearly twelve hours after going under the anaesthetic. I felt groggy but not in pain and I tried to sit up. The world was a little dizzy and focus was a challenge but eventually, I saw my mother and father and my young brother – who was now taller than me. He was 13 years old now while I was now officially just 15 months old. 
 
    “Are you okay now, Sonya?” my mother asked as a nurse helped prop me up. 
 
    “I think so, mummy. Is it over?” 
 
    “Yes, it is honey. And it all went perfectly.” 
 
    “The doctor was very pleased, Sonya,” the nurse added. “So, do you want to see?” The nurse then looked at my parents. “They all ask!” 
 
    I nodded and the nurse pulled down the bedsheet and unpinned my diaper. I peered down and instead of the penis I had known all my life, there was a perfectly formed vagina. No scars, no staples and no pain. Just a perfect vagina connected to a womb and reproductive organs. 
 
    I cried.  
 
    I was complete. 
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    All my baby friends were thrilled for me and while taking your own diaper off at school was forbidden, my friends all wanted to see for themselves and in a surreal but fantastic experience, I enjoyed a group of girls commenting on the look of my new vagina and how it compared to their own. As permanently pre-pubescent girls. It was as innocent as could be, if more than a little bizarre. And the makeover deeply affected me. I hadn’t realised how much I was considering myself an imposter dressing up and acting as a baby girl. Now it was absolutely real. 
 
    I finished grade 10 top of the baby class again but also top of the entire grade – babies and non-babies alike. The night after school ended, I was at home with my parents and brother when mum came in with a present just for me. It was a reward for finishing top of my grade. I opened the package and there was an exquisite girls’ bra. It was padded A cup to match my total lack of breast development, but it said something.  
 
    I was a girl. 
 
    Instantly I remembered my first day when Bella had said that boys don’t wear bras. Only girls do. For the past couple of years, I had noted that some of my baby girlfriends had started wearing a similar bra to encase non-existent breasts. But not those baby girls with a penis. Now I was being given one. It was deeply meaningful. 
 
    Mum lifted up my dress and helped me with my bra, adjusting the straps so that they fitted perfectly. I felt wonderful. I felt fully feminine. I was now in one of Bella’s dirty diapers, frilly plastic pants, an exquisite bra and a pretty baby dress. Nothing could be better. 
 
    Until it was worse. 
 
    The shadows began to appear once more. The impossible three-dimensional shapes slowly took form around me and I was terrified. 
 
    “Mummy! Daddy!” I screamed. “I’m about to travel! I can’t stop it!” 
 
    Only six months before I had taken the plunge and described my life and how I travelled between worlds. They were only moderately surprised and said that they had always known I had come from somewhere else. But now, that was all about to end. 
 
    The shadows took their time in forming, much slower than before. I hugged mum. I hugged dad. I hugged Bella and no sooner had I finished and stood back than I disappeared and suddenly I was back in my old world, in my old home. Seven years had passed and yet, no more than a few seconds had transpired in my own world. 
 
    I was back in my living room. I was once more an adult and adult sized. The dress was torn and the plastic pants had ripped. The diaper was hanging off and the bra was strangling me. I ripped off all my clothing and began to weep until I noticed something. 
 
    I had breasts. Small breasts but breasts, just the same. I looked down lower and saw… my vagina. I raced to the mirror and saw that I still had long feminine hair and my face was still feminine. I didn’t look much like the old me.  
 
    I was a woman. 
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    It has been two years since I returned from Planet Babies. The first few days were deeply disorientating but the first thing I did was quit my job, order an adult crib, change table and highchair. I was no longer willing to accept anything less than living as a baby girl once again. The thought of living as an adult terrified me.  
 
    I had some good savings set aside from my previous employment that allowed me to set up my house as one that a baby girl could live in. I had all the clothes, furniture and diapers any infant could ever want. And toys. Toys bought online were delivered a couple of times a week and… still do! 
 
    Now that I could easily pass as a woman in public, I donned a pretty dress and with a disposable diaper keeping me safe, tried out for a few software engineer jobs that allowed me to work offsite. The current environment made that easier than I expected, and I quickly obtained a well-paid job as a nerd. 
 
    I was finally settled and was living fully as a baby girl and only occasionally had to interact with others. There was, however, one very big difference between now and my time on Planet Babies. Puberty. I was well past the onset of that and I had a sex drive again. And so I masturbated. And to think that I had to relearn that skill all over again with completely different anatomy! 
 
    Marvellous things happen when you aren’t taking notice. Somehow while I wasn’t paying attention I met a man online. He wasn’t an AB. He was a ‘daddy’ and despite my deep suspicions, we met up and hit it off rather well. He was a professional, understood adult babies and especially the female version thereof. He was kind and most of all… parental. We dated in public a few times before I showed him my own home and my very extensive nursery. I explained how I lived as a baby girl and always would. 
 
    That night, I lost my virginity, lying in my crib with my wonderful ‘daddy’ thrusting deeply into me. I cried tears of happiness. A few months later he sold his own home and moved into my baby-friendly place. That was a year ago. 
 
    As I sit here at my desk having finished my software work and taking time to write my tale, I rub my swollen belly and imagine how the twin girls inside me will look when they are born. We decided to name them Zilly and Kalinja. If we ever have a third child – and it is in the plan – we will call her Shelley. 
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    I still wear pinned cloth diapers but I have no more fear of travelling. Whatever or whoever was the cause of my travelling, the purpose was to make me into the woman and infant girl I am now. The task is done and a wonderful life as the real me is now the road ahead for me to travel. 
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    Another World 
 
    There are more worlds than this one. There are in fact thousands of duplicate earths that developed a society similar to our own. But there are some differences. For some, the differences are subtle while in others, extreme. But in every world, there were those that wanted to wear diapers, those who wanted to be babies again. 
 
    On one such world, they celebrated such people and sought to bring them to their own world from other worlds. They could not only take them from sad and abusive lives but also make them into the babies they wanted to be and the babies that child-less couples wanted. But it came at a hefty price for these new infants-to-be. 
 
    Pain. And a lot of it. Some of it seemed gratuitous while some had an obvious purpose. But an adult baby wasn’t the goal. It was a baby baby and to do so meant to make them smaller and younger and it was a painful process. 
 
    It is said that love and pain are close cousins and being Babied On Another World meant both. 
 
    Discover a world unlike ours and yet… not all that much. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Kidnapped 
 
    Samuel Scott opened the front door of his home and walked confidently down the street. He was about to meet some of his mates and share some beers and a laugh and was excited about the day ahead. He was eighteen years old now and while not yet of legal drinking age, he was more than ready to enjoy some fun with his friends.  
 
    Samuel’s morning had been similar to most in the past. He awoke just after 7 am to a familiar feeling – the sensation of a wet bed. Samuel was a bedwetter and had been for most of his life. He chose to ignore it as did his mother and he simply moved on in his life, quickly forgetting his nightly shame and the fact that he should have been wearing diapers to bed. 
 
    The morning was clear and the air crisp as he turned the corner down a narrow alleyway – a shortcut to his friend’s home, a young man who had assured him that they would have an empty house to drink and laugh and play his Xbox in peace. 
 
    Samuel didn’t even turn his head as the van approached slowly behind him. He glanced sideways as the dirty black vehicle crept alongside him. Suddenly, the sliding door of the van sprung open and two very large men wearing balaclavas leaped out and grabbed him. 
 
    Being small for his age and not very strong, it took only three seconds for him to be thrown inside the van, the door slammed shut and the vehicle to drive off at normal speed, so as not to attract attention from anyone who might remember a suspicious speeding vehicle. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Samuel shouted as the two men held him down onto a thin mattress in the back of the van. “Please let me – “ 
 
    His pleas were cut short as an extra-large adult size pacifier was forced into his mouth. The intrusive device was much larger than an infant pacifier and even by adult pacifier sizes, was considerably larger. A strap was tied behind his head forcing the infantile object deep into his mouth, forcing his jaw wide open, and making breathing difficult but speech, impossible. 
 
    Samuel was terrified. 
 
    “Get his clothes off,” one of the men ordered to the other.  
 
    His shoes were pulled off and his tshirt was cut away with large scissors. Samuel kicked his legs to try and fight them off before a stinging blow to his face from a swift backhander stopped him. 
 
    “Stop that shit, you big bedwetting baby!” yelled the man who had hit him. “Or you’ll get another one!” 
 
    Samuel instantly stopped. 
 
    They know I wet the bed? Who told them? 
 
    Samuel’s bedwetting was a family secret. No one else was ever told and the wet sheets were laundered daily and discreetly. Not even the family doctor knew of his nightly weakness. 
 
    Fearing for the worst, Samuel began to cry as his trousers were pulled down. As his underwear was removed, he closed his eyes and expected the rape that he was sure would follow. 
 
    But it didn’t. 
 
    He heard an unfamiliar crinkling sound and opened his eyes to see a very unexpected item. A diaper. 
 
    An adult diaper. 
 
    The diaper had a pretty, babyish pattern all over it and it was held in front of his face so he could see it. 
 
    “This is for you, ya big bedwetting pansy! Now lift your ass so I can get it on you!” 
 
    In a state of shock, Samuel compliantly lifted his bum as the crinkly babyish diaper was slid under him and quickly taped on. It was Samuel’s first diaper in fifteen years. 
 
    Numb from shock, he complied with the orders given to him as they expertly pulled an adult-sized blue onesie over his head and clicked the four fasteners between his legs. 
 
    At least I’m not getting raped! 
 
    He stopped struggling as knitted blue booties were tied to his feet and matching mittens were put on his hands. He was dressed as a baby. 
 
    Why are they dressing me like a baby? This is insane! 
 
    Suddenly, the van stopped and at the same moment, Samuel experienced something very new for his waking hours.  
 
    He wet his diaper. 
 
    He was afraid of what awaited him outside the van and without even thinking, he peed himself – just like he did when he slept. Only this time, he was wide awake. 
 
    “Don’t fight me and you won’t get hurt,” one of the men exclaimed. “Someone is waiting for you.” 
 
    Before he had time to think, the sliding door opened again and the burly man picked him up bodily as if he was carrying a small child and carried him towards a waiting car. The expensive Mercedes SUV had darkened windows and so Samuel could not see inside. The second man opened the door to the SUV and Samuel was placed inside. More dumped than carefully placed, but it was not in a regular seat. 
 
    The expansive interior of the vehicle had a child’s car seat – or so it appeared to be. Even with his small frame, Samuel was much too big for a child’s car seat, but while it was identical in design and appearance, it was much bigger. A lot bigger. 
 
    The first man threw him into the seat and proceeded to fit the three-point harness over his shoulders and clipped the belts between his legs. But unlike a child’s seat, the harness connector had a keyhole meaning that a key was required to release it. Samuel wasn’t getting out of the seat on his own. But that wasn’t the only difference. On the sides of the seat were two built-in restraints for his arms.  
 
    The man quickly tightened the thick leather restraints on each of his arms and securely fastened the Velcro ends so that they were immovable. Then he moved to his bootie-clad feet. Unseen by Samuel were two more restraints for his ankles attached to an unusual metal frame at the base of the car seat. He felt his ankles being firmly secured and unable to move even slightly. 
 
    Looking forward, Samuel saw two people in the front seat of the SUV but they said nothing and did not turn around to acknowledge the crime taking place in their own back seat. 
 
    Samuel’s head was wedged between two padded protective pieces of the car seat, designed to keep fragile infant heads from moving about too much. But just when he thought his restraining was complete, a two-inch-wide strap was passed over his forehead and pulled tight, holding his head firmly in position. 
 
    Samuel was immovable, restrained into a single position, and unable to move a muscle. Only his eyes could move and they darted around the car, seeking out some kind of escape. Then it happened again. 
 
    He wet his diaper once more. 
 
    The door was shut and the interior of the SUV became dim and very silent. He heard the van with his abductors drive away and it was only then that he realized they were just paid thugs. His real kidnappers were in the front of the car. 
 
    The SUV’s engine started and he began to feel deep and persistent fear. If he had had any more pee left inside him, he would have wet his diaper even more.  
 
    Suddenly, both the front occupants turned around and looked at him. They were a middle-aged man and woman but smiling incomprehensibly. 
 
    “Hello, Baby Samuel!” the woman announced with a wide grin. “We are so happy to meet you finally. We are your new parents! We’ve come to take you to your new home!” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Samuel’s New Parents 
 
    Samuel sat in the car seat stunned and immovable. If he could have even made a single word he would have shouted his anger, but the oversized adult pacifier had taken away his speech very effectively.  
 
    The car drove for about half an hour before he saw electric gates open to a very large house and heard the sounds of gravel under the car tires as it traversed the lengthy driveway. A large garage door automatically opened and the SUV disappeared inside and the door closed behind him. 
 
    Samuel began to panic yet again in the silence and wet his diaper out of fear.  
 
    ‘Mom and Dad’ got out of the car and ‘dad’ walked to the end of the garage and wheeled back a very familiar item. 
 
    It was a baby stroller. 
 
    Except that it wasn’t for a baby - or at least not a regular-sized one. It was much larger and Samuel suspected that like the car seat he was sitting in, it was designed for someone of his size. 
 
    “Let’s get you out of there, baby!” announced ‘dad’ with an impossibly cheery face as he opened the car door. “This is your new home!” 
 
    Samuel wanted to yell and scream, but there was something about his situation that confused him. The wet diaper, rather than being disgusting, comforted him. The large pacifier stopped him from talking, but that felt like a relief. In recent years, Samuel had talked less and less to his parents and even his friends. Talking seemed somewhat of a burden to him and being denied speech at the time, seemed less onerous than it would for many. And his repeated pee-damp underwear in recent months was a growing concern, but the diaper meant it was one less problem to deal with at the time. 
 
    But why have they kidnapped me? I don’t understand? What have I done to anyone? 
 
    Samuel was less angry than he was confused.  
 
    What’s happening? Why won’t they tell me? 
 
    ‘Dad’ extracted a key and unlocked the center harness and removed the straps that held his body down. He then removed the restraints from his ankles and arms and instead of waiting for Samuel to get himself out, the strongly built man lifted him out of the car like a child and carefully put him into the stroller. 
 
    Samuel did not fight him at all. In fact, he didn’t move a muscle. Not that he hadn’t tried, but when he attempted to stand, his legs refused to move. His arms flopped around like… a young infant. 
 
    ‘Dad’ pulled a single strap over his body in the stroller to hold him in position. 
 
    “I don’t think we will need all the straps just to take our new baby up to the nursery, dear!” he announced, with an odd sense of pride. 
 
    As Samuel sat immobile in the stroller he remembered a flash from the kidnapping. While he was kicking and yelling, he had felt a prick in his arm and it slowly dawned on him that he had been injected. 
 
    That’s why I can’t move! They injected me with something! 
 
    The stroller was pushed through an open door in the garage and Samuel saw his new ‘home’ as it was told to him. 
 
    The house was huge and at least five times the size of his own home which was of average size in an average street in an average suburb. But nothing was average about this house. 
 
    “Are you ready now, baby Samuel?” exclaimed a clearly delighted ‘mom’. “Are you ready to see your new nursery?” 
 
    Despite his fear and wish to escape, Samuel was indeed intrigued by what the nursery would be like. A part inside of him seemed to want to see it. The diaper he was wearing was soggy and yet… comfortable. Samuel was very confused. 
 
    The stroller stopped outside a set of double doors with opaque leadlight and with a flurry of excitement, ‘mom’ opened both doors and ‘dad’ pushed the stroller into the nursery. 
 
    It was enormous.  
 
    The nursery was a very, very large room, obviously once a dining or family room that had been converted and was filled with everything a very young baby would need.  
 
    Except it was obvious that Samuel was to be that baby. 
 
    “Do you like your nursery?” mom asked, knowing that Samuel could neither speak nor move his arms. 
 
    “I think our baby boy needs his diaper changed, mommy!” exclaimed dad, also flush with excitement. 
 
    Dad unclicked the single strap holding Samuel in place and bodily carried his thin and light frame over to what was very obviously a diaper-change table, once again in a larger size. 
 
    As Samuel lay there a new thought came to him as the effects of the drug were beginning to wear off. He noticed that the change table was exactly the right size for him. He was not a big teenager at all. He was quite short for his age and his build was slight and yet, the change table seemed to be exactly right. It wasn’t made for a generic adult or for an older preschooler but was his size precisely. 
 
    Samuel’s thoughts were interrupted by mom unclipping and removing his onesie over his head. Despite the slowing returning muscle control, Samuel did nothing to stop her. He was naked except for his diaper and the unusual knitted booties and mittens. 
 
    “Someone wet their diapee!” announced mom with unrestrained glee. 
 
    Why is she so excited by a wet diaper?  
 
    The tapes of the diaper were pulled away and he laid naked and exposed on top of the wet garment. It was then that he noticed the two leg restraints hanging down from the ceiling.  
 
    Dad then took each of his ankles and put them in the restraints and both of his legs were at 45 degrees in the air and his bottom and genitals were exposed. 
 
    The soggy diaper was pulled away and Samuel felt more vulnerable than he had ever felt before in his life. His fear of rape returned but was instantly vanquished by the feeling of baby wipes cleaning him and wiping away the residue of pee. Baby power followed and in a cloud of white, Samuel felt the incredible sensation of a clean diaper – much thicker than the previous one being taped back onto him. 
 
    The ankle restraints we removed and as his feet were lowered to the change table, a pair of white plastic pants were slipped up his legs and over his diaper. 
 
    “Now that was easy, wasn’t it, baby? But we need a bit of extra protection I think.” exclaimed mom. “But you’ve had a very busy day, my darling baby boy and I think it is time for you to have a nap. Let’s get you into your sleeper and then into your crib.” 
 
    Samuel moved his head to the right and saw in the middle of the nursery a large crib. It was much bigger than a baby’s crib but not quite as big as an adult crib that he had once seen on the internet. Once again, it felt like the nursery was designed around his own small frame. 
 
    “Let’s get you into your sleeper, little man!” mom explained as she removed his booties and slid the footed nursery print sleeper up his legs, and put his arms in the armholes. Samuel nodded with some alarm that the zip that was normally on the front of a baby’s sleeper was at the back where he would not have access to it. He was stuck in the sleeper. 
 
    “I think it is time for baby to crawl!” announced Dad. 
 
    He looked at Samuel’s face and the smile turned into a very serious visage and clearly not one to be ignored. 
 
    “Since you are our baby now, Samuel, you will not be walking anymore. You will be crawling. Do you understand?” 
 
    The manner in which the instruction was given made it very clear that he was not to be disobeyed. Samuel nodded his head. 
 
    “And you are way too young to speak. Do you understand that as well?” 
 
    Once again, Samuel nodded. 
 
    Dad lifted him off the change table and placed him prone on his back on the thickly carpeted floor. 
 
    “Off you go, sweetheart,” mum encouraged. “Crawl off to your crib for a sleep like a good little boy.” 
 
    Samuel’s muscle strength was slowly returning but it was weak and difficult to control. He worked hard to try and roll over and it took a minute to finally flip himself onto his stomach. His thickly mittened hands only made the task harder.  
 
    Once he was in the correct position, Samuel slowly put himself into a crawling position and slowly moved towards the crib. He was awkward and fell onto his face multiple times as he effectively emulated a very young infant just learning to crawl. By the time he reached the crib, Dad had already pulled the side down and was waiting to put him in. 
 
    Dad lifted him up and laid him onto the crib mattress and Samuel was instantly aware that the crib was exactly the right size for him. But what scared him more than anything were the other items in the crib. 
 
    There were restraints. Lots of them. 
 
    “Daddy wants to make sure that baby doesn’t hurt himself as he sleeps and so we will make sure you cannot move. At all!” 
 
    Samuel began to cry. His fear overwhelmed him and tears began to flow. His pacifier-filled mouth enabled only soft moans rather than the crying sounds he wanted to make. 
 
    “Oh sweetheart,” mom comforted. “We are only trying to care for you the very best. You are only four months old and you need everything to be safe. Now let daddy take extra good care of you.” 
 
    “You don’t talk, remember?” warned Daddy as he removed the oversized pacifier from Samuel’s mouth.  
 
    Samuel was silent apart from a few sobs. 
 
    “Now we need to keep your pretty little head safe.” 
 
    Samuel was still as a restraining helmet was put over his head. The thin, but solid plastic helmet slipped easily over his head and once again, was perfectly sized. An extra-large pink supersized pacifier was then pushed into his mouth holding his jaw wide. Then the chin strap of the helmet was tightened until his mouth was tightly shut with only the pacifier keeping his teeth apart. 
 
    “Honey, I think the chin strap needs to be tighter,” mom suggested. 
 
    Dad grinned at her and pulled extra hard on the strap making it extremely tight and very uncomfortable.  
 
    Samuel’s eyes widened in response to the discomfort, but dad only tightened the strap further causing pain in his jaw and around his head. 
 
    “That looks much better!” she agreed. 
 
    “Now for the spreader,” explained dad as he held up a blue hard-plastic device with padded edges that were designed to keep his legs far apart.  
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    He put the spreader between his legs and looped the shoulder straps around and then pulled them tight. Very tight. 
 
    Samuel felt his legs spread wide apart.  
 
    “Is that tight enough?” enquired Mom. 
 
    “Hmm, perhaps not,” dad answered and he pulled the shoulder straps even tighter and Samuel struggled as the pain of his widened legs pulled on his hips. 
 
    “Now let’s get you firmly tied in, little boy, and ready for a big sleep!” Mom exclaimed with excitement. 
 
    Samuel’s widely spread legs were restrained tightly at the ankles to the side of the crib while his mittened hands were tied in a similar manner to tie-down anchors. A wide leather strap was then pulled across his chest and pulled tight so that he was able to breathe but with no more movement than necessary. 
 
    “Don’t forget baby’s head!” Mom said. 
 
    Dad quickly tied narrow ropes to the side of Samuel’s helmet through small metal loops clearly designed to hold the device in place. 
 
    Samuel was totally immobile and in pain. His face hurt from the over-tightened chin straps of his helmet. The enormous pacifier was filling his mouth and could not be spat out. His hips and legs were in growing pain from the unnatural spreading. 
 
    “Doesn’t he look sweet, honey?” Mum exclaimed. “Just like a four-month-old baby boy!” 
 
    The couple walked away, pushed a button that closed the curtains on the large windows and the lights dimmed. It was ‘nap time’. But Samuel was in no mood for sleep. 
 
    The pain was consistent and unending but Samuel felt another problem brewing deep inside. He had not yet had a bowel movement that day and the position of his wide-spread legs had another unexpected effect. He was unable to control the growing pressure inside him and as he laid there, his bowels opened and slowly filled his diaper with thick smelly poo. 
 
    Just like a baby. 
 
    Despite the pain and the fear, Samuel did indeed fall asleep in his crib. The combined effects of the remains of the drug and the stress of the kidnapping overwhelmed him and he fell into a deep sleep. As he slept, his new parents watched him on their portable baby monitor. 
 
    “He’s such a cutie!” exclaimed mom. “I wonder what he will be like once we have fixed him up?” 
 
    Dad looked at her and smiled a knowing smile. 
 
    There were many plans ahead for Baby Samuel. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Getting Dressed Properly 
 
    “Time for our baby to get up!” announced mom as she strolled into the nursery, turning on the lights and automatically opening the curtains. 
 
    Strong afternoon sunlight streamed into the room as Samuel opened his eyes. He had been awake for about ten minutes and had struggled against his restraints, all to no avail. But his attentive ‘parents’ had seen him wake on the monitor and were now ready to continue their babying of their new infant son. 
 
    “Hmm, someone has a dirty diaper on! Let me see what we can do about that, shall we?” 
 
    Dad lowered the side of the crib and carefully removed the chest, ankle, and wrist restraints, the leg spreader, and finally, the strap holding his helmeted head in place. But the pacifier remained firmly in place. 
 
    Samuel began to struggle now that his limbs were free and tried to shout through the pacifier gag. 
 
    Dad was ahead of his pitiful struggles and sat on top of him as he lay in the crib. He moved his face close to Samuel and the smile was gone and in its place was a stern and commanding presence. 
 
    “You are our baby now, Samuel,” he explained dispassionately. “You are nine months old and you can not walk or talk. If you disobey us you will be punished severely, do you understand?” 
 
    Samuel nodded, all fight gone from him. He didn’t know how they would punish him but he knew he was no match for either of them, never mind both. 
 
    “Baby, crawl to the changing table and let’s get you changed,” mom commanded. 
 
    Once again on the carpeted floor, Samuel crawled in a far more successful manner now that the muscle relaxants were no longer affecting him. When he reached the change table, mom unzipped his sleeper and removed it. Samuel was surprised and a little distressed to see that the sleeper was slightly wet and somewhat dirty where his diaper had leaked. 
 
    How did that happen? I wasn’t asleep long enough for that? 
 
    Dad lifted him bodily onto the change table and mom put his feet in the sling restraints and carefully untaped the dirty diaper. 
 
    “Well, baby Samuel,” mom laughed. “Until now you’ve just been a bedwetter, but now you are a bed pooper as well! You really are just a nine-month-old baby, aren’t you?” 
 
    Samuel felt the indignity of mom using a handful of baby wipes to clean the mess off his backside and then retape him into a pretty pink disposable diaper. 
 
    “Now, baby, we have some new things for you to wear,” said Dad with a wide grin. “We think you need to be a better ‘shape’ for a baby and so we have this for you to wear.” 
 
    He lifted up an unusual device that Samuel didn’t immediately recognize and his eyes betrayed his ignorance. 
 
    “It’s a corset, baby. An old-fashioned woman’s corset that is going to give you a lovely shape – a very babyish and feminine shape.” 
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    Samuel shook his head slowly but the fight was already gone. 
 
    “But first, let’s get some baby tights onto you. We don’t want you to get cold and we don’t want you to touch your diaper either do we, naughty baby?” 
 
    Mom carefully dressed him in white tights with little stars on them. The tights went up so high, the tops were halfway up his torso. There was no way he was ever going to be able to touch his diaper – or any other part of his anatomy. 
 
    “Sit up straight, baby, and we can get the corset on you and have you completely safe.” 
 
    The corset was a young woman’s over-bust version in ivory with lace top and bottom. Naked except for a diaper and his restraint helmet. Samuel sat up straight, not knowing what to expect. Dad skillfully put the corset on him and began the process of lacing up the rear. 
 
    This doesn’t feel too bad! I thought it might hurt! 
 
    When the lacing was completed, mom took charge. 
 
    “Now baby, let’s get you into shape, literally!” 
 
    She pulled on the laces and tightened the corset until it was firm around his body. Then she really pulled. And pulled hard. 
 
    Samuel winced in pain as his entire torso was compressed. His waist, in particular, began to feel very, very tight. And it was very uncomfortable. 
 
    “What do you think, dad?” she asked. 
 
    “He needs to lose another inch, I think,” he replied. 
 
    In a well-practiced maneuver, Dad stood in front of Samuel and held him while mom pulled on the laces even harder, pulling them through the loops and tightening the corset even more.  
 
    Samuel winced in pain as his body was subjected to the ever-tightening garment. Tears formed in his eyes and he looked hopefully at his new daddy, wishing for it to stop.  
 
    But it didn’t. 
 
    Bit by bit, mom tightened the full length of the corset until he was rigid and unmovable and in considerable pain. He could still breathe – just. Every breath caused his constricted ribs to send jolts of pain thru his body. 
 
    Samuel began to cry and tears flowed down his face and onto the corset. 
 
    “In a week we will tighten it a bit more, I think,” mom observed. “He needs to lose a couple more inches before he is really ready to display and meet other babies.” 
 
    Other babies? What the…? 
 
    “And now for some proper leg braces!” 
 
    Dad went to the cupboard, opened it, and brought back a most unusual contraption that at first, Samuel didn’t recognize. 
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    “These are the leg braces you will be wearing from now on, baby,” dad explained. “They are supposed to help you walk, but as you are too young for walking, you will be crawling while you wear them. I don’t suppose you will ever walk again, don’t you think,  mommy?” 
 
    Mommy smiled back at them both. “Our new baby will never talk or walk and he will crawl and cry and be just a baby for us forever.” 
 
    Samuel was horrified at the prospects but was limp with fear and resignation as dad and mom carefully fitted him into the leg braces. First, his feet went into thick shoes that he knew instantly were a size too small, but they pushed hard and squeezed his size 8 feet into size 6 shoes. His toes were crushed and his foot was in pain as they tightened the laces as hard as they could. 
 
    The waist straps went over the base of his corset and were tied tight as were the six sets of straps along each of his legs.  
 
    “Now it's time for a pretty baby outfit for my pretty little baby!” 
 
    Mom opened another of the cupboards and as Samuel looked in, he saw an enormous array of baby clothes, once again in his own size. What surprised him was that there were clothes for both boys and girls - dresses as well as rompers. 
 
    He was relieved when she returned holding a blue baby romper. He briefly thought just how cute it looked. 
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    Don’t think that, Samuel! You are a man, not a baby. Wetting your bed doesn’t make you a baby! 
 
    Then he thought of his recent dirty diaper and suddenly, he wasn’t so sure after all. 
 
    Am I a baby? 
 
    As expected, the blue baby romper fit him perfectly. Mom then produced a beautiful knitted blue baby bonnet and expertly tied it over his restraining helmet, effectively covering most of the restraint so that he looked like any other teen baby in baby clothes. 
 
    “Doesn’t that look lovely, daddy? He has the security of his helmet and the beauty of his pretty bonnet!” 
 
    Dad nodded with a face of parental pride. 
 
    Samuel was deeply confused. The corset and the leg braces hurt him and the helmet was so tight his entire head hurt some and of course, he couldn’t talk with the oversized pacifier shoved in his face. But there was something else he noticed. 
 
    I think they love me like I was really their baby! Why? 
 
    “Now for those pretty little feet of yours!” mom added. 
 
    Quickly producing two oversized knitted blue booties, she bent down and soon had the booties over the too-small shoes, hiding them completely. 
 
    “And now for your mittens!” 
 
    A pair of blue knitted mittens lined with thick material were securely tied to his wrists. They were so tight that he had to ball up his hands to fit inside them. He would never pick up anything with the restrictive mittens on his hands. 
 
    “Doesn’t our baby look so pretty now, daddy? 
 
    Dad smiled in genuine pleasure at the sight. 
 
    Samuel, wanted to smile back, seeking some small amount of joy in his dilemma but the helmet and pacifier made that impossible. 
 
    “Now, baby, time for you to play in your playpen for a while, and then mommy will feed you. You must be really hungry now! Crawl over to your playpen for us, baby.” 
 
    Crawl? You have to be kidding? With all this on? 
 
    Dad lifted baby Samuel down from the change table and placed him face down on the carpet. The corset was hurting him and restricting his movements. The leg braces were making every attempt to crawl, much harder than it was before. 
 
    And his entire body hurt – a lot. 
 
    Baby Samuel crawled slowly and painfully and fell on his face multiple times. It took a long time but eventually, he traversed the entire length of the nursery before finally crawling inside his playpen where dad shut the gate and firmly locked it. 
 
    He was stuck inside. 
 
    “Play well, baby,” they both said as they left the nursery, shutting the door behind them. 
 
    Samuel tried as hard as he could, but he found he could not sit up. The corset made it too painful and the leg braces made it almost impossible to try. Eventually, he gave up and remained in the face-down crawling position, and began to explore his infantile ‘prison’. 
 
    There were a number of infant-age toys scattered around the playpen, but with his mittened hands, he was unable to pick any of them up. There were chew toys, rattles, and noisy toys that he could hit and touch, and for a few brief moments, Samuel felt briefly at peace touching and hitting and exploring the toys of the very, very young. 
 
    And while he explored, he wet his diaper yet again. 
 
    He had no idea he had done it. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Feeding Time 
 
    Samuel ‘played’ for about an hour, exploring his environment in the manner of a very young baby, only able to crawl and push things around. Despite everything, Samuel began to find a degree of comfort in his playtime.  
 
    At least in here, no one is trying to hurt me anymore! 
 
    The nursery doors suddenly swung open and in came dad pushing his stroller. 
 
    “Time for a feed, baby boy!” announced dad cheerfully. “We don’t want our baby to starve, do we?” 
 
    Without another word, the powerfully built man picked Samuel up as if he were literally an infant and sat him down in the stroller, clicked the single strap across his waist, and then pushed him out of the nursery and through the very large house. 
 
    “It’s a bit too far to the dining room for you to crawl, Samuel. Maybe in time, you can do it, but today, I will take you myself. Mommy is very excited about your first feed!” 
 
    A minute later, the stroller rounded a corner in the hallway and exited into a very large dining room with a dining table suitable for at least twenty people or more. But Samuel’s eyes were focused on the high chair. At one end of the table stood a replica of a regular infant’s high chair, except much larger and this one was in Samuel’s size. 
 
    Samuel’s heart sank. The look of the highchair burst any hope that he would be getting normal food like a burger or fries or a coke.  
 
    “Let’s get you in and make you all safe,” Dad exclaimed as he lifted Samuel out of the stroller and into the high chair. 
 
    He quickly pulled the five-point harness over his body and then pulled on each of the straps as hard as he could. Samuel could feel all of his body movement being held back as the thick straps held him securely and added to the pain of the corset. He tried to cry out, but only baby gurgle sounds came out through his overstuffed mouth. 
 
    Before the table of the high chair was fitted into place, dad took each of his wrists and put them through restraining loops on the seat, and tightly held them in place. It was clear that Samuel would not be feeding himself. The footstool also had looped restraints for his ankles and dad tied them into place just as mom came into the room with a bowl of mushy baby food. 
 
    “I’m not happy about his feet, mommy,” dad said quietly, but loud enough for Samuel to hear. “They are still too big. We will try him on size four shoes next week, but if that doesn’t work, the doctor says he can rectify that as well. What do you think?” 
 
    “We want him in size two shoes by the time it comes to present him, so we might have to do that. But for now… it’s din-din time, baby!” 
 
    Mommy bent over Samuel and unclipped his pacifier strap from the helmet and then extracted the pacifier from his mouth. Samuel sighed in relief as the pressure was reduced. But the tight chin strap still made it impossible to open his mouth more than a quarter inch. 
 
    “Daddy,” she asked. “What are going to do about this? I don’t want to take the strap off to feed him all the time. Suggestions?” 
 
    “When he goes to the dentist tomorrow I will suggest he installs a mouth opener that we can operate to open his mouth even with the restraint in place. Remember he said he had installed one in a previous baby?” 
 
    “Of course! I forgot that. Great idea, daddy, but for now, I will loosen his chinstrap and feed him that way. But from tomorrow, baby, we will be the only ones able to open your mouth! Won’t that be fun?” 
 
    That doesn’t sound like fun at all! Why are they doing this to me? 
 
    Samuel wanted to speak, but could hardly open his mouth, but the thought of a beating from daddy kept him quiet. 
 
    Samuel felt additional relief as the chin strap was loosened enough to open his mouth about three-quarters of an inch – just enough to get a spoon of baby food mush in. 
 
    Shit! This stuff is awful!  
 
    He couldn’t say a word but his facial grimace told his new parents that he didn’t like the taste – not one bit. But it didn’t stop mummy from shoveling the lukewarm mush into his mouth. He didn’t dare not swallow and eventually, the plate was empty and the emptiness in his stomach at least a bit better.  
 
    “Now time for your bottles, baby boy!” 
 
    Mommy left the table and returned seconds later with three glass bottles of hot baby formula. She immediately thrust the larger-than-normal teat into his mouth. 
 
    “Suck baby. Suck your bottle for me!” 
 
    Samuel’s mouth was half-filled with the formula-filled teat and he briefly considered refusing but finally took his first mouthful. His eyes opened at the taste. It was not at all what he expected. He thought it would be foul, but instead, it was unusual but drinkable. 
 
    It took four minutes to drink the first bottle and it was immediately followed by a second which he emptied even faster. Something about the formula was addictive and enjoyable and he didn’t understand why. 
 
    Why do I like this stuff so much? It’s for babies, not teenagers! But I want more of it! 
 
    When the third bottle entered his mouth, he slowed down to make it last. The warm, nourishing taste was by far the best thing to have happened to him that day and he didn’t want it to end. For the first time in years, his normal unfillable, ravenous teenage hunger was satisfied. 
 
    I actually feel full! he thought in utter amazement. I’ve never felt this full! 
 
    “Good baby! Look, Daddy! Baby Samuel has drunk all three of his bottles and I bet his diaper will be getting wet pretty soon, won’t it, pretty baby?” 
 
    Dad smiled genuinely. “He sure did, mommy. And I bet his diaper will be brown as well next change time! Eleanor told us, remember? When you bottle-feed a new baby like this and add some laxative to it, you will end up with a very dirty baby several times a day.” 
 
    Mommy smiled and laughed. She did remember all too well. 
 
    And the warm feeling in Samuel’s tummy suddenly went cold as he heard that there had been laxatives in the formula and another dirty diaper was soon to appear.  
 
    The pacifier was reinserted and the chin straps retightened and the pain in his head and face returned once more. 
 
    After the mid-afternoon meal, Samuel was taken back to the nursery for more playtime. But this time, he was taken to the other corner of the room where a baby bouncer had been fitted to the ceiling. Samuel was astonished at the sight of the bouncer which again was in his size and he was both eager and terrified at the prospect. 
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    Dad lifted him into the bouncer which was a full-size harness that had connectors at the top. Once again, he was strapped in with multiple straps and then let go. 
 
    Samuel could just touch the floor with his painful feet which were still in too-small shoes and blue booties. 
 
    “Bounce, baby!” encouraged dad. “Bounce for daddy!” 
 
    Samuel tentatively pushed off the floor slightly and was rewarded by a soft rise and fall as his feet touched the carpet again. Then he pushed harder and rose more and came down again. Over the next few minutes, Samuel got the hang of the bouncer and began to jump and even spin slightly as much as the bouncer allowed. 
 
    Mom and Dad both looked on with huge smiles. Samuel was having genuine fun. 
 
    “He won’t be having much fun tomorrow!” mom whispered as they watched their new baby son bounce and smile and enjoy himself in the infantile device. 
 
    “Nobody likes the dentist – especially Doctor Spencer!” replied Dad. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Morning Bath 
 
    Samuel endured another diaper change at around 8 pm that night and as promised, it was more than wet and was quite dirty. He was past caring as the work of removing the leg braces, and tights took place to facilitate the removal of the sodden, soiled diaper. As mommy bottle-fed him three more bottles of thick laxative-laden formula, he gulped it down with vigor, wishing there had been a fourth to fill his belly. 
 
    He didn’t fight the new ultra-thick diaper as it was taped on along with the large plastic pants. When the leg braces went back on, he cried again as the too-tight shoes crushed his feet once more. When mom changed his pacifier for a new one and put him into a new sleeper zipped at the rear, he simply relaxed and let her do it. When daddy lifted him into the crib and once again put the spreader in place to further incapacitate him, he simply endured the pain. As the last restraints were put in place and he was finally unable to move, he looked up at the slowly turning baby mobile fitted above his crib and drew comfort from the moving and the sounds of the nursery rhyme playing in the background. 
 
    Despite the pain all through his body, he fell asleep an hour later. It was only 9 pm. 
 
    Sometime during the night he awoke with an odd sensation and realized that his diaper was soaking wet. If he could have moved, he would have simply shrugged with disinterest since waking up wet was his usual routine but as he lay there, his bladder opened automatically and wet the soggy diaper even more. That surprised him, but not as much as what happened next. 
 
    Samuel felt the pressure increase inside his bowels and in a move that shocked him, he simply relaxed and let his poo slowly flow out into the waiting diaper. He did not know if the large mass would escape his diaper, mess his sleeper or even mess the crib sheets. 
 
    He simply didn’t care. 
 
    And as he fell asleep once again, he felt like a baby. It was a good feeling. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Morning, baby!” exclaimed his impossibly happy new mom. “Let’s get you all ready for the day. You have a big day ahead.” 
 
    Samuel was surprised as his new mom lifted him out of the bed on her own. He knew he was small and light for his age and his mom looked fit and athletic, but he was still shocked that she could lift him like a baby. She struggled a little with him, unlike dad, but still managed to easily get him to the change table where she removed the sleeper and the leg braces and finally saw the mess that was his diaper underneath his plastic pants. 
 
    “Oh, baby! Look what you’ve done!” 
 
    Samuel lifted his head slightly and saw that the color of the previously pristine diaper was now a darkish brown shade. The poo had mostly stayed in the diaper although his leg and waistbands were a bit brown. The plastic pants had kept the mess from his sleeper… just. 
 
    “It is bath time for you, little boy! Let’s get you undressed then.” 
 
    Leaving the dirty diaper on, mom unlaced the corset and he sighed with a deep sense of relief as the constricting object was removed. She followed up by removing his helmet and taking the overlarge pacifier out of his mouth. 
 
    He was about to say thank you when he remembered the warning that he was never to talk and so he simply nodded his thanks. He was finally restraint-free although still wearing a diaper. 
 
    “Stay there, baby while I go and run a bath for you,” she announced and quickly disappeared. 
 
    Sensing his first opportunity to escape, Samuel sat up and was met with instant pain as his previously corseted body tried to find its true shape again. Then he turned and slipped off the side of the change table and onto the floor. 
 
    “Ow!” screamed Samuel in pain, his first words since being kidnapped. “Mommy!” he yelled out automatically, thinking of his real mom not his ‘new’ mom. 
 
    Samuel collapsed onto the floor, his feet in excruciating pain after nearly 24 hours in the too-small, crushing shoes. Tears ran down his face as mom ran back into the room to see what the commotion was all about. 
 
    “Oh, sweetheart! You know you shouldn’t get off the change table. You are too young to walk!” 
 
    “Mommy! Mommy!” Samuel wailed, the crushing pain and disappointment breaking his spirit. 
 
    His new mom extracted a new pacifier from her pocket. It wasn’t the massive oversized one he had worn before. Nor was it a baby’s pacifier. It was somewhere in between and as it slipped between his lips, he sucked on it hard and realized it was just his size. The pacifier lived up to its name and Samuel stopped crying and when ‘mom’ reached over to hold him tight, Samuel put his arms around her in response. 
 
    “Now let’s get you into that bath and get you all cleaned up!” 
 
    She struggled to lift Samuel from the floor but succeeded in holding him and the prone once-teen, now-baby boy held onto his ‘mommy’ as she carried him into the ensuite bathroom connected to the nursery. In the middle of the room was an enormous white enameled bath half full of water and a baby bath seat in the middle. Like everything else, it was his size. 
 
    Unable to stand, Samuel was laid down on the floor on a large mat as mom removed his filthy diaper, wiping up the worst of it before carefully placing him in the bath sitting on the bath seat which had a single strap across his middle ‘to keep him from falling over’. 
 
    The hot water instantly soothed his many aches and pains and he sighed deeply. Knowing that he was not allowed to talk but yet somehow “mommy” was acceptable, he called to her. 
 
    “Mommy, Mommy.” 
 
    Mom smiled and looked at her new infant son. 
 
    “Good boy, now let’s get you all cleaned up, shall we?” 
 
    Despite everything, Samuel enjoyed the thorough bath-time washing. She soaped up his entire body washing every nook and cranny, including his penis and scrotum. When she washed his bottom, she gently inserted a single finger into his ass and muttered, “Size two or three I think.” 
 
    With hair washed and shampooed he was lifted out and laid on the rug once again and towel dried. She then carried him back into the nursery and back onto the change table where he was laid naked and exposed. 
 
    “Size two, daddy,” she said to her husband as he stood next to the table. “Start him on size two and we can move him up to a larger size soon.” 
 
    Dad grinned as he went to a drawer underneath the change table and retrieved a size two… 
 
    Butt plug. 
 
    Samuel looked at the penis-shaped plastic butt-plug in horror and almost yelled out in fear before remembering the threat about talking. He noticed that the penis was smaller than an adult male and indeed, smaller than his own when erect, but still, the idea of it going into him caused him concern about what it all meant. 
 
    Mom put his legs high up in the leg restraints, reminding her of time in obstetric stirrups during her gynecological examinations and her failed pregnancy. 
 
    “But I have a baby now!” she whispered almost inaudibly. 
 
    Dad slathered lube over the head of the plastic penis and put it at the entrance to Samuel’s ass. 
 
    “Just relax baby Samuel,” he offered. “It will be much easier if you just relax and let it in. You will be wearing one of these a lot and over time, we will get you up to the proper size.” 
 
    What the hell does ‘proper size’ mean? A bigger one? An adult size? Your size? 
 
    But Samuel was defeated. He was in some pain and the fight had all but gone and so he relaxed as best he could as the phallic intruder slowly made its way inside him. 
 
    That was easier than I thought! 
 
    The filling sensation was unusual but not as unpleasant as he expected. 
 
    “Mommy, size two was pretty easy, so tomorrow we start him on size four and eventually get him up to size eight by the time he is presented.” 
 
    Samuel didn’t understand much of what was said other than that he was to be forced to wear penis-shaped buttplugs much larger than the current one. 
 
    What does he mean by ‘presented’? 
 
