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	Chapter 1 – Getting used to Diapers

	 

	 

	 

	My face was completely flushed red and my ears were filled with the sound of crinkling. Cindy was rubbing me through the shiny white plastic of my pee soaked diapers. I lay there like a completely sissified male, a tiny boy, not even really a man anymore, letting her humiliate me. She smiled down at me with her slightly devious yet loving eyes and cooed at me like I was a little baby. My tiny little penis throbbed under the sopping wet diaper. The wet material next to my penis felt almost like a mock vagina, in fact it was the closest thing I had had to sex in awhile. Submissively and well conditioned, I thrust up quickly in time to her rhythm to attempt to meet her increased stroking, like I was making love to the diaper. She grinned at me, knowing it wouldn’t take me long. It never did.

	 

	We had been together about a month, having met during college classes, and things had moved quickly. Cindy had started making me wear diapers about 2 weeks ago and I still couldn’t believe that I had let her take me this far with the adult baby thing. It had started with me being obsessed with her gorgeous large breasts. Cindy had used my love of her breasts to condition me quickly to love to suckle on her breasts like I was nursing. I had been so incredibly turned on by this that the rest of the game was easy for her. She quickly had me wearing diapers just like a baby. And from there, I had rapidly felt my adulthood waning as she had begun to strip me little by little of all of my adult conditioning.

	 

	How could this have happened so easily? Maybe I was always just a momma’s boy at heart, maybe it was my hidden desire for her to dominate me in this way, or maybe it was just her skillful use of psychological and sexual manipulation that I so easily fell prey to. Whatever it was, the hooks and triggers got me. I had found myself frustratingly and easily drawn into this strange new world. And now I couldn’t seem to exit it. Nor was I sure I wanted to.

	 

	To top it off, I hadn’t had sexual release outside of my diapers for 2 weeks. Which made it easier for her to manipulate me and for me to fall prey to these strange new desires. I had begun to wonder if I would ever have sex again like a normal adult male. Nevertheless, there was something about the diapers. They felt… I was ashamed to admit it. They felt… Well, they felt somehow appropriate for me and they felt (gulp…) good.

	 

	“I think baby’s about to make a little mess in his diapeys isn’t he?” Cindy mocked me, teasing me in baby talk. I went redder in the face, nodding quickly like I knew she wanted. I had taken to agreeing with and obeying Cindy as much as possible because I didn’t like the alternative, getting an intense spanking. What kind of man was I becoming?

	 

	I humped my diapers quickly, hearing the crinkling sound intensify. I looked first at Cindy’s lovely gorgeous face, her long shiny hair, then down at Cindy’s huge globes, hidden today by her shiny satin beige bra but nevertheless never failing to stir something deeply primal inside of me. “Baby wants a taste of mommy’s boobies doesn’t he?” she smiled wickedly; “here suck on this for now baby boy. Mommy’s nipples need a break right now I think, you’ve been nursing so much lately. But I have a little surprise for you very soon, maybe tomorrow.”

	 

	She pulled out a large adult sized pacifier, which definitely wouldn’t be mistaken for something a true adult would suck on, given that it had a picture of Elmo on the front. Before I could protest it was in my mouth and I shamefully began to suckle on it, my newly conditioned reflex taking over. I sucked frantically as I felt her pick up the intensity. “Baby wants to make a cummy mess in his diapers doesn’t he? Come on baby! Cum your little cummies for mommy!” It was too much. Cindy had broken me down. Conditioned me too much in the past 2 weeks. I couldn’t believe I had been reduced to this. I felt myself building and then the familiar feeling washed over me. Helplessness. Security. Humiliation. Babyish smells of powder, oil, lotion, diapers, and Pampers wipes igniting that deep longing. I burst. I cried out, tears suddenly flooding my eyes as I helplessly came into my diapers, my whole body shaking with the power of a deeply compromised humiliating orgasm.