    Samuel was quiet as mommy quickly put on a new very thick diaper with plastic pants and then sat him up to have his corset put back on. But there was no oversized pacifier in his mouth. As dad held him and mom tightened the laces as much as she could, he cried out in pain. There were no words, just cries and sobs as his body was once again subjected to the crushing of the corset. 
 
    “One day soon, you will have a beautiful baby shape, baby,” mom said trying to comfort her crying infant. 
 
    When the leg braces were put back on over his tights, he cried even more and as the too-small shoes crushed his feet, he screamed in pain while dad tied the laces even tighter. 
 
    Finally, his helmet went back on his head and the oversized pacifier was inserted into his mouth and firmly attached to the helmet. With the chin strap pulled tight, his screams and cries were muffled, and ironically, Samuel was relieved that the sound was mostly gone. He was ashamed of his tears and crying even though he was in a lot of pain. 
 
    With a pretty baby boy romper suit on and the knitted bonnet and booties once again covering his restraining shoes and helmet, the final item was put in place – mittens that held his hands in a ball, unable to hold anything. 
 
    Breakfast was the same as every other meal. Mushy baby food, three bottles of addictive formula, and then the face vigorously wiped clean. 
 
    “Now you are all ready for your first day out as our baby, Samuel!” announced mom proudly. “And we are taking you to the dentist!” 
 
    Samuel’s blood ran cold. He feared dentists at the best of times but going to one dressed like this sounded like the plot of a horror film. 
 
    And he was the victim. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Dentist 
 
    Dad carried Samuel bodily and carefully put him into the large baby car seat in the back of the SUV. Just as before, he was securely restrained with a five-point harness, a head strap, and wrists and ankles tightly secured. He could feel the presence of the butt-plug as he was held tight and motionless in the seat. Before long, they were on their way while Samuel sat terrified in the back wondering just what was going to happen.  
 
    The car came to a stop thirty minutes later and Dad got out of the car and retrieved a baby stroller for him. But it was not like the previous stroller he had been in at his new home. It was bigger and as dad picked him up and placed him inside it, he quickly realized it was set up for full restraints.  
 
    He was put in a five-point harness and there were restraint points for his ankles and wrists.  
 
    And then they all went walking. 
 
    They went past several other people who stopped and looked at the ‘baby’ in the stroller. With his visible leg braces and obvious diaper and baby clothes, they thought he was just a disabled boy out with his parents. Mercifully, the walk was a short one before they entered the office of Dr. Spencer – his new dentist. 
 
    When his eyes adjusted to the low light in the reception area, Samuel was shocked to see a girl of about twelve with a pacifier and wearing an obvious bulky diaper. They looked at each other and she smiled. He felt embarrassed and humiliated and felt much, much younger than her. 
 
    Five minutes later, the door opened to the dentist’s room, and out walked a boy of about fifteen years. What shocked Samuel was the fact that he was wearing a thick, bulky cloth diaper in transparent plastic pants and a T-shirt. He was also wearing leg braces and it didn’t surprise Samuel at all to see a blue pacifier in his mouth. 
 
    What the hell is this place? 
 
    He glanced at his feet which, like him, were in shoes attached to his leg braces, but what he noticed was that his feet seemed quite small, and since he was walking – albeit unsteadily – they must not be hurting like his were. 
 
    As he stumbled towards his mother and sister – the girl in a diaper – the mom got his stroller and helped him into it. The stroller was smaller than his but also had ankle and wrist restraints which he was fitted into. Then he watched in awe as the younger girl pushed her older brother in the stroller out of the dentist’s rooms, her own diaper barely covered by her skirt. 
 
    “Samuel,” called out the dentist, a fit and trim middle-aged man with greying hair. “Would you and your parents come with me now?” 
 
    Dad pushed Samuel’s stroller into the dentist’s surgery followed by mom. Dad quickly unrestrained Samuel and placed him in a most unusual dentist chair. Apart from the usual equipment, the chair itself came with a dizzying array of restraints.  
 
    The dentist expertly fitted a wide and tight chest strap with double restraints on his legs and of course, his arms were fully tied down. Most concerning for Samuel was that the chair had a fitting like his crib that connected to his helmet and allowed his head to be tied to the chair leaving him fully immobilized. 
 
    He’s done a lot of this before! How can there be other kids like me? 
 
    “So, Samuel, you have come for a set of full upper and lower braces for today?” 
 
    “Yes, we want the full wide-bands like you put on Katie.” 
 
    “I understand. Let me show you a photo of what I suggest.” 
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    “I recommend wide tracks with fully exposed bridgework around the entire mouth.” 
 
    The dentist released the chin strap and removed Samuel’s pacifier and told him to open his mouth for an inspection. He looked around and prodded a few times. 
 
    “Not a problem. As per your recommendation, we will use no painkillers so that he experiences all that you want him to.” 
 
    “Doctor, we are having problems with feeding him with the chin strap on. I believe you can help?” 
 
    “Of course. We can fit your baby boy here with a jaw opener and closer. That way you can leave the chin strap much looser and he can only open his mouth when you allow him to. We fit it right into the jawbone and give you total control over his mouth. We can do that another day for you as well.” 
 
    Samuel was in shock at listening to everything that was being said and yet no one asked him his opinion at all. 
 
    “What size is his bottom?” the doctor asked as if it was natural to ask. 
 
    “He is taking a size 2 plug today, but he will take a size 4 from tomorrow.” 
 
    “And his feet?” 
 
    “Wearing size 6 now, but mommy wants him back down to size 2 eventually. He is only nine months old, you know.” 
 
    The three adults smiled knowingly at each other. There was a secret understanding they all shared. 
 
    “So, he is not going to be walking or talking then at that age?” 
 
    “Oh no,” exclaimed mommy. “Samuel will be crawling and non-verbal from now on.” 
 
    Samuel was truly terrified and without thinking, his bladder and bowels opened up and began to slowly empty into his diaper. Even as it happened, Samuel understood that his new life would be full of wet and dirty diapers, baby bottles, and everything a real baby experienced. 
 
    And he would never walk again. 
 
    Without his pacifier in his mouth, Samuel began to cry. Even as he did it, he realized he was crying like an infant would and mommy bent over and kissed him on the cheek to comfort him. 
 
    “We will be back when it’s all over, baby. Be good for the doctor.” 
 
    Samuel cried even more at the prospect of his ‘mommy’ leaving him alone. After only two days, he was beginning to accept that she was his real mommy and he missed her already. 
 
    “Okay little baby, before we start, I need to do some fillings in your back teeth, but there will be no painkillers, so you need to be a brave little boy.” 
 
    Over the next 45 minutes, Samuel winced and cried and occasionally yelled out in pain as the dentist’s drill did its work. Pain wracked his body but he was immobilized and before he commenced, the dentist pulled his mouth wide open and inserted a brace between the top and lower teeth, thus making it impossible for him to close it. 
 
    It was a very long 45 minutes and Samuel sobbed through much of it. 
 
    Then began the arduous and lengthy process of fitting old-fashioned wide tracks and bridgework to every tooth. Samuel screamed every few minutes from the pain while out in reception, mom and dad listened to all the sounds. 
 
    “He is going to be a perfect baby for us when we are done,” mom said. 
 
    “I know and how about we get his jaw done today?” dad replied excitedly. “I don’t want to wait until he has no control over his mouth and anything we put in there he can’t stop.” 
 
    Dad grinned at the statement and mom laughed. 
 
    “Might need to bypass the size 4 and get him in a size 6 butt plug today!” she said between giggles. 
 
    After two hours, the braces were finally on and Samuel had cried himself out and his sobs were barely audible anymore. 
 
    “Mom and dad,” announced Dr. Spencer. “Do you want to come in and see the final result?” 
 
    The Dentist’s chair had been lifted up and when his parents came into the room, the doctor forced his mouth open and allowed them to inspect the work. 
 
    “It looks beautiful!” exclaimed mom. “It is all very large and exposed and just perfect!” 
 
    “Er, doc…” Dad stammered. “We were wondering about the jaw opener and wondered if… er…” 
 
    “If I could fit it to your baby today?” Dr. Spencer suggested. 
 
    Dad nodded. 
 
    “If you can wait another 90 minutes, I can get it done. Let me explain what I will be doing.” 
 
    Samuel was too exhausted and too wracked with pain to care. 
 
    “We drill into the jaw in four places through the gums and fit a device to several places on his inner teeth. This is what it looks like.” 
 
    The doctor retrieved a metal device that would fit into Samuel’s mouth. It would be screwed into his jaw and attached to a number of teeth top and bottom. 
 
    “See this tiny metal button on the left side? When you press it slightly, the device loosens and you can open or close his mouth to any one of 4 preset positions. The first position is slightly open just enough for a pacifier. Position 2 is for bottle or breast-feeding while position 3 is for spoon-feeding, while position 4 is for… when you want to put something much larger into his mouth.” 
 
    There was a knowing smile around the room. 
 
    “When you have finished feeding him… whatever… you press it again and close his mouth and it is locked in place until you open it. If you keep your infant in mittens, he will not be able to open his mouth again.” 
 
    “Then let’s do it!” announced dad. “Can we stay and watch?” 
 
    “Of course. Some parents do want to be here during these procedures.” 
 
    “Will you be using pain killers for the drilling?” asked mom. 
 
    “No,” the doctor chuckled. “Best we don’t and as long as you can handle the noise, I am fine.” 
 
    Both new adoptive parents nodded. 
 
    “Not that it matters,” admitted the doctor. “By halfway through the first hole in their jaw, they normally pass out. You will be taking home a very sore little baby boy or girl. Are you keeping him as a boy?” 
 
    “We haven’t decided yet,” mom said. 
 
    The drill hummed and just as predicted, Samuel screamed his lungs out as it bit into his gum and then jaw until finally, he passed out and the dentist spent the next 90 minutes in blissful silence as he drilled 4 holes in his jaw and glued and drilled other attachments to his teeth before fitting the jaw opener. 
 
    Still unconscious, dad carried the baby boy and put him in his stroller, and pushed him to the car. Samuel woke briefly as he was restrained in his car seat. He noticed that his chin strap was loose and yet, he could not move his mouth at all. The pacifier sat comfortably in his mouth and he sucked it for comfort. He was also aware of just how wet his diaper was and as he cried, he was aware of just how much of a baby he sounded. 
 
    Am I a baby now? he asked himself before he answered his own question. I don’t know. Maybe? 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Next Steps 
 
    Wracked with pain and deeply confused, Samuel was carried by dad back inside the large expensive house and laid on the couch in the sitting room. He had never been there before. Mom sat on one end of the couch and pulled the prone baby boy until his head was on her lap. 
 
    “Now, baby boy, I have a surprise for you if you are going to behave. I will loosen your mouth open but only if you promise not to bite me, okay?” 
 
    Bite? What does she mean? 
 
    Mom lifted her top, revealing a maternity bra. She unclipped it, releasing her engorged breast and by pressing the small button inside his mouth, Samuel’s jaw was fully released. He knew instantly what to do. 
 
    Samuel immediately latched on to his new mommy’s breast and began to suck. The milk flowed quickly and easily and despite all that had happened, Samuel smiled as the first breast he had ever touched – never mind sucked – fed him like the baby he was destined to be. When the flow finally ended, she released her other breast and fed him on the other side. 
 
    Thirty wondrous minutes later, Samuel’s tummy was filled and he both wet and soiled his diaper naturally and easily. 
 
    Samuel had had a big day and when dad lifted him into his crib early that evening, restrained him, and locked his jaw into the pacifier position, he felt oddly at home. 
 
    “Lots more adventures for you, baby Samuel,” he cooed. “So, sleep tight, and tomorrow we will have loads more fun! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    A Whole New World 
 
    Samuel opened his eyes and it took his mind a minute or so to remember what had happened to him. 
 
    He was in pain. 
 
    The overlarge pacifier in his mouth stopped the cries from being audible, and the straps in his crib held him in position. It took even longer to work out why his head couldn’t move until he remembered why. He had a helmet on that was strapped to the crib. And when he tried to spit out his pacifier he discovered that his jaw didn’t move. And then he remembered the trip to the dentist and all the pain that it entailed. 
 
    Why is this happening? And why doesn’t anyone try to stop them from hurting me? Doesn’t anyone care? 
 
    Samuel was then very aware of his diaper. It was very, very wet and he was aware that it was also very dirty. He had pooped his diaper once again and had no memory of any of it happening. 
 
    Am I becoming a baby again?  
 
    Samuel stayed perfectly still – not that he had a choice – and was aware of his bladder emptying on its own. He was a regular bedwetter for sure, but this was totally infantile. An hour passed before the doors to his large nursery swung open and Mom appeared. 
 
    “Did my baby boy have a good sleep?” she asked cheerily. “Is my little baby all wet and stinky? Coz I sure can smell it! Let’s get you changed.” 
 
    The side of the crib was dropped, the multiple restraints removed and Dad entered the room just in time to lift Samuel from the crib to the large change table. Mom took off his sleeper until he was just in his stinky diaper. She took his feet and lifted them up into the stirrups and smiled. 
 
    “They will be two sizes smaller tomorrow, won’t they, daddy?” she grinned. 
 
    “Very much so, mommy,” he replied. “And the doctor said he will see if it is possible to go down three sizes. Won’t that be wonderful?” 
 
    “Speaking of sizes, daddy, it is time to try our baby out on a size four dildo. Are you ready?” 
 
    Samuel had worn a size two penis-shaped dildo in his bottom for much of the previous day and had managed to poo even with it in, much to his new parents’ pleasure. It was clearly time to increase the size. 
 
    Now that the diaper had been removed and multiple baby wipes had cleaned his bottom and diaper area, mom took the lube and slathered it around his bottom. Samuel felt remarkably calm despite what he was being asked to wear inside of him. Dad took the size four flesh-colored penis-shaped dildo and held it in front of his face. It was about the size of Samuel’s penis. 
 
    “Still not as big as yours, daddy!” Mom exclaimed in glee. “Are you ready, Samuel?” 
 
    Samuel couldn’t answer as his jaw was still locked shut but from his previous experience, he relaxed as Dad slow inserted the penis dildo into him. It still hurt as it stretched him further than it had the day before. But he quickly adjusted to the intrusion. 
 
    “Now to get you dressed for the day!” 
 
    A super thick diaper followed and then Samuel was instructed to sit on the edge of the table. He felt the large penis dildo penetrate him deeply and it was uncomfortable. 
 
    “It’s corset time, baby!” 
 
    The dreaded corset was put onto Samuel and Daddy stood behind lacing it as tight as he could. Samuel screamed in pain as his chest was compressed even more than the day before. But his jaw was still locked and the screams were muted. He could hardly breathe. 
 
    “Oh, daddy!” exclaimed Mom. “Take a look at these!” 
 
    Mom squeezed Samuel’s breasts which because of the compression of the corset had caused them to become little mounds of girlish-looking titties. 
 
    “Yes, mommy. Our little baby is growing boobies! Maybe our boy is becoming a girl? Who knows?” 
 
    And then they laughed together and prepared to fit the leg braces. They forced his feet into the shoes that were already a size too small and tightened the laces extremely tight, causing yet more pain. 
 
    “Now baby, it’s time for breakfast so you need to crawl to the kitchen so we can feed you. But we will take out your pacifier for now.” 
 
    Dad found the special switch inside his mouth and his jaw was instantly released and Samuel began to howl and scream. Samuel was astonished by the sounds that came from his mouth. They were not words, but rather the cry of an infant and a child in pain. He began to cry and scream as he laboriously made his way to the kitchen. 
 
    Finally, he crawled into the kitchen and Dad lifted him up bodily and placed him in the highchair. The five-point harness and foot restraints were quickly put in place and Samuel waited for the food and began drooling just as Mom put his baby bib on. 
 
    Despite the fact that it was baby food and quite tasteless, Samuel was hungry and easily ate and swallowed the food. He was still in pain and in shock at his new life and it was a struggle to absorb everything that was happening around him. 
 
    “Now it is time for your breastfeed, baby Samuel!” Mom announced. 
 
    Dad once again lifted his baby boy and laid him down on the sofa with his head in Mom’s lap. She undid her maternity bra and slowly lifted Samuel’s mouth to her breast. Samuel hungrily latched on to his new mother’s nipple and began to drink from her. For the first time that morning, he relaxed as the nutritious milk flowed into his mouth. At the same time, his bladder opened and as fluid entered his mouth, fluid exited his body into his diaper. 
 
    Ten minutes on one side was followed by ten minutes on the other side and Samuel was quiet and almost asleep under the influence of the incredible feeding time. Mom awkwardly lifted him up and put him over her shoulder and began to pat him on the back and then rub it and pat again. After only thirty seconds, he burped loudly. 
 
    “There we go, baby! All winded and ready for the day.” 
 
    She sat Samuel up on the sofa and while his jaw was loose and there was no pacifier in his mouth, Samuel said just one word as he struggled to find the way to speak. 
 
    “Why?” he stuttered. 
 
    Mom looked at Dad who came over and knelt on the floor in front of him. 
 
    “Samuel, there is something you don’t know and I think we need to tell you.”  He looked into Samuel’s eyes as Mom took his hand in hers. “You are no longer in your own world, baby boy. A week ago, your mother sold you to us to be our baby. She knew that you needed this and wanted to be a baby again.” 
 
    Samuel’s eyes opened in shock. 
 
    She knew I wanted to be a baby again? I never told anyone! 
 
    “And we paid her a lot of money for you because we desperately wanted a baby and you were perfect for us. And when we put you in the car, we left your world and came to ours. You never even saw it happen. Our world is a lot like yours but there are a lot of boys and girls just like you here that have come here from other worlds and before long, you will meet them.  
 
    “There are things we have to do to make you more of a baby and we are going to do it. But you will have a wonderful life here with us, Samuel. You will be a very, very little baby and cared for along with other little babies you will meet. And today, we need to make some more changes to you so you can fit in, okay?” 
 
    Tears flowed down Samuel’s face as Dad put his pacifier back in his mouth and reclamped his jaw tightly shut. He had said just one word and he was unsure if he would ever say another one again. 
 
    I can never escape. My own world is gone and I don’t know if I care anymore. Mom – my own mother – sold me. She never really cared for me. Maybe this mom and dad will. I don’t know. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Down Three Sizes 
 
    Samuel was carried to the car and once again strapped into the large car seat with the 5-point harness and his feet secured into straps so they could now move. He had blue knitted booties on suitable for a baby of under 6 months old and Samuel began to wonder if that was the age he was expected to be and at times before, had even felt like. His jaw was tightly shut and a pacifier shoved inside. As was common for any travel, he had a tight helmet around his head, and bizarrely over the top was a blue knitted baby bonnet. 
 
    Samuel was wearing a very pretty blue baby romper and his hands were in tight mittens that prevented him from holding anything. Not that it mattered since his hands were secured to the side of his car seat. All he could see was a Fisher-Price baby entertainment set that was attached to the back of the seat in front. He desperately wanted to reach out and touch it and to play with it. The babying was starting to take hold. He wanted to participate in some more baby experiences. It was just starting to make sense to him. 
 
    Despite all the effort at securing him, the car trip was a short one of just fifteen minutes before they drove to the front of a large building with manicured gardens and a clinical look and feel about it. He gulped as he saw the sign on the front. 
 
    At least I can still read! 
 
    The sign said, “Chelsea Infants Hospital”. 
 
    Infant? 
 
     Samuel sighed inwardly. He was slowly realizing that he was becoming an infant of sorts. 
 
    They had driven up to the front door and as they waited, the double doors opened, and two nurses came out pushing… a crib - an infant’s crib, just like the one he had been sleeping in. The nurse opened the door of the car and took a look at her new patient. 
 
    Surely, she must know something is wrong with this! 
 
    The nurse expertly unclipped all of the restraints and with practiced ease, lifted Baby Samuel out of the car and placed him in the crib, lifting the drop-side back up. 
 
    “We will take good care of your baby… boy?” she said. “Or baby girl? I haven’t read the file yet.” 
 
    “Baby boy. Samuel,” Mom said. “We are keeping him as a boy for now. I’ve always wanted a baby boy.” 
 
    “Well, Samuel,” the nurse replied. “You will still be a boy when you leave here and your parents will love you even more.” 
 
    Samuel felt a tiny prick in his arm as the crib was wheeled through the doors and down a corridor. He looked sideways and saw a ward full of baby cribs, some with blue balloons and others with pink balloons. As he sank into unconsciousness, his last thought was…  
 
    I hope when I wake up, I see a blue balloon. 
 
    It was to be four hours before he was to wake again. 
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    Samuel’s eye’s opened slowly as the fog began to lift. The first thing he saw at the end of his crib was a blue balloon tied to it and he sighed in relief. 
 
    I’m still a boy! 
 
    Then the pain began to hit. Hard. 
 
    He looked down and saw that his braces had been removed and he was no longer wearing his romper but rather a white dress-like garment which he worked out was a hospital-type robe but for very young children. The pain however wasn’t just from his tightened jaw nor his very tight and crushing corset but from his feet. His feet were causing him great pain and he began to cry although muffled greatly by his locked jaw. His feet were bandaged, and he was wearing different baby booties. Once again, they were white and apparently hospital issue. As the fog continued to lift, he saw what had changed. 
 
    My feet are smaller! 
 
    Samuel looked left to the crib next to him and saw a girl with breasts clearly obvious under her hospital dress. The pink balloon confirmed that she was a girl and he looked at her feet still in booties but not in bandages and noted that they looked exceptionally small – not exactly infant-sized but certainly those of a young child. That was when he saw her hands which were in bandages. 
 
    Her hands are the size of a toddler! 
 
    Samuel slowly began to understand the purpose of the Chelsea Infants Hospital. 
 
    This place changes big people into small people! 
 
    He turned his head to the right and saw another pink balloon tied to the end of the crib but as he moved up the crib, he saw that it was actually a boy. Then he took another look at the odd-looking diaper ‘he’ was wearing. It wasn’t a diaper at all but rather a series of bandages wrapped tightly around his genitals and then it hit him… 
 
    I can’t see any bulge! He’s been made into a girl! I think they’ve given him a vagina! 
 
    The horror of the revelation was muted only by stabbing pain from his two now-smaller feet and he slid back into unconsciousness. 
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    “My baby’s awake now!” exclaimed Mom.  
 
    As Samuel slowly woke again, he could see his two new ‘parents’ standing at the end of his crib. A woman doctor was standing with them. 
 
    “Baby Samuel’s operation was very successful. We were able to reduce his feet by three sizes, one more than we promised and they both look very good. You can take him home in a few hours.” 
 
    A few hours? Isn’t that fast for something this major? 
 
    “He won’t really be able to walk very far and then only with full-length braces. I recommend you keep him crawling as much as possible.” 
 
    “Oh, we intend to,” said dad. 
 
    A nurse dropped the side of the crib and untaped his soggy and dirty diaper and removed it. She carefully removed the penis dildo from his bottom and wiped up the mess that had escaped before slowly reinserting it. Samuel felt deeply humiliated as a group of people other than his ‘parents’ were watching the intimate invasion. As he looked around the ward of six cribs, he noticed that none of the other ‘babies’ were taking any notice of the penis butt plug. 
 
    I guess they’ve all got one in them as well, Samuel thought. This is very definitely a different world than my old one. 
 
    The nurse then produced a bottle of baby formula and instantly, Samuel was hungry again. With expert ease, she unlocked his jaw and removed his pacifier. The nurse looked at the pacifier and turned to his ‘parents’ and asked, “Why does he have a regular pacifier and not a penis one since he is wearing an internal penis already?” 
 
    “We haven’t had him for very long and plan on putting him on a penis pacifier soon,” Dad explained. 
 
    The nurse nodded and put the nipple of the surprisingly large baby bottle in his mouth. He drank quickly and hungrily when suddenly a deep pain struck him from his altered feet and he bit down on the nipple. 
 
    My feet hurt so much! 
 
    “Now, baby Samuel, You mustn’t bite on your bottle or you will get a smack. Now, I know your feet hurt, but we don’t use post-operative pain killers on our babies. You need to feel and experience all the changes that are happening to you so you can be a proper baby.” 
 
    Samuel looked to his ‘parents’ and they simply nodded. 
 
    “Pain is good for you, baby Samuel. It teaches you,” she continued. “I know you don’t understand because you are too young, but all these other babies in here understand it. They’ve all had their feet done and some have had their hands done and they are all on penis pacifiers and wearing internal training penises like you. They have truly loving parents and you should be grateful.” 
 
    Samuel tried to understand everything that was happening but his mind overloaded and went blank and he returned to suckling on the formula bottle, his mind trying to ignore the throbbing pain in his feet. 
 
    I really am in a whole new world. 
 
    

  

 
   
    A New Shape 
 
    It was late afternoon when Dad came back with Samuel’s stroller and carefully strapped him in, taking special care to put the ankle straps on loose to take care of his recently altered and still painful, feet. Most of the other patients in his ward had also been discharged except for the ‘boy/girl’ in the crib next to him who was now wearing a thin diaper with a noticeable lack of bulge in front. Samuel felt strangely ambivalent about the operation the boy – now a girl – had undertaken. Too much had happened in recent days for him to care too much. 
 
    As he was wheeled back to the car, Samuel was overwhelmed with both pain and disorientation. He had just had his feet reduced in size by three shoe sizes and seen other incredible body modifications taking place and wondered what was to happen to him in the future. 
 
    He was in a daze most of the way home. He looked out the windows as best as his immobile head would allow and saw a city he ‘kinda’ remembered.  Some of it looked the same, but other parts were very different. He now truly understood that he was in a new world and there was no going back. Oddly, he didn’t feel as distressed as he expected.  
 
    “Today you won’t be wearing your leg braces, baby, because of the operation. But you will be free to crawl around your playroom and nursery and enjoy the toys and mommy and daddy will care for you.” 
 
    For the rest of the day, baby Samuel did indeed crawl around his nursery and enjoy the toys. He found that his mind was gradually becoming accustomed to being a baby. But when he tried to stand on his new smaller feet, he screamed in pain so loud that even his locked jaw did not prevent his parents from hearing him. 
 
    “Oh, little baby!” comforted Mom. “Your feet are not for walking with. You should know that. When you get your braces on with your smaller shoes you might be able to take a few steps but at home, you are only to crawl, do you understand? If you try to stand again, I will take that diaper down and spank your ass until you are red raw. Now let’s check your diaper. I think it is time to change you and check your butt-plug.” 
 
    Choosing to change her baby boy on the floor, Mom undid his romper, pulled down his plastic pants, and went to untape his disposable diaper.  
 
    “Looks like you are just wet, baby. But it would be much easier to change you if you were wearing a dress.” She looked at him with an inscrutable smile. 
 
    Samuel was suddenly very nervous as he had seen a boy who was now a girl and would probably be wearing baby girl dresses from now on. Mom checked the fit of his butt plug to make sure it was secure and fully in. Samuel was used to such indignities and guessed that he would be wearing a bigger one before long.  
 
    I don’t know what to expect anymore! 
 
    And he silently decided not to fight. That was when he felt the slap on his behind. 
 
    “And this, baby, is for trying to stand.”  
 
    Five more hard hand slaps on his bottom followed and he began to cry – more from the humiliation of being spanked than the sting of the blows. 
 
    Mom reached into the side of his mouth and released his jaw and took out his pacifier and Samuel began to howl. Not simply a cry or a whimper, but a proper infantile howling. For several minutes, Samuel just cried and carried on just like any other infant would while Mom simply put a fresh diaper on him, slipped up his plastic pants, and then snapped his baby romper back in place. She then sat back on the floor and watched her baby son continue to cry and howl. After a few minutes of continual crying, Dad appeared. 
 
    “What’s up, baby,” he asked gently. “Why the tears?” 
 
    Mom looked at him with a broad smile. “I think our little baby has taken a big step backward and I am so proud of him. He’s ready to give up speech completely now and after a spanking, I think it is time to give him ‘that’ thing, don’t you?” 
 
    Dad stood up and went to one of the drawers of the changing table and came back with two new items. He opened his hands and asked Samuel which one he wanted. In one hand he held a regular pacifier and in his other, a blue pacifier with a two-inch realistic penis-shaped teat. It was just like the other patients in the ward had been using. Samuel lifted his hand and shaking with fear and pain, pointed to the penis pacifier. 
 
    “Good boy!” exclaimed Mom in genuine pleasure as she took the pacifier and slowly inserted it in Samuel’s mouth. 
 
    Samuel’s shock at the shape of the pacifier quickly settled as he got used to the new shape. Even in his distressed shape, he knew it was called a ‘training pacifier’ and he expected that one day in his future his training would be put to good use. He had never sucked a penis before even though the thought had occurred to him. He had never had the opportunity and being a bedwetter meant that no one ever slept over nor did he sleep over anywhere. Consequently, no chances had ever come to ever see, touch or hold another penis, never mind suck one. 
 
    “If you keep that in and suck it well, we will leave your jaw unlocked for a while, okay baby? Plus, you need a breastfeed in about ten minutes.” 
 
    Samuel got up on all fours and crawled back to his toys and began to play, constantly sucking on the new shaped pacifier while being very aware that the same shape was deeply inserted in him. 
 
    Being a baby here is certainly different than back home. But I guess they love me, right? 
 
    Samuel was trying to understand his new circumstance which had so much pain, so many changes, and yet… it seemed that they loved him. Even when Mom had spanked him, it was to teach him something. 
 
    But he expected that life would continue to be very different and difficult. He was unsure as to what he would awake to every time his eyes opened in his crib after a sleep or his twice-daily nap. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Return of the Dentist 
 
    It was a week later that Samuel awoke in the morning to the news that he was going back to the dentist. He instantly began to cry in his newfound infant baby voice and Mom automatically comforted him. 
 
    “You will be fine, little one,” she said softly while holding him tight. “You’ve been a good boy for mommy and daddy this last week and so there is no punishment for you. This is just a checkup and adjustment.” 
 
    The week had been a relatively easy one for Samuel. He had cried often but mainly when he was hungry. He had not tried to say a single word nor attempted to stand. His feet had mostly stopped hurting and he was still stunned by the sight of the smaller baby booties he was now wearing showing just how much smaller his feet were now. The penis pacifier had become surprisingly soothing, its different shape somehow feeling very natural and normal to him. He was still on the same size ‘bottom pacifier’ as mommy had started calling it and was finding its presence not only comfortable but oddly comforting as well. When it was removed and left out for a day, he felt odd about its absence and surprisingly welcomed its return. He tried not to think much about the changes that were taking place to him. They were all too overwhelming to think too hard about. 
 
    The corset however had been tightened a little more bringing back the pain and crushing sensation that he found so very overwhelming. His ‘boobs’ were also seemingly growing, his body fat being forced up his body to begin to fill them out. Daddy had even laughed and suggested that perhaps a bra would soon be needed. Samuel dreaded to think what kind of ‘boy bra’ his new world might inflict on him. 
 
    The trip to the dentist was done in silence in the front seats while in the back, baby Samuel cried softly and without any thought at all, wet and slightly messed his diaper. He was barely aware of what he was doing in his diaper anymore. It was all very natural and easy to just let it flow. 
 
    Baby Samuel sat in his stroller in the dentist’s waiting room and looked at the other ‘baby’ in her stroller. He saw no sign of dental work nor was her jaw fixed. She was sucking a regular-shaped pacifier and her feet and hands still looked normal-sized. She wore a very thick pinned cloth diaper and plastic pants and a short toddler dress that covered her ample breasts. 
 
    “New baby?” asked mom to the woman next to the stroller. 
 
    “Yes!” she replied enthusiastically. “My wife and I wanted a baby girl and we got her yesterday from World 1017. We have just started her baby preparation. How long have you had your baby?” 
 
    “Samuel came to us a month ago and we are babying him slowly and he is adjusting. He came from World 886. How is World 1017 working out for you?” 
 
    Samuel listened intently to the exchange, suddenly realizing that many of the ‘children’ here actually came from other worlds. 
 
    “1017 was a great choice. Samantha came here still un-potty-trained since in that world, potty training is optional so we are already halfway there. Was your baby potty-trained?” 
 
    “Samuel was technically potty-trained but was still a bedwetter and lots of wet pants so diapers were a good fit for him as well. It won't be long now before he loses his potty training.” 
 
    “Well, maybe one day our babies can play together and who knows… they might even mate!” 
 
    Mom laughed and Baby Samantha began to cry and sob. Samuel felt sorry for the girl as he knew the shock she was experiencing and wished he could comfort her even though he was rapidly losing the ability to talk after a month of using only a single word. 
 
    The room was silent except for Baby Samantha’s tears and sobs. That was when a door at the end of the corridor opened and the sound of a boy crying loudly was heard. As the mother and her baby son came out of the room, Samuel looked on in shock. 
 
    The boy was struggling to walk on his clearly altered feet, his leg braces trying to keep him upright. But it was his head that stunned him. He had external bridgework that held his dental work in place but it was the purpose that stunned him the most. 
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    “Now Mrs. Carter, when you need to punish baby William some more, just tighten these screws here some more and it will really hurt and let him know he has been bad again.” Then he looked at the crying boy and spoke severely to him. “Now stop that crying, boy! You were a naughty boy for your mommy which is why she had to install the punishment frame. Now if you start being the good baby she wants you to be, maybe she will have it removed in a year or so. Now get going or I will punish you myself!” 
 
    Baby William fell to the floor, his tiny feet unable to support him any longer and he crawled the rest of the way down the corridor where his mother put him in his stroller and strapped him in. Samuel could see that the boy’s diaper was very wet and soiled and already leaking onto his romper. 
 
    I never want to have a punishment frame! 
 
    Inwardly, Samuel decided to obey his parents, no matter what they demanded. The frame looked terrifying and he never wanted to experience it. And then it was his turn in the dentist's chair. 
 
    Samuel was scarcely able to breathe as he was carried to the dentist’s chair and laid down in it. The memory of his first trip only a few weeks before was still fresh and it was a very painful one. 
 
    “This won’t be very long or too hard for you, Samuel,” the dentist said with a smile as if he was reading Samuel’s mind. “We are just adjusting your braces and also checking on your jaw lock.” 
 
    The ‘no pain’ promise proved to be a relative one. With his mouth forced opened and locked into place, the dentist adjusted his braces and tightened them significantly and Samuel indeed felt a lot of pain. The previous visit had included drilling into his jaw which had induced unconsciousness so yes, the pain was less than before - technically. 
 
    Samuel wanted to scream and cry, but his jaw was locked. The pain was very high and he desperately wanted pain killers but apparently, in this world, ‘babies’ like him didn’t get such things. 
 
    “His teeth seem to be adjusting quite well,” the dentist said to Dad. “There are a couple of fillings that I need to do as well. I might as well do that while he is here. Is the baby adjusting well? I see you have him on a penis pacifier, so I assume he is doing okay.” 
 
    “Yes, Samuel is doing great, thank you,” Dad answered. “He is doing better than most other-world babies for the time he has been here. I think because he was a bedwetter and wanted to be a baby in his own world, he was halfway there so it was easier.” 
 
    “That’s great to hear! We often hear stories about how hard the new babies fight, but this one looks like he is quite happy to be a baby.” 
 
    Dad and the dentist continued their conversation while he drilled into his teeth without any anesthetic. Occasionally, he jerked with the pain but as was usual, he was fully restrained in the chair with multiple straps and connectors. He could barely move at all and his head in its usual helmet was literally locked into place. 
 
    “We just had his feet reduced and we will do his hands later on. His corset is gradually reducing his waist and chest although he is developing breasts,” Dad laughed. “We might have to consider that other operation later on!” 
 
    The dentist laughed. “I had a newly created baby girl in here the other day and she was adorable in her prettiest baby dresses. Have you been using any of the bone reduction treatments yet?” 
 
    Do they know I can hear them talk and understand them? Why don’t they take me seriously? 
 
    “Not yet. Our adviser has suggested reducing his height in about six months and Mom is pleased about that since she is finding him difficult to carry at the moment. But she is loving breastfeeding him.” 
 
    “I bet she is. I never understood why women here stop breastfeeding their children once they turn 12. It is very good for them.” 
 
    Samuel tried to tune out the words and the pain and was suddenly feeling very tired. It was only late morning and yet… he was so tired. Baby tired. 
 
    It was only seconds after the dentist had finished his work and removed the restraints that Samuel drifted off to sleep and awoke 90 minutes later in his crib having had his diaper changed and a clean romper put on. Even his pacifier was a different one. 
 
    How did I sleep through all of that? he thought. Am I becoming more of a baby? 
 
    

  

 
   
    Travel Diapers – ‘Nappies’ 
 
    It was another month later when Samuel awoke from his morning nap as per usual. He was getting used to the fact that he had a morning and afternoon nap and was put into his crib for his nighttime sleep at 7:30 pm. He simply needed all of that sleep. Most surprisingly, he was now waking at 2 am, hungry and crying and needing a feed and change. For the past two weeks, he had awoken, and his mother would change his wet diaper and carefully move him to a comfortable sofa installed in his nursery and breastfeed him before returning him to his crib. 
 
    His diet was now entirely baby food and most of it was formula and breast milk. He was being fed 4 to 5 times a day and once during the night, and it all began to feel very, very normal and natural. Samuel particularly enjoyed breastfeeding and even once the breast was empty, Mom would leave him there to suckle and gain comfort and he often fell asleep on the breast. Sometimes, the adult memories of Samuel would resurface and he would remember how he loved ‘boobs’ and hoped one day to see and touch them, and yet now, he was doing both and drinking from them, and yet there was no sexual arousal at all. He was just drinking from his mother as would any other young baby. 
 
    That morning, Samuel had a sense that something new was about to happen and he was both excited and terrified all at once. Most new things in this world came with pain. As he awoke from the slumber of his morning nap, he knew the day was going to be different. But what was it? Was his buttplug to be increased in size? His current one fit easily and comfortably now. Was he to have his hands reduced in size or start bone reduction? Or – and he shuddered at the thought – was he to be given a vagina like the boy at the hospital? 
 
    “Guess what, little baby!” mom whispered as she lifted Samuel onto the change table. As his weight had reduced significantly, she was now able to manage to lift him more easily. “We are taking you on a holiday! We’re going to Disneyland!” 
 
    Disneyland! Yes! Finally! 
 
    Samuel had wanted to visit Disney land his entire life but had never been, largely due to his parents' lack of interest in him or his desires. They blamed his bedwetting for not going saying that Disneyland wouldn’t appreciate wet beds. 
 
    You could let me wear diapers though! was his constant reply, but to no avail. No diapers and no Disneyland. Not until now, in another world and as a baby. 
 
    “Now we are going on a plane for a very long trip and so you need to wear special diapers. They are a new trend here called cloth diapers and we can put them on you as thick as we like so they will absorb everything until we get there. Some people call them ‘nappies’.” 
 
    Samuel watched as mommy took a large square of terry toweling, a material he was familiar with but was apparently relatively new for diapers in his new world. She folded it into a kite shape and laid it on the changing table. Then she took yet another large square and folded it lengthwise and placed it on the first diaper. She did this two more times until the ‘nappies’ were incredibly high and thick. Samuel was intrigued by the sight of such thick nappies and wondered what they would be like. He remembered seeing photos of his father as a young toddler wearing such nappies and remembered at the time feeling jealous of the bulky look of them. 
 
    Now completely naked and with even his penis buttplug removed, mommy lifted him and laid him down onto the fluffy nappies. It was the first time he had been without a bottom plug for two months and he immediately felt the difference. His bottom no longer closed shut and the poo that was inside him would now flow easily and effortlessly out of him – just like a baby. 
 
    Mom carefully double pinned the incredibly thick nappy on both sides and Samuel was entranced by their feel and how far they kept his legs apart. 
 
    Wow! I really like these. I hope I can wear them more often! 
 
    Next came the white plastic pants that were much larger than his usual ones to cater to the vastly increased size of his baby diaper. 
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    “Now we have a special travel corset for you, darling,” she added as she picked up the black garment. “We need to get your waist and chest smaller and since you won’t be moving for over ten hours, it is a perfect opportunity to work on your adorable figure.” 
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    Samuel saw the new black corset and was momentarily struck by the top which was designed essentially to cater for breasts. 
 
    Is this really a boy’s corset? 
 
    “Don’t you love it, Samuel?” Mom enthused. “It is going to fit you so well and give you a wonderful shape. And do you see what’s new? This one has room for those budding breasts of yours! Mommy’s milk is certainly helping them grow!” 
 
    Breastfeeding is making my boobs grow? 
 
    “I know you are feeling a bit confused about your growing breasts, Samuel.” 
 
    Shit, can she read my mind? Everyone seems to answer what I am thinking! 
 
    “But it is a common thing for boys your age and the corsets are making them bigger as well. I will talk to daddy but when we come back from holiday, It might be time to get you fitted for your first brassiere! Won’t that be fun?” 
 
    A bra? Do boys here wear bras too? 
 
    “Big boys and little baby boys often wear bras and you are reaching the age and development where you may need a bra. We will take you to a shop near here – Timothy’s Bras and Intimates for Boys. But for now, let’s get you fitted into your new corset.” 
 
    The new corset fit differently than his others did. His new – and growing – breasts fit comfortably in the top of it and Samuel briefly entertained the idea that maybe a boy’s bra would be a good idea and he was momentarily proud of his new development ‘up top’. 
 
    But as Mom tightened the laces he felt the other change. It was a lot tighter and the layout of the laces allowed Mom to really tighten it much easier. Samuel felt his chest compress and then it began to hurt. He was used to the usual discomfort from being put into his daytime corset but this was worse. It hurt a lot more. 
 
    “Hmm... that looks pretty good, but let’s try it just a little tighter. We want our baby to have a perfect figure when he meets other babies!” 
 
    Without his jaw locked and no pacifier in his mouth, Samuel screamed. It was just baby screaming and not a meaningful word in it. 
 
    “Oh baby, don’t cry,” mom said as she tightened the corset a little more before tying it off. “This is to make you the best baby ever. And there’s more good news. Daddy and I think it is time to increase the size of your pacifier so here is your new one.” 
 
    Mom grabbed the new pacifier from a drawer and it was pale pastel blue but when she turned it around, there was the latex penis ready to fill his mouth and for him to suck on. But while it was still the same length, it was now 50% thicker. 
 
    It’s closer to a real penis thickness! Yikes! 
 
    Samuel’s jaw was then locked in place around the new pacifier and Mom finished dressing him in some ridiculously tiny shorts that revealed much of his nappies and a T-shirt top that showed his developing breast line. On his feet, she put baby shoes that were clearly made for show and not for walking. They were connected to his now ever-present tight leg braces. And then she tied a lace-trimmed blue baby bonnet on and prepared to carry him to the car. 
 
    I hope Disneyland is as good in this world as it is in my old one. My old world? I suppose there is no chance I will ever return. I’m not sure how I feel about that. 
 
    

  

 
   
    A Plane Trip In Nappies 
 
    Despite the extreme discomfort of his new travel corset, Samuel was excited about the trip. His growing breasts were quite prominent in his tight T-shirt and he was still trying to figure out how breastfeeding contributed to breast development in boys. That didn’t happen in his world – or so he thought. But above all else, he was looking forward to seeing Disneyland and enjoying the rides and the view – even if it meant doing so as a non-talking baby in a stroller and in absurdly thick ‘nappies’. He was wearing his leg braces which bulged at the top trying to get over his bulky nappies. They connected to his baby shoes and held them tightly in place. Everything on his body was tight and rigid, keeping him from much movement. 
 
    The taxi ride to the airport was as odd as most things he had experienced in his new world. When the driver saw Samuel being carried to the car he apologized for not having an ‘other-worlder’ baby seat and that he only had a regular one designed for ten-year-olds. 
 
    Baby seats for ten-year-olds? First, I hear that mothers breastfeed until twelve and now I hear that baby car seats are for ten-year-olds? 
 
    Samuel had not yet seen other children in this world other than at the dentist and now he was hoping that at Disneyland he might see some and try and work out what was going on. 
 
    The ten-year-old baby car seat was bigger than Samuel expected and while it was very snug, Dad managed to squeeze his ever-reducing frame into the seat and connected the minimal three-point harness. Despite the uncomfortable fit, Samuel enjoyed the fact that his head was free to move and his feet and arms were not secured like they were in his own car seat. 
 
    The trip to the airport was nearly an hour and Samuel enjoyed the freedom to see his environment and the city that was sort of – but not completely – like his birth city. When they arrived at the airport, Samuel was put into his stroller and wheeled in through the security doors at the main entrance. Once inside Samuel was finally able to see other families, other children, and more of the world he was now living in but had been separated from to a large degree. 
 
    He saw children that he judged to be about eight years old and could tell that some of them were still wearing diapers. As he looked around intently, he could tell that probably most of the children under age ten were in diapers and a few were actually wearing super-thick ‘nappies’ like he was. Their excessive bulk was immediately obvious under boy’s shorts or girl’s short dresses. In the distance, he saw another stroller like his own with what he assumed was a boy of similar age to him but also in baby clothes. But his family was headed into a different part of the airport and despite the fact that he no longer talked in words, he wanted to meet the boy and try to communicate with the baby sounds he was now making. 
 
    After a fairly long walk through the airport where no one even took a second look at a once 18-year-old boy in baby clothes and super thick nappies and sucking a pacifier. Before long, dad lifted him from the stroller which was folded up and taken by airport staff and he was carried into the plane. They were seated near the front in what he later learned was called the ‘young family section’.  
 
    Samuel knew he should be surprised to see a baby seat his size in the plane, but through all the changes he had gone through, he now realized that his situation wasn’t so much a crime or unusual, but was a relatively common sight in this world. This world actively took teenagers from other worlds, babied them, and did… who knows what. He shuddered at the thought of what might be in front of him after all the dentistry and operation and the realization that a lot of pain was still in his future. 
 
    His baby seat on the plane was not that different from his car seat but for one thing. It had a five-point harness and restraint points for his wrists and ankles and a securing strap for his helmeted head. But it also had knee blocks to give him even less movement as well as thick wedges to keep his legs firmly apart. Apparently, it was all because of airline law in this world.  And the bolsters on the side of the chair came out a lot further making any possible movement nearly impossible. Before his head was firmly secured just before takeoff, he looked around the family section and saw multiple baby seats of varying sizes that he guessed were for children of up to 12 years of age. As the seats filled up it was hard for him to guess their ages but he noted that every child in a baby seat was still in diapers and a couple of them were in ‘nappies’ like he was. The last child to come on board was a boy just like him. 
 
    ‘Jeremy’ - as he heard his mother called him - was carried in by his father and strapped into a baby seat identical to his own. As he looked at him he recognized the dental work and the unmoving jaw. He spotted the small feet, the obvious leg braces and small hands, and the narrow waist and chest – even narrower than his own – and surmised that he was wearing a corset just like he was. And naturally, he was sucking a pacifier. 
 
    What stunned Samuel most of all was the smile on the boy’s face, as distorted as it was from his locked jaw. He was clearly happy and excited to be there. He wasn’t angry or sad or scared like Samuel so often was. 
 
    “Taking your boy to Disneyland too?” the mom asked Samuel’s parents as they strapped themselves in. 
 
    “Yes, we are,” dad replied. “I promised our baby son that if he behaved, we would take him to Disneyland.” 
 
    “Lovely. Jeremy here is going for his first birthday celebration.” 
 
    First birthday? He looks like he is at least 20! A bit small but still 20. 
 
    “Our boy is just six months old for now.” 
 
    “Jeremy is a 999er,” the mother said. “That world has a lot of spare boys and we love having him here. We are planning on a girl next year and scouting out the options already.” 
 
    Samuel tried to close his ears to the stories of how this world ‘scouted’ other parallel worlds for teenagers to abduct and make into babies. It was more than he could cope with at the moment. He closed his eyes and felt the plane takeoff and he waited until they had leveled off to open them. Once they had reached level flight, Samuel was surprised that Mom released his head restraint so that he could look around the cabin. 
 
    Over the ten hours of the flight, Samuel watched the TV screen in front of him which showed children’s TV although his channel was tuned more to the infant shows which he was slowly learning to enjoy and even interact with. 
 
    After his first one-hour baby nap he awoke to his mom giving him a formula bottle while he watched other children as old as what thought was five being bottle-fed and one mother even breastfeeding her school-age child. 
 
    This place is crazy! And then he smirked. Maybe I like crazy! 
 
    *** 
 
    The plane trip was long and Samuel felt his diaper begin to fill as the time progressed. His nose told him that at least one other baby had dirtied his diaper and he tried to stop himself from doing the same but after two months of wearing his ‘bottom pacifier’ as mom called it, his control was very limited and an hour before landing, Samuels bowels opened and emptied themselves into his thick nappies. 
 
    No one cared. 
 
    I’ve lost all control now! Samuel mused. Pee and poo just come out regardless. 
 
    Then an odd realization hit him.  
 
    It’s okay to do that here! At long last, I don’t have to work so hard at staying dry. Maybe it isn’t so bad after all? 
 
    Samuel’s bedwetting was not the only wetting he had endured in his homeworld. His pants were frequently damp and a few times in the last month of his time there, he had soaked his pants due to exhaustion at trying to remain dry. Now, it didn’t matter and he could wet anywhere and everywhere, and not only that, he could poo just as easily and without restriction. 
 
    I never really understood toilets, Samuel admitted to himself finally. I thought diapers made more sense than trying to stay dry and clean when it is so bloody hard! 
 
    And so, while the plane descended to the airport, Samuel allowed himself a wry smile as he wriggled in his super-wet and dirty nappies, understanding that perhaps this was his real world after all. As he sucked on his penis-shaped pacifier, he accepted that whatever the cost, whatever the pain that was ahead of him, he was, ironically, finally at peace with himself. 
 
    *** 
 
    After they had deplaned, Mom took Samuel directly to the Parent’s room for an overdue diaper change. His nappy and plastic pants were almost full and very heavy. As she wheeled him into the very large parent’s room at the airport, Samuel was stunned by the sight of about ten very large changing tables, most of which were already in use. He saw toddlers and children from five to twelve having their diapers changed openly as if it were normal for older children to wear them. And then he saw Jeremy. 
 
    The only spare changing table was next to Jeremy who was lying down with his feet in stirrups and his mother diligently wiping up his dirty bottom. Samuel could only stare as he realized that Jeremy was nearly identical to him in that they were about the same age, both wearing constricting corsets and leg braces. He also noticed that his breasts were developing just as his were. 
 
    The two boys turned their heads to look at each other sucking their pacifiers and communicating as only babies can – with their eyes. After Jeremy’s bottom was clean, Samuel watched in surprise as his mother produced a penis-shaped butt-plug just like his own, only a size or two wider, lubricate it, and slowly insert it into her boy’s bottom. Jeremy barely flinched. Obviously, he wore one frequently and the size of it explained why he too had messed his thick nappies so easily. It also begged another question that Samuel was afraid to even consider. 
 
    Samuel was not even surprised when Mom produced his own buttplug and carefully reinserted it in him, noticing that it was scarcely a stretch and that it fit very comfortably now and he even welcomed its return. Everything that was once so every odd and frightening was now just a little strange. He wondered how long it would be before it was all just normal to him. 
 
    When they left the airport, they were in a Disney Hotel Courtesy bus with cartoon characters painted all over it. As Dad lifted him in, he noticed there were two baby car seats like his own and he was quickly strapped into it but fortunately his head was not secured so he could look around. He saw other families and young children all excited about Disney, just as he was. And at the back of the bus in his own baby car seat was Jeremy, with a wide odd, and excited smile as his jaw lock kept it in place. 
 
    Samuel was growing in excitement as he looked around at the buildings and traffic until he was able to see Disneyland in the distance, the colorful castle drawing his eye and his attention. 
 
    I’ve always wanted to come here! he admitted to himself even as he understood that his excitement was truly child-like. 
 
    Ten minutes later, they pulled into their hotel which was only a few minutes' walk away from the entrance to Disneyland. Samuel was so excited that he wet himself. When mom took off his wrist restraints, he excitedly waved his hands, pointing towards Disney land, and tried to make sounds. Mom put her finger in his mouth, released his jaw, and removed his pacifier. 
 
    “Mumma!” he said in a high-pitched voice. “Mumma! Mickey!” 
 
    “Look daddy,” she said. “Our baby has some words!” 
 
    In the middle of the excitement, as they made their way to their rooms, only the adults were aware that their new baby boy had reverted only to baby words and gurgles. With his jaw relaxed, Samuel made baby sounds punctuated with ‘Mumma’ and ‘dada’. 
 
    “He’s all ours now!” dad whispered quietly to mom. “He is just a baby now.” 
 
    Samuel’s eyes went wide open when they opened the door to their suite. It was decorated entirely in the theme of Baby Louie, a Disney star of this world. Louie was a 12-month-old baby boy who could barely walk and mostly crawled and had adventures and friends and Samuel had become an avid consumer of his cartoons and baby-age books. 
 
    The room was exactly like Baby Louie’s nursery in the same colors and even the same layout with the parents’ bed next to Louie’s crib. Samuel wanted to get out of his stroller and crawl around the room and be ‘Louie’.  
 
    Understanding his desires, they quickly let Samuel out of his stroller and let him crawl around the extraordinary room. With his jaw released, he crawled around, played with a couple of complimentary Baby Louie toys, and made sounds that a baby would. And before long, tiredness overwhelmed him and after two bottles of formula and a change into curiously adult-sized Baby Louie diapers, he fell asleep and was placed in the crib right next to his new parent’s bed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Disneyland 
 
    The following morning, after a big feed of baby food and two bottles of formula followed by a burping, Baby Samuel was now ready to tackle the day. He was in fresh Baby Louie diapers and plastic pants, his corset was tight and rather painful while his still-growing breasts flowed out in the breast area of the corset. Dad fitted him into the leg braces with baby shoes fitted to them and on top was a brand-new Disney-themed baby blue romper and of course, his helmet. With a full tummy and his jaw locked tight he was off to see the wonders of Disneyland. 
 
    Samuel was very excited as they went into the theme park and they immediately went to the little children’s exhibitions and wheeled him around so he could see and touch all the characters. His arms were left unrestrained although his legs were held in place. 
 
    Then came the little train ride. 
 
    Reliving a scene from one of the Disney movies for very little children, Samuel was put into a two-seat car along with his mother and strapped in. Samuel was thrilled by the at times bumpy ride, the pictures and the live creatures that filled the trip, and recalling the movie that he remembered from many years earlier. Only this time, he enjoyed the experience as a genuine child. When it was all over, mom carried him off and before putting him in the stroller let him try and walk.  
 
    Samuel had not walked a single step in nearly two months and so it was with a little fear, his mom and dad each took a hand and held them tight as baby Samuel gingerly took an awkward step and then another and another. He was wobbly at best and his feet hurt a little bit in the tight baby shoes. Without his parents assisting him, he would have fallen but for five wonderful minutes, the baby from another world slowly took one baby step after another. But after a while, it was too much for him and dad put him back into the stroller and restrained him once more, but released his jaw and took his pacifier while giving him a sippy cup to drink from as the day was warm. 
 
    Baby Samuel giggled and babbled in glee. He occasionally said a word or two that may have made sense, but with a huge smile and some droll, Samuel spoke as a twelve-month-old baby and little more.  
 
    By lunchtime, the new infant was exhausted and they found a nice secluded area to breastfeed Samuel who devoured the feed before falling asleep in his stroller. The parents took the opportunity to visit some of the older age exhibits while he slept. 
 
    “This is as good as it gets, don’t you think?” Mom said. 
 
    “Yep. A wonderful place and a new baby who has pretty much become a real baby. What else could we ask for?” 
 
    “There are still a few things to do, but Samuel is really adjusting to his new life. His hands are too big and his corset is still not doing what we want. But nothing to complain about.” 
 
    A few minutes later, they ran into Jeremy and his mother and father. Like Samuel, Jeremy was fast asleep in his stroller. 
 
    “Your boy looks like he is out to the world!” mom observed. “Samuel fell asleep almost an hour ago.” 
 
    Jeremy’s mother – Alysse – replied, “Jeremy tried to stay awake, but he went silent about half an hour ago.” 
 
    “Don’t you love these other-world infants?” mom said rhetorically. “They are so wonderful and it is so exciting to train them and make them into babies again.” 
 
    “I don’t know what Joe and I would have done without an otherworld baby. We can’t have our own and I wanted a baby so bad.” 
 
    “I hear you,” nodded Mom, not wanting to discuss her own pain of childlessness. “Samuel has been wonderful and his babying has been developing marvelously. He cries and now even talks like an infant. We think he has lost his adult words.” 
 
    “Jeremy lost his adult words a few months ago and now just babbles. It is lovely to hear. We are about to take his ‘bottom pacifier’ up to full size when we return. We think it is time.” 
 
    “Samuel is only on size four at the moment but is ready for size five or six which we will put in him when we get back home. I do like Jeremy’s hands. Are you putting him on bone reduction yet?” 
 
    “We had his hands done about four months ago and we plan on putting him on bone reduction once we decide if he is to remain a boy or becomes a girl. We aren’t sure just yet. What about you?” 
 
    “Our adviser suggested we wait a little while before bone reduction, but has noted Samuel’s breast development and thinks we need to consider his future. My breast milk is certainly helping him to grow breasts.” 
 
    Mom and Alysse continued to discuss their baby’s development while the two men, totally sick of the discussion, walked off to visit a pavilion on Disney Cars and other machines. By the time they had returned, the two babies had awoken and were happily babbling to each other and sometimes holding hands. 
 
    Soon, the first day at Disneyland was over and it was time to go home. Samuel had gone on two rides, had three diaper changes, and been forced to wear Princess Anna diapers as he had gone through his Baby Louie ones. 
 
    After an early dinner, baby Samuel succumbed to tiredness and fell asleep in his crib. When he woke briefly at 9 pm he looked over at his parent’s bed to see his dad thrusting his impressively large penis in and out of his mother’s vagina. He was intrigued by what he saw and wondered what it all meant. But once it was all over and dad laid to the side, Samuel had decided that it was something special and babies didn’t need to know, at least not yet and he fell asleep again. 
 
    *** 
 
    The next three days were filled with fun and exhaustion as the new family with their little baby walked through much of the theme park. Dad went on some of the scary rides while mom and baby Samuel stayed and watched. Mom found a whole collection of Disney knick-knacks that she simply had to have. 
 
    Samuel was thrilled when mom bought him a baby Louie costume and let him wear it the entire day. On the last day, she also bought a Disney Princess costume and put it on him just after lunch. At first, Samuel was horrified by the thought but once he saw the pretty dress, the puffy sleeves, and the surprisingly realistic long blonde wig, and a pink pacifier, he was taken. He felt like… 
 
    A princess. 
 
    The regular shaped pacifier felt weird, but he loved the costume and when they once again ran into Jeremy, the discussion was all about how pretty Samuel looked in a girl’s dress. 
 
    I am special! He thought to himself. I am pretty. 
 
    But happily for Samuel, she also bought a complete set of Baby Louie diapers, t-shirts, dungarees all emblazoned with images of the happy but curious Baby Louie. It even came with a Baby Louie pacifier which was regular shaped. 
 
    That night when he once again watched his parents make love, he briefly remembered his old life and how he wanted to do that himself. But he couldn’t remember which person he wanted to be – the person with a big penis or the person with the vagina. It was too hard to remember. 
 
    They had been at Disneyland for five days but before they left for home, they had to visit a very special place. A specialist place. A place for other-world babies and their special needs. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Other World Babies’ Shoppe 
 
    Samuel had no idea what they were walking into when they arrived at ‘The Other World Babies Shoppe’. All he knew was that it was about babies like him. 
 
    His head was unrestrained so he could see what the enormous shop had for sale, but his first surprise was the presence of no less than a dozen other babies like himself in strollers and one who was so small they were in a literal infant stroller but clearly still an other-world baby. 
 
    They entered the cribs section and Samuel was shocked to see all the options. It was then that a sales assistant came up. 
 
    “Welcome to the Other World Babies Shoppe, my name is Nicole and I am here to show you our range.” 
 
    Mom and dad nodded and explained who their baby was and which world he came from. 
 
    “These are our premium cribs and come in various sizes. Some parents keep their original large crib, but others like to go smaller as their child gets smaller. And over here,” she said pointing to a range of newborn bassinettes. “Here are our bassinettes if your child reverts to newborn age. 
 
    “All our premium cribs are reinforced for when daddy or mommy want to be in the crib as well.” 
 
    Dad blushed very red at the implication of what was said. 
 
    “Now you seem to already have our premium stroller so maybe we can look at some other nursery equipment for Samuel.” 
 
    Mom and Dad looked at bouncers, walking chairs, specialist changing tables with specialist drop pieces to permit easy parental access, and a whole range of helmets from decorative to constricting. 
 
    “And since this is a Disney Town, we have a full range of restricting corsets in Disney characters.” 
 
    They looked over the wide range with obvious confusion. Nicole decided to explain. 
 
    “We have some basic corsets for boys as well as girl-trainer corsets to build up breasts and really slim down the waist.” 
 
    “Er, we might need a girl-trainer. Samuel is growing breasts slowly.” 
 
    “Right…  Well, here we have the basic range of girl-trainer corsets up to what is called the crusher. It has a unique tightening system that truly crushes the baby’s chest and waist and if they are being breastfed a lot, will help reduce their size even without bone reduction medication.” 
 
    “I breastfeed four times a day when at home,” mom said proudly. 
 
    “Then I suggest you get our Diana Girl-trainer corset which will really slim him down. He will scream the first few times you use it on her, so be ready.” 
 
    “We are more than ready for that. We know what it means to train an other-world baby.” 
 
    For the next hour, mom and dad shopped with the assistance of Nicole, while Samuel was dropped off at the supervised baby’s play area. Samuel looked at them go to both the boy's clothing section as well as the ‘Boys Dresses’ section. But what really shocked him was when they went to Girl’s Clothing section. 
 
    Nicole took the parents to the ‘Top and Bottom Pacifier’ section and explained the wide range of penis-shaped pacifiers and bottom butt-plugs. They were surprised by the incredibly wide range of options not available at their own local store. Pacifiers could be bought with regular size penis soothers right up to full-size, full-length ‘training pacifiers’ which both excited and scared them. And the ‘bottom pacifiers’ started out the size of fingers and went to not only adult male sizes but extra-long and extra wide. 
 
    “Use some of these beauties,” Nicole commented. “And your baby will be ready for absolutely anything and those diapers will always be dirty!” 
 
    Mom and dad took some time and after a little discussion, purchased a selection for their developing infant boy. 
 
    “And now…” Nicole exclaimed. “We go into the Pain Development department. In here we have the right accessories to cause your baby a lot of pain and as much as you wish. It will remove any last vestiges of their other world lives and make them utterly dependent on you for everything. Do you wish to put Samuel on a Pain Development program?” 
 
    Mom and Dad looked at each other and smiled. 
 
    “Yes, please. We want all the tools and help we can get to cause him more pain and become more of a baby.” 
 
    Meanwhile, Samuel played happily with toys while his parents planned the dramatic and painful developments he would soon discover. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Going Home 
 
    Samuel was sad to be leaving Disneyland but the plane ride wasn’t as scary the second time. He was trussed up in absurdly thick cloth ‘nappies’ and this time wearing some frilly plastic Disney pants over the top and a romper. He had cried for an hour before they left as Dad worked his corset into its tightest ever position causing him to scream and then sob. During his diaper change, Mom had spanked him extra hard causing him to cry and wonder why he was being disciplined. 
 
    When he was put into his baby shoes connected to his leg braces, Dad deliberately squeezed and twisted his feet causing him to yell in pain, and instead of stopping it, he repeated the process with a grin on his face. 
 
    Samuel didn’t know what was going on and why they were hurting him so much, but eventually, he stopped crying and settled down on the plane for the long trip home. Fortunately, he slept for over half of it as his nappies slowly got wetter and wetter and eventually, dirty. 
 
    When he finally arrived home, he was relieved that he could relax in his own nursery, play with his toys and just enjoy being a baby. But something had changed. 
 
    As soon as he had been stripped naked and his dirty bottom wiped up, dad pulled him over his lap and began to spank him hard and harder until each stroke caused Samuel to scream. His bottom was still red from 12 hours in the same wet and dirty ‘nappy’ and the sting caused each stroke to hurt even more. 
 
    Then came the new Corset – the Diana Corset. Mom put it on him and before she even began to lace it up Samuel felt that it was much tighter than his previous corset. She carefully placed his budding breasts into the satin cups at the top and then began to pull on the laces. 
 
    Samuel immediately felt his chest and waist begin to constrict and began to scream. Mom pulled harder and he screamed some more. Then dad took over and pulled the laces to their maximum and Samuel screamed his lungs out and didn’t stop for ten minutes. 
 
    Mom and Dad simply sat there listening to their baby boy scream in pain and once he settled down, they laid him down on the changing table and prepare him for his new larger size penis buttplug – his bottom trainer. Fully 8 inches long and 1.5 inches wide, it was the proper size of a grown adult and they took delight in slowly sliding it in as Samuel tried to prevent its entry. But they pushed and eventually, the penis found its place and settled in. 
 
    Diapers and plastic pants followed along with a footed sleeper and a nap was ordered. 
 
    But Samuel didn’t sleep. He was in constant pain and what was worse, he had glimpsed a large box they had brought home with them. It was called “The Pain Development Suite – making your baby really cry!” 
 
    Samuel was terrified about what pain awaited him in that box. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Pain Development Suite 
 
    Samuel laid naked on his changing table wondering what the day would bring. He had awoken in a very wet and dirty diaper and mom had happily changed him and given him a bath. She had even slowly removed the full-size penis butt-plug in his bottom and he felt like something important was missing when it was taken out. He was surprised how he could still poo his diaper even when it was in place, but so much of his new world was difficult to explain and so he just accepted it. Life in his new world was both painful and also, wonderful. He had truly caring parents even if they were a little different from what he was used to. 
 
    “Is my baby ready for his new corset?” mom asked with a smile.  
 
    Samuel nodded, unsure of what else to do. He could say nothing as his jaw was still locked and a blue penis pacifier – his new pacifier of choice – was in his mouth. Sucking the special pacifier gave him conflicting emotions.  
 
    Life sure is different here! 
 
    Mom went to the box labeled ‘Pain Development Suite’ and Samuel gulped as she took out the corset. It was quite different to those he had worn in the past as it was of a thin latex type of material quite unlike anything he had ever seen before. 
 
    Samuel sat up as the corset was slipped on and loosely done up. At first, he was thrilled by how comfortable it felt and how it didn’t hurt much at all. 
 
    “Now, baby,” mom explained. “This corset is very special because it doesn’t need to come off. It stays on until you have your breast implants put in and start to wear a bra like a big boy!” 
 
    A bra? Breast implants? But… why do boys in this world wear bras? 
 
    Samuel wanted to complain but there were no words possible and he knew it was inevitable. Sometime in the future, he would have breasts and wear a bra. He sighed and accepted his fate. 
 
    “Now what is also special about this corset is that it is remote controlled!” 
 
    Remote-controlled? What does that even mean? 
 
    “Now if I press this button, can you feel it getting tighter?” 
 
    Samuel’s eyes opened wide as he felt the entire corset become tighter. No, not just tighter. It became smaller. The entire corset reduced slightly in size and he immediately felt the effect. 
 
    “Now, let’s try it out a little bit smaller.” 
 
    The corset reduced in size and suddenly he felt pain throughout his chest. It was pain all around and quite different from his old corset. 
 
    “Hello, baby Samuel!” called dad as he walked into the room.  
 
    Samuel’s eyes opened wide when he saw that dad was totally naked and his penis was fully erect. He gulped, wondering what he was going to do with it. 
 
    “How’s the baby’s new corset going?” he asked. 
 
    “Just got it on and about to try out the size reduction settings.” 
 
    Dad grinned wide and suggested that mom relax his jaw and take out his pacifier. This only made Samuel more nervous as he noticed dad’s penis throbbing. 
 
    “Try one size smaller,” he said and mom pressed a button and Samuel experienced the hi-tech corset once again shrink in size. 
 
    Samuel yelled out in pain. 
 
    “Isn’t that a lovely sound?” commented mom. 
 
    “Absolutely!” dad concurred. “It makes me rather… excited!” 
 
    “More?” mom asked. 
 
    Dad nodded and mom pressed the button and the corset shrank yet another size. Samuel felt his ribs getting squeezed and pain rocketed throughout his chest and down his legs. Even his arms began to hurt 
 
    He screamed. 
 
    Mom and dad looked at each other and grinned as mom took off her clothes. As Samuel screamed loudly and continually, mom lay on the nursery floor, and in full view of their baby ‘son’ dad entered his wife and had sexual intercourse with her. 
 
    Despite the pain, Samuel couldn’t take his eyes off the scene played out in front of him. He was pleased that the penis that he feared so much was buried in his mother as he had heard the stories of how this world operated and knew that the ‘training penis’ in his mouth and bottom had a purpose and he was witnessing a proxy version of it before his eyes. It was a new sight for him and it both pleased and terrified him. 
 
    After ten minutes of coupling, accompanied by the almost continual crying and screams of Samuel, they completed their lovemaking and mom made the corset one size bigger. It was still incredibly tight and painful but Samuel was able to stop crying and simply sob… like a baby. 
 
    “Thank you, Samuel, for the lovely sounds!” mom said giving him a cuddle. “That makes everything very special for us. Now your corset is very special and the controls can make it really change your shape and of course, it is also used for discipline and punishment. Do you understand?” 
 
    He nodded and made a sound like ‘momma’. He had forgotten much of his speech ability already. The odd word or two in baby talk was all he could manage. His sobs continued. 
 
    “Now sweetheart, today we are getting your hands made smaller. Are you excited?” 
 
    Samuel cried and cried and his tears flowed down his face. 
 
    No, I don’t want my hands made smaller. Everything about me is getting smaller and I want to be a big boy! 
 
    “Oh, it sounds like someone needs a feed.” 
 
    Mom lifted the baby boy off the changing table and carried him to the sofa and sat down placing Samuel’s head in her lap. Still completely naked, her breasts were in easy reach and Samuel latched on greedily and began to drink. He was amazed at how much milk she had and for 15 minutes on each side, he drank his fill of baby milk before feeling full and satisfied and even a little sleepy. 
 
    “Time to get you dressed, my little boy.” 
 
    Still in pain, mom taped on a new super-thick diaper, but not before reinserting the 8-inch penis plug and playfully pushing it in and out a few times and smiling. This was followed by plastic pants and his braces with the impossibly small baby shoes that caused his feet to hurt badly. With his penis pacifier in his mouth and jaw locked all that remained to put on was some actual clothes. 
 
    When mom revealed his clothes, Samuel tried desperately to scream but could not. 
 
    It was a hospital gown. 
 
    It was true. He was going back to the hospital. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Smaller Hands 
 
    Samuel was limp from the exhaustion of crying as dad carried him from the car into the Chelsea Infant’s Hospital where he was to have his hands reduced in size. 
 
    “Wonderful to have you back, baby Samuel,” said the nurse as he was wheeled into his room to await surgery. “You will be a little bit smaller when you leave and your parents will be so pleased.” 
 
    Smaller? I thought only my hands were to be made smaller? What is she talking about? 
 
    The nurse lifted him into one of the four cribs in the hospital room and Samuel looked around to see who else was there.  He still had his headgear on as he did almost all the time with a pretty blue baby bonnet over the top. But he could still move his head from side to side and lift it some to see what else was around him. 
 
    The nurse put restraining straps over his chest and loops of leather held his hands and ankles to the side of the crib. It was nowhere near as tight as his own crib at home. 
 
    When did I start thinking of my nursery as home?  
 
    It was then that Samuel began to realize that he really was now home and it was the place he always wanted. He had been experimenting with wearing diapers and even now, back in his own world, a half-empty packet of diapers and a white pacifier were hidden in his old room. He thought at times of what it would be like to be a baby and it seemed he now was exactly that. 
 
    But why does everything have to hurt? 
 
    In the crib next to him was a girl. He could tell by the pink balloon at the end of the crib. What surprised him was her size. She had breasts and her face clearly showed her maturity and an age of perhaps sixteen or so, but she was small. Very small. She was the size of an eight-year-old at most and like everyone else, had very thick diapers on. Hers were thick cloth diapers with obvious pink pins underneath her transparent plastic pants.  On a card at the end of her crib was her name – Letitia – and in smaller writing underneath he could barely read it if he squinted. 
 
    BODY REDUCTION 
 
    Samuel’s heart skipped a beat as he read the words and realized that she had had her entire body reduced in size! 
 
    She was asleep and seemingly not in any pain. 
 
    Will they ever do that to me? 
 
    Samuel expected to be horrified but then he began to think what it would be like to be the size of a young preteen or even… that of a baby or toddler. The thought was unexpectedly intriguing. 
 
    If I have to live like a baby then why not be the size of one as well? 
 
    Even in his wildest dreams while wearing and wetting his diapers in his own world, he had never entertained the idea of becoming the size of a baby. 
 
    The crib on the other side of him contained a boy. There was no need to wonder what had happened to him as he saw the heavily bandaged feet and the obvious sign that they were several sizes smaller than you would expect. His name was Caleb and he looked to be about eighteen and was still the size of a typical older teen. 
 
    Look around Caleb, your future is around you. 
 
    On the other side of the bed was a curious sight with a crib with both a pink and a blue balloon on it. 
 
    What is it? A boy or a girl… or both? 
 
    His question was quickly answered when the nurse when to change the occupant's diaper. Samuel had a clear line of sight through the bars of his crib to the diaper changing. He was shocked to see that the young teen being changed was indeed… both. There was a smallish penis and balls and just above it an obvious functioning vagina. 
 
    What the hell? Where do they come from? 
 
    As soon as he thought that the nurse finished the diaper change and walked over to him. 
 
    “Allandra is her name,” she said. “She comes from world 23 where most of the children are of both sexes until late teens.” 
 
    How did she know what I was thinking? 
 
    “Some of us can read the minds of other-world babies, dear. It is no big deal. Allandra was not toilet trained in her world and typically they don’t get out of diapers until they are married. Now you just relax because you are due to have your hands reduced shortly.” 
 
    Will it hurt? 
 
    “Of course it will hurt, but not for too long and then you will be ready to go to daycare and meet babies just like you!” 
 
    Can you tell me more about all of this? 
 
     But the nurse was gone and Samuel had his answer that adults in this world – or at least some of them – could read his mind. It explained so much about his parents and why they sometimes responded to what he was thinking. 
 
    A few minutes later the fourth crib had an occupant. A loud, screaming, and crying child/teen was laid in the crib and loosely tied down. But there was no pacifier to dull the sound of his crying. He wondered what procedure he had undergone and it was all suddenly very obvious. 
 
    The nurse tied a deflated blue balloon to the end of the crib followed by a pink balloon with the words… “It’s a Girl” printed on it. 
 
    He’s been made into a girl! 
 
    Samuel gulped and hoped that he would remain a boy. The idea of losing his penis horrified him. Knowing he would get breasts and a bra was one thing, but he wanted to remain a boy, even if boys in this world wore bras. 
 
    He didn’t have to wait very long before the nurse he had ‘spoken’ to, returned. 
 
    “Now, it’s your turn, baby Samuel!” she exclaimed cheerfully. “Time to get those hands made into toddler's hands!” 
 
    Will I be made smaller too? 
 
    “No Samuel. We are doing your hands today and nothing else. The rest of you is staying the same… for now!” 
 
    Samuel relaxed slightly as the crib was wheeled out of the room and into an operating theatre. He lasted only a few minutes before his world turned to darkness. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Look, he’s awake, daddy!” 
 
    It was the voice of Samuel’s mommy and he was instantly happy to hear her sweet voice. 
 
    Samuel groggily awoke and in a few minutes could open his eyes enough to see he was back in the hospital room and his hands were in a thin bandage. Even with his still blurry vision, he could make out the blue balloon at the foot of the crib. 
 
    I’m still a boy! 
 
    “How are you, my sweet baby boy?” 
 
    Samuel managed a small smile. 
 
    I’m okay, mommy. I’m fine, daddy. 
 
    Mom smiled. “Wonderful!” 
 
    You can read my mind, mommy? 
 
    “A little, honey. Not all the time and daddy can’t at all.” 
 
    During his operation, Samuel had dreamed. In this new world, anesthetic did not stop people from dreaming. He had dreamt of being born and lying in the arms of his mommy as she fed and changed him. It had been wonderful. 
 
    I want to be your baby, mommy! 
 
    But mom said nothing at all. Apparently, she had not ‘heard’ him think those words. But before he could ponder what that meant, Samuel fell back asleep, wetting his diaper again and feeling relieved that he still had a penis to pee through. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Smaller 
 
    It was a week later and Samuel had gradually gotten more and more accustomed to the idea of being a baby again and was finding some of the experience wonderful and other parts… not. 
 
    The remote-controlled corset was employed rigorously every morning where it reduced in size until he began to scream continually. It hurt so bad that Samuel felt he would pass out, but the clever device could seemingly sense when he was on the verge of unconsciousness and loosen just slightly to prevent that but still tight enough to continue the screaming. 
 
    Many mornings his parents couple in front of him as he screamed, the sounds he made clearly turning them on and making their love-making more powerful. All in all, he spent one hour every morning being ‘trained’ by the corset, crying and screaming all the time. One side-effect of the ‘training’ was that his bowels opened automatically and without fail, he dirtied his diaper every time. Samuel also noticed with some surprise, that the effect carried on and that he was now having at least two dirty diapers every day, sometimes more. His bowel control was now gone. 
 
    After just a week on the training corset, Samuel noticed that his chest was getting smaller. It was at least a full size smaller now before the excruciating pain came on and the screaming commenced. 
 
    How small do they want my chest to become? 
 
    But there was no one to answer that and as he breastfed from his mother that morning, there came no reply to his thoughts. He had hoped that his new mother – and he thought of her as his real mother now – might hear his thoughts and reply, but it seems it was still a rare experience. 
 
    After yet another torrid session on the nursery floor, mom had fed him even longer than usual, nearly 20 minutes on each side and he wondered how much more she could produce because it was he who stopped drinking because he was full, not because the flow stopped. 
 
    Does my crying and screaming make her produce more milk? 
 
    This time, however, his mother looked at him and simply smiled and nodded her head. 
 
    Samuel finally had his answer. His crying and screaming did more than increase her libido. It made her produce more breastmilk for him and since he was now almost entirely breastfed, he was dependant on her for everything. 
 
    Samuel was entranced by his new hands. Part of him wondered exactly how they had managed to operate on him and for him to heal in only a few days and to have scar-free, fully functional, toddler-sized hands. Now when he played with his toys, the blocks seemed bigger and he fumbled more – just like a real toddler. 
 
    Once, when he was alone and playing with his toys he could see his new hands fumbling with his toys, and instead of being frustrated, he felt a tinge of joy. He saw his feet which were now the size of a young boy’s. Not quite toddler-size but in thought that surprised him, he admitted that he wished he also had toddler-size feet, another few sizes lower than they were then. 
 
    Perhaps having body reduction wouldn’t be so bad? 
 
    Samuel was changing in more ways than one. His toilet training was completely gone. He had toddler-sized hands, seven-year-old-sized feet, wore baby clothes, couldn’t talk more than a few words, and could only take a few steps without falling. He had a large penis in his bottom most of the time and a smaller penis in his mouth and yet. 
 
    It all makes sense to me! 
 
    Far from wanting to go back home, Samuel was finally starting to feel like where he was now was truly his home and as for his parents… mom and dad were his real parents now. His other world parents were of no consequence anymore. After the realistic dream he had experienced during his operation, he felt as if he had literally experienced being physically born to his new mother. 
 
    His reverie was short-lived, however. 
 
    “Well, my little baby boy! Today is your first day at playgroup! You will get to see other babies just like you!” 
 
    From my world? 
 
    “There will be babies from many worlds to play with and some will be baby-sized and some will be bigger… like you.” 
 
    Samuel laid on the change table as yet another dirty diaper was changed and it was then that he discovered something else that was new. 
 
    “Daddy!” she shouted. “Come and take a look!” 
 
    A few moments later, a thankfully fully-clothed Dad arrived in the nursery and stood by the change table.  
 
    “What’s up, mommy?” he asked. 
 
    “Look at Samuel’s length!” she said as she held out an old-fashioned tape measure. 
 
    “Is that six inches already?” 
 
    “Nope!” she said smiling broadly. “He is eight inches shorter already!” 
 
    “That’s incredible!” he said and they hugged tightly. 
 
    What? I’m eight inches shorter? How? Why? 
 
    “He will be ready for the full-body reduction treatment in about six months I think!” 
 
    Samuel lay still on the changing table as his parents celebrated. While they jumped around, his bladder released automatically and without a diaper on, ran over the changing table. He was now just a baby and it seemed that his body was responding to make him physically one as well. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Playgroup 
 
    Now that he was only five feet tall, Samuel felt numb with shock as he was fitted with his leg braces. The shoes that had once been horrendously painful to wear were only slightly so now. The straps on his leg braces had been frequently adjusted to take into account his reducing size. He realized that his feet had gotten a little smaller and so had his mother. 
 
    “We will need to get you some smaller baby shoes, honey!” mom announced. “We have to keep you safe… and small!” 
 
    The braces were tied tightly and his corset tightened one size so that he began to cry. He simply couldn’t stop it even as his mother pulled on his dungarees over his T-shirt. There was a logon on the dungarees which read Baby’s Playplace – fun for off-world infants. 
 
    Samuel was feeling very unhappy and like any other young child, he decided to throw a tantrum. He screamed and threw his hands about, rolled on the floor, and refused to co-operate. He simply did not want to go to this ‘playgroup’. 
 
    “You want to be a bad baby?” mom yelled. “Then I will treat you like one!” 
 
    Using a degree of strength he had never before experienced, mom grabbed Samuel, unsnapped his dungarees, and pulled down his damp diaper. She then pulled him over her knee and produced a previously unseen item from the Pain Development Suite box. 
 
    It was a paddle. 
 
    A spanking paddle. 
 
    It had holes drilled through it and was made from a thick sturdy wood. 
 
    The first blow that hit his wet bottom made him scream. 
 
    “You will do as you are told, baby boy!” she said loudly as she hit him again. 
 
    Blow after blow descended on his tiny bottom and it quickly reddened up. He began to cry a torrent of tears but the blows continued. 
 
    Ten hits. 
 
    Twenty hits. 
 
    Thirty hits. 
 
    Then she stopped briefly. “Baby, I am your mother and you will do as I say and you will never throw a tantrum like that again. Do you understand?” 
 
    Samuel nodded as the tears continued to flow. But then the hits continued. 
 
    Forty hits. 
 
    Fifty hits. 
 
    Sixty hits and finally… the seventieth hit found its mark and it was all over. 
 
    The damp diaper was pulled back into place but Samuel felt nothing. His bottom was numb, bright red, and still very painful. Mom was still angry as she carried him bodily to the car. 
 
    “We are an hour late for playgroup, baby! All because you wouldn’t behave. And for that, you can have this as well.” 
 
    She pressed the button on the remote and Samuel, now securely restrained in the car seat, began to cry loudly as the corset reduced in size one step and he felt his bowel empty into his diaper. It was going to be a long day. 
 
    *** 
 
    Samuel’s arrival into the playgroup was as dramatic as he expected. As soon as he was carried through the front door, he was deposited on the floor and told to crawl behind Mom to the playgroup area. The wide double doors were opened and Samuel crawled in to the astonishing sight of twenty other children – or babies – similar to him. Everyone was in thick diapers. They were all in baby clothes and came in various sizes from full-sized teen down to a literal young toddler-size. But he knew the ‘toddlers’ were in fact teenagers like him who had been reduced in size. Several were crying and one was crying very loudly but no one took any notice. Apparently, that was normal. 
 
    “Your baby will have a lot of fun playing with other babies today,” the playgroup attendant explained. 
 
    “I am sure he will. He is un-potty trained and is now only on breastmilk so I have brought ten bottles for him to have during the day. He can’t really walk and you said you have a walker for him to use?” 
 
    “Yes, of course. We have a number of our babies in walkers.” 
 
    “Also, he is on a pain development program so will you be able to keep that in mind?” 
 
    “Not a problem, mom. We have several babies here on pain development as well. What are you using?” 
 
    “He has a corset crusher and I’ve left the remote. Could you give him a solid thirty minutes on that twice a day? And he also had a tantrum this morning and has had his first spanking. Would it be asking too much to give him a follow-up spanking in a few hours?” 
 
    “Of course. Paddle, strap, or cane?” 
 
    “Paddle, please. He only had his first spanking this morning so best to keep him on the paddle for now. We will move him up soon, though.” 
 
    “That is fine. Alicia over there,” she explained pointing to a pouty teenage-size girl in a bulky cloth diaper. “Is getting 80 with the strap and ten with the cane in a few minutes as her parents requested.” 
 
    “There’s just one thing about the walker. Do you have pain development walkers?” 
 
    “Yes, of course. Do you want Samuel on a pain walker?” 
 
    “Yes, if you can. We are planning to get a pain walker for him at home once he is used to one here.” 
 
    “Good choice, mom! Now, how about you say goodbye to your baby and leave his training and development to use for the next ten hours and you can pick him up after dinner tonight and he will be all ready for you to take him home and put him to sleep.” 
 
    Mom turned and left and the assistant turned to Samuel, still sitting on the floor. 
 
    “Baby Samuel, my name is Aunty Lisa and I will be one of the ladies looking after you today. If you are good, then we will be good to you, but if not, the cane awaits you.” 
 
    Samuel gulped and nodded. 
 
    “Now let’s get you into a proper pain walker. Do you know what one of these is, Samuel?” 
 
    Samuel shook his head. He had seen baby walkers in his own world but he assumed that this world would be different and without doubt, much more painful. 
 
    “In a walker, it allows you to move around by pushing your little feet. I know you can’t walk and are still a crawler, but this will help you.” 
 
    Lisa went and retrieved a ‘pain walker’ and Samuel immediately winced at the sight of the walker. It was very different from the ones he had seen. There were four wheels at the bottom on a ring of shiny steel and a soft seat inside not unlike that on the bouncer he had in his nursery. Lisa lifted him and lowered him into the walker and Samuel was relieved that it all felt quite okay and even comfortable. A number of straps were connected around his waist to hold him securely in place. But then came the blocks. 
 
    Lisa inserted two solid blocks into the seat on either side of his hips and then with a press of a button on the remote control, the formerly soft seat suddenly contracted and pulled tightly in on him. Very tightly. He was now held rigidly in place. That was when Lisa pressed the button again. 
 
    Samuel felt crushed around his hips and the pain was immeasurable and he screamed loudly as he felt as though his pelvis might crack under the pressure. After five minutes of screaming, she reduced the pressure and he stopped screaming but was just crying. His hips were still held in a vice-like grip.  
 
    So this is what a pain walker is like? 
 
    “Now let’s get your legs secured,” she said ominously. 
 
    An unusual circular metal restraint was placed tight around each ankle which was then connected by a bar to the edge of the walker. It felt weird, but not too uncomfortable. 
 
    “Now let’s test to see if they are fitted right.”  
 
    The technology of this world was impressive if oddly applied. 
 
    Lisa pressed a button on the remote and Samuel felt the inside of the ring holding his ankles secure start to rotate. He watched his feet start to move inwards a few degrees and then a few more and then… 
 
    He screamed out in pain as his twisting ankles began to hurt. 
 
    Why are they hurting me? Why does it hurt so much? 
 
    “Because we need to train you, little baby!” 
 
    Samuel was shocked that Lisa could also read his mind and he noted to be careful not to think anything bad. That could be disastrous. 
 
    “Now go off and meet your friends. They are all like you and a few of them can still talk… but not many! Now move the walker with your feet, baby.” 
 
    With his feet twisted inwards, and his hips tightly crushed, each step forward was small and painful and it took a minute to reach the other side of the room where other children were. He cried much of the way. 
 
    True to his expectations, the other children were non-verbal and in varying stages of development or as he tended to think of it – reverse development. All had smaller hands and feet, most were considerably shorter than normal and two were actually baby-sized and crawling. The oddest thing for him was that the crawling, baby-size babies seemed very happy and content. They weren’t in any pain and were happily playing with toys as any infant would. For all he knew they were twenty years old and yet would pass as one-year-olds. One difference from regular babies from his world was the ubiquitous penis pacifiers they each sucked on. 
 
    Samuel tried to communicate with other babies but had no words even if his jaw wasn’t wired shut. Half of the babies also had jaw locks and the others weren’t talking anyhow other than versions of baby babble. In his walker, he was restricted to playing with some toys that were on tables. There were crayons and paper and some coloring-in pages and he enjoyed some of those. But his day was filled also with pain. 
 
    An hour after he arrived, he was put into his ‘pain development session’ along with two other children. The two others in pain walkers were lined up next to him in a corner of the room and first of all, their jaws were released, and then their ankles were turned in even more producing cries and screams from each of them. Then their seat blocks were turned tighter and their hips were crushed, producing even more pain. But Samuel had another device still in play. 
 
    Lisa turned on his corset remote and reduced his size two steps. Samuel was in instant agony and screamed his lungs out as his chest was crushed tighter than ever before. He felt his ribs on the edge of snapping while he screamed and yelled. Lisa was an expert in ‘pain development’ and knew how to apply her devices properly. 
 
    For thirty minutes Samuel screamed on the edge of unconsciousness as Lisa trained him using pain. Unbeknownst to him, a small monitor recorded and transmitted the vision and sound of his pain treatment, and in a small office some distance away, mom watched and smiled and secretly masturbated to the sounds and vision of her baby being ‘trained’ to be a better baby using pain before falling asleep exhausted in one of the many cribs. 
 
    Four hours later, she watched as Lisa turned his ankles the other way causing excruciating pain and crushing his pelvis again. She knew just how far to push without it breaking, but with the drugs in the breastmilk he was now on, the pressure would also cause his pelvis to shrink slowly. The same was true with his chest as the corset struggled to squeeze him tight enough so that he would be in extreme pain but also able to barely breathe. 
 