	 

	A 19 year old man. Reduced to adult baby hood and forced to have an orgasm into a soaking wet diaper by a grinning girlfriend, my new mommy. Cindy.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2 – Descent into Babyhood

	 

	 

	 

	 

	That night I had tossed and turned in my messy diapers, which Cindy had insisted I keep on. I found myself still unable to grapple with the fact that this new adult baby thing was my new reality. I couldn’t seem to communicate to Cindy that as much as I loved sucking her boobies, and as I was so smitten with her, that I wasn’t sure yet about this whole diaper thing. But as much as I hated to admit it, I felt strangely trapped in this new world, bound by these bizarre new desires, that she had so skillfully ensnared me with. Cindy loved me like this, helpless, submissive, and compliant. But what would my new life look like from here on out?

	 

	Although Cindy had made me initially promise to wear diapers all the time, it hadn’t become a reality until now. Although I hadn’t worn 24/7 she was making me wear diapers daily, usually for at least several hours at a time, and sometimes through the night, which scared me, making me wonder if I would start becoming more dependent on them, as I was forced to relieve myself like a real baby when I wore them around her. It wasn’t easy. Sometimes it took me awhile to relax enough to let go of my adult toilet training and it made me extremely embarrassed to go there.

	 

	I still hadn’t crossed that threshold of doing a number 2 in my diapers. “Yet” said Cindy, hopefully. She was starting to get pushy that I should cross that threshold and truly become a diaper dependent. Thankfully so far she had let me take off my diapers when I had to go number 2 and sit down to do my business. I had a feeling that wouldn’t last long though. Cindy had given me certain indications that she wanted to take this whole thing farther, as she was enjoying it so much…

	 

	In fact, that very next morning, when I got up and started to stand to move towards the bathroom, hoping to strip out of my diaper and use the bathroom like a real man before I had to get to class, Cindy seductively called me back to the bed. “Doesn’t baby want his morning feeding?” I had a mixture of sudden apprehension and desire as I saw her pull down the cup of her bra, revealing her engorged nipple, ready and waiting. I gulped. I crossed back to the bed, shamefully walking in daylight wearing only my diapers, hearing the telltale crinkle like a loud bell.

	 

	“Baby’s so cute in his diapey wiapeys! Come here baby, have a little nursy… Are you ready for that treat I told you about last night? I think I have something that you will really like today baby!” Cindy grinned, a strange broad smile on her face. What was going on? Both humiliated and excited at the same time, I lay down next to her and almost without thinking, latched on like I had done over the past month for multiple times a day and began to suck. I felt my little cock start to rise in its plastic prison once again, suddenly extremely turned on.

	 

	I quickly realized something was very different today. A sweet taste suddenly filled my mouth. No… Yes. Cindy was lactating! I almost pulled off, not sure whether to be disgusted or delighted… Cindy held me close to her breast though and suddenly I realized that I was actually enjoying the sweet, milky taste. Something deep and infantile kicked in and I was also extremely turned on. I began to pull and suck with my mouth, finding a new way of taking in her breast, like an ancient memory from my distant past, taking in her breast as much as I could. It felt extremely embarrassing but also strangely comforting. My face burned with a deep shame at being 19 years old and doing this but I continued. Cindy giggled with delight.

	 

	“That’s a good baby. Good Danny! Yay! Baby is latching on! Do you like it that mommy is starting to produce milk now? I read in some places that if you have a sucking action on the boobies for long enough that any woman can start lactating. And I’ve been pumping my breasts as well at night to get them to start. Guess you’ll be a well fed baby from now on won’t you?” She giggled, a laugh that was slightly sarcastic but mixed with love. My face turned a deep, bright red. I couldn’t believe it. I was really and truly nursing now! I wanted myself to somehow fight it, to rebel but the growingly infantile side of myself won out. I was completely in love with Cindy’s breasts. And now… I just couldn’t stop suckling.

	 

	Without being able to help it, in my growing excitement, I pushed against her leg. She encouraged me, stroking my hair as I slowly began to hump into my diapers again, excited and yet ashamed that I seemed to be spiraling downward into my strange new attachment. “I think baby really loves drinking mommy’s milk doesn’t he? Yes, Danny’s just a widdle baby!” She laughed.