    Two hours later, Samuel was stripped naked along with four other ‘babies’ and was restrained over a long ‘spanking horse’ and over the next thirty minutes, each ‘baby’ received the paddle and the strap and after consulting with Samuel’s mother, Lisa gave Samuel, ten stripes with the cane. 
 
    It was a very different playgroup than what he had expected. True, he had played, but he had also experienced more pain than any other day since he had arrived and he wanted only one thing – to be a tiny, tiny baby that his mommy and daddy would love and care for. He didn’t care anymore if he was to be a boy with a penis or a girl with a vagina. He no longer minded the large penis inserted into his bottom rendering him totally incontinent. He only wanted to be the tiniest, youngest, most adorable baby anyone could ever want. 
 
    The pain was unbearable, but he also knew that for some time to come… it would also be unending. 
 
    I want to be a baby again! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    A Baby Sister 
 
    Emily Anne Florin sat in the corner of the room looking sullenly around at the other children in the playroom. She was eighteen years old and had celebrated her birthday only a few weeks earlier. However, Emily was a ‘damaged’ child. She had the mind of an eight-year-old and the understanding of the world that went with a young child. She was also an orphan, her parents having died two years before leaving their ‘needy child’ to the tender mercies of institutional care. 
 
    Emily was a bedwetter. She had in fact, never been dry at night and the prospects of that improving were slim. At the age of six, she had finally been toilet-trained after a herculean effort by both her parents and teachers. Not that she had gone to a regular school. She was intellectually challenged and while she could now read and write at a grade two level, she was unlikely to ever advance much beyond that. 
 
    Emily was also a naughty girl. Despite her limited intellect, she was also a chronic ‘escaper’.  She had escaped from the place she lived multiple times, sometimes getting only a few blocks but once, going missing for 24 hours before police eventually returned her. 
 
    She was a pain to the staff along with the occasional tantrum and the sullen attitude. She was unwanted and when she routinely escaped, some of the staff were happy to see her gone, if only temporarily. That was why when an offer to ‘buy’ her came, even secretly, it was taken seriously. If she went missing yet again and was never found… no one would be surprised and no one would care. 
 
    Emily – like Samuel before her – had been bought for a price.  
 
    *** 
 
    The ‘toddler-minded’ girl looked around and her eyes sparkled as she saw that the door to the playroom was pulled shut but the lock had not engaged. While she was not particularly clever, she did have one very real talent. Escape. 
 
    She crawled along the floor from her corner towards the door. She knew that if she crawled, she wouldn’t stand out as much among the room full of actual toddlers and young children. Standing over five feet ten inches, she had learned that staying low was her best chance to not be noticed. And so she crawled. 
 
    She reached the door and silently pulled it open and slipped through it into the corridor. She immediately saw that it was empty and stood up and silently walked the short distance to the exit door. She was instantly pleased that she was not wearing a diaper because of the crinkly noise they made. She always wore them to bed but as punishment, had been made to wear them for a week after her last escape. But this time, she was as silent as a mouse. 
 
    The exit door was alarmed, but she also knew that it was currently malfunctioning.  She had overheard the maintenance man talking to his boss about it two days before and smirked at how people would think just because she was intellectually challenged that she was some kind of moron. She heard and understood and it had given her an idea for yet another escape. 
 
    The exit door opened and Emily stepped through it into the bright sunlight and into freedom. There was a carpark just outside the door but no one was present and Emily calmly walked through the carpark and nobody noticed; not the staff, not other people on the street or in the cars driving past. She looked like any other young adult woman. As she turned onto the footpath she smiled. 
 
    I’m free of that dump! And they all think I am too stupid to look after myself. I’ll show them! 
 
    Emily had a plan. In one of her previous escapes, she had seen a small abandoned cottage not ten minutes walk from the orphanage. There was a place to stay and there was a small set of shops nearby where she could forage for food after hours. As far as her limited mind could think, it was the perfect plan. There was just one flaw. 
 
    The orphanage knew exactly where she was. In the heel of her left shoe was a tracking chip. It had not been installed out of an abundance of care or caution. Rather it had been placed there by the head of the orphanage so that Emily could be ‘disappeared’. 
 
    Nurse Osborne had been contacted three weeks earlier with the offer of a substantial amount of money for Emily – no questions asked. She would disappear after yet another escape and the police would eventually declare her a runaway and as a now-adult (albeit with a mental deficiency) they would soon forget about her. 
 
    The tracking chip was unlike anything Nurse Osborne had ever seen and equally was unaware that the chip and the two men who were giving it to her were not even from her world. Yes, they came from Earth, but an Earth in a parallel universe where things were a little different. Similar, but different and tracking technology was very advanced. The millimeter-sized chip was pushed into the heel of the shoe where it buried itself inside and quickly disappeared. 
 
    Emily quickly found the cottage she was looking for and smiled as she shut the run-down door behind her and laid down on the old wire-frame bed. From her pocket she pulled out her pacifier, an object she used every night and which brought her comfort and peace. She then fell asleep. 
 
    Three blocks away, two men in dark outfits and inscrutable faces sat in their car and waited. 
 
    “She’s all set where we want her to be,” one of them said. “Now we just wait for the purchaser to come and collect her.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Return 
 
    Samuel awoke that morning to the usual. His diaper was wet and dirty, his pacifier was locked into his mouth and his entire body was restrained and in one position. Apart from the discomfort of a soaking and heavily soiled diaper, Samuel became aware of another odd thing. 
 
    He was shorter. 
 
    He could feel the difference. His sleeper was normally a snug fit around his feet but this morning, he could wiggle his toes and move his ankles a little and there was… more room. He estimated that he was around one inch shorter. 
 
    Samuel sighed as he accepted that he was becoming smaller as the days and weeks and months went on. His hands and feet were already toddler-sized from his surgeries but the rest of his body appeared to be shrinking as well, slowly but surely. Part of him was angry and upset but another part of him remembered the look of the baby-sized teenagers he had seen on his trips to playgroup. They seemed happy and they looked ‘normal’ to him. 
 
    Perhaps it is just what my life will be. I will be a baby. Maybe that will be a good thing after all! 
 
    Then the door to the nursery swung opened and his two new parents strolled in, opened the window blinds, and let the early morning sun stream in. 
 
    “Good morning, baby!” announced dad in a cheerful manner. “It’s a big day for us and for you!” 
 
    Now what? What are they going to do to me today? 
 
    “Today you will be getting a new baby sister!” 
 
    Now that his restraints had been removed, Samuel painfully sat up and stared first at his dad and then at his mom. 
 
    Mommy, are you pregnant? 
 
    Reading his thoughts clearly, mom replied. “Samuel, I am not pregnant but we are going to pick up a new sister for you and a baby daughter for us today. And you are coming with us!” 
 
    Samuel was unprepared for the news and he had conflicting thoughts. It would be nice to have a sister to play with and to be friends with even if he couldn’t talk. But also, he felt this childish emotion of jealousy. He didn’t want to share his parents’ affections with anyone, not even a sister. 
 
    “Now let’s get you dressed and ready to go and pick her up!” 
 
    When his dirty diaper was removed along with the rest of his baby clothes Samuel realized that he was indeed smaller and perhaps more than one inch shorter. His parents looked at each other and smiled knowingly. They had noticed the change as well. It was happening often now but it was so gradual that Samuel didn’t always realize it. He was now under five feet tall and the corset was slimming him significantly. When he saw his own penis he was astounded that it was now half the size it was before he had been taken away.  
 
    Who cares? It’s not of any use to me anyhow! 
 
    Samuel had forgotten that he was once post-pubescent. He had a sex drive, masturbated frequently, and thought about intercourse. But the most surprising change had taken place without him even realizing it. His puberty had been reversed. He had no sex drive, most of his body hair was gone and his thoughts about his penis were childish only. The only big penis he would ever have was the plastic one that invaded his bowels most of the day and the penis-shaped pacifier that he had all the time. And he knew that their purpose was to stretch him and make him soil his diapers like a baby. 
 
    Only the day before on a walk in his stroller to a local park he had noticed that most of the other children – homeborn or other-world - had penis-shaped pacifiers as well. Apparently, it was a cultural norm in this world and yet, it meant nothing to him.  It was just an unusual but comforting shape in his mouth. He was now reacting as a pre-pubescent boy with more interest in toys and playing than girls and sex. 
 
    As he was rediapered, he was unaware that his diaper size had gone down one size as well. When he had gone through the morning ritual of corset reduction and the usual crying and screaming he did not know that he was now down five sizes from when it was first fitted. His leg braces were also new and he did not understand that they were five inches shorter than his first braces and the baby shoes were yet another size smaller. 
 
    Size reduction technology was not always predictable and for a month, nothing much had happened but in only a week, Samuel had lost four inches in height and ten kilograms in weight, His surgically altered hands and feet had also slightly reduced in height.  
 
    His parents were pleased and he was now so much easier to carry to the car. He had a brand new baby outfit of t-shirt and dungarees with a brand new helmet that was slightly smaller to accommodate the minor reduction in skull size. 
 
    As he was tightened into his car seat, Samuel felt like it had grown in size. The wrist and ankle restraints had to be repositioned and then tightened. And then the car began to move. His eyes glanced sideways as much as his restrained head could permit and he saw something new. It was a second car seat like his own. Only it was pink. It was a girl’s car seat. 
 
    The car started moving and as always, Samuel stared through the front window to see what was happening. They drove for about ten minutes until they suddenly turned left into a narrow alleyway with a single man standing on the corner. Dad stopped the car briefly, handed the man a card, and slowly drove down the alley. Samuel was watching as it all happened. 
 
    Suddenly, the alleyway changed. The walls and building surrounding it were similar but different. As the car exited the alleyway on the other end, Samuel felt as if something important had happened, but didn’t know what it was. 
 
    “Isn’t this exciting, baby Samuel,” exclaimed mom. “This is the same world we got you from!” 
 
    I’m back home? Why? I… er… don’t… 
 
    Samuel no longer wanted to return home. Despite all the pain and the kidnapping, Samuel was now baby Samuel. He didn’t want to be teenage Samuel anymore. And his new mom and dad cared for him even if it was all very unusual. And he was finally becoming what he always wanted to be. A baby. 
 
    He wanted to be a baby again and now, he was literally becoming one. 
 
    Samuel grew increasingly nervous and scared as the car drove into his own neighborhood which he instantly recognized.  
 
    Are they going to replace me with a baby girl? Don’t they want me anymore? I’ll become a girl for you if you want! 
 
    Samuel began to cry silently. 
 
    Mommy, don’t send me back, please! I want to stay with you and daddy! 
 
    His thoughts were heard by mom who turned around and smiled at him. 
 
    “You are staying with us, baby,” she comforted. “But we promised that after a year, we would bring you back to show your birth mom how you were going. Then we are off to pick up your sister.” 
 
    Even as she finished her explanation, the big car slowed to a halt in front of Samuel’s old address. Standing just inside the gate was his mother or at least the woman who had given birth to him. 
 
    Dad stepped out of the car and walked up to her and handed her a small package. Then as Samuel watched in slow-motion fear, his birth mother walked over to the car and opened the back door. Her eyes widened in shock as she saw her son in baby clothes, restrained into a baby car seat, and most of all, smaller than he had been in many years. 
 
    Samuel waited for her to say something, anything to explain why she had sold him, but without so much as a word, she touched his toddler-sized hand, squeezed gently, and then left, shutting the door behind her. 
 
    She’s no longer my mother.  
 
    There was no anger, just a sense of disappointment and finally, relief. He truly had two loving parents now and if his life was now to be that of a toddler or even a baby, so be it. Even with all the pain, his life was now vastly improved on what it had been before. Love had made all the difference. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Purchaser 
 
    Samuel felt a growing kinship with his once-abductors and now parents. As the car drove away from his old home for the very last time, he determined that he would be the very best baby for them that he could be. They loved him and that was a good enough reason. 
 
    “Let’s go and get Emily,” was all his dad said as they drive for ten minutes before parking once again in a quiet alleyway. It seemed that alleyways were where all this other-world travel took place along with the abduction of teens who would become babies again. 
 
    “She’ll be here soon,” mom explained. 
 
    *** 
 
    A short distance away, two men in dark outfits approached the run-down cottage where Emily had been hiding out for two days. It was early morning and as expected, the police had made little effort to find her and no one really cared. Nurse Osborne was both relieved and considerably richer. 
 
    Trying not to create a scene that would attract others, one of the men sprayed lubricant on the two hinges of the front door and silently opened it, trying to be as quiet as possible. As they walked into the bedroom expecting screams, they found only Emily fast asleep on the ancient bed sucking her pacifier. 
 
    One of the men extracted the hypodermic needle with the sedative as they approached. One of them pointed at her crotch. She was wet. In fact, half of the bed was wet. In her rush to escape, Emily had neglected to take diapers with her and so naturally, the two nights she had been on her own had been exceptionally wet ones. 
 
    With one hand over her mouth and pacifier, the man expertly injected her and after only seconds, Emily slumped unconscious, back onto the wet bed. 
 
    Emily was taken. 
 
    They wrapped her in a thin blanket whose original purpose was to cover her bright clothing and make her less visible in the early morning light. But now, it also prevented the kidnapper from getting wet from the soaked girl. But they were professionals and in over a hundred such kidnappings so far, most had either been in diapers or were bedwetters still. In fact, not one of their targets had ever been completely dry. It seemed that off-worlders who still wet their beds or pants made better babies. 
 
    Emily was bundled quickly into the back of their van where the transition took place. Unconscious and as limp as a rag doll, she was quickly stripped of all of her wet clothes and put into diapers and a baby sleeper her size. Emily was flat-chested and for her age was quite an embarrassment - if she actually cared. Her lack of intellectual development matched her physical delays. While she was yet to meet her new baby brother, she would be intrigued to notice that he had bigger breasts than she did. 
 
    It was another trait the men had noticed among the girls they kidnapped. They were all physically delayed or had small to no breasts as if they were still pre-pubescent. They were only told who to take, not to decide who to take. Others far more experienced and knowledgeable than they, searched for and targeted suitable teens for transport, teens who would easily revert to infancy and toddlerhood. Teens like Samuel and now, a teen like Emily. 
 
    The transfer was quick and discreet. The van arrived in the alleyway and in only a few seconds, the unconscious diapered Emily was carried and placed in the car seat next to Samuel. Her hands and wrists were restrained and her pacifier was replaced with one on a strap tied behind her head so she could not spit it out. 
 
    Samuel was stunned to see such a ‘large’ teenage girl, still not coming to grips with the fact that he was small, not Emily being unusually big. 
 
    The car was quiet as the short trip back to their own world and their own home took place. Emily slept through the entire experience and when they arrived, Dad placed her in the stroller which Samuel had been in so often and took her inside. 
 
    When they went into the nursery, Samuel was stunned as he crawled behind his mom. He now mainly crawled and it made more sense to him than trying to walk. 
 
    There was another crib in the nursery. It was painted in pink and was very feminine. The nursery was no longer his alone. Now he was sharing it with… 
 
    His Baby Sister. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Emily’s First Day 
 
    Emily slept her drug-induced sleep all that first day and most of the first night. When Samuel was finally put into his crib that night, he noticed that his mom had pulled up a chair next to Emily’s crib waiting for her to wake up. She had to be there to comfort her when she discovered where she was. Samuel remembered his own disorientation as if it were a foggy memory. He was just pleased that he was now a baby again and had two loving parents even if the corset still hurt a lot. It had been on him for two months now and never removed. He had even been bathed while wearing it. 
 
    It was around 6 am when Emily finally awoke and Samuel was already awake and waiting. Mom had unrestrained him and left him in his crib to play earlier than normal so she could concentrate on the new baby. 
 
    First, there was disorientation from his new sister. Then came the unintelligible words muffled by her pacifier and then, with the pacifier removed, began the screaming and the crying. Samuel noticed just how young her cries were. It was the sound of a distressed young girl, not that of a kidnapped teenager. 
 
    He watched as mom cuddled her, held her tight, and tried her best to comfort her, not just with words, but with physical contact. When she finally stopped the screaming and was merely sobbing, dad arrived and lifted her up out of the crib and carried her to the couch where mom was sitting with her top undone and her full breasts waiting. She put Emily to her breast and Samuel sat amazed as the simple-minded teenager stopped her sobbing, latched on, and began to feed as if she had done so her entire life. 
 
    “We chose well!” mom whispered to dad as they both watched the ease with which Emily had latched on and was satisfying her hunger with other-world breast milk, the milk that would help ensure her infancy as it was already doing to Samuel. 
 
    Samuel was also jealous because he had grown to love his breastfeeding sessions three times a day from his mom and didn’t want to share. Without realizing it, Samuel was emulating that classic young toddler behavior of… sibling jealousy. 
 
    *** 
 
    The morning passed as Samuel watched in fascination as his baby sister became very quickly oriented to being a baby again. He didn’t understand why it was happening so quickly and so easily when he had fought it all the way. Samuel had always wanted to be a baby again and yet had fought the process imposed on him. Finally, he understood. 
 
    I just wanted to be a baby again, but Emily never stopped actually being one. She just got bigger but listening to her babble I can tell she never really grew up. She has always been a baby. 
 
    Emily was already diapered and had been through several changes and not once did she make a big fuss. It already made perfect sense to her to be a baby. In Emily’s foggy mind, she was in a good place now. She was diapered, fed, washed, and cared for. The last two years of her life had been hell and this… this was… better. 
 
    Just after the lunchtime feeding which took twice as long since both babies had to be breastfed for 30 minutes each, dad announced that they were going out to the Dentist for Emily’s ‘fitting’. 
 
    Emily sat blissfully ignorant in her car seat as they drove. Being only her first day, she had no training corset on, her baby bonnet did not cover a helmet yet although her head, hands, wrists, and body were all tightly restrained in the special seat. 
 
    Once they arrived, Samuel was surprised to find there were TWO strollers in the back. Emily was placed in his old stroller and Samuel was placed in a new one that was clearly considerably smaller and while it was a tight fit at the moment, he knew that in the months to come he would shrink until he was much smaller and would fit in it like a toddler. 
 
    Samuel and Emily were wheeled into the dentist’s waiting room and while Emily was quite calm, Samuel was nervous in case he was to be a patient as well. He looked around and saw another mother with her other-world baby but there was a very big difference. This ‘once teen, now baby’ was literally infant-sized and was lying not in a stroller as he was, but in an infant’s pram. From the conversation between this mother and his own mom, he gleaned that the baby in the pram was once a teen boy and was now a fully converted three-month-old baby… girl. They had had their ‘girl’ now for two years and were thrilled at her development and were now having the last of ‘her’ few teeth removed. 
 
    Is that what will happen to me?  
 
    As he sat there he realized that the idea of being not just a baby but a very, very young infant did in fact appeal. 
 
    Then they heard their name being called. 
 
    “Baby Emily and her parents please!” called the doctor and mom and dad stood up and wheeled Emily into the surgery. Samuel sat in his stroller looking at the infant in the pram and wishing for his time to come where he would be the same. 
 
    “Hello mom and dad!” said the smiling dentist as he closed the door behind him. “I see you have a new baby girl here and you want her to get some special care?” 
 
    “You’re not touching me!” screamed Emily. She had spat her pacifier out and was finally making her presence known. It had taken a while for her teenage self to assert itself. 
 
    The nurse quickly used the chair restraints to hold her body down. She then added the leg and ankle restraints along with her arms and wrists. Then she put a wide strap around her head holding it still. A quick injection followed that was a mild sedative. It was not enough to knock her out but rather to calm her, nothing more. 
 
    “Now that that distraction has been taken care of, I gather you want the full works today?” 
 
    “Yes, please doctor,” replied dad. “We’d like a full set of double braces on all her teeth and a jaw lock like my other baby has. But we’d also like a large set of external bridgework as well like some of the other babies have. Is that okay?” 
 
    “Sounds fine to me. It will take about 90 minutes all up and I assume you don’t want any painkillers?” 
 
    “No, please,” dad said with a smile. Mom also nodded as she too found the sounds of crying titillating and she knew that would have a wonderful time together when they finally returned home. 
 
    “Let’s start with a temporary jaw opener so we can get to work…” 
 
    The dentist inserted an odd device into one side of her mouth and her jaw opened to its full extent. Then he began to go to work, first with the double braces on all of her teeth. 
 
    Emily cried and occasionally screamed as the painful procedure continued. 
 
    Outside in the waiting room, Samuel heard the crying of his new sister and looked a little concerned. 
 
    “Don’t worry about her,” the other mother in the room said. “It’s for her own good and I see you’ve already had it and hasn’t it been good for you?” 
 
    Reluctantly, Samuel nodded even though he didn’t understand why. Life was better now even with his jaw usually locked and now almost entirely on breastfeeding. Even as he watched, the mother took her size-reduced infant out of the pram and put him to her breast, and began to feed her. Despite the screams from the dentist’s room, he began to drool, wanting once again to latch onto a breast and drink. 
 
    It was almost an hour of constant crying when the dentist turned to the parents. 
 
    “It is time to insert the jaw lock. As you know, I have to drill into the jaw and insert screws. Are you ready for… the sounds?” 
 
    Both parents nodded enthusiastically. 
 
    Out in the waiting room, the screams cut through all other sounds as the dentist drilled into Emily’s jaw. The other mother was unmoved as she heard the sounds that her own baby had undoubtedly been through before. And the baby was having all her remaining teeth removed that day and no doubt, there would be more screaming to follow after they left. 
 
    Samuel briefly wished he could be there long enough to hear that. Meanwhile, the screams continued from the other room and Samuel began to feel as if they were pleasant and enjoyable to him. He never even asked why that was or what was changing him so radically. 
 
    Suddenly the screaming stopped. Emily had passed out. 
 
    “Sorry, mom and dad,” the dentist apologized. “I hoped she would stay awake but it is hard to judge.” 
 
    Ten minutes later, he had drilled the final hole and installed the 4-position jaw lock that would forever control Emily’s speech, feeding, and entire life. 
 
    “Are you taking her back very far?” he asked. 
 
    It was an odd question for most people but in this world, everyone knew what it meant. 
 
    “We are taking her back to newborn size.” 
 
    “Oh wonderful!” exclaimed the nurse. “A friend of mine has a newborn and she just loves it. I am sure you will as well.” 
 
    “It might take a few years but soon I will have my own newborn baby girl and my little toddler boy.” 
 
    “You are very lucky, mom!” 
 
    “If I may interrupt,” the doctor said with a smile. “I now need to install the external bridgework. I hope you realize that for a while, you will only be able to bottle feed her. After a few weeks, I can add the ability for you to remove it during breastfeeds or any other reasons you have.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Samuel listened to the silence with growing concern. He was nervous about what was happening. He had forgotten how he too had fallen ‘asleep’ during his dentist appointments. 
 
    Suddenly the door opened and Emily, awake now, but with her jaw locked and a pacifier in place could make few sounds other than muffled cries as she was wheeled down the short corridor in her stroller. Tears were still running down her face between the metalwork of… 
 
    Her external bridgework. 
 
    Samuel had seen it before on another boy, so he knew what it was and he saw both shock and sadness in the eyes of his sister. He knew the feeling well and only wished he could explain to her how good it would all be in time. She would be a baby and he would also be a baby. 
 
    She had a family now and he had a sibling to play with. It was all worth it. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Christmas 
 
    Samuel was excited when he woke up. Even though he had been in this new world for almost two years he was about to have his first… 
 
    Christmas. 
 
    He awoke in his crib and as always, he was restrained and could barely move but he didn’t care. That was how it always was. He glanced at the pastel blue of his new crib. He had been put in the new crib a few months earlier when it was apparent that his old one was now too big. It was a regular baby/toddler crib, available from any regular store. He was no longer teen-sized or even older preteen. At just over three feet tall, Samuel was a toddler and he could feel that he was still shrinking. Emily however had not made much of a height change at all. Not yet. 
 
    Emily’s hands and feet had been surgically reduced and she had a corset similar to his original one. She was also in leg braces like he was and baby shoes. Neither of the two babies walked. They crawled. Emily’s mind, however, had certainly regressed and because of her intellectual disability, it was an easy journey. Now with the mind of a three-year-old, Emily was more content than she ever had been despite the regular pain sessions with the corset. 
 
    Although Samuel was unaware of it, his own mental age had reduced dramatically, and he now had the mental age of a five-year-old and the body of a similar age. His destination was that of a twelve-month-old – a twelve-month-old that didn’t have language nor could walk. Emily was destined for a week-old infant and the mental age that went with it. 
 
    It was a wonderful thing for all, especially for the doting parents. Denied regular reproduction like half of all women, the other-world program had given them their children. Unknown to the now deeply regressed babies, fully half of the children in this world were like them and came from over 2000 other worlds that had been investigated. Every child taken was from an abused or unloved situation and every single one was either a bedwetter or incontinent. It made the transition to infancy a lot easier if they were already in diapers or in need of them. 
 
    “Present time, my lovelies!” announced mom with her typical excited smile. “Come and see what you have!” 
 
    Each parent picked up their children from their cribs and carried them into the family room. Each baby was soggy wet and very dirty due to the effects of the bottom training penises inserted in them. The time for cleaning and changing would come later on. 
 
    Samuel’s first present was a toddler’s pushbike. Dad helped him sit on it and put the straps around him to hold him in place as Samuel slowly pushed forward on his toddler's feet. A smile erupted on his face. 
 
    Despite her still large size, Emily giggled with glee once her jaw lock was released and she was presented with dolls and baby toys. Her recently reduced toddler hands clumsily held the dolls and cuddled them to her forever-flat chest. 
 
    More presents followed including some water wings and even a life jacket for toddlers. Dad explained to the largely uncomprehending children that they were returning to Disney land and would be going on river rides and even in the pool. 
 
    As the morning progressed, each baby’s fun time was interrupted by diaper changes, a joint bath where they splashed together, one short toddler and one large teen-sized girl but with the mind of a toddler. 
 
    “We have one more present for each of you!” announced Dad after the two were redressed and back in their leg braces, sleepers, and special pacifiers. 
 
    As the babies looked on dad produced two boxes. One was labeled – “Emily’s Pain Development Suite”. The other was labeled – “Samuel’s Advanced Pain Development Suite”. 
 
    The two children looked on and smiled. To them, it was just another present because something else had changed over the months. 
 
    Neither of them could read or write anymore. 
 
    They were now babies through and through. And they were happy about it. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Incredible Shrinking Girl 
 
    Emily laid naked on her change table, a wide strap holding her in place as she looked around blankly at the nursery. Her mental age had always been that of a preteen at best and here in her brand-new world it was not an obstacle to her acceptance of her new life but in fact, it was an asset.  
 
    In her new world, half of the children came from other parallel worlds and all of them came from distressed or difficult places and so the transition to a new world was an improvement for them. But, the new parents wanted babies or little toddlers and so the technology of this new ‘earth’ was highly developed towards making teenagers into babies. It required physical alteration as well as mental and emotional alteration. The latter was always the hardest but for Emily, she was most of the way there already. For her entire life, she tried as hard as she could to be ‘older’ but the best she attained was that of a ten-year-old and even then, it was difficult. But here in her new home, in her new nursery, with her new family, she felt no pressure to be mature and so within mere days, had reverted to her comfortable stage – that of a five-year-old girl. 
 
    “She’s lovely, isn’t she?” said Dad as he stared at the ostensibly 19-year-old girl with the mind of a 5-year-old.  
 
    “She’s wonderful, but she is still too big,” Mom replied. 
 
    “True, but look at those lovely hands and feet. They are so small and her breasts have disappeared. She’s on the way to becoming our infant daughter.” 
 
    They spoke openly around Emily knowing that she wasn’t really understanding anything that was taking place. Samuel was still asleep in his regular-sized crib and they were admiring their two children as parents all over this world did.  
 
    Parenting and raising children was very different on this world to others. Children grew up like they did everywhere else, but teenagers taken from other worlds were very different. They were regressed back to infants or toddlers, but then the development process was one for the parents to choose. The technology available to them meant that ‘growing up’ was an option. They could stay as infants or be allowed to grow to an older age or… even be allowed to mature into adults. But one thing was constant.  
 
    They would forever wear diapers. They would never be potty-trained. 
 
    Fully half the population of this world wore diapers their entire lives and since toilet training was not a high priority, even natural-born children were rarely potty-trained until their early teens. One of the biggest selling products on the planet were diapers of all sizes, styles, and types. 
 
    “They both look so wonderful now. I’m so glad we got ourselves two wonderful children.” Dad commented.  
 
    “Two happily diapered children!” mom added, wryly. 
 
    “Yes, it was certainly easy to get them into diapers. Samuel was clearly a diaper lover in his old world and Emily of course… never fully toilet trained and always a bit of a big baby.” 
 
    “A bit like you, huh!” mom laughed. 
 
    It was true. Dad was not fully potty trained himself. His parents had refused to engage in any kind of toilet training as was their family and cultural custom and so their son was still fully diapered for both pee and poo well into his twenties when he met his wife-to-be who was fully toilet trained and had been since the normal age of thirteen to fifteen years of age. Love had ensued followed by marriage and the customary ‘first mating’ took place in the presence of family.  
 
    Being the woman and therefore in charge, mom decided that dad would be toilet trained and so during their first year of marriage, she toilet trained him to poo in the toilet but allowed him to wet his diapers, particularly after it was obvious that getting him dry was not going to work no matter how hard she tried. And so mom was the only one in the household not in diapers.  
 
    With so many in the population wearing diapers, a change table was a common feature in many households and not just in nurseries but in regular bedrooms as well. Older children often had a change table in their bedrooms as did many teens and of course, many couples had a change table in the master bedroom because one or both of them still wore diapers either at night or full-time. 
 
    Samuel and Emily’s mom and dad had a long change table in their bedroom for dad’s many diaper changes. He was a tall man and so they had one of the extra-long versions. Mom had finally broken her husband of his nighttime use of a pacifier after a year of marriage. His parents believed not only in full-time diapers but also in the use of pacifiers day and night. And of course, he grew up with ‘bottom penis pacifiers’ which was why it took so long to train him not to poo in his diapers. 
 
    It was certainly a very different world to the one both Samuel and Emily came from, but they were both settling in well and now two years in, Baby Samuel, had all but forgotten his old life and now accepted that he was just a baby, even if he was still larger than some of the other babies he met at playgroup and socially. 
 
    “It’s time for her injection, mom!” dad replied, feeling a bit embarrassed that he was still in diapers.  
 
    Among their wide circle of friends, he was one of only five men still wearing diapers full-time although he knew that a lot more wore at nighttime. Bedwetting was so common that even in supposedly potty-trained adults, fully one in six still wet the bed and therefore... wore diapers. 
 
    “I’m getting it ready now!” she replied. “Don’t rush me!” 
 
    Mom carefully filled the cylinder of the high-tech injector with medication. 
 
    “This stuff is amazing from what I’ve heard,” said dad excitedly. “It took us two years to reduce Samuel to three feet tall. And now…” 
 
    “Yes, I know,” mom interrupted. “This should do the same thing in about two months.” 
 
    Body reduction technology was very advanced in this world. Taking teenagers and reverting them to infant or toddler sizes was very complex. Hands and feet still required surgical intervention but the rest of the body responded to medication that slowly halved the height and body size over two to three years. It was the opposite of ‘growth hormone’. It reduced them, albeit slowly. But three months earlier a new radical treatment had been released which made the process ten times as fast. 
 
    “How long are we going to leave them as toddlers?” dad asked. 
 
    It was a repeated question and mom had not yet decided what they would do. Because he was not yet fully toilet-trained and mom was, dad had to obey his wife and she made all the major decisions in the household. True adulthood belonged to the fully toilet trained and while mom wet her bed less than once a month, dad was still wet day and night and had one or two dirty diapers a month as well. Mom ruled and dad followed. It was how their society worked. A person’s toilet training status was not private. Wearing diapers was not stigmatized and so it was easy to tell who was wearing them. 
 
    “We will see,” mom replied. “We will leave Samuel and Emily as toddlers for a few years and then see when we will revert them both to infants. I think Samuel should be twelve months old but for Emily, I want her as a newborn baby in my arms. But that’s for the future.” 
 
    Dad’s eyes misted over and mom saw it happen and knew instantly what was going on. 
 
    I know you sometimes want to be a baby again, honey. It’s okay. I won’t take you out of diapers. 
 
    Mom and Dad had good telepathic communication with each other and at important times, was the only way they could truly understand each other. 
 
    Dadd nodded at his wife. 
 
    If you are a good boy for me, I might let you start having a pacifier again, but only at night okay? 
 
    He nodded again with a bright smile as a tear rolled down his cheek. 
 
    “But how about we give Emily her injection,” she said out loud, changing the topic. 
 
    She leaned over Emily and pressed the injector against her arm and pressed the button. The injector made a soft hiss and painlessly injected the expensive medication into her bloodstream. 
 
    “That’s number four,” she said proudly. “And Emily is already an inch and a half shorter!” 
 
    The treatment cycle was between 50 and 100 injections to halve her size. It had only just begun. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Emily Goes To The Dentist Again 
 
    It was only a few weeks later and Emily was now fully eight inches shorter and despite the rapid drop in size, her skin still fitted perfectly and her body had accommodated the significant change just as it had for Samuel. 
 
    “It’s time for the dentist again, sweetheart!” exclaimed mom after she had breastfed her two babies. 
 
    Emily screamed. 
 
    She didn’t understand much, but she knew that the dentist meant pain and through the fog of her thinking she had worked out that pain was an important part of life for babies like her and Samuel. Not that she understood it, but she had experienced and witnessed it. 
 
    She had watched as Samuel’s corset was tightened every morning and his cries. She dreaded watching because her turn always came afterward. The corset seemed to fit her body shape easier than Samuel. Her waist had always been slim in large part due to poor nourishment while a young child, but the corset still hurt her and hurt a lot. Samuel’s corset was a permanent one that was never removed while Emily’s was still a removable one. But she knew that a permanent one was still coming her way before long. She had heard her parents talk about it. 
 
    Many things confused her. The penis pacifier was always in her mouth and the shape was curious, if still comfortable. As a young teenager, other girls had explained penises to her and what they did but she was still surprised to find that curious shape in her mouth. And why was there a penis in her bottom? The slightly flexible penis-shaped device was in her bottom most of the time and it confused her. In her foggy thinking, she thought a penis would go in her still-virgin vagina but there it was, deeply embedded in her bottom just as there was one in Samuel’s bottom. 
 
    Many things confused Emily, but she was used to not understanding and after a while simply accepted that a penis shape in her mouth and a penis in her bottom were normal for babies like her. 
 
    But the dentist was different. The dentist caused pain and she very definitely did not want that. 
 
    Emily sobbed in the car on the way to the dentist while Samuel sat silently, expecting pain and knowing that somehow it was good for him. It had taken over two years, but Samuel had finally accepted that as a toddler, he would be experiencing pain regularly and that it was good for him. He didn’t know why, but when he telepathically expressed distress at pain one morning when his shoes were reduced one more size, his mom explained to him inside his head that… 
 
    Pain is good for you, Samuel. It helps you become a good baby and we will give you plenty of pain so that you are just perfect. It helps you cry more. 
 
    Samuel cried that morning more than he had cried before and felt a lot of relief from it. After that ‘conversation’ Samuel began crying a great deal and discovered how it did indeed help. 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Good to see the two of you!” the dentist greeted the two babies as they were wheeled into the dentist's surgery. 
 
    Samuel had never witnessed dental work before. He had always been in the chair or the waiting room, but now he could see everything that was about to happen. 
 
    Emily yelled and struggled the moment the multiple restraints on her stroller were released. She fought her mom as she tried vainly to place her in the dentist’s chair. 
 
    “That’s enough, your naughty girl!” yelled the dentist. “You need a thorough spanking!” 
 
    The dentist grabbed Emily in his large brawny arms and opened the door to a room next to the surgery and took her through it. Mom and dad followed while Samuel sat in his stroller able to peer through and see what was about to happen. He recognized what it was. 
 
    It was a spanking table. A spanking table for youngish children. 
 
    Knowing what had to be done, dad removed Emily’s shoes and leg braces while mom tied her over the table, restraining her wrists and ankles. Samuel had been over a spanking table at playgroup a number of times and Emily had been once. 
 
    With a single pull, the dentist pulled down her diaper, revealing her wet and pink bottom with the skin-colored penis dildo fully inserted in her bottom. 
 
    “Is she available to be…?” asked the dentist. 
 
    “Not yet,” mom replied curiously. “Maybe in a year or so.” 
 
    Neither Emily nor Samuel knew what was meant but the three adults did. 
 
    The ten hand spanks were just a warm-up. Twenty powerful hits with the paddle followed, delivered very fast and very strong by a man with a wide and powerful stroke. Emily screamed continually and tears streamed down her face. 
 
    Samuel just looked on knowing what it felt like and glad it wasn’t him being spanked. Her bottom was bright red and some bruises were already beginning to form. 
 
    With her wet diaper pulled back up and her leg braces put back on, Emily sobbed as she was placed in the dentist's chair and fully restrained ready for work. 
 
    “Now, it looks like I need to tighten those braces quite a lot, and that helmet she came in with looks a little large. I think a new adjustable helmet is called for.” 
 
    The dentist opened Emily’s jaw lock from the closed position and then moved it to the fully wide-open state and locked it again. 
 
    “Hmm, that isn’t really wide enough, is it?” he said to himself. “I think I need to redrill to get her mouth wider.” 
 
    He grabbed the surgical drill and as Samuel watched in fascination, the dentist pointed the drill at her jaw and without any painkillers began to drill a small hole into her jaw, just next to her existing one. 
 
    Emily screamed the entire time, her shrill voice going around the room and echoing out in the waiting room. Even on the footpath outside, she could be heard yelling and screaming as the drill made a perfect hole in her jaw. Mothers with off-world babies in their strollers walking past heard the sound and smiled. They knew what it was as each of their babies had been through the same. 
 
    Pain is good. 
 
    It was a mantra they all knew and understood. 
 
    Emily was stubborn. She refused to pass out even as the pain coursed through her body like a knife. As the second hole was drilled she increased her volume and the waiting room parents smiled as they heard the welcome sound while their babies – ranging from newly arrived teenagers to nearly fully reduced infants – looked on in horror. The jaw lock was reinstalled and Emily’s mouth was now fully open to its widest possible position. 
 
    “Now let’s adjust those braces since she is a tiny bit smaller than last time.” 
 
    The braces adjustment was brutal. Each pull and prod was painful and she continued to scream much of the time. 
 
    “Well, that took some time, mom and dad!” he said once the braces were tightened. “She will be in pain for the next 24 hours or so. Make the best of it!” 
 
    Samuel knew what that meant. He had seen it in operation. His mom and dad were smiling and Samuel saw a curious bulge in his dad’s pants. He knew his dad wore diapers and that his old parents didn’t. He didn’t understand why. But he knew that when he or Emily screamed, sometimes they would take their clothes and even diaper off and dad would put his penis inside his mother’s vagina. He had seen it many times and he was vaguely aware of something like that from his old life, but he couldn’t quite grasp its significance. 
 
    “Let’s get this new helmet on her first. Now, this is a newer model I think will work best for her as it has a punishment function as well. It can attach to her external bridgeworks as well to make it one complete unit. Let me show you how it works.” 
 
    Mom and Dad looked at each other excitedly as the Dentist carefully pulled the helmet over the still-sobbing girl. It was a very tight fit and with her jaw now fully locked and her penis pacifier in her mouth, he tightened the chin strap. 
 
    “This is a regular type helmet so far but if you see at the back here,” he said pointing to a small panel on the back of the helmet. “Lift it up and you can electronically make the helmet squeeze tightly and even tighten the chin strap to crush her jaw some more. Want me to demonstrate?” 
 
    Mom and dad both nodded enthusiastically. 
 
    The Dentist slowly adjusted the internal size of the helmet and Emily’s eyes widened in shock as the helmet began to painfully crush her skull. She screamed but the jaw lock and pacifier muted much of the sound. Samuel watched as the chin straps shortened electrically and Emily’s eyes showed the pain and shock she was in. 
 
    “How far does it go?” asked mom with a hint of concern. 
 
    “It stops just short of breaking. It is automatic.” 
 
    The dentist then released it back to normal, opened her jaw and brought out her penis pacifier, and showed it to them. To the accompanying sound of extreme screaming, he showed the parents the deep teeth marks in the pacifier. Emily had bitten deeply into it. 
 
    “That is one side-effect,” he chuckled. “They tend to ruin their pacifiers so I recommend you get some extras. By the way, I see you are using a generic penis pacifier. You know you can get them modeled on your own penis, right?” 
 
    “When the time is right, we will train them on one of those,” mom said stepping in and clearly ending that line of conversation. “Now let’s get Samuel’s braces adjusted and a new helmet for him as well. His old one is nearly falling off now.” 
 
    It was true. The helmet that had caused so much pain in the past was no problem at all now as his head had reduced a little while the rest of his body had reduced a lot. 
 
    Emily did not fight as she was lifted up and put back into her stroller and fully restrained. Samuel didn’t fight either as he was lifted up into the Dentist’s chair. He had been here before and while he knew what was coming, he heard his mom’s voice clearly in his head. 
 
    It’s okay, baby Samuel. Remember, pain is good. Pain makes you better. Pain makes you happier. 
 
    Telepathic communication was very soothing to him and ‘hearing’ his mom’s voice in his head made everything just right. He couldn’t hear his dad that way – only his mom. 
 
    As his braces were tightened, he cried. Cried like a baby. As his new helmet was fitted, he cried again and as it began to crush his head and jaw he heard his mom ‘speak’. 
 
    It’s okay to scream, baby. Open your lungs and let it out. 
 
    The jaw lock blocked much of the sound but Samuel screamed for all his worth until he passed out – unlike his sister. 
 
    His final thoughts before unconsciousness claimed him were, why doesn’t daddy love me enough to let me have a custom penis in my mouth and bottom? 
 
    An hour later, he awoke and he and his sister were back in their cribs in their own nursery with their new helmets on hidden beneath babyish bonnets. On the floor of the nursery, his parents were ‘mating’ frantically in full view of their diapered babies. Dad’s diaper was still around his ankles and Samuel noticed dully that dad’s diaper was dirty, just like his own. 
 
    He felt closer to his dad knowing that he too messed his diaper. 
 
    The two babies watched in fascination as their parents had sex and wondered what it all meant. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Machine 
 
    A week later there was a new delivery to the household and Mom was particularly excited by it. The two babies were still experiencing daily doses of pain ‘treatment’ from their corsets, their tight leg braces and shoes, and ‘the crusher’ - the name of the helmet - had been used several times since. But this new delivery was simply called… 
 
    The Machine. 
 
    Samuel crawled after Mom as she took the new box to the nursery. It was obviously a new device for them. As she unwrapped it and placed it on the change table, Samuel was confused. He saw what was on the end of it, but he didn’t understand its purpose. 
 
    “This is for you and your baby sister!” mom said excitedly. “It’s going to work that cute little bottom of yours!” 
 
    Samuel didn’t know what was meant. He spent much of his life with a rubbery penis in his bottom and didn’t know what its purpose was. Even with it inside him, his soft poo flowed past it and into his diaper several times a day. 
 
    “Why don’t we give it a try now?” 
 
    Uncomprehendingly, Samuel stood shakily as mom took off all his clothes except for his saggy wet diaper. She then lifted him up on his back and onto the change table. She untaped his wet diaper and just left it open underneath him. But then he saw a new feature of the change table as straps came across his chest and then a new one that held his legs right back and wide apart. With his new smaller body, his legs now bent so far back as to almost touch his head. His jaw lock had been released and he sucked his penis pacifier intensely for comfort. 
 
    He was now tied down and immovable. As he lay there he heard the sound of his baby sister crawling into the room to find out what was going on. Like most babies and toddlers, she was very curious. 
 
    Then he felt mom remove his bottom penis pacifier. He giggled a little as he felt it ‘plop’ out. He did the same every morning when it was taken out and cleaned before going back in. It felt ‘funny’. 
 
    He watched intently as mom took ‘the machine’ and lined up the large penis attachment with his bottom. It was noticeably wider and longer than the one he wore inside himself every day. With a quick snap of the straps, the machine was firmly in place, pointed at his bottom. 
 
    “Hold on, Baby Samuel!” mom exclaimed excitedly. “Here it comes!” 
 
    Mom pressed the remote control and the penis slowly moved forward, opening his bottom and slowly sliding in. So far, Samuel was comfortable but as the movement continued he began to feel some pain and discomfort as it stretched him more than he was used to. He tried to wriggle but the restraints held him firmly in place. 
 
    The penis stopped briefly when it reached the depth his regular bottom pacifier has gone to. Then it moved in even deeper. Samuel cried as two more inches of large rubber penis invaded his bottom. It hurt and scared him. 
 
    The penis retracted until it was almost out of his bottom and then… it went back in. Then out again and then back again. Slowly but surely, mom increased the pace until the large penis went fully into his bottom and then out again every two seconds. 
 
    “We are training you, Samuel! Making you the very best baby you can be!” 
 