	 

	After about 10 minutes of nursing, Cindy moved me to the other breast and I latched on again. Amazingly, the other breast was also producing. Her breasts seemed larger, more full. Then, completely lost in her amazing boobies, I was suddenly brought back to the other part of my recent babified reality. “You know, I’ve been thinking baby, that it’s time. You obviously seem to enjoy this adult baby thing so I feel like today is the big day, the day that you go back to diapers full time.” she stated with an air of authority that was more of a declaration than an asking of my consent.

	 

	I gulped, turning red, still not sure if I wanted to go that far. I was extremely apprehensive, as I had never worn diapers to school before and in fact hadn’t gone out in public diapered except on quick outings. What would people think if they found out? Cindy saw my worried state and giggled, trying to make light of it, “That’s right baby. I think its time we cut up all of your adult underwear and have a little ceremony celebrating your complete journey back to babyhood! I have some other clothes that I have been collecting the past couple weeks too that I think would be more appropriate for one your age.”

	 

	I panicked suddenly and started to pull off but Cindy pulled me back onto her nipple quickly and stroked my hair, “Shhh. It’s ok. I know you’re nervous baby but there’s nothing to be frightened of. After all, you’re just a baby, aren’t you?” I gulped again, taking in a mouthful of yummy milk, very nervous at where this was going. Was I going to be in diapers 24/7 now? What would I do? What would people think? How could I hide my diapered state if I was to be in diapers 24/7? Would she make me use them for everything? I began suckling furiously and strangely the milk seemed to begin calming me down.

	 

	Cindy continued, “You’ll make the perfect baby. So obedient. So compliant. My beautiful little Danny boy! I started to fidget with nervousness but kept suckling. “Oh it’s ok baby, don’t worry, mommy will take such good care of baby. And deep down you know you want this don’t you Danny?” She forced me to look up, to look her in the eyes. I couldn’t hide it. Part of me did want it. But another part of me… She grinned at me. Looking up into her eyes made me feel small, like a serious power shift had occurred. I felt like a little child. Helpless. Weak.

	 

	Cindy loved that part of me that was uncomfortable with this. Over the past few weeks I had noticed her strange dominant streak coming more and more to the forefront of our relationship and I could tell she was deriving a strange satisfaction, even joy out of making me submit to her in this bizarre way. We had definitely crossed a threshold. Cindy felt like a strange mixture of a mother and a dominant girlfriend. I felt so completely infantile and dependent on her somehow. I felt compelled. I nodded, little tears streaking down my cheeks.

	 

	Cindy pulled me off and hugged me close. I realized though that when Cindy started patting me on the back that I wasn’t being held like an adult but that I was being burped like a baby! Embarrassingly I did burp and felt the warm taste of her milk come back into my mouth. I felt so strangely content and helpless that suddenly I noticed I was peeing and went deeply red in the face, glad deep down that my diapers were able to contain my accident. Cindy didn’t fail to notice, “Oh is baby peeing himself? See baby, you do need diapers. You’ll feel so much better when you don’t even have to think about using that yucky toilet anymore…” She giggled as I turned even redder.

	 

	After my burping, Cindy led me to the floor, where I sat in my now very soaked diapers and watched her slowly remove all of my boxers and briefs from the underwear drawer. I wanted to say something, to stand up like a man and rip my diaper off but somehow I felt too weak, too infantile, too much of a real baby to say anything. I blushed deeply as she laid my underpants out on the floor and then gleefully handed me a pair of kid’s round scissors. Jeez, she couldn’t even give me adult scissors! “Baby might cut himself,” she laughed. “Go on baby. You know what to do. I’m going to give baby a nice long diaper change when we’re done and I’ll dress you in some of your new clothes and we’ll go have a nice day at school! Great. What was I doing? My hands trembled. I was shaking with genuine nervousness. Could I really go back to diapers full time? Damn! I really loved Cindy though and now that I had a taste of her milk… I knew there would be no other way with her. And well… I looked down at my soaking wet diapers. They did feel, well… Strangely good. My hands shook as I started cutting. Cindy congratulated me by clapping in a mock baby clap. My face flushed even brighter.

	 

	It was unnerving cutting up all of my underwear. Cindy knew what she was doing to my psyche. Symbolically we both knew that this was a major turning point. Knowing that I was saying goodbye. Goodbye to my manhood, to my adulthood, to the very conditioning which I had struggled so hard to attain when I first potty trained as a child. I was going back into diapers. For good. As I looked at the remnants of my underpants on the floor and watched Cindy pick them up and throw them into the trash I almost wanted to cry. Feeling the wet diaper bunching around my hips made my balls and tiny penis shrivel up. Did I even have any balls? Did I have a penis? Was I a man anymore?

	 

	I felt utterly powerless as I then was laid down like an infant onto an extra large changing pad on the floor. Waves of humiliation racked my shaking body as I felt the now familiar feeling of having my diaper taken off, the tapes slowly peeled off one by one. This was surely a feeling that no normal adult male would feel. This was something that babies and pre-potty trained toddlers would feel, a feeling that I would come to feel again and again. I was going backward. I was regressing.

	 

	Cindy wrinkled her nose as she pulled the wet diaper away and started balling it up. “Messy baby!” she teased me, “but I’m sure this is nothing compared to the poopy diapers I’ll be changing soon is it baby boy!” I blushed hard, not wanting to believe that, gulping, “Uh Cindy, you’re not going to make me…” “No, of course not, I’m not going to make you do anything. You’re doing this willingly baby! You’re choosing to be in diapers aren’t you?” I hated how she reminded me of that. I kept wanting to blame her but the truth was that I was choosing this. I couldn’t wrap my mind around that.

	 

	Cindy continued her embarrassing declaration, “And given you’re not going to be taking your diapers off without mommy’s permission, we both know that at some point baby will have to go poo poo won’t he? And where do babies go poo poo? Huh baby?” I grimaced, knowing that I was required to answer her. I shuddered, “into their… uh diapers?” Cindy clapped her hands.

	 

	No. I didn’t want to have to face that possibility. Cindy just laughed though, “I mean, how is that going to feel baby boy? Pooping yourself. Probably not very adult-like huh? No. There’s nothing that screams dependency and babyish I bet as much as pooping in a diaper. Only you’re 19 years old. You know better. Its one thing to pee yourself. But poopies? Ha ha ha!! Oh you’re face is so red baby! That’s right baby, you’re going to make messes just like a true baby would. Every single day. In your diapers. How will that feel baby? Embarrassing? Aww… Don’t worry baby. Mommy will clean you up. That’s right. Mommy will be cleaning your bum just like a child. A child. A child who can’t even wipe their own bum!” She was drawing out my shame. She could see how red I was in the face. I couldn’t even speak I was so mortified, terrified by that possibility and very real likelihood of facing the dilemma of pooping in my diapers. I cringed, simultaneously embarrassed and excited by her cruel dominance of me.

	 

	“Good baby. Now, no more words out of you. Here, take your pacifier from mommy.” I tried to fight it but she wasn’t having it and before I could truly protest, the large plastic teat was thrust into my waiting mouth. I began to suck on it, blushing and near tears as she continued my humiliating diaper change. “Now lets get this fresh clean diaper on you sweetums. Oh… First a little wipey.” She pulled out a fresh Pampers wipe and the babyish smell hit me full on. She liked to use extra wipes as she saw how embarrassed they made me and well, how excited they could make me too… She skillfully stroked me with the wipe as she always did until I was rock hard, my tiny little penis standing straight up. It was easy for her to wipe me as she had shaved every single hair off of my genitals recently much to my shame. I was glad I didn’t go to the gym or have to reveal my nakedness to others, as I must have looked ridiculous.