    Samuel continued to cry for fifteen minutes as the machine entered him deeply, pulled out, and then thrust back inside once every second. Finally, it was over and mom took the machine away and put his regular penis pacifier back into his bottom. 
 
    “Look how easy this is now!” she observed as the pacifier slipped in so very easily. “Soon we will need a bigger size for you and a bigger penis for the machine to work on you!” 
 
    Samuel was very confused. His bottom was a confusing place for him. His poo came out of it, but now things were going back into it more and more. In the back of his mind, he remembered some fragments of thoughts or memories about real penises going into bottoms and he wondered if that was in his future. It was all very confusing. 
 
    Back in a clean diaper and his regular baby clothes, Samuel sat on the floor of the nursery and watched Emily being stripped naked and laid on the change table and restrained in the same position. He saw her pee-wet vagina and her slightly dirty bottom as mom removed her bottom pacifier. 
 
    Mom once again lined up the machine’s penis with her bottom and strapped it firmly in place. That was when he ‘heard’ Emily telepathically talk to mom. He had never overheard another such conversation. It was his first time. 
 
    Mommy? In vagina? 
 
    No sweetheart. It goes in your bottom to make you bigger there like your baby brother. 
 
    Mommy. I want in vagina. 
 
    I’m sorry Emily. These penises are for your bottom only. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Only real penises go in your vagina, Emily. 
 
    When? 
 
    When daddy or Samuel are ready. 
 
    And at that point, the machine made its first slow and deep entry into Emily’s bottom and when it hit bottom, she began to bawl like a little girl. The ‘training’ continued for another 15 minutes before it ended and Emily was redressed into a clean diaper. As the two babies sat on the floor with sore bottoms and confused minds, Samuel said one word. 
 
    “Ouchy!” 
 
    Emily pointed to her bottom and repeated, “Ouchy!” 
 
    The two babies giggled and crawled off to the play corner and played contentedly as their slightly stretched bottoms let poo flow easily out of them and into their diapers. 
 
    But the machine had a purpose and larger and longer penis attachments were in the box awaiting use in the not too distant future. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Pain Walker 
 
    Playgroup was a mixed affair for the two babies. There was a lot of fun with teens/toddlers/babies all like them. They came in different sizes from those who had recently arrived from other worlds and were near full size - but in baby clothes - down to fully regressed infant-sized former teenagers. Samuel and Emily were in between. They were getting smaller and while they largely crawled, they could stand briefly and Emily was still capable of a few steps while Samuel was now confined to crawling. 
 
    A few children retained some speech but for most, it was baby babble and a few words thrown in as a surprise. But the babies did communicate with each other quite successfully. In part, it was the inherent nature of infants and toddlers and how they communicated with grunts and babbles, and body language. But there was also the mysterious telepathic communication that was developing among them even though in their own world, nothing like this had ever existed. It was sporadic and for some babies, almost routine while for others, it was rare. 
 
    None of them realized that they were becoming true infants of this new world. They just wanted to play. Infancy was slowly consuming them and they did not care. 
 
    Playtime was wonderful with a host of toys and activities. Diapers were changed openly, bottles held to lips and breasts held to hungry mouths as some of the helpers were nursing as well. Stories were told and naps were taken. But there was also something else. 
 
    The pain sessions. 
 
    Playgroup was also a time for pain training and none of them escaped it. Every single baby/toddler/teen went across the spanking tables regularly and was paddled furiously. These were not love pats or mild spankings. These were discipline and training spankings and delivered with strength and determination, and even with ferocity. For those babies that attended more than once a week, their bottoms were bruised continually from the multiple heavy spankings they received. 
 
    Unknown to the babies, the disciplines were videoed and broadcast on a channel that was very popular with the population. At almost any time of the day, you could log on and witness the spankings and pain training of off-world babies from somewhere around the globe. It was even common for some childless couples to watch these videos while they made love, hoping to sire their own children. The intensity of the emotional responses in watching these sessions had been shown to improve conception rates and to give couples a slightly better than 50/50 chance of having natural-born children. If that failed, the off-world adoption program was also there to help them have children. 
 
    Samuel and Emily went over the spanking table less than an hour into playgroup and mom and dad watched them intently, approving of the action. But the real pain training was to come after lunch. 
 
    The pain walker. 
 
    Both children had been put in pain walkers before and hated the experience as they both howled the entire time. But mom and dad were excited about seeing their children placed in the new model – the advanced pain walker. 
 
    Samuel cried as he was lifted into the pain walker, immediately noting that it was much taller. His soggy diapered bottom squished as he sat on the seat and immediately two solid blocks were placed on either side of his hips. His ankles were tied tightly in the metal and leather rings he was familiar with and so dreaded. So far, it was all the same, but then came the new features. 
 
    The walker had several metal rings that came up as high as his shoulders and he was restrained tightly in position in this new frame. Only his arms could now move and his feet had a little bit of movement making it possible to slowly move the walker around. But then there were blocks installed inside the frame that held his chest and ribs in place. He bawled even more with his jaw unlocked and his special pacifier tied into place around his helmet. 
 
    Just when he thought it couldn’t get any worse, his tiny toddler-sized hands were placed inside a small slot at the top of the walker, and his wrists restrained. As he sat there crying, another pain walker was manoeuvered into position in front of him. 
 
    It was Emily. She was in an identical pain walker adjusted for her height. She looked terrified but was silent. 
 
    Then it began… 
 
    The blocks on his seat began to move in and squeeze him. He expected them to stop but they did not and he felt excruciating pain as his hips were compressed and he waited for his pelvis to break. But they kept moving inward and the pain increased. At what he considered the edge of breaking, they stopped. 
 
    The assistant who controlled the walker consulted her parental permission sheet. Under ‘Hip compression’ there were multiple options. 
 
    
    	 None 
 
    	 Light 
 
    	 Strong 
 
    	 Extreme 
 
    	 Risk of breakage 
 
    	 Pelvis/ribs/hands/feet breaking 
 
   
 
    Mom had chosen 4 – Extreme 
 
    Then came the blocks around his chest. 
 
    The blocks began to tighten around him compressing his chest. Even though he had trained for two years on a corset, his parents judged that he was still too big there. He felt his breath come with increasing difficulty as he was crushed on all sides. He tried to scream but there was no breath available for him to do so. He feared his ribs would break. 
 
    Mom had chosen 5 – risk of breakage. 
 
    Just before he passed out from the pain, they released slightly allowing him to take a deeper breath and remain conscious. It was a deliberate ploy so that pain would be at its maximum level. If a baby fell unconscious, the pain training would stop until they came to again. 
 
    In a bizarre tradition, the assistant then took both Samuel and Emily and two other children in advanced pain walkers and pushed them around the playgroup area for all to see. When they stopped, the four of them felt their hands being compressed as the slots they were in became tighter and tighter. Now with breath in their lungs, screams rang out around the facility, and the assistants, observers, and online watchers smiled in approval. 
 
    One of the other girls in a walker screamed particularly loudly as her hand compressor went to level 6. Her mom had chosen to allow her hands to be broken. While Samuel and Emily cried, Baby Ellen screamed as she felt three of her fingers snap before the pressure was reduced. She was then taken out of the walker and her hands attended to. But Samuel, Emily, and Baby Kevin were still to be ‘trained’ some more. 
 
    It was time for foot training. 
 
    The three babies felt the metal rings around their ankles slowly turn and put pressure on their feet. The turning was slow and quickly reached the natural point where ankles would not move anymore. 
 
    The rings continued to turn and screaming recommenced. 
 
    Baby Kevin’s mom had chosen level 3 – strong and after he had screamed for a few minutes, the rings returned to normal position and he was removed and placed on the floor where he painfully crawled away, falling flat on his face many times as his hands failed him. 
 
    Only Samuel and Emily were left and the rings turned even more and their ankles moved into almost impossible positions causing intense pain. Emily was the first to pass out and was then removed and carried to a crib to recover leaving only Samuel. 
 
    The assistant checked the parental permission form and grinned. 
 
    Mom had chosen level 6. She wanted his ankles broken. 
 
    The assistant pressed the button and the rings suddenly twisted sideways 30 degrees and Samuel’s ankles snapped. 
 
    He passed out from the pain and was carried to a crib to recover. When he awoke again, he was in his own crib back at home in his nursery and he looked down to see that his ankles were strapped and the pain had subsided to a dull level. 
 
    “Now you are becoming more of a baby, Samuel!” his mom said sympathetically through the bars of his crib. “You won’t ever walk now, just like a little baby. It’s crawling for you now.” 
 
    Pain is good, baby. Pain is wonderful. Being a baby is all you ever wanted and now you are. Enjoy the pain. Make it yours. 
 
    Mom’s voice in his head soothed him and as the bottle of baby formula was held to his lips he drank and accepted that he was only a baby now and it was all he ever wanted. The loss of his ability to walk was not a big one, he reasoned. He scarcely walked now and found crawling faster and much more ‘normal’. 
 
    But his broken ankles hurt a great deal and he had quickly learned that pain relief was not given. 
 
    Pain is good. He reminded himself even as his mom spoke to him telepathically. 
 
    I want to be a good baby for you, mommy. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Electric Diapers 
 
    It was two months later and Emily had changed significantly. The daily injections had done their job and she and Samuel were around the same height at just under three feet tall. Emily was also now back in a regular baby crib. Her teen-sized one was far too big for her. In the corner of the nursery stood two bassinettes, tiny and designed for true infants of 12 months old and less. It was their destiny. 
 
    Samuel’s broken ankles had healed but were very weak. Walking was impossible, standing was very difficult and crawling was by far his favorite way to get around. Emily had also stopped any walking and even standing, and crawling was her only method of locomotion. Crawling made perfect sense to both of them now. 
 
    Every morning brought corset tightening and they both cried extensively during it. Their reticence about crying had long since gone and they easily and frequently cried when hungry or tired or when their diapers were uncomfortable. And of course, during their regular pain treatments, they both cried and screamed loudly. 
 
    One new development was Samuel’s occasional need for night-time bottles or breastfeeds. It wasn’t every night… yet, but he woke two or three nights a week crying for a feed. Emily slept through but mom knew that in time, both her babies would need night feeds. It was all part of the process of babying their off-world children. 
 
    Helmet tightening was done once a week, usually when dad was around, and it caused intense pain in their heads and jaws. There were many tears during these times. And ‘the machine’ was employed several times a week with growing intensity and even with a new larger size of penis. As a result, their bottom penis pacifiers had to be increased in width so that they held in better. Their bowel control was entirely gone and their bladders had long since given up on holding pee. 
 
    There was more baby than teenager in each of them. The goal of total infancy was approaching. 
 
    But then dad opened yet another parcel inside the large box that was Samuel’s Advanced Pain Development Suite. 
 
    The box was simply called… 
 
    Electric Diapers. 
 
    *** 
 
    “It is time for my little darlings to start wearing some very special diapers. What do you say?” 
 
    The two babies looked at their dad and smiled, not understanding what they were being asked. 
 
    “You will find these very different, I can assure you,” he added. 
 
    “And he knows what he is talking about,” mom continued. “He wore these special diapers after we were married when I tried to toilet train him.” 
 
    Samuel’s eyes narrowed as he tried to imagine his dad wearing punishment diapers because his wife wanted to toilet train him. He understood babies wearing diapers and in his own world that was normal. But parents in diapers? That was still something he didn’t fully understand. 
 
    “These are electric diapers that shock you whenever you wet. They are very good at stopping bedwetting for teenagers and adults.” Mom then grinned. “But they won’t stop either of you from wetting. You are both well past that.” 
 
    Both Samuel and Emily were long past any kind of bladder control. All of their babying and surgeries and other treatments had totally ended their ability to be dry just as their bottom pacifiers and The Machine had ended their bowel control. They were fully and irredeemably incontinent now just like very young babies. 
 
    Dad undressed Samuel and laid him naked on the change table while mom folded up a new cloth diaper in a kite shape. It was to be his first cloth diaper since his original infancy. He had stolen some disposables in his early teens but this was his first cloth one in a very long time. Part of him was excited about wearing such a babyish diaper. 
 
    Mom slipped the soft cloth diaper under his bottom noting the bruises on him from the spanking table at Playgroup and approving. She checked his bottom pacifier for fit since The Machine had been increasing his anal diameter. She then took a condom-shaped tube and slid it over his penis. 
 
    “You are getting smaller every day, Samuel!” she said with a grin.  
 
    His original healthy and sizable 7-inch erect penis had now shrunk to where it was normally just two inches long and when the inevitable erections still occurred, he still measured a mere three inches - not that he knew exactly what an erection was for anymore. While they both still often saw their parents having sex and his dad’s medium-sized penis entering their mom, he still didn’t connect his own penis with such an activity. 
 
    The condom tube was porous allowing pee to easily flow out of it and a fine wire came out of its base. Another small cotton pad was placed in the middle of the diaper just below his scrotum and mom then pulled the cloth diaper up and pinned it together at the sides with two large and remarkable diaper pins. The head of the pin had a penis shape. Then followed the now toddler-size plastic pants while two wires dangled out the back of them. A new footed sleeper was then added with a small hole at the back for the two wires to go through. He was then carried to his crib, his helmet and bonnet put on and his jaw locked with his pacifier in his mouth.  
 
    It was nap time once again, one of two long naps both babies had every day. 
 
    He laid there restrained and motionless while Emily was electrically diapered. 
 
    A naked Emily was placed on a similar kite-folded diaper and a small adhesive pad was placed over her clitoris which mom first fondled to make a bit more erect and available for contact. The pad had a small wire coming from it just like Samuel’s penis condom. An identical pad was laid in the diaper under her bottom and she was pinned tightly into it with pins that had vaginas at the top. In this world, boys’ diaper pins had penises on them and girls had vaginas.  
 
    With plastic pants and a new footed sleeper, Emily was placed into her crib and tied down as usual. Then came the ‘system test’. 
 
    “Now babies, let me explain how this works. Every time you wet, a sensor picks it up and gives you a nice long electric shock. Now you are both dry now but we are just going to test it. Dad, would you like to do the honors?” 
 
    Having spent many fruitless nights in electric diapers which had failed to curtail his nightly bedwetting, Dad knew the drill. He took the two remote controls and pressed ‘TEST’. 
 
    Instantly, electricity surged through their genitals and caused them both to scream muted sounds through their locked jaws. Their bodies went rigid and strained against the straps that held them down as they felt extreme pain for thirty seconds before it all stopped. The babies sobbed silently as mom and dad left the nursery, turned down the lights, and set the electric diapers to setting two out of eight.  
 
    “We’ll start them on a low level for now,” said mom. “As time goes on we will take them up and if they misbehave we will really make them work hard for it.” 
 
    Only ten minutes later, Emily wet herself and was ‘rewarded’ with a proper punishment shock. It was more painful than the original test shock. The electricity pulsed and the frequency change made it impossible for Emily to predict how much it would hurt. She could not prepare herself and for four minutes she screamed her muted sounds and thrashed about in the crib trying to escape before finally the shocks stopped and she fell into a blissful sleep, borne of exhaustion and pain. 
 
    Meanwhile, Samuel laid eyes wide open and terrified of when it would happen to him. He could not hold in his pee any more than he could stop pooing and ironically, he felt the poo softly flow out of him first. It was a strangely comforting experience and he actually enjoyed being dirty and sometimes wished his parents would let him remain dirty. It made him feel happy to be dirty. 
 
    But his bladder did finally erupt. 
 
    The pain was savage and seemed to hit him on all fronts. While connected to his sensitive penis, the charge flowed throughout his diaper area causing him to thrash and scream. His muted cries and yells failed to awaken his now unconscious sister and for four minutes, the pain surged throughout his body before finally and suddenly stopping. 
 
    But his ninety-minute nap was far from over.  Five more times for Emily and six times for Samuel, they wet themselves again and the ferocious electric diapers attacked them. 
 
    Sleep was intermittent during this nap and during one of the moments he was awake and not being electrified, Samuel remembered seeing another toddler-sized teenager in a stroller in a shopping mall. He had noticed the wires coming from the front of her diaper and the strange machine it was connected to. He had wondered what it was and now he knew. And he was even more terrified now that he knew electric diapers were portable and he could be wearing them outside of the crib and… in public. 
 
    In his new world, what would be hidden in ours was openly displayed. Otherworld teens in diapers, baby clothes, and in the process of full regression were clearly anywhere to be seen and he knew that at home, pain was their experience, and even out in public, spankings took place and he wondered what his life would be like now that they were so small and so babyish and easier to take around in this new world. 
 
    He was about to find out. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Park 
 
    It was a beautiful day outside. The weather was magnificent and as was the habit of many families, the parents and their children would flock to the parks to enjoy the day. Samuel and Emily were to be among them. They were now so small that they tended to be dressed in footed sleepers most of the time. They still wore corsets and leg braces with tight shoes and of course, the helmet covered in a beautiful baby bonnet. But as they were dressed that morning for a trip, they were both also placed in… 
 
    Electric Diapers. 
 
    Neither baby was happy about the electric diapers, but they were also excited about a trip to the park. The smaller and younger they got, the more they went out of the house and mixed with others. There was playgroup but that was largely structured and of course, there were the mandatory spankings and some pain development time. But going to the park or the playground was just fun. 
 
    A few weeks earlier, as the warmer weather had begun, the two babies had met three other toddlers of similar age and had played with them. The other three were natural-born and were already walking and destined to grow up and like most, would commence toilet training in their early teens and eventually leave diapers behind - probably. But Emily and Samuel were destined to remain infants for a long time and in fact, to further reduce in size and effective age until they were literally… infants again. 
 
    But today was a play day and even the electric diapers weren’t going to stop them from enjoying themselves. 
 
    The electric diapers had a small portable battery-operated unit that strapped to their waist under their footed sleepers and they were hardly aware of them, but their parents held the remote controllers. 
 
    As they arrived at the park they saw that it was already busy with dozens of families and many, many children. Samuel once again noticed that every child was in a thick and obvious diaper and they ranged in age from newborns up to early teens. Not a single undiapered child was visible. If Samuel had looked more closely he would have seen something else as well. A small number of the children were also wearing bulky cloth diapers and the small bulge around their waist showed the battery pack for the electric diapers they were wearing. 
 
    It wasn’t just Samuel and Emily who were being trained with electric diapers. 
 
    The family found a suitable area and sat down next to three other families with children ranging from 12 months to 12 years. All were in diapers and even the 12-year-old still used a pacifier. It still surprised Samuel that such older children still used a pacifier. He couldn’t imagine being without one for the comfort it gave but for young teens to still be using one in public was surprising to him. He knew his dad was using a pacifier at night as he had seen it but he never used it outside the house or even much outside of their bedroom. 
 
    As mom and dad sat down they placed their remote controls on the grass next to them. 
 
    “Your two are in electric diapers?” asked one of the mothers called Hailey. 
 
    “Sure are,” mom replied proudly. “We are still training them.” 
 
    “We have Eddy in electric diapers still,” she replied, pointing to the 12-year-old with just thick cloth diapers and a tshirt on who was playing on a swing with his little sister. 
 
    “How long have you been using them?” mom asked. She was still learning about raising children and often sought out the opinions and advice of others. 
 
    “Since he was two. It was pretty light then but now he sleeps on the highest level.” 
 
    “Every night?” 
 
    “Every second night is electric night and if he misbehaves he has to wear them during the day except at school where he isn’t allowed to wear them. And your two? How long? I assume they are off-world?” 
 
    “They’ve been in electric diapers for a month now. They are still in the early days of training. We are still learning the best ways to use them.” 
 
    “The best way to use them is regularly and without warning,” said Hailey. “Hit them hard and let it really train them.” 
 
    As soon as she finished talking, she pressed a button on her remote and a short distance away, Eddy fell to the ground and began to cry as his electric diapers began to shock him. 
 
    Mom and Dad looked at each other and eagerly pressed their own remotes and Samuel and Emily who had been happily playing with some new friends, screamed and writhed in pain as their diapers shocked them continually. 
 
    No one in the park took any notice. 
 
    Finally, it was over and the children returned to play, albeit with faces stained with tears. 
 
    “Is Eddy going to be potty-trained?” asked mom. “We are keeping ours as babies so they are never going to be trained.” 
 
    Hailey laughed. “Oh no. No toilet training for our Eddy. We are opposed to potty training entirely.” 
 
    To make her point she slipped up her skirt and revealed the discreet adult-sized disposable diaper she was wearing. 
 
    “My mother didn’t train me and I don’t intend to train Eddy. Fred over here is the same. Never even sat on a toilet, have you, Fred?” 
 
    She pointed to her silent husband who was clearly wearing not a discreet adult disposable but rather a thick cloth diaper and plastic pants that could not be hidden. 
 
    “Electric diaper?” mom whispered in Hailey's ear, subtly pointing to Fred’s diaper. 
 
    “No, not electric. Just a basic diaper but he does get one sometimes if he misbehaves. And your man there? What about him?” 
 
    “His potty training is a disaster and he is back almost full-time in diapers. I’ve even thought of putting him on The Machine and just give up.” 
 
    “You’ve got a Machine?” asked Hailey excitedly. 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “Lucky you. I want to get one for Eddy. He’s been retaining his poo and not using his diaper naturally and I thought the Machine might help. Plus I think Fred needs to go on it as well. Never too old for a good thumping from the Machine.” 
 
    “So Fred and Eddy aren’t…?” 
 
    “No. Not at this stage. And your man and your babies?” 
 
    “Also no. Not yet anyhow. I just had a thought. Would you like to put Eddy on our Machine and see what you think?” 
 
    Hailey smiled. 
 
    *** 
 
    “This is our children’s nursery,” explained mom to Hailey and Fred later that afternoon. 
 
    “Oh, it’s beautiful,” Hailey commented. “Eddy’s nursery is a lot smaller plus we need to get him a new crib.” 
 
    “He’s still in a crib?” asked dad. 
 
    “Yes, we want him to stay in a crib until he leaves home. Fred still sleeps in a crib in our bedroom.” 
 
    “Wow…” whistled dad. “That is so awesome.” 
 
    Fred blushed and tried to stand behind his wife. 
 
    “Put your pacifier in your mouth, Freddy,” Hailey ordered. “You are inside now so pacifier in your mouth… now!” 
 
    Freddy pulled a regular-shaped pacifier from his pocket and shoved it in his mouth. 
 
    “You might as well have yours as well,” mom said to dad and she extracted a penis-shaped pacifier from her pocket and shoved it in his mouth. 
 
    “Sounds like we both have babies for husbands!” exclaimed Hailey. 
 
    “We’ve tried to get him to grow up - both his mother and I, but it hasn’t really gone that well. I am about to put him in full-time diapers and even start him on baby clothes. I think it might be for the best and you say your Freddy is in a crib? Is that working out for you?” 
 
    “The best thing I ever did. He cries less, is more comfortable, and if his diaper leaks, I don’t get wet… or worse.” 
 
    “Then maybe it is time for a crib for my hubby as well! But anyhow… do you want to put Eddy on The Machine?” 
 
    A few minutes later, a naked and crying Eddy was on the change table, his cloth nappy unpinned and notably dirty and the penis from the Machine lined up on his hole. 
 
    As the machine slowly entered Eddy for the first time, mom turned to Haily and said, “I see the marks from Eddy’s bra. Does he wear one often?” 
 
    Hailey was surprisingly quiet as she mulled her answer. 
 
    “Eddy asked for a bra, but not a boy’s bra. He wanted a proper girl’s bra with padding and so he has been wearing one for two years at home. He wears girl’s dresses at home and seems very happy with that.” 
 
    Mom then asked the obvious question. 
 
    “Are you going to make Eddy into a girl?” 
 
    Hailey hesitated for a moment as The Machine picked up the pace and was now fully entering Eddy’s bottom to the sounds of his cries as it stretched his smaller hole. 
 
    “Probably. We are just seeing if we can afford it. We are at least going to re-register Eddy at school as a girl.” 
 
    “I see. Do you think he will be happier with a vagina and full breasts?” 
 
    “I’m sure of it. Look at that pathetic penis of his. It’s baby-sized. It’s not a lot of use.” 
 
    Mom had already noticed the exceptionally small penis and the swollen breasts. Making Eddy into a girl seemed to her like a good thing. After fifteen minutes, The Machine pulled out of Eddy and Hailey put a clean diaper on him. 
 
    “Would you like to put Eddy in a baby dress?” mom asked. “We have a couple that would fit him... er… her!” 
 
    “I think that… SHE… would love it.” 
 
    For the next hour, three children, two girls, and a boy played happily together. While Eddie was a large 12-year-old, he/she played happily with two babies who were now the size of three-year-olds. 
 
    Before the day finished, the electric diapers gave each of them an extended pain session while their parents watched approvingly. The day ended with mom openly breastfeeding dad and Hailey bottle-feeding Freddy. 
 
    In the fog of understanding inside Samuel’s mind, he understood that Adult Babies were an accepted part of life in this world and he was glad. He realized that being an adult was perhaps an impossibility for him now, but being a baby was not just possible, but was his very real existence, and perhaps… may never end. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Two Babies, One Diaper 
 
    It was now Samuel’s third year in his new world while Emily had just finished her first full year. Both babies had continued their regression and now were only two feet tall and passed as two-year-olds even if neither of them could walk or talk. 
 
    The amazing permanent corsets had shrunk in size to accommodate their smaller bodies. Their diapers were regular store-bought ones and even their pacifiers were ones bought anywhere in normal baby size. They were still penis-shaped as it was the most common style. Their bottom penis pacifiers remained the same size despite their reducing bodies and the Machine kept them loose and unable to stay clean. Poo flowed easily and constantly out of them.  
 
    They had been going out for walks and trips in twin strollers, sitting side by side like natural-born toddlers even though both were once teenagers. Then came the single pram, a device that had the babies confused. 
 
    “Now babies,” explained mom. “You are now so little that you are probably better off in a pram so you don’t have to sit up. You can lie down and watch the world go by.” 
 
    But there was only one pram. How was it going to work out? 
 
    Mom stripped Emily naked and laid her on the changing table on top of an oddly shaped cloth diaper. Then, rather than pinning it on her, she took Samuel, pulled off all of his clothes including his diaper, and laid him face down on top of Emily. 
 
    Mommy?  asked Samuel inside his head. Why am I here? 
 
    “Now babies, you are going to share a diaper together! Won’t that be fun?” 
 
    Samuel and Emily looked at each other, their faces a mere inch apart, and giggled. The concept of being so close would have horrified two teenagers or… excited them, but the two now very pre-pubescent toddlers giggled behind their pacifiers as mom pulled the odd diaper up between each of their legs and with three pins on each side pulled the diaper together. Next came the weird but exciting pair of plastic pants with four leg holes that mom carefully put four short legs through.  
 
    Emily and Samuel were now sharing a single diaper and in their excitement, both immediately wet themselves. They giggled once more as the hot pee ran around and over each other. 
 
    “Now, let’s get you into your special sleeper, shall we?” 
 
    Dad lifted the joined twins while mom threaded a four-leg sleeper up their combined four legs and then put each of their arms into separate sleeves before zipping up the two-person sleeper. 
 
    “Now, don’t we look precious?” announced mom. “My two little babies sharing a diaper! I think we are ready to go for a nice long walk!” 
 
    Dad lifted the joined twins into the pram and Baby Emily and Baby Samuel laid down looking at each other as the large pram sauntered out of the house and onto the sidewalk. Straps held the two babies down tight and kept them in place. 
 
    Parents with babies or toddlers in strollers were common and no one took much notice but prams were rarer and they were often stopped by onlookers checking out the two tiny babies sharing a diaper. 
 
    “Oh! Aren’t they gorgeous sharing a diaper together! You must be very proud!” said one. 
 
    “That’s lovely, my two children sleep in the same diaper every night still,” said another. 
 
    “Oh, how old are they?” 
 
    “Sammy and Arthur are six now and they’ve slept in the same diaper every night since they were born. We tried to separate them, but they cry if we do.” 
 
    “This is Samuel and Emily’s first time in the same diaper. But they do seem to be enjoying it.” 
 
    The two babies were giggling as Emily pooed heavily and Samuel was now lying in it and smiling. He was enjoying the time together. 
 
    “Best of luck with these two. Are they going to sleep in the same diaper from now on?” 
 
    Mom paused for a moment before answering. “It is still a trial but since they are both still on electric diapers at night we have to consider it a bit more.” 
 
    “Oh! Don’t let that stop you!” the woman said. “Some friends of mine up in Concord have their two teens in electric shared diapers twice a week and regular ones the rest of the time. They are 18 now.” 
 
    “Really? They sleep in shared diapers at their age?” 
 
    “Yeah… neither of them are potty-trained and their mom has kept them in shared night-time diapers since they were babies.” 
 
    “Doesn’t that lead to… er… you know?” 
 
    The woman laughed. 
 
    “Every night!” 
 
    The four adults laughed while Samuel and Emily had no idea what they were referring to and never would. Their innocence as two naked babies in close proximity meant they were just babies and nothing more. 
 
    After a couple of hours out, the babies were sleepy and so mom and dad returned home and simply laid the joined babies into Emily’s crib as the extra thick diaper soaked up their heavy wetting and soiling. 
 
    “I think we should diaper them together more often, mom,” whispered dad as the two infants fell asleep. “They look cute together and it is good training for them to share a wet and dirty diaper.” 
 
    “Just like you shared one with your mom when you were little?” 
 
    Dad blushed. He had often slept in the same diaper as his mom wore. Even for this world, it was unusual, but not unheard of. Even now, he missed the deep connection that came from being in his mom’s wet diaper and he looked at his two babies knowing they would become even smaller and wondering if he should repeat the tradition and share a diaper with them. 
 
    Mom didn’t wear diapers, but dad did, and sharing one with his off-world ‘children’ seemed a wonderful idea. 
 
    I must talk with mom about this and see what she thinks about the babies sharing my diaper. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Water Park 
 
    “Who wants to go to a waterpark!” yelled dad early one morning as mom was doing the morning diaper changes. 
 
    The two toddlers understood a few words but dad’s enthusiasm told them everything they needed to know. It was FUN TIME! 
 
    Mom and dad rushed through the morning ritual of corset compressions and crying and it was also a day for spending 15 minutes each on the Machine and so despite the hour of constant crying from the two toddlers, they were finally dressed in daytime baby clothes along with the helmet, leg braces, boy’s bib, and braces and Emily in a Disney character dress also with her braces, helmet and a baby bib. 
 
    Because of the amount of time they would spend on the train, they were put in double thickness cloth diapers and plastic pants. Their size now meant they were in just regular infant diapers. And of course, they had a bonnet and booties as befitted any well-dressed baby of under two years old. 
 
    The train ride was wonderful although the two babies had to sit in very restrictive baby seats. Similar to what they sat in on a plane or in the car, the sat had a five-point harness, leg, ankle, arm, and wrist restraints and straps to tie a helmeted child rigid in place. Unnoticed by Samuel, but clearly seen by the parents was a single power supply specifically to power electric diapers and they immediately regretted not putting Samuel and Emily into them for the trip. Over the two-hour trip, they heard the sounds of electric diapers being turned on on several of the passengers, the loudest being a boy of around 20 years old who was strapped into an adult-size baby chair and regularly shocked. 
 
    Dad felt embarrassed for the boy still being publicly babied and punished at his age. Most babying stopped around early teens and even his own mother kept his babying to just at home. His last time in electric diapers…  
 
    How old was I then? He wondered. Seventeen, I think. And the last time I shared mommy’s diaper? Hmmm… I certainly remember that. I was fifteen and I had one of ‘those’ accidents’ and never was allowed in her diaper again.  
 
    Dad sighed at the memory of his unusual but not rare upbringing. 
 
    Memories were broken however by the train stopping. They were finally at the water park stop and only a short walk from the station to hours of wet and slippery fun with two adults and their two children. Samuel and Emily were clipped into their strollers and quickly went through the turnstiles into the water park. The weather was dry and warm, perfect for water play. 
 
    The first thing was the swimming pool.  
 
    And the first thing needed in a swimming pool was… fresh swim diapers. 
 
    The change rooms, of course, had a large number of diaper change tables in all sizes from infant to adult and as mom stripped the babies off and taped on clean swim diapers, dad changed his own wet cloth diaper and eagerly put on a fresh disposable swim diaper. Nobody took any notice. Half the adults were in swim diapers and almost everyone below the age of thirteen was similarly attired. 
 
    “Parents, please pay attention,” said the harried lifeguard as she repeated her instructions for the umpteenth time that day. “All babies under the age of ten must have lifejackets. Sir, how old are your two kiddies?” she asked dad. 
 
    “They are both almost two years old,” he said without any hesitation.  
 
    Samuel and Emily were technically over twenty years old by now but were physically and mentally now merely two years old. Off-world children were given designated ages by their local physician and Samuel had been designated as 20 months old and Emily at 23 months. Their ages were formal and legal and just under two years of age. 
 
    “Please put jackets on your two and sir, as you are diapered, we request that you ensure both you and your children take extra care. Do you have a responsible adult for the three of you?” 
 
    “That would be me,” said mom as she arrived at the scene in a skimpy bikini while dad was in a sizable swim diaper with infantile prints on it. 
 
    It was clear to the lifeguard that dad was also partly baby and mom was in charge. It was not an uncommon scenario. 
 
    Mom helped Samuel and Emily with their lifejackets. Samuel’s was baby blue with straps across the shoulder, two between the legs, and three on each side of the body holding it firmly to him. Emily’s was the same but in pastel pink with Disney princesses on it. 
 
    “Daddy?” mom asked. “Do you need some water wings?” 
 
    Dad blushed and both babies saw it happen.  
 
    “Yes,” he whispered. 
 
    “Yes, what?” mom demanded in a loud voice. 
 
    “Yes… mommy,” he said. 
 
    “That’s better.” 
 
    Mom helped put water wings on each of his arms and then the family jumped into the water with glee. 
 
    Dad held Samuel and mom held Emily as they launched themselves into the pool. They splashed and swum around. The lifejackets meant that the two toddlers could stay safely above water on their own without being held and could kick their legs and splash with their arms. 
 
    They loved it. 
 
    They went on another water-themed ride where a tiny train drove into a pool of water and drenched everyone. They squealed in laughter.  
 
    By lunchtime everyone was hungry and mom breastfed each child while dad topped them up with formula and a few baby biscuits. After lunch and the obligatory dirty diaper change from not two but three members of the family, the fun continued, this time on a speed boat. 
 
    The babies screamed, half in fear, half in excitement as the super-fast boat flew around a man-made lake and the spray stung their faces. 
 
    By mid-afternoon, it was obvious that the babies were tiring and so they cleaned up and went to the train station to wait for the trip home. 
 
    Samuel and Emily fell asleep almost immediately after being clicked into their chairs and while mom sat in the moving train looking out the window, dad put his head in her lap and put his pacifier in his mouth, and fell asleep. 
 
    The family now had two children under the age of two, an adult mother but a father that was clearly also in part… 
 
    A baby. 
 
    Three little babies? 
 
    What would the future hold for the family? 
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    Synopsis: 
 
    Jamie is sent to a special summer camp where naughty boys are taught to become obedient good babies for their Mommy or perhaps good baby girls. 
 
    This is not for the faint of heart and contains graphic scenes of punishment, poop play, and hypnotic domination. The babies are mostly coddled and cuddled when they behave, but disobedience can bring harsh punishment. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    Off to Camp: 
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    Jamie did not want to go to camp. In fact, it was the last place he wanted to spend 10 weeks this summer. Especially since his dad said it would make a man out of him, now that he was 18, and should stop playing around like a little kid. At first, his mother had been on his side, but when she talked to the camp nurse and found out the nurse was an old friend, she seemed to change her attitude and began supporting his father. Jamie would be going up by bus with the other boys, but now there was no doubt about it. He was off to camp for the summer.  
 
    Jamie has always been a small boy, and much preferred quiet, personal pursuits to sports or the other more “manly” things his father had wanted him to do. He'd always done well in school, especially this year in his first year at college, and though he was a target of the much bigger boys in his classes. The girls always seemed to like him, although they often treated him like a little brother because of his size. 
 
    As Jamie had entered puberty, he had begun fantasizing about making out with the girls, but except for one girl in his class, none of them seemed interested in going on dates with him, and he was too inexperienced and shy to try anything with Stephanie. Once he started having wet dreams, he'd snatched a couple of his old baby diapers to use while he rubbed himself, fantasizing he was making love to a girl, sucking on her tits like he'd read about in a book he found at the bus terminal that winter. 
 
    His mother had discovered his hidden diapers and soon realized he'd been using them to keep his pants clean so she wouldn't know what he was doing, but she wondered if using his previous baby diapers for his masturbatory fantasies might not eventually lead to another need for diapers. 
 
    At dinner the night before Jamie was to leave for camp, his mother and dad were discussing all the advantages of the camp, trying to make Jamie feel more comfortable about leaving the security of his home for 10 weeks. 
 
    His mother said, “My friend Nancy, the camp nurse, tells me they have an excellent program to help boys and young men realize their true inner feelings, and reach their potential. Their whole program is geared to letting you get in touch with yourself and become the person you are meant to be. I think it'll do him good, George!” 
 
    His father only said, “I don't care about that crap, Anne. I just want him to get some exercise and quit acting like some kind of baby tied to his mother's apron strings, hanging around the house all day.” 
 
    His mother only smiled as his dad went on and on about being a man and explained that there were boys from 6 to 21 years of age at the camp, bunked by age groups in cabins of ten. The younger boys up to age 9 had female counselors, while the. older boys had male counselors to answer their questions and help them with the activities and program. The discipline was strict, and the boys were expected to keep their cabin and the campgrounds clean and obey the rules, or they would be punished appropriately, depending on the infraction they'd committed. 
 
    Jamie would be going up by bus with the other boys, but they would pick him up after camp, in ten weeks, and would visit him on the 6-week parents' weekend. He could write as often as he wanted, and they would write at least weekly. Jamie was fretful that night as he tried to get to sleep, but eventually, as he rubbed his penis against the diaper dreaming of making love to Stephanie, he climaxed and fell into a fitful sleep. 
 
    On the bus, two particular boys, Chuck and Tommy kept bugging Jamie, and teasing him about his size, saying, “You can't be 18 and in our cabin. You belong with the babies in the baby cabin for 6-year-olds.” 
 
    Finally, the counselor, Cam, broke them up and told them to leave Jamie alone, or they'd be the first to experience Camp punishment when they arrived. 
 
    This was the second week of the camp, as some boys finished school a week earlier, and two cabins had been filled by the early comers. Once they'd been assigned to their cabins, had lunch, and met their counselor, the boys all gathered in the courtyard for a briefing with the head counselor. As they gathered, Jamie realized, there was only one cabin for 18-plus year olds, and that he was stuck with Chuck and Tommy. 
 
    Cam had explained there was one cabin of 6 to 8-year-olds, under Linda's guidance, with the help of the nurse, since many of the younger boys needed “special” attention, two cabins of 9 and 10-year-olds, one of 11 and 12-year-olds, one of 13 and 14-year-olds, and two cabins of 18-plus year olds. All told, there were 7 cabins with 70 boys at camp for the summer. Not all of them were here for the 10 weeks, but many were. Only Linda's cabin had a vacant bunk. 
 
    As the Chief Counselor, Capt. Bob, strode to the center of the group, everyone quietened, and he began welcoming the boys. After the usual welcoming speech, he began to explain the rules. 
 
    “The rules here are quite simple. We're proud of our camp here and make every effort to keep it clean for our visitors and staff. Boys are expected to keep their own bunk site clean and neat. Each cabin is responsible for keeping its cabin, and the area around their cabin neat and clean. Any boy who can't keep his bunk site clean will become 'Maid for a Day' in his cabin and will have to clean up all the other boys in his cabin bunk sites and serve their meals in the canteen. Of course, we have a nice little maid costume here for the maid to wear while he's maid for a day.” 
 
    With that, he held up a ruffled, skirted outfit like French maids in a movie wear to show the boys he meant business. 
 
     “There is to be absolutely no pissing or crapping in the woods or along the trails here. We have rest stops, and kybos every two miles along our trails, and near all our overnight camp sites. Any boy who can't wait for a rest stop or kybo will be punished by being dressed appropriately, just like these two boys.” 
 
    With that, two counselors led a boy about 10 and another about 15 to the center of the circle. Both boys were wearing large cloth diapers and plastic panties. 
 
    Capt. Bob explained, “Both these big babies couldn't hold it on our nature walk this morning and tried to hide behind a tree. Their counselor and two of their cabinmates saw them sneak off and caught them pissing against a tree. 
 
    “The punishment for any boy caught pissing in the woods is to be put in diapers until the following morning. Just in case you boys think you can just slip these diapers down, to use the toilet, you will note they are fastened with special locking diaper pins that only Linda, the nurse, and I have the release keys for. I assure you the only time these pins will be released is to change a wet, pissy, or dirty diaper, and you'll be put right back in diapers until after the morning nature walk. 
 
    “Get caught a second time, and it's three days in diapers. We've only ever had one boy caught three or more times, and he went home wearing diapers after 10 weeks in diapers. In fact, we didn't have to use the locking pins, since he couldn't stop wetting himself after two weeks in diapers. So be on your guard, we won't have anybody despoiling our camp!” 
 
    The two boys looked shamefaced, as they were led off to the nurses to have their diapers changed, as they were obviously very wet from the way their diapers sagged. 
 
    Jamie was feeling a little upset, as he'd always had an active bladder and seemed to have to go twice as much as the other boys his age. He'd been a heavy sleeper and bedwetter until he was six or seven, and his mother had kept him in diapers until his father made such a fuss about calling him a baby, that they finally sought help to overcome his wetting problem. The doctor had suggested a regimen of restricted fluids, combined with a Wet Alarm to wake Jamie up at the first signs of wetting the bed. A urologist had confirmed that he had an immature bladder, but with training would learn to stay dry by getting up once or twice through the night. 
 
    After six months he was dry most nights except if he drank too much in the afternoon, and by ten, he was dry almost every night unless he was sick and just couldn't get up at night. At least Capt. Bob said there were kybos and rest stops frequently along the trails, so he should be okay. 
 
    Chuck and Tom had been fairly reasonable, although they always took the opportunity to tease Jamie about his size, or lack of physical skills. About two days after camp started, the Nurse came and took each of the boys for a medical questionnaire, about their childhood diseases, fears, and phobias, if they had any problems with bedwetting or accidents, and with the teenage boys, what they understood about the changes in their bodies. Jamie had answered all the questions truthfully, except about how long he'd been a bedwetter, and the nurse told him it didn't agree with his mother's answers. She told him there was nothing to be ashamed about, that many of the boys had bad bedwetting problems, and even now some of the boys were still bedwetters, but they had ways to keep the boys comfortable. They discussed Jamie's more frequent urination, and the Nurse made a note on his file, just in case he did have to go along a trail sometime, so Capt. Bob wouldn't pull him up in front of the other boys in diapers. He was quite relieved at this, and cheerfully left the Nurse's quarters, to let Tommy in next. 
 
    A couple of days later, Tommy, Chuck, and a couple of the other boys were gathered around Chuck's bed, laughing, and carrying on over something. When one of the boys said, “I see Jamie the bedwetter is finally back”, Jamie demanded to know what he meant. 
 
    Only then did he see that Chuck had somehow got copies of the medical questionnaires for some of the other boys and had learned that Jamie had been a bedwetter long past when most babies are trained. The boys began teasing Jamie, that he'd have to take a bottom bunk, so he wouldn't leak down on them, and mocking him until Cam broke it up and grabbed the files back from Chuck. Once Cam discovered what Chuck had done, he marched him over to Capt. Bob's for his punishment. 
 
    That evening at supper, Chuck was sitting at the front of the cafeteria in a big highchair, dressed in a diaper and plastic panties, wearing a big baby bonnet, with huge mittens over his hands. He'd obviously been crying, as his face was streaked with tears, and he was thoroughly embarrassed. 
 
    Capt. Bob announced to the boys, “Chuck here was caught with papers he'd stolen from the Nurse's office. We've never had a boy steal anything here before and weren't certain what to do for punishment, but Nurse suggested only babies steal things because they don't know any better, so maybe we should dress Chuckie up as the baby he was acting out. For the next three days, Chuckie will be seen around the camp dressed just like he is now. He will take all his meals here in the highchair, and will get only good baby food; pabulum, strained prunes and fruit, and milk from a baby bottle. 
 
    “He'll sleep in a crib in the Nurse's office so she can keep an eye on him. Also, he'll only be allowed to play with baby toys in a playpen in the center of the courtyard, instead of enjoying all the other activities with the other boys. I'm very upset about this stealing and want to know if you think this is a fair punishment.” 
 
    All the boys shouted, “Yeah, that’s the way,” or some such thing, except Jamie who said, “No, I think it should be a week. He also used those files to try and embarrass those people. He's a mean, nasty little brat too!” 
 
    Capt. Bob thought for a moment, then said, “We considered what he'd done with the files since Cam told me how he teased you Jamie, but I think a week is too long. We'll keep him dressed in diapers like a baby for 5 days and treat him like a baby for 3 days.” 
 
    Jamie was pleased, but Chuck looked like he'd kill Jamie if given the chance. 
 
    For three days Chuck played in a playpen, had his diaper changed in the playpen, was fed by Linda or the Nurse in a highchair, and was generally treated like a little baby. 
 
    On the fourth night, he returned to the regular cabin, dressed like a baby, but able to join the boys in regular activities. Almost immediately he began plotting with Tommy. He told Tommy how the Nurse had made him wet his diaper the first night by putting his hand in a bowl of warm water, while he was strapped in the crib, and then made him sleep in a wet diaper until early in the morning when she woke him up and made him drink a bottle of milk and a large bottle of juice. Then about a half hour later, she again put his hand in a bowl of warm water, and he wet himself again. The next night she repeated the same thing but put his hand in the warm water five times between 7:00 bedtime and 7:00 feeding time in the morning. By the third night, he would wet himself every time the Nurse turned on the water to fill the bowl, and she had taken advantage of this by turning on the tap every couple of hours. 
 
    On the fourth day, Chuck was wetting himself without any stimulation, and the Nurse was constantly teasing him about what a big baby he'd become in his wet diapers. By the time he was finished his punishment, he'd probably need to keep wearing diapers until he could be toilet trained again. As the two talked, a devious plan began to form. One Jamie was sure not to like. 
 
    The next day, Chuck, still dressed in his baby outfit, came up and shook Jamie's hand saying he was sorry for the embarrassment he'd caused him, and offered to share some of his cookies with Jamie on the afternoon ten-mile hike. Soon after the boys hit the trail, they broke for a box lunch and gathered around for rest and chatter. Cam took Chuck off to the side and changed his diaper since he was quite wet after walking for an hour, and had not been changed since 10:00 am. 
 
    Jamie's sandwich was okay, but the cookies for dessert were terrible and he was thankful when Chuck offered to exchange with him. He liked the chocolate biscuits much better than the wafers. The Gatorade Chuck offered was also much more refreshing than the milk which had turned warm in the hour's walk. 
 
    Cam told the boys to clean up, and anyone who had to go to use the Kybo now, since the next stop was over three miles and about two hours away. Jamie was slow in getting his garbage and pack-sack together but figured he could wait, and ran to catch up with the others. After about half an hour, Jamie's stomach began to feel cramped, and he told Cam he didn't feel well. Cam figured it was just some mild cramps from hiking after lunch and decided to slow the pace until Jamie felt stronger. After another 15 minutes, Jamie realized it wasn't his stomach, but his bowels that were cramping, and that he really needed to go to the bathroom. When he told Cam, Cam said there was nothing he could do, the next kybo was over an hour away and nearly a mile and a quarter to go. They'd speed up the pace, but Jamie would have to try and wait. 
 
    After half an hour of almost jogging, Jamie knew he couldn't go on. He had to relieve the cramps and pressure in his bowels, and now he had to pee almost as badly. He started to lag behind, then when he thought the group was far enough ahead, he headed off the path into the woods. Once he found a smooth log, he hurriedly dropped his pants and let loose. Just as he was getting some paper towels to wipe himself, Cam and Chuck came around the big tree he thought would hide him from the trail. To his surprise, he accidentally emptied his bladder. 
 
    Chuck started laughing. “My goodness, not only did he piss in the woods, but he also dumped a great load. Capt. Bob's going to be really upset about this.” 
 
    Cam ordered Chuck to return to the others, who by now were gathered just around the tree. Cam said he'd try and put in a good word, saying Jamie was sick that afternoon, but still, he felt Capt. Bob would be angry and probably make him wear a diaper. Cam said since Chuck had been in the cabin in diapers, he'd be less likely to tease Jamie, or the boys would just remind him of his baby state for the last five days, so it shouldn't be too unbearable. Cam would also let Jamie stay in the cabin tomorrow so he wouldn't have to go around camp in his diaper for the other boys to see. 
 
    Cam had seen one 16-year-old boy wetting his diapers every hour, after 2 days of Nurse's potion, and for about a week after he was out of diapers, he still wet his bed a couple of times. Jamie wasn't happy but figured he could grin and bear it. By the time they got back to camp, Chuck and Tommy went running immediately to Capt. Bob to tell him what Jamie had done. By the time Cam got to him, Capt. Bob was so angry he wouldn't listen to reason. 
 
    At the evening circle before dinner, Jamie was sent to the Nurse's office. She told him to remove his shorts and underwear and lie down on the table. As he got up on the table, the Nurse took a wet washcloth and washed off Jamie's pubic area, then rubbed baby lotion all over his bum, and around the front of his pubic area and finally sprinkled baby powder over him. Next, she took a very large, thick diaper and spread it deftly under Jamie, drawing it up between his legs and pinning it at his hips and waist, before drawing up transparent plastic panties over the diaper. Jamie had noticed the pins had a special locking mechanism that he wouldn't be able to open, and when he asked how he could get them off when he needed to, the Nurse reminded him that the diapers would only be changed by her or Linda when they were wet or dirty. With that, she led Jamie out to Capt. Bob and the other boys.  
 
    By then, most of the boys knew what Jamie had done, thanks to Chuck and Tommy, and a few of them were snickering as Jamie turned red-faced standing there in a diaper and plastic panties like an overgrown baby. Capt. Bob explained to the boys that Jamie had been caught redhanded by two of the boys and his counselor, defecating and pissing in his woods, with total disregard for the comfort of the campers. He said the boys in Jamie's cabin said he was selfish, and usually wouldn't share with the others, in the spirit of camaraderie. Jamie had been acting more like a selfish baby than a young man, keeping his toys to himself and peeing and crapping whenever he felt like it. Consequently, Jamie was going to be kept in diapers for the next two weeks, until he realized being a baby wasn't so much fun. 
 
    Jamie was shocked. He'd expected maybe until the next morning, or at worst evening, but two weeks? 
 
    Cam took the sobbing Jamie back into the group and told him he'd speak to Capt. on Jamie's behalf. When Cam returned, he explained that he had no luck with the length of time Jamie would have to wear diapers, but he was able to convince Capt. not to use the other parts of Diaper Punishment with Jamie. 
 
    Cam explained that any boy being made to wear diapers also had to drink a special “Gatorade” like drink the Nurse made up. This drink contained a strong drug that would make them have to empty their bladders more frequently, so they would be sure to suffer the shame of wetting in diapers like babies. 
 
    Some boys were able to go for the 10 or 12 hours they had to wear diapers, without wetting themselves by not drinking during the period, so could prove they weren't babies. The nurse had fixed that by having each boy in diapers drink 8 ounces of her special drink every three hours, so the boys would be wetting themselves every couple of hours. Apparently, the drugs only lasted for a couple of days, but no boy had a hope of staying dry while drinking Nurse's potion. While it was no solace to Jamie that he still had to wear the dreaded diapers for two weeks, he thanked Cam for at least saving him from the embarrassment of starting to wet himself constantly like a baby. At least he'd be able to stay dry at night and would probably need only a few changes a day if he watched his fluid intake. He figured if he wet himself just before bed, and got changed, he'd be able to stay dry through the night until the other boys left, then he could wet himself and go to the Nurse for a change. 
 
    As he was planning how he'd get through the next two weeks, he remembered the Gatorade Chuck had given him and knew why he'd urinated accidentally when Cam and Chuck caught him, and why he'd had to go so often that afternoon. As he realized what Chuck had done to him, he also realized he had to pee, and got up to go to the bathroom, when it struck him that he couldn't use the toilet since he couldn't get his diaper down. He tried to think of other things and hold it back since all the other boys were just outside the cabin horsing around, and he didn't want to walk through them in wet diapers to the Nurse's station for a change, but finally, nature won out and he felt himself helplessly wet his diaper, uncontrollably like he hadn't done since he was a baby. 
 
    He started to cry, silently, when Tommy came in and called the other boys saying, “Look guys, baby Jamie's wet his diaper and is crying for a change. Let's take him to the Nurse so he can get his wet didees changed.” 
 
    All the boys gathered around Jamie and ushered him to the Nurse. 
 
    “Back so soon? My goodness, you're a heavy wetter. Most boys your age can go for hours without a change, and it's been just over an hour since I diapered you. Let's get you in and get you ready for supper in a fresh diaper.” 
 
    Jamie was still crying softly, and once Nurse had him changed, she gave him some Kleenex and offered him a drink to help him calm down. Jamie gratefully accepted the drink, and only suddenly realized he was drinking the same Gatorade Chuck had given him at lunch. 
 
    Too late. He'd already finished a full glass. 
 
    The rest of the evening, things went rather uneventfully. 
 
    As planned, Jamie wet his diaper before bedtime deliberately to empty his bladder and went over to the Nurse for a change. The nurse remarked on how wet Jamie was, and he shamefully admitted he'd wet his diaper three times that evening. The nurse told him there was no need to sit around in pissy diapers. Whenever he was wet, or messy he could come to her or Linda for a change. After all, he didn't want a diaper rash, did he? 
 
    That night Jamie was so tired from the events of the day that he quickly fell into a deep sleep. [image: ]When Tommy and Chuck were sure Jamie was fast asleep, Chuck got a bowl of warm water while Tommy gently worked Jamie's right hand from beneath the covers. As they gently placed Jamie's hand in the bowl of warm water, they could hear the telltale hiss of Jamie's bladder emptying. 
 
    Figuring Jamie would wake up when he wet himself, the boys quickly returned to their bunks, waiting to see the shock and embarrassment on Jamie's face. About three hours later, the boys repeated the same thing again. And by the morning, had made Jamie wet himself 4 times. When Jamie woke up, his diaper and bed and PJs were soaked with urine. Even his mattress was soaked from so much urine leaking from his diapers. 
 
    When he lagged behind the other boys in getting up, Chuck whipped the blankets off Jamie exposing his stained, wet bed and diapers, and wet PJ's. Chuck began teasing Jamie and calling the other boys to “see the big baby who wet his diapers at night.” 
 
    By the time all the boys were laughing at Jamie, he was reduced to tears, but angry enough to lash out at Chuck, resulting in a free-for-all that turned over the bunks, threw bedding and pillows and kit bags all over, and generally turned the cabin into a disaster area. Just as Chuck was about to finish Jamie off, one of the boys shouted, “Shit guys, here comes Capt. Bob and Cam. Let's split.” 
 
    Most of the boys made it out of the cabin through the back door, but just as Jamie was getting up, sobbing, with his PJs torn, hanging onto Chuck's pant leg, the door slammed open and a bellowing, deep voice resonated through the cabin. 
 
    “What the heck is going on here? It looks like a nursery school run amok in here, not a cabin for young men. Explain yourselves, young men!” 
 
    Just then, Cam came through the back door with Tommy and one other boy in each hand, and Capt. Bob again repeated his demand to find out what had gone on here. Tommy and the other boy said Jamie had started it when Chuck offered to help Jamie change his bed after he'd wet it. Then one other boy sheepishly came back in and hearing the other boy's shamefaced lie, told a truer account of what had really happened. Capt. Bob ordered Jamie to go to Nurse Nancy's for his change and said he'd deal with both of them after breakfast at Circle. 
 
    Jamie was changed by Nancy but forced to drink a full bottle of “juice” before being let out to go to breakfast. He was sent out wearing just his T-Shirt and a diaper and clear plastic panties. When Jamie entered the mess hall, he saw breakfast was almost finished, but that there were two big highchairs at either side of the “little kids” table beside where Linda usually sat. Linda wasn't there, and neither was Chuck as far as Jamie could see, so he went to get his tray and get what breakfast he could. 
 
    As he lined up at the steam table, to the jeers of his cabin mates and the other campers about his “baby pants”, Capt. Bob came in from his office off the mess hall and said, “Oh no you don't, sweetie. You have a special place of honor up front here for a while. Your little friend will be along real soon to join you for your breakfast, with Linda.” 
 
    Almost as soon as he said it, Linda came in through the side door with Chuck. She was leading a reluctant Chuck by the hand, much like a mother with a toddler who doesn't want to go somewhere. Chuck was wearing a heavy thick diaper, with nursery-print plastic panties. He also had on a very babyish styled top with puffy little sleeves, a kind of sun bonnet, and a very large soother tied around his neck with a velvety pink ribbon. His feet were encased in some sort of thick woolen socks like baby booties, and he seemed to be wearing some sort of thick cotton mittens since Jamie couldn't see his fingers. 
 
    As they neared the table at the front of the hall Jamie could hear Chuck pleading, “No nana, peez. Me be a good boy now. No eat here. Peez” between his sobs. He seemed to be acting like a two-year-old, not the smart-aleck 19-year-old he'd been the week before. 
 
    Then, Nancy grabbed Jamie by the wrist and half dragged, half carried him to his highchair, and ably plopped him in, pulling down the top to pin him in. He heard the click of some sort of lock holding the tray in place so he couldn't get out. 
 
    Then Capt. Bob announced, “These two boys were caught fighting in their cabin and almost demolished it. Instead of acting like young men of 18, they were rolling around on the floor like a couple of two-year-olds, with sweet little Jamie in soaked diapers from the night of heavy wetting and torn PJs. I called both sets of parents and explained what they'd been up to, and how both had been very poor team players seeming to prefer to act like selfish little children or babies instead of the young men we had expected. In fact, they act much younger than the little charges Linda normally has in her cabin. 
 
    “After talking with the parents and learning a bit more about their backgrounds, it's obvious these two were spoiled as children and never learned respect for other people's property and space. Nancy and Linda have agreed they will be moved to Linda's cabin for the balance of the season and will be retrained, starting as the little babies they have been acting like, in the hopes they will return to their parents as good little toddlers by the end of the summer. Both parents agreed they can spend the final 3 weeks here for our special training program at the end of the summer, hoping they will return better behaved, and that their parents will have an opportunity to correct what was so obviously wrong in their first attempts. 
 
    “From now on, Jamie and Chuckie shall be addressed as Baby Jamie or Sweetie Pie and Baby Chuckie. They will be started off as newborn babies until Linda and Nancy believe they are ready to move on to the next stage or training as 1-year-olds then on to toddlers. Until I or Nancy tell you differently, they are not to walk, talk or try to do anything for themselves. They are infants and must act fully as infants until the next stage. If they want feeding, changing, or a baby toy they must cry for it like the babies they are. 
 
    “Within a very few days, this will be very natural for them, and you will all have an opportunity to see them crawling around in their playpens on the porch in front of the infirmary or the youngsters' cabin. Only Nancy, Linda, or the assistant we will be bringing in is to change their diapers or give them their feeding bottles. They will sleep in the infirmary in special cribs until they grow up to 1 year of age so as not to keep the youngsters awake with their crying for their 2:00 am and 6:00 am feedings. As they “learn” to walk, you older kids in Linda's cabin keep an eye out so they don't get into trouble or fall down a kybo or something. Most of you probably have baby brothers or sisters at home so you should know what to do. Meet your new baby brother Baby Chuckie and baby sister Baby Jamie!” 
 
    Jamie was shocked at what he'd just heard. He wasn't a baby, and he certainly wasn't a girl. He'd started listening to Capt. Bob, but as Linda talked to him and spoon-fed him his pabulum, then gave him a big bottle of warm, sweet milk to drink, he sort of lost track and was listening to Linda as he drank his bottle. Only as he heard Capt. say “baby sister” did he realize he was wearing pink booties, and a big, frilly pink bonnet, and that Linda had somehow pulled some lacy, pink panties over his plastic panties. 
 
    As he realized what had happened, he went to get out of the high chair, now that Linda had raised the tray, but almost as soon as his feet hit the floor his legs seemed to buckle under him and he lost his footing. He rudely landed on his behind and went to get up but found he couldn't get his footing with the booties on or his balance. He went to undo the booties and realized he too was wearing the same type of mittens Chuck had on. 
 
    They were fairly thin cotton but had some sort of filling that made his hands feel like they were encased in putty or something, and he couldn't really work his fingers together except to hold a big bottle or something. Linda rolled him on his back and started talking in a sing-song kind of voice to him again, and he felt very relaxed all of a sudden. She kind of tickled his lips with the nipple of his bottle and he seemed to instinctively take it in his mittened hands and start sucking hungrily. This time it was filled with his favorite juice. 
 
    Linda said, “Oh my sweet little Jamie. You're all wet. You sure are a heavy wetter for a little girl. That's okay. Linda loves to change her Sweetie Pie's wet little didees. You can make them as wet as you want as often as you want and Linda will change them for you, or Nanny will change them. Let's put these pretty little Raggedy Ann didees on you, with your little rumba panties so you look so cute. That's a good little baby. You're going to be a sweet little baby girl soon.” 
 
    Jamie was off in never-never land. Linda was so sweet. She made him feel so good. He would do anything for her, just to hear her sweet voice. Soon he'd learn the “sweet voice” was unalterably changing him into a sweet, passive little baby girl who would always want to wear little baby girl clothes and soft, pretty diapers to wet and mess in. 
 
    After cleanup and fresh diapers, both babies were carried out to the front porch and put in their playpens with full bottles for their naps. As the girls left to finish their breakfast, they turned on a tape player with soft, sweet lullaby music. In seconds both babies were hungrily draining their fifth bottle of the morning and dreaming contentedly of being good little babies for Linda and Nanny, as they wet their diapers. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Plot Thickens - Nancy 
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    “I couldn't believe how easily Chuckie went under. It only took me five minutes to have him controlled and another ten to start his regression. Sure, there was a little resistance when I tried to get him into the mess hall, but still…” Linda said to Nancy. 
 
    “Yeah, I know what you mean. Those new tapes we got from the Institute and used the three nights they stayed with me in the infirmary must be really good. I'll bet they are reduced to crawling by morning at this rate,” said Nancy. 
 
    “Did you see how easily Jamie went under and accepted the baby girl's rumbas and pink bonnet? Your friend Anne said he was a 'sissy' but this is incredible. She's going to have to buy him a full wardrobe when he gets home after the summer here!” 
 
    “And her husband George will sure need a new wardrobe too. I wonder how Anne is making out with those tapes she purchased from the Institute. At least Jamie will have a sweet little nanny when he gets home, and one who will know when and how to change a wet diaper too!” 
 
    The two girls continued to chat amiably as the boys slept contentedly suckling their bottles and wetting their diapers, in a deep, dreamless sleep. While they slept, listening to the soft background music, their subconscious minds were being programmed relentlessly with subliminal messages that would quickly strip them of their manly or boyish image of themselves, and replace it with the feeling and perception that they were little, newborn babies again. 
 
    The Institute the girls spoke of was the Mind Institute, an organization based in California, dedicated to the use of subliminal conditioning and hypnosis for behavior management and modification. They started out with Stop Smoking, Dieting, and habit control tapes, but with the high effectiveness rate of these tapes, some enterprising managers set up a “different” division with more adult-oriented tapes. 
 
    These adult tapes initially were geared to behaviors like helping a shy wife learn to love sex, or love giving her hubby a nice, slow blowjob whenever he stroked her behind the ear, or keeping a man rock hard for hours to please a horny wife. 
 
    One shy employee had been discovered with a secret stash of diapers in his big briefcase one day during a spot security check, and finally after questioning that would have rivaled the inquisition methods, admitted he was an infantilist, an adult baby, who actually liked to wear diapers. As a psychologist, he was able to explain the ins and outs and paraphilic desires of other big babies and told his superiors about an organization called BBW run by a man called Mikey. BBW and Mikey were dedicated to helping adult babies feel happy and satisfied about their baby desires and wants, instead of feeling guilty or ashamed about their desires, and had even developed a line of hypnotic tapes to try and help adult babies enjoy baby activities like bedwetting or wetting day and night, or actually becoming babies for periods of time, under the control of their mommy or daddy. 
 
    The Institute set up a separate division for adult babies and TVs and other forms of clothing or specifically fixated sexual orientations and developed a separate line of tapes that would modify the user's behavior to accept the clothing, actions, and lifestyle they fantasized they wanted, so they could experience it fully and enjoy it without shame or embarrassment. They asked for a few volunteers for each type of tape, advertising in underground newspapers, and were buried in requests from the adult babies for tapes to help them become bedwetters, or chronic day and night wetters, and many who wanted to wear diapers and use them all the time, just like little babies, to wet and mess in. Many wanted a tape to make them feel and act like babies anywhere from 6 months to 3 years of age, and a few men wanted to feel and act like little baby girls, wearing pretty, frilly baby girl's clothing. 
 
    Eventually, the adult baby tapes become the institute's hottest sellers, and many big babies wanted even more, so a special-order tape section was begun where customized tapes would help the user modify their behavior to anything they desired, provided this change was truly what they desired. Many people fantasized about certain things, but when it came to the reality of having it happen found it was “too much” or really not what they wanted. The Institute used this to ensure someone wouldn't be forced into becoming a baby or TV against their will, and the behavior changes would only happen if the user truly wanted them to happen. 
 
    This division soon became the fastest growing, and the brightest minds in the field of behavior modification and control were hired to make sure the effectiveness of the tapes was always at its highest. Each new concept was tested with volunteers at the institute's headquarters, with each volunteer staying at their luxurious resort for two full weeks, and using the tape as directed under the watchful eye of the trained staff. 
 
    Soon the institute boasted a 98.75% success rate within 10 to 14 days, if the tapes were used as directed, 3 times a day for 7 days, with one full night the fourth day, then twice a day for the next 3 to 7 days and one full night the tenth day. Thereafter, the changes would remain permanent with just one night's use a month. In most cases, the changes had begun to take full effect on the second or third day and were simply being reinforced for the remainder of the modification period. 
 
    Nancy had discovered the tapes while working for a psychologist and reading about them in one of his journals. She’d ordered a TV tape for her husband and had found it so effective he was wearing teenage girls' clothing by the end of the first week at home all the time, and by the end of the tenth day had gone shopping for girls' clothing with her, fully dressed as a teenage girl. He'd become even more submissive than normal as a result of his “conversion”, and she decided to go for the Total Incontinence tapes, and within a week he was using diapers like a one-year-old ‘round the clock. They divorced two years later, but he was still wearing diapers and now a little girl's clothing and was going to have a sex change operation that winter to become a real girl. 
 
    Nancy had befriended the adult baby who had started the whole thing going with the specialty tapes, by offering to be his mommy on weekends and often during the week, and finally learned enough about the Institute's techniques to develop her own scenarios and techniques. With her hold over the big baby, she was able to get him to make the tapes for her that she used now and was able to get him to gleefully develop anything she wanted, including his own tape that gave her complete control over him whenever she said a special cueing phrase to him. 
 
    She joined the camp 7 years ago, when she learned a lot of mothers of teenage boys wanted their boys “softened” or more childlike, and developed her ideas to return them to a diaper-dependent state and leave them with a special cue their mothers could use to regress them to helpless babies or infants, to use as a “control” over them. These families paid a “special” price for their boys to come to this camp for training, and most were very pleased to recommend her program to other moms. 
 
    Her friend Anne had explained how Jamie was becoming troublesome because of his acting out and especially taking out his frustration at his size on her at home. George, Anne's husband, was always strutting his macho bullshit at home and riding Jamie about being a wimp, which was only aggravating the already tenuous situation. When Nancy explained her special program to Anne, she jumped at it and asked that Jamie not only be regressed to a baby but a sweet, soft baby girl. Astoundingly, Anne asked if there was something she could do with these tapes for her husband, and Nancy put the idea to baby Huey who developed a very special set of tapes for Anne to use with George. 
 
    Nancy was curious to see how George would look and act when he came with Anne to visit for parent's week. Their short conversation that morning had indicated George's tape was starting to work from the submissive way he had answered and said he'd get “the Mistress” right away. 
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    To wake her from her daydream, the girls heard crying from the front porch and realized almost two hours had gone by. They quickly went out to find Jamie trying to get up, with pee running down the leg of his panties, the back of his diaper top soaked in urine, and poo spread all over the back of his diaper and legs. 
 
    Linda held him over the side of the playpen and lovingly cooed, “There, there sweetie. It's okay. Mommy's here. You're all stinky. Did you poo your didees? Let's get you all cleaned up sweetie and get you a nice pretty outfit to wear,” and carried him into the infirmary to get him changed. 
 
    By then, Chuckie was crying too, so Nancy laid him down and changed his wet, diaper, and let him out to play. He could just toddle holding on to the side of the playpen, so she held his hand and led him across the courtyard to his old cabin, to the jeers of the other boys. Chuckie didn't mind. He just giggled at the other boys laughing, not realizing they were laughing at him. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Linda 
 
    [image: A picture containing clothespin, hanger  Description automatically generated] 
 
    As Linda carried Jamie to the infirmary to get fresh diapers and a fresh, cute playsuit for him, she was surprised at how he cooed and grinned at her.  
 
    “He seems just like a real 5 or 6-month-old baby,” she thought, “but it's too early for that much change to be happening.” 
 
    Jamie on the other hand was thinking, “What's going on? Here I am in shitty diapers, being carried around like a baby. This is crazy. But it all feels so good. I kind of like it and Linda sure is nice to me, but why does she want to make me wear baby girl's things, but then if it makes her happy...” 
 
    He was thoroughly confused. The subliminal programming was already changing his perceptions of himself, and bonding him to Linda, as a baby bonds to its mommy, but consciously he was torn about what was happening and how he felt about it. As Linda was changing Jamie and watching him smile up at her and coo like a baby, she thought back to how she came to the camp... 
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    When Nancy had interviewed her five years ago, she'd been surprised at being asked how she felt about changing diapers and feeding kids, and Linda had said she thought the camp was for older kids, not babies. Nancy felt she could trust Linda, particularly since she knew about her background and her boyfriend, so she explained about the special program. At first, Linda had been incredulous about the whole thing, but once Nancy showed her two of the special guests who stayed in the infirmary, she was convinced. 
 
    Nancy had shown her an 18-year-old boy asleep in a crib, sucking a bottle, and obviously in need of a change for his wet, messy diapers. The other crib. had a boy who looked about 18 or 19, who was in similar condition, but he was wearing rumba panties, and a lacy, frilly bonnet, with a large baby girl's diaper top. 
 
    The older baby woke up, cried to be changed, then was let out, where he toddled around the room, like a one-year-old, and finally played with some dolls in a corner. The younger baby was awakened, changed, then let out, but could hardly crawl. 
 
    Nancy explained the younger boy had been regressed to five months of age, and the older boy to 14 months. Functionally, they were exactly like babies of that age, except for their size, and the fact they wet and messed like newborns regardless of their age. 
 
    About 15 minutes later, Nancy said, “Time to wake up Babykins,” and both boys stood up and seemed to be able to walk more normally. They still talked more like three-year-olds, and Linda saw the younger boy wet his diaper and come over and say, “Nanny, didee wet” to be changed as he pulled gently on Nancy's sleeve. A few minutes later, the older boy did the same. 
 
    Nancy explained these boys’ parents wanted them functionally around 3, so they didn't have to feed them with a bottle all the time, or carry them around, but wanted them to wear and use diapers like infants at all times. Now, no matter how old they became, they would always need diapers and use them like newborn babies, and whenever their mothers gave them their cue words would regress to three years of age or to the infants they'd been earlier. 
 
    Once Linda agreed to sign on, Nancy explained how she'd had many more applications from mothers who wanted their boys “started over” at a much younger age and had developed a program for 18 to 21-year-olds, that would have them in diapers round the clock, and feeling and acting like two to there-year-olds whenever cued. This cued regression would stay with them forever as long as they used the special tape once a month, so their mothers and even their wives would have regression control over them forever if desired. Now, they had 6 full cabins, for two-week “special camps” all summer long, and the camp needed a full-time “nanny” for this special cabin. A nanny who wouldn't mind changing lots of diapers on big babies, and eventually end up feeding and caring for nine to ten big babies for about a week. 
 
    Nancy knew Linda's boyfriend had been a big baby and had used some special drugs he'd discovered in Asia to make himself diaper dependent, and used some of the Institute's special tapes to help him regress to feel and act like a toddler. Unfortunately, he got caught one day regressed in a park, playing with some other toddlers, and had been charged with “child molesting” although he hadn't touched any of the children except as a baby would. Equally unfortunate, in his regressed state he couldn't explain himself and had ended up locked in a state mental hospital for deviates, where he still remained more or less a 2 to 3-year-old big baby. 
 
    When Linda heard Nancy calling, she quickly snapped out of her reverie, scooped Jamie up, and put him down on the grass to toddle over to Chuckie who was playing in the sand pile in front of her cabin. Jamie couldn't seem to get up on his own and started crying in frustration, so Linda gave him a hand and led him to Chuckie where he played contentedly in the warm sand. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Plan 
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    “This is really too incredible. They both seem to have regressed beyond the toddler level already. Did you see how Jamie could hardly get up? And I had to lead Chuckie by the hand here too. We'd better figure out our program for these two before they regress to embryos on us.” 
 
    Nancy had never used these tapes before and had figured the series would require the usual time references to be fully effective. The first subliminal tape would alter their perceptions of themselves, making them accept wearing and using diapers and being fed and treated as babies, then once this phase was complete in 3 to 5 days, the second tape would cause the physical changes that would make them function like infants, then slowly “grow up” to become toddlers around 2 to 3 years of age, yet continue to use their diapers like infants. 
 
    Huey had developed a new audio/video tape with subliminal messages that would cause the users to feel and act like toddlers, yet still know they were their “real” age. So, if they were 18, or 30, or 60 they would feel and act like a three-year-old, and use their diapers like an infant, but know they were really much older. This gave the parent or “control person” strong control over the subject since they were aware of how infantile they could be “made” to act and feel, despite their chronological age. 
 
    Nancy added, “The refinements we made to the drugs your boyfriend brought back certainly have enhanced their effectiveness. Now, anyone taking just two or three drinks over a couple of days will be wetting like a newborn for at least two days until it gets out of their system, and with just one drink every couple of days, they'll be that way permanently within a couple of months.” 
 
    Linda remembered how Mike had brought the drugs back from a trip to Thailand and told her how the one drug weakened the bladder sphincter muscles and at the same time made the bladder much more sensitive to the presence of urine and kind of “stiffened” it so it couldn't expand or maintain its ability to be elastic and “hold it”. The other drug supposedly weakened the anal sphincter and sped up how fast the stomach and bowels moved their contents along, so the user began having softer, uncontrolled bowel movements, more like a baby. 
 
    She'd doubted this would work, thinking, “More of his mystical, oriental hogwash!” but the after he'd taken just one spoonful in his bedtime bottle, he started wetting his bed during his sleep the third night, and by the end of the first week was wetting night and day like a baby. He'd stopped using it then for a while, but it was almost a week before he could go without diapers during the day, and three months before he was sleeping through the night without wetting his bed. 
 
    Finally, he said he wanted to, “Go all the way” and use both drugs for a solid month, taking the wetting drug in the morning, evening, and bedtime bottle, and the messing drug at morning and bedtime. Within three days he was a chronic bedwetter and by the end of the first week was wetting and messing like a baby night and day. She was changing four dirty diapers during the day and one every night within three weeks, and he couldn't stay dry for more than an hour and a half at any time. 
 
    At the end of the month, he stopped using the drugs, with no withdrawal symptoms, except a bit of diarrhea for a day, but was still wetting and messing like a newborn a month later. Finally, after 6 months, even with intensive “toilet training” they both realized he just would have to keep wearing diapers all the time and live with it. After two years, especially after he started using the hypnosis tapes, they realized he'd always need diapers like a baby, and then he'd been caught. 
 
    Nancy had had the drugs synthesized and manufactured by a small private lab Huey had found for her, and they were about ten times as effective now, and stayed in the body almost three times as long. Huey said they were working on a version of the wetting drug that would stay in the body for almost a year after about 20 doses, storing itself in the fatty tissue, or an implantable capsule that could release the drugs slowly over several years. 
 
    The girls decided to put the babies on a 3-hour feeding schedule, then 16 ounces of formula every three hours with 8 ounces of juice, with every other feeding containing the required dose of the drugs, plus a mild hypnotic drug to ensure they were in “the right frame of mind” when they listened to the tape after their feeding, then a 16-ounce bottle of juice or water between feedings to keep their fluid intake up, and their bladders busy. This way, they'd receive six doses of the drugs daily for five days while they were receiving the initial programming. Then, once they were truly as incontinent as newborns, the regression programming would render them completely as helpless as little babies within a week. Within two weeks they'd go from “normal” 18-year-old boys to helpless dependent newborn infants. By the end of the month, they'd be needing diapers forever just like newborn babies regardless of their age. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The First Week 
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    Within a few days, Jamie was really quite surprised at how easily he wet and messed his diapers, and how readily he accepted Nancy or Linda, or even Wendy the new helper, changing his diapers or giving him a bottle. Somehow, it just seemed more natural to crawl places instead of trying to walk and he was beginning to like the soft pastel pretty clothes, and soft, shiny baby toys they gave him to play with. Even when he was put in his playpen in the common area, he still preferred being a baby, even though a part of him “knew” he was really an 18-year-old boy. He never seemed to be dry now, and in fact, loved the sensations of warm wet diapers. He hardly ever cried to be changed now, and as soon as he was in a dry diaper, wanted it warm and wet again, and usually got his wish in just a few minutes after being changed. 
 
    By the end of the week, Jamie was no longer frustrated by not being able to do things himself. He knew mommy or nanny would take care of him, and if they weren't prompt enough, he just had to cry, and they'd make it better. He and Chuckie had moved back into Linda's cabin, and at first, he'd been surprised to find all the other boys wore diapers to beddy-bye, and most of them wore diapers during the day too. Every night, all the boys got to listen to a special story and were changed nicely after the story was over. 
 
    Chuckie and Jamie got to listen to nice music as they went to sleep and were fed two or three times a night and always had a nice big bottle of juice or water to suck on. Linda and Wendy always fussed over their babies and made a special point of praising them when they were really wet or had played around in their messy diapers on the hobby horse or Jumping Jack. 
 
    Jamie loved being strapped into the Jumping Jack after a big bottle of formula and juice and being allowed to jump gently up and down. Soon he would wet his diapers and it always felt extra nice, and then he'd mess his diapers after his bottle worked its way down, and the motion and action of the Jumping Jack let it all mix and spread around in his diapers making them all nice and warm and squishy. 
 
    Sometime during the second week Jamie even stopped thinking about himself as a boy, or girl, or anything at all. He was a baby. He couldn't walk and had problems even crawling for more than a short distance. He certainly couldn't talk at all and contented himself with gurgling noises, cooing, or infantile babbling sounds. He often had trouble holding his big bottle, and Linda had finally taken to holding him or cuddling him for his feedings. He really liked this. He loved the attention she gave him whenever she dressed him in his soft, pretty little dresses, or sunsuits and bonnets. 
 
    Chuckie on the other hand was “all boy”. He'd throw tantrums and scare Jamie and throw his blocks and toys around when he didn't get his way. He could stand by holding onto his crib rails, or the playpen top, but also couldn't walk at all. He could crawl faster and farther than Jamie, and Nancy and Wendy had their hands full keeping an eye on him, to keep him out of trouble. 
 
    Both boys could understand Nancy, Linda, and Wendy, but could only respond with baby prattle. They knew what they were being told, but anyone else talking to them was unintelligible. They depended totally on the tone of voice to understand if the person speaking was gentle, angry, loving, or whatever. They were babies. 
 
    As the girls put their babies down for their special nap, they met on the porch of the “Nursery” as Linda's cabin was now called, to review their progress so far. 
 
    Nancy started, “Just ten days and nights and they both are fully regressed to infantile levels. Neither can walk or talk, both need a bottle or soother constantly to satisfy their suckling needs, and they sure go through a lot of diapers in a day.” 
 
    Wendy piped in, “Chuckie must have been one rotten baby for his mother. He still throws tantrums. but Jamie on the other hand… he's the sweetest little thing. I could just cuddle him for hours. And he's so adorable in the little dresses and sunsuits you put on her Linda. I'm getting jealous.” 
 
    The talk continued in this vein until finally, Nancy took charge again. 
 
    “Parent's Weekend is just 4 weeks away. We'll keep them as infants for the balance of this week, then start them back to one-year-olds and then to toddlers during the fourth week. Jamie of course will remain a baby girl throughout, with appropriate clothing and toys and care. During the fifth week, we'll begin the normal three-day renormalization, which will give them ten days to accept their new identities and personalities, and lifestyles consciously, and mold them into their present life. 
 
    “By Parents' Day, they'll accept their baby actions and roles as normal regardless of their age and be much more malleable for their mommies. Anne says she has already picked out Jamie's “at home” wardrobes, and “going out” wardrobes for when he goes back to school. At home, he will be a typical, cute little two-year-old baby girl, or perhaps an infant as Anne sees fit, and at school and socially dress appropriately for a 5 to 7-year-old girl, in pretty diapers of course. Anne says she's making out marvelously with George with the new tapes Huey sent her. I'm anxious to see how much change there is by Parent's Weekend in George.” 
 
    As they continued to venture into how they could develop more special “adult” programs for the camp, they heard Jamie crying after waking up from his nap. It was more like a soft, fussing “meow” than a cry, but soon Chuckie started up, and then it was the normal, demanding holler of an angry baby. Chuckie wanted out to play in his Jolly Jumper, and Jamie soon picked up on the hollering and started herself. It was amazing how the two babies seemed to understand each other’s cries, and sometimes their babble. Maybe babies could communicate on an infantile level. 
 
    Nancy stayed behind pondering how Anne was making out with Georgie. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Georgie 
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    Anne was really amazed at how well the tapes Huey and Nancy had sent her had worked. The first tape simply put George in a very receptive, almost submissive frame of mind. Huey had said it contained subliminal messages to make him want to please Anne, and eventually all she would have to do was say, “It would please me if ...” or “I'd be pleased if you…” and tell George what she wanted, and he'd do it willingly and submissively. It also prepared him to accept hypnotic and even just normal verbal instructions while he slept, making his very receptive subconscious mind accept and obey the hypnotic suggestions, letting Anne program his subconscious any way she wanted. 
 
    The second tape would slowly cause George to lose voluntary control of his bladder, so he'd start wetting his bed, then his pants, and eventually wet and mess himself like a baby, while at the same time accepting wearing diapers since he was wetting and messing like a baby. 
 
    The final tape that had just arrived was a combination of audio and video tape with both a hypnosis session and subliminal messages to feminize George to become Georgina whenever they were alone, or whenever Anne said, “George is Georgina now.” It would also make him much more submissive, almost slave-like to her, with an overpowering need to obey and please her at all times. 
 
    The first two tapes just had to be plugged into a special player that connected to the TV and played their messages over whatever you were watching on TV. Anne knew George always watched three evening shows at the same time during the week, so programmed the machine to tum on and off automatically at the prearranged times, giving George three sessions per evening. 
 
    On the second evening, Anne was surprised when George asked, “Can I get anything for you, hon? Is there anything I can do to please Mistress?” 
 
    On the third evening, George came home from work and offered to take her to dinner, but she declined and suggested that he relax and watch TV for the evening, which he readily agreed to do. She left the player running all evening with George watching TV. 
 
    He was almost falling over himself offering to help her or do things for her, and she took particular notice of his respectful use of “Mistress” whenever he asked if he could do anything to “please Mistress.” 
 
    After letting George clean up the dishes, make the morning coffee, and take a shower, she said “I'd be pleased if you made me come with your mouth now.” George had always liked her to “go down” on him, but very rarely was willing to reciprocate. She almost fainted when he came to her bed, began teasing her, and in just a few minutes had his mouth and tongue buried in her mound, bringing her to the peak of ecstasy and then gently letting her down until she came in a mind-shattering orgasm. When he finished and asked if he could do anything else for Mistress, she said, “I'd be pleased if you drank two full glasses of water before bed from now on.” 
 
    George almost ran to the kitchen to drink his two glasses of water. He had to get up twice to go to the bathroom that night. Anne was smiling as she heard George almost run to the bathroom on waking to urinate before he wet the bed.  
 
    “Not for long, sweetie,” she thought. 
 
    The next night, she alternated the first tape with the second tape ensuring he got two sessions of the first and three of the second before bed. Again he pleased her immensely and had to get up twice to go pee. That morning he barely made it to the bathroom, in fact, she figured he probably wet his underwear before hitting the toilet. 
 
    The third night, she kept him up even longer, pleasing Mistress, and had him drink another glass of water before finally letting him go to bed. Around 2:00 am., she heard him stirring around and asked, “What are you doing?” 
 
    He shamefully admitted he'd wet his bed and had to change it. Anne just smiled. 
 
    The next night he wet the bed twice and didn't even get out of bed in the morning before he wet himself for the third time. That evening he wet his pants watching the news. 
 
    After letting him please her that night, she responded to his usual query, “How can I please you now, Mistress?” 
 
    “You really should wear diapers to bed, the way you've been wetting yourself like a baby lately.” 
 
    At first, he resisted, but then she said, “It will please me if you wear diapers to bed like a baby and use your diapers during the night instead of waking me.” 
 
    He immediately asked where he would find diapers, and Anne pointed him to the drawer where she had planted the Baby Heaven diapers and plastic panties she got earlier from an organization in Ontario that catered to adult babies. Once he was changed, he modeled his diapers for Anne, without prompting, and she replied, “Yes, that's right. Now you look like a big baby who wets his bed at night. I'd be pleased if you'd sleep like a baby and not wake me up when you wet your diapers at night.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I will remain asleep in my wet diapers through the night for you, like a big baby. I'm sorry my wetting has awakened and bothered you. I won't let it happen again.” 
 
    Once Georgie was asleep, Anne slipped in bed beside him and began. talking softly and gently to him telling him how good it will feel to wet his diapers in his sleep, like a little baby. How easy and natural it will be for him to sleep soundly, blissfully like a baby, and wet his diapers while he sleeps. She began gently massaging the area at the front of his diapers between bis belly button and his penis, and soon heard the gentle release of urine, then felt the warm wetness spreading throughout his diapers. To her amazement Georgie remained blissfully asleep, seemingly unaware that he'd just wet his diapers. 
 
    The next morning, Anne woke to find Georgie anxiously looking at her from his bed. “See, Mistress. My diapers are really soaked, and I even wet my bed, but I didn't wake you up. In fact, I just woke up a few minutes ago. It feels kind of nice to wake up in warm, wet diapers. I should· have done this long ago.” 
 
    Anne had to stifle a laugh. Here was her 36-year-old, hotshot executive talking excitedly about “how good” he'd been, wetting his diapers in his sleep and not waking his Mistress, while he slept in pissy diapers. Georgie watched his second tape for about an hour before going to work and again she remarked, “What a good idea it was for him to wear diapers to bed. He'll have to get lots of diapers now so he can really please his Mistress.” 
 
    Mid-morning, Anne received a call from Georgie. He was quite upset. He'd wet his pants after a meeting and didn't know what to do. 
 
    Anne almost died laughing, but finally got control of herself. She finally said, “Georgie, I'd be pleased if you walk straight out of your office, through the secretaries pool, down the street to the drugstore, and buy a big bag of adult diapers called Attends. You need the special heavy wetter ones, in large size with the light pink backing on them. Carry the bag openly to your office, take out one diaper, and carry it in your hand openly to the main men's washroom on the floor where your office is. 
 
    “Go into the washroom and remove your wet trousers and underwear. Throw the underwear away in the garbage, put on the adult baby diaper, and dry your trousers using the air hand dryer in the washroom. Once your trousers are dry, put them on over your diapers, making sure they rustle at the sound of the diaper you are wearing, and walk slowly back to your office. Keep the open bag of diapers in plain sight on your desk or credenza, and each time you have to change again this afternoon, carry the diaper in plain sight to the main washroom. 
 
    “Dictate a letter to the company that makes the adult baby diapers, telling them how pleased you are with the fit, color, and absorbency of the adult baby diapers to both your secretaries. At 4:00 PM, get the big, thick cloth diaper from your bottom credenza drawer, and put it on under your trousers, without plastic pants. You must wear that diaper home to me tonight and take the trolley home instead of the car. This will please me immensely.” 
 
    Anne was astounded as he repeated everything exactly, except to ask which secretary he should dictate the letter to first. 
 
    At about 4:30, Anne received a call from Melissa, George’s new secretary. Anne hadn't liked her, because she seemed so young, and pretty, to be an executive secretary, and had suspected she and George might be doing more than just dictation behind those closed doors but put this aside as Melissa haltingly started to blurt out, “Mrs. Johnson, I don't know how to say this, but Mr. Johnson has been acting very strangely today. Elisabeth and I are worried he might be having a breakdown or something, and some of the younger execs said he was doing something very strange in the main washroom, and he has his own executive washroom off his suite of offices, you know.” 
 
    As Anne queried what she meant, Melissa explained that George had come out of his office around 10:30 with obviously wet pants, and she and Elisabeth thought he'd spilled something, but then he came back about 29 minutes later with a big bag of adult diapers. A few minutes later he came out carrying a big pink diaper in his hand and went down to the main public junior exec washroom. He came back about 20 minutes later, and it was obvious he was wearing something plastic from all the rustling. She said it sounded like her toddler did when she wore Pampers without plastic panties over them. 
 
    At lunch, she overheard one of the junior secretaries say her boss had seen George in the main washroom wearing just his shirt and a big pinkish diaper, trying to dry his trousers at the hand dryer. He wasn't trying to cover up what he was wearing or anything. Then she said that he'd left three more times that day carrying a big pink plastic diaper, like a large Luvs or something, and come back rustling like before, only now he had little wet marks where she knew the diaper edge would be. 
 
    Earlier, he'd dictated a letter to both Elisabeth and her to some company congratulating them on the design, color choices, and absorbency of their new adult baby diapers and telling them how much he enjoyed wearing and using them. Then around 4:00 PM, he'd come out carrying a large, cloth diaper and headed off to the men's public washroom again. When he came back it was obvious to both Elisabeth and me, that he was wearing the diaper, from the bulk around his diaper area and the way he kind of waddled instead of his usual brisk stride. 
 
    Between trying to cover her snickers, Anne sympathetically placated Melissa, telling her how George had been having one of those “middle-aged men's problems”, and had been having a problem holding his water. The doctor had recommended these adult diapers, but in his usual manner, George had ignored the advice until the problem got out of hand. Obviously, he'd forgotten to take extras to work today and had to buy some locally. With his usual “to hell with the world” attitude he probably figured all the younger execs were afraid of him and would say nothing, and decided to use the main washroom to keep from storing his wet diapers in his own private washroom, where the janitor would find them, and know whose they were. He'd been having some skin trouble from the disposable diapers, so had been using cloth occasionally. Not to worry, he wasn't breaking down or anything, just being his usual pigheaded, “to hell with you” self. As to the letters, he had always had a habit of commending those he liked and berating those he disliked, and as usual, didn't care who knew what it was about.” 
 
    Melissa seemed more reassured, and finally said, “You know, my boyfriend a few years ago had a similar problem but then I learned he liked to wear diapers and play-act like he was a baby. It was kind of kinky for a bit, but then he got carried away with it all and wanted to be the only baby in our family when I suggested we should consider getting married and having some real babies. That's why we broke up. Maybe George will turn out to be like him, and like it.” Then she hung up. 
 
    Anne almost choked trying to hold back her laugh at this but went about smiling and whistling to herself as she reminisced about the conversation and tried to picture the scenes in the washroom and the office today. 
 
    At around 7:00 George arrived home. Anne had to stifle her laughs at the sheepish look of embarrassment on his face as he came in with obviously wet pants, and a soggy, soppy diaper. He even smelled like a day-old diaper pail. He started to cry when she asked what was wrong and explained between tears how he'd wet his diaper before leaving work, then wet twice more on the tram. By then the diaper had soaked through and had soaked his pants. Everyone was staring at him, and some little kids had remarked at the big man wetting his pants. He'd even forgotten to bring the bag of disposables off the tram with him in his hurry to get off at his stop. 
 
    Anne sent him up to the shower and laid out a big thick cloth diaper for him again, saying, “I'd be pleased if you wear the cloth diapers at home during evenings and weekends from now on, with just your plastic panties over them. After all, we don't want a lot of extra laundry with wet trousers, and you certainly shouldn't wet on the furniture, now that you're wetting like a little baby.” 
 
    Georgie meekly obeyed and laid down for Anne to help him get his diapers on, then toddled downstairs to have dinner, wearing just his polo shirt and diapers, and plastic panties. Anne had changed him twice more before bed, and he was accepting the diapering just like a toddler or baby would. Twice that night she'd changed him again, talking soothingly and hypnotically to him about how good it was to see him in wet diapers like a big baby, and how much it pleased her that he was now wearing big baby diapers and using them like a big baby. 
 
    The next morning, he was lying on the bed waiting for her to put on a new diaper, after she came out of her shower. He was totally complacent and accepting of being diapered like a baby, taking six new thick cloth diapers in his new diaper bag along with his briefcase. That evening he came home with five very wet diapers in his diaper bag and wearing an obviously wet diaper.  
 
    As Anne kissed him when he came through the door, she noticed a “different” odor, and asked, “Did you poo your diapers today, Georgie.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress,” he meekly replied. “I pooed my diapers like a baby too.” 
 
    Anne sent him up to shower and get ready for dinner and told him to put on his own diapers. He came down wearing just the usual polo shirt, and his thick cloth diapers and plastic panties. After doing the dishes, he did his diaper laundry, neatly folded it, and put it away in his wardrobe, on the middle shelves, in plain sight of anyone who came into the room. Whenever he was wet, he asked to be changed, but readily accepted a negative answer and went and changed himself. 
 
    After he'd watched the second tape for the second time, Anne decided to try her hand at hypnosis, and once Georgie was asleep, being told it would please her if he fell into a deep hypnotic sleep, she instructed him to give up all remaining adult control and notions about controlling his bladder and bowels and to use his diapers at all times just like a little baby would, to wet and mess helplessly and uncontrollably at all times just like a little baby. 
 
    She “finished him off” by telling him she would be very pleased if he just wore diapers and used his diapers at all times like a little baby, and freely admitted to anyone who asked that he had no control and wore and used diapers like a little baby. 
 
    When he “awoke” he said, “I've decided to give up all this nonsense with the doctors and stuff about my 'little problem' and just keep on wearing diapers. I wet and mess like a baby, so I might as well just wear diapers like a baby.” 
 
    Anne almost fell over at this, but remembered she'd read that many executives or powerful men were excellent hypnotic subjects because of their ability to concentrate and their intelligence. It sure seemed Georgie fell into this category. Tomorrow she'd start phase three of Georgie's training and full conversion. 
 
    By parent's day, she figured Georgina would be using his diapers like a newborn, and dressed like a teenage babysitter or nanny, willingly and uncontrollably whenever Anne wanted. him to be. And regardless, he would obey her completely and totally no matter what she asked. 
 
    As she contemplated the future, she wondered how Jamie was coming with his training and conversion. Yes, indeed, Parent's Day should be very interesting. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Life Starts Anew for Jamie 
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    As the girls sat on their porch watching the babies play, Wendy said, “Isn't it amazing? In less than two weeks they were regressed to helpless babies, now in just two weeks they've grown into cute little one-year-olds. And Jamie… isn't she the sweetest little thing you ever saw? So shy and cuddly. And that cute little pink dress, with the satiny rumba panties. My sisters would kill to find an outfit like that for their little girls, and they wouldn't look half as sweet as he does.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know exactly what you mean. Jamie is so sweet and gentle. And such a little 'lady'. He never gets his dresses dirty playing, except at mealtime or if he plays too long in a dirty diaper. And isn't it cute the way he changes his dolly and gives it its bottle? He'll make a great mommy if he ever grows up. Letting him watch those early childhood psychology videos you got from the college, sure helped him learn how baby girls behave, and what they like. He's softer and sweeter than any baby girls I've known before, and I used to babysit a lot. This “baby-sitting” is a lot more fun.” 
 
    The babies were really 18-year-old boys who had been hypnotically regressed to become first infants and then, allowed to grow up to become one-year-old babies. Jamie was not only regressed, but strongly feminized until he became a baby girl, preferring dollies, and pretty dresses to the little trucks and play suits Chuckie, the other 'big baby' wore. 
 
    Wendy continued musing, “Don't you wish you could keep him little like this forever? He's such a cute baby. But tomorrow we have to start them growing up again to around age 2 or 3, so by Parents' Day they can at least talk a bit and walk around on their own. Chuckie's even calmed down a bit now that he can walk on his own and explore, and he's not such a bad baby anymore. In fact, I'm beginning to like him as a one1-year-old. But your Jamie. He takes the prize. He's just the cutest little girl I've ever seen.” 
 
    During the next two weeks, the 'babies' would be taught how to grow up and act like two to three-year-old toddlers. They would be more independent, able to feed themselves finger food and speak in simple sentences like most two or three-year-olds. Of course, they would continue to use their diapers like newborn infants, as they always would, but at least their mommies wouldn't have to carry them around or spoon-feed them every meal. 
 
    The babies had become a fixture at the camp, along with the other younger boys who all wore diapers now, night and day, in fact, all 12 babies in Linda’s cabin wore only diapers and plastic pants around the camp and were changed openly whenever they needed changing. Most of the cabin was acting around three years of age most of the time, except the little babies Jamie and Chuckie. 
 
    The older boys from Chuckie and Jamie's first cabin had stopped teasing the babies, realizing they didn't understand the older boys, and just smiled or giggled when the boys called them babies or pissy pants or whatever. After all little babies don't understand English, they just respond to the tones of voice. 
 
    As Parents' Day approached, Chuckie and Jamie were acting like normal inquisitive toddlers. They scampered about the camp, exploring everything, and playing in the playground with their toys. Jamie was now wearing more grown-up dresses, with short crinolines, sans bonnets, and pretty ruffled rumba panties over his plastic panties. His voice was quite soft, and kind of high. Not squeaky, but very typical of a little girl of two or three years of age. He loved to play with his dollies and have little tea parties, and was quite a help to Linda making the beds and cleaning up the cabin after the other boy babies were let out to play under Wendy's watchful eye. 
 
    Jamie loved to look through the Sears catalog and other catalogs of baby clothes with Linda, and would often fall asleep in her lap, sucking his soother while she showed him the pretty pictures of all the pretty, soft little baby girl clothes. Jamie seemed to hang closer to two years of age, while Chuckie was closer to three. The two babies were inseparable and seemed to have become brother and sister, with Chuckie taking the protective, “big brother” role, keeping the other boy babies from stealing his little sister's toys or teasing her or pulling her hair. 
 
    Jamie's hair had grown enough in the past six weeks for Linda to put two little “kiss curls” in near the front, that just stuck out of his bonnet or little berets when she wore them, and soon the back would be long enough for pigtails with little pink satin ribbons. They played well together, and Chuckie was constantly telling Linda or Wendy when Jamie needed changing, which seemed to be almost hourly. Of course, Chuckie knew when Jamie was wet because he was almost always wet too! 
 
    Nancy, Linda, and Wendy all felt Jamie's conversion was complete. He would always need diapers, and there was little possibility he could be toilet trained after 15 years of intensive training. He would continue to become more and more of a little girl with each day he spent in his pretty little dresses, rumba panties, pinafores, and pink diapers. Chuckie would also always need diapers, and seemed to regress almost instantly to an infant, baby, or toddler. 
 
    As Parents' Day approached tomorrow, they were all sure Anne and Marjorie would be pleased. Nancy was especially looking forward to seeing or hearing how Anne was making out with George. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Parents' Day 
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    Anne was really excited as they drove to the Camp. When Nancy told her about Marjorie and how Chuckie and Jamie had become like brother and sister, she decided to have George drive over and pick up Marjorie before going to the camp. 
 
    Marjorie had been a little surprised at George's clothes, especially when Anne had asked if it was alright if she “changed Georgie's wet didee”, but Marjorie figured, “What the heck. I'd probably have done it to that no-good bum I lived with for 12 years.” 
 
    The two women talked incessantly all the way to the camp, about how excited they were to see their new “babies”. Finally, the conversation turned to Georgie, who was obediently and carefully driving 'Mistress' and her friend, and Anne explained how she'd used some special tapes from the Institute to render George completely dependent on diapers and to soften his personality the way she wanted. She added that she was working on a plan to get one of Georgie's secretaries to help her while George was at the office until he fully retired in three years when the junior partners in his business bought out his interests. Next year he would semi-retire and only need to go to the office for special meetings and would start working mostly from home. 
 
    George was 36, but with his senior position with his firm, and being a senior partner, he could semi-retire at 40, and fully retire at 45, as the junior partners bought out his interest in the firm. His income would be assured for life, and he'd be free to be at home, exactly the way Anne wanted him. His earlier semi-retirement had been worked out since the junior partners wanted to venture into “unproven ground” as George called it and he disagreed. Once they bought out his interests, they'd have control of the decisions, so he could semi-retire until they paid for the rest of his shares. And Anne knew EXACTLY how she wanted her little Georgie at home. 
 
    As they drove in the Camp gates, Anne was surprised at how modern it looked, and how many kids there were. Nancy had given them directions to the Nursery and instructed Georgie to drive up directly to the cabin so she could see Nancy and Jamie. As the ladies drove up, she saw ten little boys around six or seven playing on the front lawn, wearing only diapers and plastic [image: ]panties, with a camp T-Shirt on, while two young women sat on the porch watching over them, like nannies with a pack of toddlers.[image: ] As Marjorie and Anne got out of the car, she told Georgie to wait until they called him, and Nancy came out of the cabin to greet them. 
 
    “Hi. How was the trip? I see you found us with no problem. Where's Georgie, I figured you'd bring him to show him off!”  
 
    Anne replied, “Oh he's in the car, waiting 'til I call him out. Let him sweat a bit, waiting to see how the others will react to the [image: ]new sissy baby. Where's Jamie, and what's with all the little kids in diapers? They look like a bunch of toddlers, despite their size.” 
 
    Linda piped up now. “That's exactly what they are. Their mommies wanted them all 'retrained' so they'd be in diapers full time when they got home. Most of them have been regressed to around two or three and will respond to their mommies' special cue word from now on to regress to this age whenever mommy wants her little Snuggums instead of a boisterous boy or teenager or young man around. I'm Linda, by the way, Jamie's pseudo-mommy, and this is Wendy, Chuckie's pseudo-mommy. The babies are having their morning naps now but should be awake in about 25 minutes. Why not join us for a coffee or a cool drink here in the shade? I'll get it for you.” 
 
    Anne sort of smiled and replied, “No need to bother yourself. Just tell me where it is, and we'll let Georgie do the serving. After all, that's what he's used to, and will become even more used to, when I'm finished with him.” 
 
    She walked over to the car and knocked gently on the window and said, “Georgie you can come out now and serve us our beverages. Come on, sweetie.” 
 
    They could all hear Georgie saying, “Please Mistress, don't make me get out. I'll die of embarrassment like this. Let me stay here, please.” 
 
    Anne just sigh theatrically and replied, “Mommy would be pleased if Georgie gets out right now and does exactly what he's told to do by me, or Nancy, or any of the ladies on the porch.” 
 
    Gently, the car door opened, and they could see a black and white saddle shoe poke out, then a white stocking, followed by the other legs, similarly clad. Finally, Georgie was fully out of the car, and walking shamefully towards the porch to serve the ladies. Anne could hear the quick intake of breath from Linda, Wendy, and Nancy, and heard Marjorie say, “My, oh my. Isn't he sweet? I only saw him from the back and side when I got in the car.” 
 
    [image: ]Georgie was wearing a cute summer frock, with soft yellow background patterned with Strawberry Shortcake pictures. The sleeves were quite puffy, with lace trim, and the collar was a big, contrasting rose yoke style collar with more lace trimming. The skirt was quite short, and when he curtsied to the ladies as instructed by Anne, they could plainly see he was wearing thick, wet diapers, with soft, rose and yellow rumba panties. His light brown hair was quite long, and Anne had curled it about his face to soften the strong outline of his chin, and he was wearing just the right amount of rouge, lip gloss, and eye shadow to make him look like a little girl or preteen. Altogether, the picture was of a sweet, rather coquettish girl around 7 to 12 years of age. depending on what he was doing. His 5-foot-6-inch height and slight build added to the appearance of a preteen girl. 
 
    When Anne said, “Georgina, sweetie, ask Linda where they are and get us our drinks,” his voice sounded more like a young girl than a 36-year-old man. 
 
    As Georgie served the ladies, curtsying at every compliment, then sat ladylike on the porch, the ladies began discussing the two “new babies”, but Nancy insisted on learning how Anne had created Georgie's transformation so quickly and completely. Anne explained that she had used Huey's tapes as instructed for the first while and had begun introducing some hypnotic instructions to Georgie at bedtime during the second week. She was amazed at how readily he accepted the hypnotic suggestions but based on what she'd read from the library and books Nancy had loaned her, she knew that many executives and intelligent people are good hypnotic subjects. Finally, as Georgie began wetting regularly and becoming much more submissive, she began programming and softening him, and in conjunction with Huey's last tape, had Georgie in little girl’s clothing whenever he came home from work and all weekend. She'd even taken him shopping for some girl's clothing, fully dressed up as he was now. A few people gave strange looks, but since he spoke like a little girl, they just figured he was retarded or something, and his feminine dress and actions made people think he was a girl anyway. 
 
    Anne decided to keep Georgie in his feminine, diapered condition most of the time, except for work, so modified Huey's programming with her own hypnotic suggestions to make Georgie become Georgina as soon as he came home from work, and at all other times, but he still knew he was really George, a 36-year-old male executive, dressed in diapers like a little baby, and wearing little girl clothing to please his “mommy/Mistress”. 
 
    He was quite adept at household chores, pleasing Anne, and had even sewn his own little dresses, and several for Jamie. She enjoyed the extra humiliation he felt from acting and dressing as a girl in diapers and felt it kept him much more submissive and in control. She'd even introduced a command to make him feel and act like a toddler girl, so Jamie would have a playmate at times when Georgina wasn't his nanny or doing household chores, and demonstrated it by saying, “Sweet Little Georgina, go play with the other babies until Jamie wakes up from his nap.” 
 
    In seconds, Georgina began lisping and babbling like a two to three-year-old and went over to play with the other “babies” on the lawn. She was obviously no longer a preteen or even a seven-year-old girl based on her language and actions, and in a few minutes, all the ladies saw her as a toddler girl. Nancy was thinking this might be a new twist for the camp, just as they heard the wail of a baby or toddler from inside the cabin. 
 
    “Sounds like the babies are up. Better get them changed and dressed for their mommies,” said Linda and Wendy, and disappeared into the cabin for a few minutes. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Jamie Meets Mommy 
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    As Wendy led Chuckie out by the hand, Marjorie said, “Oh my gosh. He's adorable. He looks just like a big baby.” 
 
    Chuckie was wearing a powder blue, bib top playsuit, with a little T-Shirt and a cute sunhat. It was obvious from the bulk under the sunsuit, he was also wearing thick diapers. He took one look at Marjorie and ran over squeaking, “Mama, mama. Me miss you. Me wove you, mama.” 
 
    Marjorie was almost crying she was so overjoyed. “I can't believe it. He's just like he was between two and three. He really was the sweetest baby then. No trouble at all.” 
 
    “Well,” said Nancy, now you have him that way again. Just call him Chuckiekins, and he'll regress to two to three years of age, just as he is now. Call him Chuckie Babykins, and he'll regress to being a six6-month-old infant. Regardless of their real ages, or regressed ages, both babies, Chuckie and Jamie will always wet and mess their diapers like newborn infants around six to seven months of age. This is the age when infants wet and mess most frequently, so we keep their bladder .and bowel function at this age to ensure they really need their diapers. Within about two more weeks, I doubt either baby will ever be able to be toilet trained again. Ah! That sounds like Jamie !!” 
 
    With that, Linda led Jamie out the door. He was very shy and tried to hide behind her, but of course, with his 18-year-old height, he wasn't 'really' a toddler able to hide behind mommy's skirt. 
 
    “Oh, my goodness,” Anne exclaimed. “He's adorable. He always was a pretty child, but this is unbelievable. I never imagined he'd be such a sweet, little girl. I always wanted a girl, to dress up, and take care of, but this is beyond my wildest dreams.” 
 
    Jamie was wearing a broadcloth and taffeta dress with a soft rose-pink background. with little red hearts on it. The sleeves were short and puffy, and trimmed with dark pink lace. The dress was trimmed at the hem and collar with white lace, and he had a light pinafore over the front to protect his dress from his drooling. 
 
    On his head he wore a matching soft sun bonnet, with lace around the brim, tied under his chin with a satin, pink ribbon. He was sucking a large, pink soother. His little blond kiss curls were plainly visible peeking out from the brim of his little bonnet, and Linda had begun to put little pigtails in his hair, held in place with barrettes. He had cute, white ankle socks on, trimmed with lace, and shiny, black patent leather shoes on his little feet. The short skirt showed off his soft, pink, lacy rumba panties perfectly. He was the perfect picture of a cute, adorable 18-month-old baby girl. 
 
    “He is regressed to a toddler now but seems to have 'stayed' closer to two years of age. I dressed him, or I should say her, younger because she is just so adorable and sweet in this outfit. She's quite shy and 'makes strange' with everyone, but she is fully programmed to accept you as mommy. Go ahead and call her.” 
 
    “Come to mommy, sweetie. Let me see your pretty dress and panties,” Anne said, almost through tears. She couldn't believe how sweet Jamie looked. 
 
    Shyly, Jamie toddled to Anne, but once in her arms, he began babbling in a sweet, soft little voice how much he loved and missed his mommy. He woved Winda too, but woved mommy bestest. 
 
    “Oh sweety, I love you too. You're going to be my sweet little baby girl Jamie from now on, aren't you? Mommy will get you lots of dollies, and soft baby girl clothes and you can be mommy's little baby daughter she never had.” Anne choked through her tears. 
 
    Nancy and Wendy congratulated each other on the job they had done. Only Linda seemed to hold back and finally walked quietly away. 
 
    Later that evening, as she changed Jamie into his pink sleepers for bed, she was overheard by Wendy saying. “Oh, and I love you too Jamie. I don't want to send you home and really don't want the next phase of your programming for you, but I have no choice. I'm sorry sweetie, but it has to be unless I can help make it better for you.” 
 
    Wendy quietly slipped out the back door to Nancy's quarters. She hoped she wouldn't catch Nancy and Bob in a compromising position again but knew she'd better fill Nancy in on the latest situation. It was too bad. She had really begun to like Linda and this job but knew the dire consequences of not following orders. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Discipline 
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    This was the part Linda had never really liked with the older boys. Somehow, she didn't mind turning the younger 6 to even 10-year-olds into babies, and making them forever dependent on diapers like infants, but the older boys were always made to undergo a third phase of 'treatment' to ensure they knew their place and the control their mothers and even their wives would have over them for the rest of their lives. The younger boys were simply conditioned to accept wearing diapers and to use them like infants, then in phase two, regressed fully to infancy, bought forward to toddler years, where they were programmed to regress again at a prearranged cue, then allowed to grow up to their normal age, but remain dependent on diapers. The older boys, those over 10, were taken through the third phase. They were 'renormalized', that is brought fully back to their original ages, and returned to their original cabins, still fully dependent on diapers and plastic panties, as they always would be. 
 
    During this phase, for about two weeks, they were consciously aware of themselves as older boys, but the subconscious programming they had received during the first two phases was constantly pulling at them, making them want to return to the younger age, and as they struggled with this sort of “dual identity”, they began to act more like little boys or toddlers, or in some cases babies. This, of course, led to lots of teasing from their cabinmates, especially when they had to change their own diapers, lying on their bunk in plain view of anyone around, and especially if they took a Teddy bear or soother to bed, or talked 'baby talk'.  
 
    During this phase, their conscious perception of themselves melded uncontrollably with their newly programmed perception of themselves, making them feel ashamed, and humiliated by their babyish action, desires, and habits. Invariably, they 'leveled out' as very young, childish, sometimes babyish acting, submissive, passive boys. 
 
    Then the final part of phase three was implemented. During the previous two weeks they were implanted with posthypnotic cues while they slept, which would make them regress to act like toddlers, babies, or infants whenever their mother, the nurse, or female counselor cued them to regress, but all the time they would still consciously perceive themselves as young men, teenagers, or boys. They would be powerless to stop acting like the regressed babies they were hypnotically programmed to become and would walk, talk, eat, play, and react like babies, but still feel and believe they were still more grown up. 
 
    The humiliation of this 'duality’ was constantly reinforced during this phase, to ensure they always knew how much control their mothers and eventually their wives would have over them. At any time, their mother or wife could make them act like babies, uncontrollably and automatically, by saying a simple phrase, and they would continue to do so until they were allowed by another phrase to 'grow up', remembering vividly and accurately everything they'd done, said; felt during this time. At the end of the 8-week program, a boy could be regressed fully and completely to become an infant, baby, or toddler with a simple command, and to feel, act and fully perceive himself this way, or be made to act like an infant, baby or toddler, yet continue to know he was much older in reality. 
 
    Linda was glad she had learned quite a lot about hypnosis from reading Nancy's books and the books she'd gotten while at university. She hoped she could help make this much easier for Jamie, so he would not feel so ashamed of what had happened to him. 
 
    Jamie was only the third boy to be regressed to a baby girl, that she knew of. One other, five years ago, had come to camp as a normal 18-year-old boy and left as a two-year-old sissy little girl. She'd heard he'd even had the operation to become a full-time girl, but still dressed and acted like a five or six-year-old girl most of the time. The other boy was 19, and a part-time counselor who had 'broken the rules' when one of his neighborhood friends had been sent to camp for the 'special program'. He'd tried to help his friend to stop regressing, but in the end, wound up fully regressed to a one-year-old baby girl himself and was sent home that way. 
 
    Linda had heard how Anne planned to keep Jamie as a toddler girl until Christmas, then allow him to grow up, but fully and only as a girl. She was enrolling him in a new school for girls starting in January and was going to enroll him as a junior in the senior public school program as a grade 6 student of age 10. Apparently, the school nurse and headmistress were friends of Nancy's and wouldn't reveal Jamie's true gender, until Anne could find a way to have him permanently 'fixed' so he would look totally like a little girl. 
 
    From Labor Day until New Year's, Anne planned to completely indoctrinate Jamie with soft, passive, feminine little girl thoughts, ideas, desires, and lifestyle until he completely accepted himself and identified himself only as a little girl. One who would never mature to become a woman, and would always need diapers like a young infant 
 
    Linda was at least happy that Anne didn't plan to humiliate him like so many of the other mothers seemed to want and figured maybe Jamie would be happier as a girl, with his small frame, and feminine features. 
 
    As she held his night bottle for him, she said, “Well, my sweet little one. Tomorrow starts another day. I sure hope I can make it better for you somehow. You're such a sweet little baby girl, I like to keep you for myself.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Training Begins 
 
    [image: A picture containing clothespin, hanger  Description automatically generated] 
 
    As Jamie stretched, he felt the warm sogginess of his soaking diapers press against his bottom and penis, then felt the slippery mess spread around his cheeks. 
 
    “Mmm, that feels so nice. I wish the other boys didn't make such a fuss about Chuckie and me wearing a diaper,” he thought. 
 
    “Chuck. Chuck,” he whispered. “Does yours feel nice and squishy too?” 
 
    “Uh-huh!” Chuckie replied. “I love waking up in warm wet, squishy diapers.” 
 
    Then, suddenly, Tommy shouted, “Oh I see the two babies woke up. Did he poo his diapers all stinky poo?” The other boys joined in with similar shouts of derision as they chased the babies into the showers to get cleaned up. 
 
    The boys had moved back into their previous cabin three days before, and at first, had felt completely normal. Both were astonished at the tall tales their roommates were telling them about them crawling around on the grass, being fed in highchairs in the mess hall, and having their diapers changed everywhere like little infants. 
 
    They had both been programmed to suppress any conscious memory of the events of the previous 4 weeks and to them, it seemed they'd always been in their cabins. When they'd first had to change their diapers on their bunks, they'd been surprised to learn the other boys didn't have diaper pails and diapers on, because they believed all boys always wore diapers. They had no idea what toilet training was, or that they had only been wearing diapers for a little over four weeks. 
 
    As the first week progressed, their personalities seemed to change. They began to notice they were the only ones who took soothers to bed. or Teddy bears, and they were the only ones wearing footed sleepers to bed at night, or needing an afternoon nap. Chuckie had started sucking his thumb whenever he felt 'scared' or was not talking or eating, and soon began wearing his soother on a string around his neck, to the hoots of the other boys. 
 
    During the second week, Jamie started wearing his hair funny, in little curls sort of and finally asked Linda to help him fix it better and prettier. He started wearing different colors too. At first soft yellows or soft blues, but then started wearing pink, and soft mauve and rose, and eventually his shorts and tops had lace on them and little bows, and he looked more like a girl than a boy. 
 
    They visited the Nurse every day for about an hour or so, and she always told them “to be yourself”. Whenever they left the Nurse they felt 'better' and were happier to just be themselves. So what if they wanted to drink from one of those cups the little kids used, or sometimes a bottle with a nice nipple on it? And so what if they like their Teddy and soft toys, and having Cam, or Linda change their diapers when they were tired before their naps? 
 
    And they had developed a 'secret' language between themselves. To anyone else, it sounded like a couple of 2-year-olds babbling, but to them, it was their secret language. 
 
    Finally, on the twelfth day, Jamie got up after his shower and dressed only in a diaper and plastic panties, and went over to Linda's cabin. He was gone about an hour and a half, but when he came back, he looked different. 
 
    No-one really was sure, but finally, Tommy said, “Look, he's wearing makeup. Jamie's wearing girl's makeup like my little sister does sometimes. He's got stuff on his cheeks and lips, and look, he's even got a little yellow bow in his hair.” 
 
    Sure enough, Jamie was wearing two little bows on his kiss curls, rouge on his cheeks, and lip gloss. He had asked Linda to help him feel more like a little girl, and she had obliged. with the makeup, bows, and an hour of hypnosis. What none of them could see was the soft, satiny, lace rumba panties he had on over his plastic panties under his shorts. 
 
    That was until he asked Cammie to change him after a mid-day snack. As soon as Cam pulled off Jamie's shorts, everyone could see the rumba panties, and soon the cabin was in an uproar again about Jamie's sissy pants, and of course, his crying didn't help the image any. 
 
    The next morning, all Jamie's shorts were missing from his drawer, and only the two pairs of rumba panties were still there. Finally, Jamie decided 'To hell with it.' and headed off to the mess hall wearing just his soft, pink blouse and his diapers, plastic panties, and rumba panties. 
 
    The jeers, shouts, and remarks of his campmates reduced him to tears, but as Linda came over and spoke to him, he calmed down. During breakfast, he had problems cutting his pancakes and dropped his juice first, then his milk. Finally, Linda ended up feeding him his pancakes and gave him a big baby bottle filled with milk, just as the other 10 babies at Linda's table were using. 
 
    Throughout breakfast, Linda kept up a steady stream of reassuring talk to Jamie and he began to feel very comfortable being babied by Linda. Linda asked Nancy if Jamie could 'help' her today with some of the laundry for the other babies and cabin chores, and Nancy agreed. 
 
    By bedtime, Jamie felt more like a baby girl than he'd ever imagined. Linda was wonderful to him. Feeding him in her arms. Changing his diapers lovingly and constantly reassuring him that it was OK to let his soft, feminine side out. He was a cute little girl and could be if he wanted to be. That night he slept in Linda's cabin, listening to some old familiar music as he dreamt of being a cute, soft little baby girl. 
 
    The next morning Jamie put on his dress, panties, and ankle socks before breakfast and went straight to Linda's table to help with feeding the other babies. After they were having their milk bottles, Linda fed him his cut-up eggs and wieners and held his bottle for him while she talked reassuringly to him. 
 
    Even when the other boys tried to tease him after breakfast, it didn't matter. He felt comfortable dressed the way he was, and he liked using diapers. 
 
    Lately, he'd found Chuckie to be too weepy for his liking. Chuckie was always crying about how the other big boys picked on him and teased him about being a baby. Jamie had tried to make him feel better by telling him “Well we are just big babies, aren't we? We wear diapers like babies and wet and mess in them like babies do. We like to suck our thumbs or soothers like babies. Let's face it. For some reason we act more like babies than even some of those little kids in Linda's cabin.”, but Chuckie wouldn't be dissuaded. He was too embarrassed and humiliated by his uncontrollable need to do baby things. 
 
    During the last phase of their 'treatment,' Chuckie was terribly humiliated to find himself being changed like a toddler or infant, or to 'wake up' and find himself lying on his back sucking a bottle of baby formula in wet, messy diapers. He quickly learned that this reaction was controlled by Linda, Wendy, and Nancy and could be caused just as easily by his mother. He soon learned to be a VERY obedient little boy. 
 
    Finally, after a week of obedience training, the girls decided Chuckie was properly trained, and for the last week he was alternately either fully regressed to around 1 year of age, or 'obedience regressed' to that age; to learn the difference between the two. 
 
    Jamie on the other hand was a real puzzle to Nancy. He should be extra humiliated by acting like a little girl, but instead seemed normally pleased and passive. He was, as usual, very submissive, and obedient, but there was no real evidence of shame or humiliation at being made to wear clothing more appropriate for a 3 to 5-year-old girl; than an 18-year-old boy. Fully regressed he was the sweetest baby girl any mother could want, but even 'obediently regressed' he was still a sweet little girl. 
 
    The only way Nancy found to humiliate him was to tease him about his using diapers. Even when regressed obediently or fully to feel like a 6 or 7-year-old girl, he/she felt ashamed to be wearing and using diapers at this age, and Nancy amplified these feelings hypnotically. This was the only time he would feel embarrassed about his need for diapers but was sufficient to ensure his obedience. Even as a boy of 18, he was content to wear and use his diapers like an infant, in fact, seemed to enjoy the sensations and tactile pleasures of wearing and wetting diapers. 
 
    Nancy was annoyed and determined to get to the bottom of this. She vaguely remembered a conversation with Wendy about a month ago. 
 
    “Ah well, as camp ends this weekend, and we have Jamie, Cam, the two 'special' boys, and Georgina and Anne here for the special two-week sessions. I will deal with the girls to get to the bottom. of this. One of them is going to pay dearly” she thought. 
 
    “Also, I should have Bobbie under control by then, and then I'll have it all. The camp, the willing workers, and the new program for special 'adult camps' I will start next spring.” 
 
    Saturday morning, all the campers parent's came to pick up their charges. Linda's cabin all went home with a good supply of thick, soft cloth diapers and 6 pairs of plastic panties, and the moms thanked them profusely. 
 
    A few of the dads didn't seem too pleased to find their “little men” going home in diapers when they had come to camp with maybe just a slight bedwetting problem, but one or two seemed almost “envious” of their sons being in diapers. 
 
    Chuckie had been regressed to age 3, when Marjorie arrived, and he and Jamie bid a tearful farewell. Jamie was mortified to leave his little friend, but Linda calmed him down with a bottle of warm formula and gradually regressed him to blissful infancy, and put him down for a nap, while the other campers departed. 
 
    Soon, the camp was empty except for Linda, Wendy, Nancy, and Capt. Bob and Cam. Just after noon, two new arrivals showed up and were immediately checked into Nancy's quarters. About 3:00 PM, Anne arrived with Georgie, who was dressed in a darling little outfit, almost identical to the one Jamie had worn on Parent's Day. 
 
    Within minutes of arriving at the camp, Georgina was frolicking with Jamie on the lawn, fussing over her little baby sister, like a 2-year-old. Anne just smiled as she explained to Nancy she'd decided to regress George further than originally planned, after seeing how sweet Jamie was, so Jamie would really have a little playmate to play with when she needed one. 
 
    Nancy explained that something had gone wrong with Jamie's treatment during the discipline sessions and that he was always comfortable in feminine, little girl's clothing, in fact, he seemed to have actually become a little girl most of the time. The only way he was embarrassed was when he was 'grown up' to around age 7 and made shamefully aware that 7-year-olds don't wear diapers usually. But even then, it didn't make a difference. He liked his diapers too much to really be humiliated by this. 
 
    Anne thought about this for a bit, then said “It doesn't really matter. He will still be very obedient, won't he? And besides I just love him, or her, the way she is. 
 
    And when I want to humiliate someone I have Georgie pie to play with.” 
 
    Nancy assured Anne that Jamie would be VERY obedient. He was completely submissive, regardless of his age or perceived gender. He was the cutest, sweetest, and best-behaved baby they'd ever trained, and even when he was 'grown up' and supposed to feel like a boy in dresses and diapers, he still was a very sweet, passive, submissive personality. Much more like a sweet little girl than a teenage boy. 
 
    Nancy asked Anne to explain what she meant about George, and she called him over. She said “Georgie, listen and understand, sweetie !!” and explained “For the last month, I've been conditioning Georgie to accept his feminization, and of course to regress to a little girl of 2 or 3 for Jamie to have a playmate. 
 
    I also conditioned him to feel more ashamed and embarrassed than the most humiliating experience he has ever endured whenever I call him 'sissy pants'. As soon as I say that to him, he fully and completely feels like a grown man in every way, being forced to wear little girl dresses in public in front of all his friends, and every time he wets or messes his diapers he feels like a boy in school standing in front of the class wearing diapers and wetting them helplessly while the teacher scolds him for acting like a baby, and his friends laugh at him. I also brought Melissa into my plans by inviting her over and hypnotizing her to accept Georgie in diapers and to be his nanny and diaper changer at work. 
 
    Now, whenever he needs changing at work, he has to go out and ask her very nicely to change his big baby diapers, out loud, and to lie back on his sofa or a changing pad on the floor, while she tends to him like a nanny with an infant. 
 
    While she changes him he again experiences all the proper shame and humiliation of a grown man having his diapers changed by a woman half his age, while he lies there helplessly like a little baby. 
 
    And of course, he's been programmed for complete and total submission and obedience, so I can make him do whatever I want to humiliate him further. It's quite comical, really. Isn't it Georgie? 
 
    “No Mistress. I don't like being embarrassed like this.” Georgie meekly objected. 
 
    “Oh, I know that Georgie. But you can't help it, can you? You have to do anything I tell·you to do now, don't you little sissy pants.” 
 
    All of a sudden a look of utter bewilderment, shame, and disgust seemed to come over Georgie. He was no longer the happy toddler that had been playing moments ago but looked more like a man who was just watching a postmortem of a traffic kill. 
 
    “Oh please, Mistress. Don't do this to me. I promise I'll be good. I promise I'll do anything you say. Please Mistress make it stop.” he bawled, but Anne only said “I know you will sissy pants. You'll always do exactly what l tell you to do. 
 
    Right now, I want you to stop talking like a man, and talk more like the prissy little girl you're dressed up to look like, understand.” 
 
    “Yeth M'am. Me be good, Peez make me feel betta. Me soo. sad. Peez, now.” 
 
    ''That's better Georgie. But I'm not done with you. Show our friends what you have on under your little dress and rumba panties. I'll bet you're wearing wet, pissy diapers like a little baby wears, aren't you Georgie ??” 
 
    “Yeth ma'am. Georgie wear pithy didees like baby. Georgie a big baby, ma'am. And Georgie do poo, too!” 
 
    “Yes, I figured you did. I could almost smell it over here. Show us what you did Georgie. Wetting and messing in diapers like those little babies over there. Aren’t you ashamed of yourself? A grown man wearing little dresses like a baby girl and wearing diapers like a baby.” 
 
    Shamefully, Georgie took off his rumba panties, and skirt and showed the ladies his shameful diapers. They were obviously soaked the way they sagged, and the bulge in the seat showed he'd obviously messed his diapers too. He stood shamefully in front of the ladies with his hands sort of crossed in front of himself, trying to hide his wet, shitty diapers, but Anne was having none of this. 
 
    “Georgie, come over here little sissy pants and sit on the rocking horse. That's it, sit right down and rock back and forth for a while. Doesn't that feel nice as you squish that smelly mess all over in your diapers? Oh, I see you're so ashamed you're peeing your diapers again. My you must be really wet now. 
 
    Get off the horsy and crawl over here on your hands and knees and tell the ladies and me what condition your diapers are in and why you have to wear diapers.” 
 
    With each crawling step Georgie took towards the ladies, they could hear the contents of his diapers squishing around in his sodden, messy diapers. When he was right in front of them, he began saying “I'm just a sissy pants big baby. I have to wear diapers like little babies because I don't know how to stop wetting or pooing myself like a little baby. I know only little babies are supposed to wear and use diapers, but I can't help it. I'm no better than a little baby, and I have to obey mommy all the time like a little baby, or she won't change my diapers, and my bum will hurt me.” 
 
    “That's right Georgie. You're mommy's helpless little sissy pants baby, and don't you ever forget it. I think for the grand finale, we'll have you recite your little rhyme for the ladies, while you play in your diapers. 
 
    Get on your knees now and do as I asked.” 
 
    Georgie looked like he would cry, but obediently began rubbing the contents of his wet, messy diapers all over the front of himself, masturbating in his diapers while he repeated a childish rhyme about what a bad big boy he thought he was, but now he knew he was just mommy's little sissy pants slave. To do anything mommy told him, whenever and wherever she told him. 
 
    Finally, he came breathlessly, and shamefully in front of the ladies, and began sobbing in earnest, as he realized the shame and humiliation of what he'd just done. 
 
    Finally, Anne told him to act like a 2-year-old and crawl back to the other babies and play with them, dressed exactly like he was. She would only change his diaper when he had messed it again and rocked for 10 minutes on the horsy. 
 
    Shamefully Georgina crawled like an infant in wet, messy diapers back to the other babies on the lawn. Of course, the only other baby was Jamie, and she wanted nothing to do with the stinky baby”, and toddled over to mommy and Linda and clearly said “Baby poopoo. Tinky didee” to the amusement of the women, and tears of Georgina. 
 
    Only Linda was not amused, seeing this cruel, sadistic streak in Anne. She was concerned for Jamie, thinking Anne might soon try the same type of punishments on Jamie. 
 
    Too late now to do anything about it, but maybe she'd be able to talk to Nancy about it later tonight at the reception dinner. 
 
    As she thought about the dinner, she wondered where Bob was. Usually, he was right here to meet the final, 'special' guests, but she guessed he was busy with last-minute chores or details for tonight’s soiree. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Soiree 
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    Dinner was superb, served of course by Georgina in full maid's dress and attire. Fortunately, he'd messed his diapers again before dinner, so was allowed to change and didn't serve in his messy diapers. Jamie was served his dindin in the highchair, complete with mushed-up turkey, potatoes, squash, and a big bottle of formula. Anne really enjoyed feeding her sweet little one-year-old girl his dindin and was amazed at how easily and naturally she took her bottle while cradled in Anne's lap. 
 
    Finally, the soiree was due to begin, and as the lights dimmed, Nancy stepped up to the podium and gave a short speech. 
 
    “First, I'd like to introduce a little special guest we all know, and have grown to love, but many of you have only known him as one of our stalwart counselors. Without further ado, I'd like to introduce little Cammie, on his first birthday.” 
 
    As the curtain parted, Nancy reached her hand in, and Cam came unsteadily toddling out. Wendy gasped, seeing Cam dressed only in diapers, plastic panties, and a T-Shirt that said Baby Cammie on the front. He was sucking a big soother and carrying a Teddy bear in the other hand. 
 
    Nancy came back holding Cammie's hand and said, “Cammie here has been receiving some special programming for the last two weeks, just like our other special guests received at home, to make him need his diapers as much as little Jamie and Georgina do. His girlfriend, and fiancée, wrote to me at the beginning of the summer indicating she and he had talked about what goes on here at the camp with many of the other boys, and said Cammie had wondered 'What it would be like to be a baby again'. 
 
    “Well, now, he knows. Cammie was regressed fully to a one-year-old today, along with the two new arrivals, who are now mercifully taking their after-dinner naps. For the next week, he'll spend most of the time as a baby, and then gradually be grown up to a 3-year-old. His girlfriend and he will be living together when he goes to college this fall, and she will keep him in diapers around the clock and regressed as much as possible considering the study demands of a freshman at college. 
 
    “Cammie is going to be our campus recruiter for other big babies in college, to join us next summer for a new program for older babies we will start. Staring next May, we will take applications from 50 persons over 18, or their wives, spouses, or lovers to have the person regressed fully to a baby, then retrained to become fully dependent on diapers and to be implanted with an obedience cue that will instantly cause them to regress to act like babies, yet consciously see themselves as they really are. 
 
    “Personally, I think Cammie here has always secretly been one of those Adult Babies we read about sometimes in the magazines some of the older boys try to smuggle in here, and I once came across a letter from one that says it is exclusively for Adult Babies and inviting Cammie to join. At least, now, Cammie has certainly joined the ranks of the Adult Babies, don't you think?.” 
 
    Anne and the other two new baby arrivals' moms were clapping enthusiastically, and Jamie joined in to imitate them, but Wendy was still shocked. Cam had seemed so “cool” and macho during the summer camp. But to be a secret adult baby. This was too much. 
 
    Linda, however, was beginning to dislike the way the camp was turning into some sort of brainwashing mechanism, where people were being turned into babies against their will. She'd always felt it was alright to regress the younger ones, since many of them weren't much older than babies anyway, and it gave their mothers a chance to start over with them and bring them up to be more passive. The fact they'd probably have to wear diapers for the rest of their life was okay since it would remind them that their bad behavior had resulted in their new diaper dependence. Even the older boys who had been regressed were acceptable, since most of them were little buggers anyway, and needed the strong discipline necessary to curb their learned negative behaviors. But now, with the feminization of Jamie, the degradation of Georgie, and seeing Cam standing there meekly holding Nancy's hand, and obviously in very wet diapers, she wasn't so sure. She thought she wouldn't return next summer. 
 
    Finally, Cam was put down for a rest, on the stage, in a crib with the other two babies who'd just arrived. He was given a big bottle of formula and soon drifted off to sleep, listening to the programming tape, through small stereo speakers in the headboard and footboard of his crib, as were the other two babies. 
 
    Finally, Nancy said, “Let's drink a toast to the new ventures for next summer and the arrival of hundreds of newborn big babies within the next few decades. To diapers and plastic panties for all the nasty little boys out there!” 
 
    All five ladies drank their toast, and Jamie kicked up a fuss because he didn't get any until Linda gave him a bottle of juice. As he suckled contentedly, she put him down in the playpen beside their table and took another glass of champagne as Nancy proposed another toast. 
 
    “Whew, it's getting hot in here,” she thought “I'm really thirsty.” Then she noticed Wendy too seemed to feel it. Soon, she seemed a little lightheaded and guessed she'd better go easy on the champagne, then seemed to be enjoying the music she vaguely heard in the background as Nancy continued to expound on the new process she had developed to hypnotize the new older campers and turn them into helpless babies. A few minutes later, she was surprised to find herself and Wendy sitting in straight chairs on the stage with Nancy seated opposite them. In front of Nancy was a small table with two baby bottles of red liquid, and some bright shiny object on a slender silver chain. 
 
    Nancy turned to them and said, “Well hello there, girls. Did you enjoy your little naps? I imagine by now you're real thirsty. But before I give you your little drinks, let me explain something to you. One of you two has betrayed me by keeping Jamie from going through his discipline training, and I aim to find out who that is. These bottles contain three very powerful drugs. One will help you enter a very deep trance where I can begin programming your little mind in any way I want. You saw how easily I had Cammie and the other two babies in diapers and acting like one-year-olds in just one day. Well, I assure you I can do the same to you if I desire. The other drug is a strong truth serum that will make you tell me the exact truth, no matter what may come to you as a result of telling me the truth. 
 
    “The other drug you both know very well. It is the wetting drug, but it's Huey's new synthesized version. It works the first time it's introduced to the system, weakening the sphincter, increasing urine output, and making the bladder far more 'twitchy' as Huey puts it. Within about an hour of taking just 25 milligrams mixed with liquid, the user will wet his or her pants helplessly, or if they're in diapers, their diapers. Huey says one dose will keep the average person wetting for up to 48 hours. 
 
    “I've put 100 milligrams in your bottles, to ensure it works quickly and effectively. I know only one of you is ultimately responsible for the deception with Jamie, but I figured both of you had to be in on it to keep it from me this long. Therefore, I figure a couple of weeks in diapers for you two should teach you both a lesson. Of course, it will take you a while to be re-toilet trained once you leave camp, but I figure in about 6 to 8 weeks you'll stay dry during the day, and within a year be dry most nights. Of course, the guilty one will be leaving in diapers and remain in diapers forever. Only I assure you, she won't enjoy it one bit. Not when I'm finished with her, she won't. 
 
    “Now let's begin showing you how effective these first two drugs can be. I put a bit in your glasses before we drank our toast and saw you both had several glasses before the subliminal messages I'd been playing in the music system brought you up here in an already hypnotized state. You see that little chain on the table?” 
 
     Nancy gently held up the chain with a large chrome-plated diaper pin dangling from it before the girls. 
 
    “This simple little chain with the shiny diaper pin on it will quickly and completely hypnotize the guilty party whenever it is held in front of her and swung back and forth for a few minutes in front of her eyes. Once hypnotized, she will do anything and everything the person holding the chain tells her to do, without fail or hesitation, but will always know she is doing it against her will. Subconsciously, she will be unable to resist the suggestions given to her by the person holding the chain, but consciously she will want to do everything in her power to resist. 
 
    “Once I know which of you is the guilty party, I will find out your most shameful, humiliating secret, and you will relive it many, many times again. Over and over, without control in consistently more embarrassing circumstances. You will also leave here wearing this little chain and diaper pin around your neck and must tell all your boyfriends and girlfriends that you can be easily and quickly hypnotized by this chain and will do anything they ask or tell you to do whenever you are so hypnotized. For now, though, let's just proceed, since both of you are equally guilty until I find the true culprit.” 
 
    Nancy began slowly swinging the pin back and forth in front of the two girls' eyes and talking soothingly to them, telling them they were going into a deep hypnotic trance. She then instructed them to suck their right thumb like a baby when they were deeply hypnotized, and within seconds both girls were sucking their thumbs uncontrollably. She then reminded them what the baby bottles contained, and the effects it would have on them when they drank from it. and told them they were becoming thirstier and thirstier with each passing second. Soon their thirst would overcome their ability to resist taking the bottles to their lips and drinking the whole bottle down thirstily like thirsty little babies. 
 
    She then sat back and watched the girls sweat it out. Wendy resisted for about 2 minutes then hesitantly put the nipple to her lips. Within less than ten seconds she was hungrily draining the contents, but before it was even half gone, her head seemed to droop, and then Linda could hear the unmistakable dribble of urine running onto the floor as she realized Wendy had wet her pants. 
 
    Despite her resolve, Linda lasted less than a minute more, and as she felt herself falling into a deep comfortable sleep, she felt herself wet her pants at the same time. A few moments later, both girls found themselves stripping off their wet pants and panties and lying on the makeshift changing tables onstage, putting thick, cloth diapers on, then pulling on clear plastic panties, before coming to sit in front of Nancy again. 
 
    “Very good, girls. I'm glad to see you know how to diaper yourself. One of you will become very expert at it with time, but then you'll have lots of time to learn, won't you? Now, I'm going to count to three and ask you who plotted to keep Jamie from experiencing his discipline training. When I say three, I want you to tell me the complete truth of who did it and why.” 
 
    Nancy barely said three before both girls were talking at the same time. Wendy was telling how she'd overheard Linda talking to Jamie the night before his training was to start and how she'd come to tell Nancy, and Linda was spilling her guts. 
 
    Anne and Nancy were both shocked to hear Linda say she loved Jamie. He was so cute and adorable, just like the baby sister she'd always wished she'd had. She'd been from a poor family and didn't get dolls to play with, and only had older brothers, so wanted a baby sister to dress up, and change and feed desperately, but her wish had never been fulfilled. 
 
    Nancy was quite taken aback by this revelation, then remembered she hadn't checked Linda's background before hiring her, except for her relationship with her boyfriend. She'd thought Linda had become a little soft, from working with only the younger boys and babies, and had planned to have her work with the older boys and adult babies next summer to “toughen her up a bit.” Now, she realized Linda would never be able to go through with this. Not to turn hundreds of young men into little diaper-dependent babies, or sissy babies, like Jamie. She'd become too emotionally attached and soft. 
 
    Nancy gave Wendy suggestions to keep taking the wetting drug every morning and evening for two weeks and to feel ashamed and embarrassed to have to be wearing diapers like a baby as long as she continued to wear diapers and to wet herself uncontrollably. She would always remember this as her punishment for 'disobeying' and would remember that it could always happen to her again for longer periods of time if she disobeyed ever again. 
 
    Linda was given similar suggestions but told to use a baby bottle for the next two weeks and to keep taking the drug for three months twice a day. She was also told to begin feeling like a baby more and more over the next three to five days until she felt completely like a one to two-year-old baby girl. As she regressed, she would feel and act more and more like Jamie as a two-year-old baby girl and would try very hard to be a perfect role model of a sweet simpering baby girl for Jamie to model his behavior after. 
 
    In light of the revelations by Linda, Nancy wasn't so certain about the degradation and humiliation she'd planned for the guilty party but decided she'd sleep on it and decide tomorrow. Plenty of time in the next two weeks to do whatever she decided to do to Linda's vulnerable psyche. With this decision, she told Linda to go and take another big bottle of juice and go to sleep beside Jamie in the big playpen. Once she recovered from her shock, Nancy was back to the “old showmanship” she'd exhibited earlier in the evening. 
 
    “Now ladies and gentlemen. Oops, no gentlemen here. Just a bunch of babies and one sissy pants. Ah well. Time for the 'main event'. 
 
    As Anne knows, and I guess many of the other moms have suspected, Capt Bob and I have been lovers for about three years. He was enthusiastic about the treatment programs for bad boys, and little kids who 'acted like brats’, but when I approached him with the ideas for an adult baby camp, he balked. In fact, he downright rebelled and refused to discuss it. Well, what was I to do? I needed this location, and the facilities here for the programming to work, and without his co-operation couldn't very well have a bunch of adults running around in diapers and little dresses under his nose. Or could I? Well, the devious mind of a woman with ideas proves stronger again. May I introduce the first real Adult Baby of Camp Baby Heaven? Bobbie, the toddler!” 
 
    As the main house lights came up, the ladies could just see Capt. Bob sitting center stage, playing unconcernedly with a bunch of building blocks. When Nancy called him over, he toddled over uncertainly, and it was obvious from the way he walked that he was wearing very thick diapers. As he came into the main lights, they could all see he was wearing a little sailor suit with snaps at the crotch, and a kind of diaper top worn by very young toddlers. He was barefoot and had a soother tied on a string around his neck. As Nancy stuck the soother to his lips, he popped it in and began sucking contentedly and abstractly like any 18-month-old baby would, holding Nancy's hand shyly. 
 
    “Bobbie here is about 18 months old now. I started diaper training him two weeks ago, and he now wets and messes his diapers about like Jamie or any of the other diaper trainees. Once he was diaper dependent, I started regressing him and will continue regressing him slowly until he is around three months old and totally dependent on mommy for all his needs and wants. This infantile dependence will be hypnotically magnified subconsciously until he becomes dependent on me no matter what his age. Before he passed the “age of reason” he signed the deed to the camp over to me, and I legally changed the name to Camp BBH, but it will be secretly known as Camp Baby Heaven. Baby Bobbie will be our camp mascot, an example to all our other baby recruits of how even a middle-aged camp owner, ex marine drill sergeant, can become a helpless, dependent little baby with a little help from mommy. 
 
    “Now, I think we all have a lot to think about, and I have to make arrangements for Linda to make sure her programming takes full effect tonight and decide what I am going to do for her punishment. Anne, there is a full crib in your cabin suite for Jamie, and your other two moms have cribs in your cabins too. The babies should sleep through the night once they have their bedtime bottles, listening to their special tapes. Wendy, would you help little Linda to my quarters, while I get Bobbie ready for beddy byes, and I'll see you all tomorrow?” 
 
    As Nancy headed off, Anne caught up with her, leaving Georgina to change Jamie and get him ready for bed. She asked what Nancy was going to use for programming Linda, and Nancy said she was just going to use more diaper reinforcement programming and perhaps a little diaper humiliation toward morning. 
 
    Anne suggested Linda could sleep in their cabin, using the cribs with the tape player and speakers built in, and she'd be glad to make sure Linda listened to all the tapes and had at least three bottles through the night. She would give her one each time she fed and changed Jamie, who was now regressed to infancy again. 
 
    Nancy was relieved, because she had planned to concentrate on Bobbie's regression tonight, and the problems of Linda were just too much to consider right now. 
 
    Finally, as Anne looked around, she had Jamie and Linda soundly asleep in their cribs; each sucking a big bottle of cranberry juice, with Linda receiving another 50 milligrams of the wetting drug and messing drug Nancy had given her, and Georgina was changed for bed and waiting to please her Mistress before curling up on the floor at the foot of the bed to care for the two sleeping babies. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Decision 
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    As Anne tucked Linda in after her 6:00 am feeding, she sat back and admired the young girl. She certainly was cute as she lay there in her thick diapers, and soft pink stretch sleepers, sucking her juice bottle. The little curls of her reddish auburn hair around her face lent an almost angelic look to her as she slept. Anne mused how sweet the two babies looked sleeping there in their cribs and an idea began to form. 
 
    Just then she heard Georgina whimpering at the end of her bed and thought, “Let him suffer. To think he was jealous of how I was treating the little babies and tried to get me to change his messy diapers. Let him sleep in those for a while, and maybe he'll think twice about trying that again.” 
 
    Indeed, Georgie had been jealous. So jealous that he'd messed his diapers and then tried playing baby to get Anne to pay some attention to him. She had paid attention to him alright, making him sit in his very wet messy diapers on the rocking chair style potty in the corner, which made him mess his diapers all the more, then made him sit on the edge of the bathtub and rock back and forth for ten minutes, squishing the mess all over the front and back of his diapers. Then instead of changing him, she made him put on a second-night diaper over his already wet, messy, diapers and gave him two bottles of Metamucil-laden formula and a 32-ounce bottle of cranberry juice.  She could only imagine how his tummy felt now, and how wet and messy he'd be by the time she let him change his diapers. 
 
    Finally, she awoke to hear Jamie crying in his crib and was a little surprised to hear Linda kind of fussing in her crib, sleepily, but much like a baby awakened from a deep sleep. Then she remembered how Nancy had given her the second tape to start after the 6:00 am feeding and how it would make Linda feel more like a baby. In just a few minutes, both Jamie and Linda were crying for real, and she prodded Georgie to change Jamie, while she took care of Linda. 
 
    As she talked soothingly to Linda and gave her her soother, Linda calmed down and soon was almost cooing to Anne's soothing voice. Once she had Linda in clean fresh diapers, she decided to put one of Georgie's pretty party dresses on Linda and then took over Jamie's dressing. Soon both girls were dressed in almost matching party dresses with sunbonnets, ankle socks, and pretty rumba panties. As she helped them from their cribs, she soon saw that neither could walk on their own and decided to use the double stroller Nancy had Bobbie push over that morning, earlier. 
 
    It was time for a leisurely 11:00 am brunch. Only as they walked to the mess hall, did she realize she'd forgotten to tell Georgina to change his diapers, and then started to laugh as she notice how gingerly Georgina was walking, and realized she already had the start of a good diaper rash. Ah well, she'd let him change after brunch, when she took the babies back to be changed after their breakfast feedings. 
 
    As they entered the dining room, she could hear Bobbie laughing and clapping his hands as he shouted, “Georgie pooed his didees, Georgie pooed his didees!” over and over and Georgina flushed bright red with embarrassment. Nancy brought him up short, however.  
 
    “I wouldn't laugh little boy, I seem to remember changing your messy diapers this morning! You're not such a big boy yourself are you, Pissy Pants??” 
 
    At that, Bobbie stopped laughing and began to sulk and suck his thumb. Anne couldn't believe it. Here was Capt. Bob sitting on a toddler booster seat with a bottle in front of him, dressed in just a diaper top and bulky cloth diapers, and on the floor on a blanket was Cam, fast asleep sucking his soother, with a nearly empty bottle beside him. 
 
    Nancy saw her look and explained. 
 
     “I decided Cammie should start all over as a newborn infant, and fully regressed him last night. He's functioning at around 8 weeks now and will be slowly 'grown up' to around one year over the next month before school starts. His girlfriend is arriving tomorrow morning to look after him during his infant stage and will keep him for the next three weeks until he's fully experienced baby life from infant to young toddler. Bobbie, on the other hand, seems to take quite well to being a little three to five-year-old boy, who wears diapers and uses them like a little baby, and is very obedient at this age. I don't think I'll have to regress him further, and he is much easier to care for and amuse at this age.” 
 
    “Where's the other campers and their mommies?” asked Anne. 
 
    “They left earlier this morning with the new tapes I'd given them. Their mommies are going to send them back to camp for two weeks at Christmas and again this summer coming, for more complete programming, once I figure out the types of programs I want to use and get Huey to make them up for us. I think Camp Baby Heaven will be a roaring success, but I have to figure out how to get it properly advertised and promoted, without getting into trouble, and we'll need extra help to look after all the big babies.” 
 
    Anne thought for a few minutes then tentatively suggested, “You know, Georgie's business involves a lot of promotion and advertising stuff for other products and service companies, and I'll bet he could really do it for you in his adult state. He's due to take early retirement next year, and we'll be independently secure financially, with a few investments from his sale of the business. Would you consider being partners in Camp Baby Heaven, with me contributing half the money needed to equip it with larger cribs, playpens, highchairs, and stuff for the bigger babies, and Georgina here providing his expertise for the advertising and promotion?” 
 
    Nancy gave a whoop of delight, which almost scared the babies into a crying match. 
 
    “Oh, Anne. I was so hoping you'd offer. I didn't know how you'd react to the idea of a camp to brainwash other adults and turn them into helpless babies or baby slaves. I also didn't know if you'd be interested in this type of business proposition, but it's like an answer to a prayer. We've been friends since school and have so much in common. We'll be 50/50 partners, and share in all the decisions for programming, activities, and hiring from now on. We need to make sure all the cabins are properly insulated for winter here, but most of the furniture we'll need can be made by two local craftsmen who are in my debt, so to speak. We could all live together here year-round, and work on our ideas during the 'off seasons'.” 
 
     “I can't sell the house just yet, since George has to go to the office for another year, and Jamie needs to finish high school at the special school we chose in the city for the next three years unless we can work out something locally here. Let's face it, not many schools have a nurse willing to change a teenager's diapers and accept a boy dressed like a little girl. But there's one more important thing, I really want to do. I want to adopt Linda. She's so cute as a baby girl and loves Jamie like a big sister. She'd be a wonderful playmate for Jamie, and a role model for Georgina, and when I need help with all the babies, she can help me as a nanny.” 
 
    Nancy thought about this for a minute, then finally said, “I kind of thought you had something like this in mind when you took her into your cabin last night, and especially when I saw how you had her and Jamie dressed almost like twins this morning. She has no family now and has been alone for almost two years. Let me check out whether she could 'disappear' so to speak, then you could feel free to adopt her and keep her as your new two-year-old daughter, or nanny as you wish. If no-one will come looking for her, you can feel sure you won't get in any trouble. I'll change her programming tapes to accept you fully as mommy when she's regressed and as Mistress when she's functioning as your nanny. Do you want her in diapers constantly, as a control mechanism?” 
 
    Anne decided all her babies should be in diapers constantly and use them like newborns regardless of their perceived age or level of functioning. Georgie and Jamie would be programmed to accept themselves as fully feminine, with Jamie becoming a sweet, little baby girl at any age between six months and two years when regressed, and a sweet six or seven-year-old, innocent little girl when renormalized, but always needing diapers. This way he would always feel and act like a little girl, even when fully renormalized, regardless of his age, and accept little girl clothing, diapers, toys, activities, and lifestyle anytime and anyplace. 
 
    Georgina would be regressed to age two to three, or to a very feminine, sultry, sensuous 18 or 19-year-old teenager, but again always dependent on diapers. Anne had some very “special” plans in mind for Georgie-poo. Linda would simply be regressed to become a two to three-year-old ‘on cue’ as an example to Georgina and Jamie, and when renormalized to her adult state would be a very obedient, submissive nanny for Anne, feeling ashamed of her diaper dependence. 
 
    The two continued to refine the programming for the three babies and develop their plans for the camp. Soon, Jamie and Cammie were crying hungrily again, and Linda and Georgina were instructed to give them their bottles and pablum, which they obediently did, lovingly changing the babies after their feedings and putting them down for another nap, listening to their special tapes. 
 
    Anne started to laugh as she noticed the huge bulge in Georgina's rumba panties and then noticed the slight trickle of brownish-yellow liquid running down her leg. When Nancy asked what she was laughing at, Anne explained how she'd forgotten to tell Georgie to change his diapers before brunch, and that he was wearing the same diapers he'd started wearing to bed last night, and by now must have three or four bowel movements in them, combined with several bottles of juice and water. 
 
    Nancy asked, “How does he feel about wearing diapers and especially messy diapers?” and Anne said, “Oh he likes wearing diapers, due to the hypnotic suggestions, but once they’re soaked or messy, he wants them changed like most babies would. Occasionally, I make him feel like a little boy or girl who's wet his pants to embarrass or humiliate him, like yesterday, but usually, he's just like a baby about his diapers.” 
 
    “I've got an idea you might find fun. I had a special diaper discipline suit made for Bobbie but didn't have to use it. With the right suggestions, you could turn Georgie's diapered state into a powerful control over any independence he might have and make him far more submissive. He seems to be an excellent hypnotic subject, so I'm sure it will work easily. Want to try?” 
 
    Anne just smirked, then sneered. “For all the grief the creep gave me over the last years, with his macho bullshit, I'd love to really humiliate him and punish him, as long as it won't do any permanent physical damage.” 
 
    “Oh no, it won't do anything except maybe give him a diaper rash, but it will shame and humiliate him beyond his wildest dreams, or should I say nightmares. Put him under, and I'll get the suit from my cabin.” 
 
    When Nancy returned a few minutes later, she was carrying what looked like a very thin wetsuit of something. It was made of lightweight, breathable nylon, that let air in, but no moisture could get out. It was lined on the inside with four layers of terry flannelette cotton, which was highly absorbent. The lower half pulled on like sleepers, with feet bonded to the ankle portion, and the top half pulled on like a T-shirt, with the waist fastening securely to the bottoms. The wrists ran into glove-like ends, with four fingers and a thumb on each arm, and the neck opening seemed to be quite tight and sealed tightly around the shoulders. 
 
    Georgie was deeply hypnotized. and Nancy said, “Tell him to open his eyes and look at me, then tell him to remain deeply hypnotized and accept me fully as his guide and instructor, obeying me just as he would obey you. “ 
 
    Anne did as instructed and then heard Nancy say, “George, you see this suit in front of you. When you wake up, you will put this on, just as I tell you. You will no longer feel like a baby girl and will know you are a grown man. A grown man who is being forced to wear diapers by Anne and me as punishment for disobeying and trying to be independent. You know you have no independence and are completely and totally dependent on Anne for all your needs, your comfort, and your pleasures. You know you are being punished by Anne for disobeying and trying to pretend you don't need to wear diapers like a little baby.  
 
    “You will be intensely aware of the bulk or your diapers, the wetness of your diapers, and the mess in your diapers. You will know that you have somehow wet and messed in your diapers like a little baby, helplessly, and uncontrollably and will feel more ashamed of the fact you have wet and messed in your diapers like a little helpless baby, than any shameful incident in your past life. You know, deep in your subconscious mind that you cannot control your bladder and bowels, but consciously you believe you are an adult man, and should have normal adult control over your bladder and bowels. The fact you are wearing diapers, and know you have wet and messed in your diapers will bring you more shame than you have ever known. 
 
    “As you feel the wetness and mess in your diapers, your shame will continue to grow and grow with every passing minute, until you fully and totally agree to obey Anne at all times, no matter what she tells you to do. You must agree to do exactly what she tells you, immediately she tells you, or you will be punished again as you are being punished now. You will not be aware you are wearing a special suit over your body but will believe you are wearing only your normal clothes, with your shameful baby diapers, and as your diapers begin to feel wetter and messier, you will feel the mess and wetness spreading further and further over your body, making every part of your body feel, wet, messy with your urine and bowel movement and your shame and humiliation will increase constantly. 
 
    “You will continue to drink water, or juice constantly, drinking at least one full glass or bottle of juice or water every hour, until Anne or I say ‘That's enough Pissy Pants.’ You will continue to wet and mess helplessly as you always have and always will, and every time you wet or mess yourself now, you will feel the wetness and mess spreading all over your body making you feel more and more ashamed of your helpless, dependent state until you fully and totally agree to be Anne's obedient, submissive slave. Do you understand, Georgie?” 
 
    Georgie haltingly said, “I understand.”, and then repeated what was to happen when Nancy instructed him to repeat his instructions. Finally, Nancy brought him out of his trance and told him to stand on the changing pad in front of him. 
 
    Then Nancy told Anne what to tell him, and Anne told Georgie to pull on the punishment suit bottoms slowly, and carefully. Surprisingly, the suit fit snugly, but not too tight. The inner lining was pressing gently against his skin, but the entire fit was more like a sleeper than a tight wet suit. As he pulled it up towards his diapered bottom, Nancy told Anne how he was to handle this area, and Anne told him to pull it up just to the bottom of his panties. Then she told him to unfasten his rumba panties and plastic panties gently and carefully, as Linda and Bobbie held the waist of the suit opening out around his diapers. As he undid the Velcro closures of his panties, a puddle of urine seeped down into the crotch and legs of the suit and Georgie made a face and turned bright red. Then he gently pulled the bottom up over his wet, messy diapers and stood there waiting for the next instructions. 
 
    Nancy explained, “He's wearing one of those cotton print play dresses we got from Carolyn's Kids. Why don't we let him keep it on under the suit, then we can have a little more fun when we let him take it oft.” 
 
    Anne thought for a minute, and said, “It will probably ruin the dress, but I'm curious about what you have in mind. Alright!” and to Georgie she said, tuck your dress into your pants, then put on the top of your outfit over your dress.” 
 
    Georgie did as he was instructed, and soon was standing there completely covered from fingertip to toe tip in the absorbent, waterproof suit. Right up to his neck, he was encased in thick absorbent layers of terry-flannelette and sealed in by the nylon, waterproof outer shell. Underneath he was wearing four thick, six-layer Babykins diapers, and his little cotton print baby girl shift. Nancy told Anne to put him under again and then instructed George. 
 
    “When I tell you to awaken, you will believe you are wearing a normal adult man's business suit. What you are wearing will feel exactly like your best adult suit, and you will see it as such a suit if you look in a mirror or see your reflection. As your suit feels wetter and messier you will believe you are wetting and messing your favorite adult suit and feel it soaking up your pee and bowel movement, becoming stained, soaked with your helpless wetting, and messing, and consciously want desperately to stop wetting and messing like a little baby. Every time you wet or mess helplessly, you will feel more and more ashamed and humiliated believing everyone can see your suit getting wet and messy, and seeing you as a grown man who has wet and messed himself like a little baby.” 
 
    Nancy then gave George a full 16-ounce bottle of juice and told him to drink it all down. She explained to Anne that it contained a large dose of the wetting drug she'd used last night with Linda and Wendy and a powerful bowel stimulant that would keep Georgie wetting and messing frequently for the next few days. As Georgie finished the bottle, Nancy reinforced the suggestions from his earlier session and the new ones and then woke him up. He seemed in a daze for a minute, then flushed embarrassedly as he became aware of the wet, messy diapers. He wasn't yet fully aware of the seeping wetness inside the suit. Anne told him to come over and sit down with her and Nancy and help them with the promotion ideas for the camp. 
 
    Georgie hesitated, then gingerly sat down. As he sat on the hard seat, the contents of his saturated diaper were squeezed out of the seat of the diaper and absorbed into the thirsty lining of the suit, spreading the wet mess down into the legs and up into the upper portion. He flushed a deep red and almost looked like he'd cry. 
 
    As the three continued discussing the camp plans for about two hours, Georgie had two glasses of cranberry juice and a glass of water. He'd wet three times during the two hours, and you could begin to see a faint yellow-brown stain spreading down into the legs of his suit, and up the sides and back. He'd also eaten about 15 oatmeal cookies, and a full bowl of wheat bran during the two hours. 
 
    Just as they were finishing, Georgie really let loose, and you could hear his bowels emptying helplessly and his bladder seemingly emptying like a firehose under pressure. Now there was a very obvious yellow-brown stain around the entire diaper area and seeping up the front of the upper portion of the suit, and down the crotch and legs. 
 
    Georgie was sniveling, shamefully, and when Anne asked, “What's the matter with you? Why are you sniveling like a two-year-old?”  
 
    Georgie replied shamefully, “I wet and pooed my pants.” 
 
    Anne sneered, “Of course, you did. You do that all the time. After all, you're nothing but a big baby, even though you try to act grown up. Aren't you ashamed of yourself for trying to pretend you're grown up, yet you wet and messed your pants like an overgrown infant, and look at your suit, it's all wet and messy.” 
 
    As Georgie looked down at his suit and he indeed did see how wet and messy it had become and started crying in earnest. 
 
    “Please can I go change now? I promise to be good from now on. I'll do anything you say. I promise.” 
 
    “Anything? Good. Let's see. Go over to the rocking horse there, and rock on it for five minutes, then come back over here and tell Nancy and I what a silly, nasty big boy you've tried to be when the proof of what you really are is in your pants.” 
 
    George hesitated for about 30 seconds, then shamefully went over to the rocking horse. He gingerly sat down, then slowly began pushing the horse back and forth, with his feet on the floor, trying to keep the mess from spreading. 
 
    Anne yelled, “No way! Put your feet on the stirrups, and rock like a little toddler. And do it for seven minutes now!” 
 
    As he instantly put his feet in the stirrups and began rocking quickly back and forth like an excited toddler, the tight saddle pressed against the front and back of the diapers and suit with each roll, and the contents of George's wet messy diapers were squeezed out into the absorbent lining of the suit. In minutes the entire suit was stained a yellow-brown, and the smell escaping from the neck was very strong. 
 
    Seven minutes later, a shamed Georgie stood before the ladies and repeated, “I know I'm just a pissy big baby and must always do exactly what mommy Anne tells me from now on. I will never disobey you again and will always be your obedient slave from now on.” 
 
    After about six repetitions, Anne continued, “That's fine, Georgie, but you were slow obeying me when I told you to get on the horsey, and you tried to fool us with putting your feet on the floor. As punishment, I want you to remain dressed just as you are until tomorrow morning, and to ride the horsey for 3 minutes every time you poo your diapers like a baby.” 
 
    Georgie started sobbing again but obediently sniveled, “Yes, Mistress Anne, I will do as you say!” He then took two big glasses of juice and a bowl of oatmeal. 
 
    Georgie continued to perform his duties, caring for the babies, especially changing their wet, messy diapers, while the ladies taunted him about how he was just like the little babies, the way he wet and messed himself. Anne repeated the suggestions Nancy had used twice during the day and early evening, and each time Georgie awakened he felt more ashamed and humiliated by his state. By early evening his suit was almost dark brown from its contents, and he'd had three more horsey rides and was now on his fourth after a big meal of oatmeal, wheat bran, and eggs and cabbage. Anne and Nancy could hardly finish giving him an instruction before he was hopping to it, to complete it obediently. 
 
    Finally, at bedtime, Nancy suggested there was another piece to the suit, and showed Anne the helmet kind of affair that slipped in under the neck of the top. It looked like a wetsuit headpiece but was made of the same nylon waterproof outer shell, and had ten layers of the absorbent terry-flannelette lining. It covered the entire back of the neck, head and most of the face, leaving only a small opening for each eye and the nose, and about a one-inch long slit for the mouth opening. 
 
    The neck portion had about 6 inches of the absorbent lining sticking out below, with no waterproofing, and Nancy explained this was to make sure it wicked up the contents from the body portion. The neck was put on under the neck of the torso part to make a secure seal, and the extensions running down below ensured they soaked up as much of the contents as possible. 
 
    She explained the openings were sealed watertight with tight rubberized elastic, so they wouldn't leak and hold the contents in. This way, the entire inner lining soaked up the contents of whatever was in them leaving only the eyes, nostrils, and a small portion of the lips uncovered. Since part of the lips were contained inside the helmet, the contents were certain to be felt against the lips, and probably forced inside as the lining became saturated. 
 
    Anne was shocked but intrigued and asked where Nancy got these ideas from. Nancy said she'd read about it in an S&M magazine where a Mistress was discussing cold packs as a punishment. The suit Georgie wore, with the helmet intact would be put on the slave, whose arms and legs and torso were securely and firmly strapped to a hard table or surface, ensuring they couldn't move except to breathe. Then, water was let into the suit through a valve in the front at the crotch, and once the suit became saturated and body heat began to warm the water, it was drained and increasingly colder water was let in. Soon, the slave would be constantly in very cold, wet surroundings and the spasms of the chilled muscles created an exquisite torture ensuring complete obedience and submission. Nancy had simply improvised, removing the valves to ensure a waterproof seal, so the baby being punished would be covered with the evidence of their babyishness. 
 
    Anne asked one final question. “What about the mouth area? Do you mean he'll be drinking his filth as the suit helmet fills up?” 
 
    Nancy explained, “No he doesn't have to. The contents of the helmet will become saturated leaving a pool of whatever they contain around the entire suit, but especially the helmet area, kind of like being in a womb of pee and shit. As long as he keeps something in his mouth, like a soother or bottle or feeding nipple, and sucks it, he shouldn't get a mouthful. But if he tries to spit it out, the pressure may force some of it into his lips. We'll fill one of the big feeding systems to a feeding nipple just for him, with a bit more of the incontinence drugs and something to keep him awake during the night. 
 
    “We'll tell him under hypnosis what will happen if he tries to spit out the feeding nipple and stops sucking on it, and also tell him what's in the liquids, and how the liquids will make him wet even more than he has been. Then we can watch him squirm!” 
 
    Once again, Georgie was hypnotized and told to put on the helmet. Within a very few minutes, the helmet started to turn light yellow-brown as the absorbent material soaked up the contents of his now-soaked diaper suit. He was told what would happen and told he must keep sucking the feeding nipple all night or else the contents of the helmet would be pressing against his lips and trying to force their contents into his mouth. By the time the session was over, the helmet seemed to have swollen to twice its size, and Georgie had wet and messed his diapers again in fear. Georgie was put in his crib, with the feeding nipple stuck in his mouth. He was sucking for all he was worth, knowing that if he stopped, he'd probably be sucking the contents of his filthy diaper suit. 
 
    Jamie and Linda were put to bed, fully regressed, listening to their tapes, with Wendy playing Nanny tonight. Georgie's feeding bottle had been filled with 5 gallons of dilute cranberry juice, with an appropriate dose of the incontinence drugs and 100 ml of a powerful stimulant to ensure he stayed awake. As Anne turned off the lights, she gently pushed on the tummy of the suit and felt it was like pushing on a balloon of squishy jelly, it was so saturated.

  

 
   
      
 
    The Final Days 
 
      
 
    [image: A picture containing clothespin, hanger  Description automatically generated] 
 
    The next morning Anne and Wendy woke to hear the two little babies crying hungrily for their bottle and morning change. They also heard Georgie whimpering in his crib. 
 
    First things first. The little babies were changed. given their morning bottles and left to fall back to sleep listening to their tapes. Both were acting like newborn infants, falling naturally into infantile patterns of feeding, changing, sleeping, and repeating the pattern again. Anne and Nancy had decided they should sleep at night as infants, and then when Anne was ready, they would grow up to be toddlers or for Linda to become the more adult nanny. As they finished with the babies, Nancy came in leading Bobbie by the hand. 
 
    “How's little Georgie doing? I can hear him whimpering about something in there.” 
 
    As they entered Georgie's room, and Nancy turned off the tape player that had been playing his obedience and humiliation session, they could see he indeed had something to whimper about. The diaper suit was filled almost like a balloon, and the helmet portion had become so saturated it had leaked around the lips and eyes and nose opening. To make it worse, Georgie had lost the feeding nipple sometime after they checked him at 7:00 am and was struggling vainly to keep from having the disgusting contents of his suit helmet spill into his mouth. 
 
    Nancy checked the feeding bottle and stammered, “My goodness, he's emptied almost four gallons of the fluid, and of course, most of it is inside his diaper suit. He must be swimming in it.” 
 
    Indeed, Georgie was swimming in the disgusting mixture of pee and poo. He had almost a full inch of thick liquid surrounding almost every square inch of his body, except his nostrils, and the mixture had leaked over his eyes, around his nose and mouth, and out onto the receiving blanket Wendy had smartly laid under him. The entire receiving blanket was soaked with the mixture, and a small puddle was beginning to form along his body, held in only by the one-piece mattress protector, and bumper pad arrangement they had put on the adult cribs. It was like he was lying in a little bathinette, filled with his disgusting waste. 
 
    “Well, Georgie, how's it feel in there?” Anne asked. 
 
    Georgie whimpered “Please don't make me talk, Mistress. It makes the mess go in my mouth. It tastes yucky!!” 
 
    “I'll bet it does, George. I'll bet it feels, smells, and tastes absolutely horrible, doesn't it? Well, I think you’ve almost learned your lesson, but there's one more little punishment I want you to feel, so you never forget what will happen if you even think about disobeying me again.” 
 
    Anne told Wendy to hand her three of the baby diapers they used to line the big baby diapers, and as she took them in her hand she turned to George and said “Georgie, I want you to stuff these under the eyes of the helmet, and inside the mouth slit of your helmet. Make sure the part over your mouth is stuffed inside your mouth as much as you can, and don't press it too tightly over your nose.” 
 
    George didn't hesitate for a second, and with Wendy's assistance had the three diapers securely stuck inside the eye openings and stuffed inside the slit for his mouth. They could see he's stuffed a very large portion of the diapers, about the size of a golf ball into his mouth. Anne told Wendy to cut a small slit over George's nose so he could breathe. Even as Wendy began cutting the slit, they could see the oozing liquid soaking into the diapers, saturating them with the contents of the suit. 
 
    Anne quickly put George into a deep trance and hypnotically heightened his feelings of shame, and humiliation, and increased his sense of feeling, smell, and sensations. She repeatedly told him to experience the next while as the most vivid, realistic, and memorable nightmare he'd ever had, and to remember always that he would relive this even more vividly if he ever thought about disobeying her again. 
 
    When George was awakened, the diapers were saturated with the disgusting contents of his punishment suit, and he'd wet and messed loudly again. You could hear the emptying of his bowels like he was farting in a bathtub. Anne told George to reach down and masturbate himself to the strongest, most powerful orgasm he'd ever had. While he was masturbating himself, he'd feel the contents of his disgusting diapers spreading even more over his body, covering him with his piss and shit, and feel the diapers in his mouth soaking up even more of the contents. As he became more and more excited, he'd uncontrollably start sucking on the 'binky' in his mouth, knowing full well what he was sucking, but powerless to stop. 
 
    In less than a second, George was tentatively pressing the front of his diaper suit, trying to rub his cock to reach the orgasm he needed. The full contents of the suit prevented the friction necessary, and soon he was pressing harder and harder, pushing the liquid waste out of the front area of his suit and into the bottom and torso of the suit. As the contents spread upwards and he began getting the friction necessary, he began breathing more excitedly and as his excitement grew, he felt compelled to suck on the 'binky' stuffed into his mouth. 
 
    He was acutely aware of what he was doing. Knowing he was spreading the disgusting contents around his body, soaking the diapers stuffed into his mouth, sucking uncontrollably on the dirty diapers, and masturbating using the slick contents of his disgusting diapers as a lubricant. But he was powerless to stop. 
 
    As he approached the peak, where blessed relief would come, Anne exclaimed, “Stop. Let your little weewee shrink to the baby thing it really is!” and immediately he stopped rubbing the front of his diapers. 
 
    In seconds, his erection faded, and the front of his diaper suit began absorbing the contents as his hands released their pressure. A minute later, he felt his bladder empty again as he was acutely aware of the introduction of new, warm pee flowing into the already sodden inner spaces. Next Anne told him to roll over and begin masturbating lying on his tummy, rubbing himself against the mattress until he climaxed. As he turned over, the sodden contents of the suit were released by the increased pressure of his body weight and squeezed over the sides into the back of the suit, with much of it soaking into the diapers on his face. 
 
    Now, he was lying face down, in a small puddle of pee and shit, and humping his mattress for all he was worth. As he continued pressing his crotch into the mattress, the pressure forced the contents up into the torso of the diaper suit, soaking the diapers with even more of their contents. As the diapers became sodden, and his excitement rose, he couldn't stop sucking his 'binky' and was sucking helplessly like an infant nursing on a bottle of his own waste. As his excitement reached a peak, Anne told him to suck as hard as he could while he came and to have the longest, strongest orgasm he'd ever had, pressing his entire body firmly into the mattress, especially his face. 
 
    Minutes later, George tensed, pressed his body harder than anyone thought possible into the mattress, and visibly shook with the force of his orgasm. He seemed to come for almost five minutes, all the while pressing himself further and further into the mattress. You could easily hear his excited breathing. and excited sucking and Nancy was worried he might drown. As he finished, Anne told him to sit up, and take the ball of his disgusting 'binky' out of his mouth, but leave the diapers in place. As he sat up and gingerly pulled the ball of diapers out of his mouth, he retched involuntarily but sat there obediently waiting for Anne's next instruction. 
 
    Anne asked him how he felt, how he'd act in the future, and several 'leading' questions to ensure his complete obedience. 
 
    Once she was satisfied, she said, “Georgie, from now on I want you to be Georgina at all times, except when I expressly tell you to act like a man for some important business meeting. Until you are fully ready to be Georgina full-time, I want you to do everything possible to complete your complete and total transformation into Georgina, a female in every way. You will have the surgery to remove your disgusting male parts and take the hormones and drugs necessary to soften your disgusting male body and make it as feminine as possible. 
 
    “You will do everything possible, including using the tapes I will give you to see yourself totally as a female, and to live as a female, and to convince any doctors or specialists you have to see to have the surgery that will turn you into a female forever. You must never even try to masturbate again unless I tell you to do so in your wet shitty diapers, or we will repeat this punishment again for a longer time. You must give up any and all ideas of ever being a man and will remain forever a diaper-dependent, totally incontinent, impotent baby slave to me and anyone I give permission to use you. 
 
    “Every time you see your male penis and testicles, it will remind you of what you have just experienced and fill you with revulsion and disgust, and make you even more want and need to become a female, fully and completely. You will obey me instantly and totally at all times, and if you even think about disobeying me, you will remember vividly and very realistically the punishment you have just undergone, tasting the disgusting 'binky', feeling the disgusting mess all over your body, and experiencing the shame and humiliation you feel now. Do you understand and agree?” 
 
    George immediately replied, “Yes, Mistress Anne. I will be your little girl or whatever you want right now. I will do anything you tell me instantly. I will always be your obedient slave.” 
 
    Then Anne hypnotized George and reinforced his previous instructions under hypnosis, then said, “When you wake up, you will be Georgina, a little 10-year-old girl. You will have no bladder or bowel control, just like a little baby, and will not be aware of what you are wearing. 
 
    “You will remove the diaper suit carefully in the shower, primp your dress out as best you can, and put on two thick Babykins diapers and fresh plastic panties. You will rinse out and clean out the diaper suit as best you can in the shower area, then put it in the washing machine with your dirty, wet diapers. Then put a terry bonnet over your head and come outside to play with the other boys and girls. When you come outside, only then, you will realize your dress is full of pee and poo, and that you smell like a dirty diaper. You will feel all the other boys and girls laughing at you for being a 10-year-old girl who has messed her dress and diapers and feel the shame of being a little girl who is covered in poo and pee like a little baby who has played in her dirty diapers.” 
 
    The ladies and little babies went outside, with the babies being grown up to toddlers and allowed to play in the sandbox and with toys in the grassy area. A while later, Georgie came out wearing the disgusting dress, with a terry sunbonnet over his disgusting hair, which had already begun to soak up the remaining mess from his face, and hair and began to cry. 
 
    When Anne asked what was wrong, he sniveled, “The boys and girls are laughing at me!”  
 
    Anne said, “Of course they are. You look and smell like a baby in dirty diapers. Go play with the other babies until you accept that you are a baby and start acting like a baby. Then I will get you changed into clean, pretty baby girl clothes.” 
 
    George obediently went to play, but the other babies didn't want anything to do with the 'stinky baby'. Eventually, he was beginning to play along with the toys, and soon was toddling more like a two-year-old and sucking contentedly on his soother. 
 
    Nancy went over and talked to him then said, “He's ready. He can hardly talk intelligibly. He's regressed to around 2 years now, and his diapers are quite wet. I think we'd better clean him up and give him a liberal coating of diaper rash ointment or else.” 
 
    Indeed, Georgie had the beginnings of a rash over his entire body, but the diaper area was quite red and sore. This would take a few days to clear up. Georgie had completely fallen into the role of a one to two-year-old baby girl and easily let nanny Wendy clean him up and put him in fresh pretty diapers, and a cute little dress with crinoline. He went out to play with the other baby girls, and was easily the prissiest one of the three, prancing daintily, sitting daintily - for a two-year-old anyway - and lisping when she needed her diaper changed. 
 
    Over the next few days Anne and Nancy discussed their plans for the camp, and sadly as the Labor Day passed acknowledged Anne had to return home with her two baby girls and obedient sissy baby slave. 
 
    Georgina was the perfect little girl and immediately did anything Mommy asked. She was learning how to be a good nanny from Linda when she was allowed to grow up into a teenager and had become quite an expert at applying makeup and jewelry. Linda too was an obedient nanny, and a sweet, adorable baby girl, the perfect example for Jamie and little Georgina. 
 
    Jamie. Well, Jamie was an enigma. She seemed to be the sweetest baby girl you could imagine, far more feminine than Anne had ever hoped possible. But even when renormalized, he or she was a very dainty, sweet little girl, who always chose cute, babyish style outfits, even though she acted like a little girl of seven.  
 
    It was strange seeing her 18-year-old son, dressed as a two-year-old sweet little baby girl, acting like a shy, coy little girl of 6 or 7. He even had a slightly infantile lips and seemed to use more babyish words to describe things than one would expect for a seven-year-old. 
 
    Nancy figured Jamie deeply preferred being a baby girl, and retained as much of this personality as his programming would allow hence the mixture of little girl and toddler girl. She figured it would soon level out in the near future and become his constant personality as his subconscious resolved any conflicts between his masculine body, little girl perceptions and baby girl desires. 
 
    Georgie had already begun asking, “When can I have the operation, Mommy, so you'll like me better?” 
 
    Anne kept saying, “When I think you're ready. Remember you have to keep practicing so you can convince the doctors, you're ready too!” Georgie readily agreed and began acting even more mincingly and sissified. 
 
    As Anne drove off, she was daydreaming about the next visit at Christmas and wondered how the big babies would be by then, and what new delights were in store for the next session of Camp Baby Heaven. 
 
    -The End- 
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