	 

	I gasped as she stroked me, smiling down at me like a wicked naughty mother. Just when I was about to release however, she pulled off, teasing me, causing me to cry out. “We’ll wait till later. Besides I always like to see you have your cummies with your diapeys on don’t I baby boy? Makes you like them that much more doesn’t it?” I blushed, totally embarrassed that she was able to condition me like that, to associate all sexual release with being in diapers.

	 

	Cindy pulled out a new fresh diaper, to my horror one of the super large overnight ones that she had bought a full case of recently. I suddenly realized that if we were going out today then I might have some serious difficulty hiding my diapered state with a diaper that size. I shook my head no but she dismissed my whining, “oh don’t give me that look Danny. I know you like these extra big diapers. They look extra poufy on you and make your butt so adorable! And…” she said as she opened it and started to rub the large disposable in her hands, making me hear the crinkling sound which she knew embarrassed me so much, “they are extra noisy! I know you just love that super babyish sound that no one will mistake for anything other than a diaper! I just love how red your face gets when you try to adjust your walk when you wear these. But you can’t really avoid the crinkle can you baby? No. You definitely will sound like a person wearing diapers.”

	 

	I blushed hard as my ankles were lifted with expert skill, pulling my bottom off the pad and the hourglass shape of the padded diaper went swiftly under me, the loud crinkling sound making it unmistakable as to what I was about to go through. I shook with a mixture of pleasure and apprehension as the baby powder was opened. Cindy started shaking it liberally and the powder fell from the bottle and came down like a thick snow over my shaved, bare crotch. The smells of the baby powder stirred me more, much to her delight. “Baby just loves it when I powder him doesn’t he?” she said in that growingly mocking babyish voice. I cooed a little for her, as I knew it made her happy.

	 

	I felt like my face was about to explode with humiliation as the now familiar feel of the diaper front was pulled tightly up over my embarrassingly tiny but hard erection. She pushed down firmly, squeezing my tiny penis under the diaper, causing me to gasp and then began to pull the tapes extremely taught, securing me firmly into the large diaper.

	 

	As she smiled looking down at me with a satisfied look, I helplessly tried to close my thighs and realized that the bulk between my legs wouldn’t even begin to allow that and panicked a little. I started to get up but Cindy told me to stay sitting. I looked over at myself in the mirror and cringed a little bit. A totally shaved 19 year old man wearing a huge disposable diaper and sucking a pacifier. O boy. Who was I becoming? And shamefully, I felt a strange tinge of excitement down below. I was still rock hard. Why did I like this so much?

	 

	I almost died when I saw what she pulled out of one of her drawers. It was a onesie! And not just any onesie. Damn. It had baby animals on it that were wearing diapers and sucking pacifiers! I again tried to protest but I sounded ridiculous with the pacifier in my mouth. The tank style onesie came down over my head, fitting me perfectly and then I found myself being pushed down and my face once again blushing intensely as I felt her pull the bottom material tight over my large crotch. I felt helpless and like a little kid who couldn’t dress himself as she snapped the crotch of the onesie snugly over my thickly diapered crotch.

	 

	The situation got worse when I saw the t-shirt she wanted me to wear. Elmo! No way. I started shaking my head, feeling tears coming on. “Oh stop it baby,” Cindy grinned, “This is your new life. I know you want it and you should be proud to show the world that you’re proud to be an adult baby. Come on now, no fussing.” Tears finally started to stream down my cheeks as the shirt was pulled down over my arms and head. It was tight fitting and looked totally silly on me. Next came the toddler style “jeans” pants with elastic waistband. Cindy began to pull them up my legs, just only barely managing to get them over my bulky diapers. Getting dressed by a woman really takes you back to that feeling of being 3 or 4. When you’re wearing thick diapers and sucking a pacifier it really doesn’t help the feeling any either.

	 

	Silly dinosaur socks and slip on adult sized toddler shoes in baby blue came next. Cindy then helped to pull me up to standing to face the mirror. I felt a strange shudder go through me as I looked at my reflection in the mirror. I looked like an adult kid. And it was obvious what I was wearing under my “pants”. Horrified, I tried to pull down the t-shirt to cover the huge bulk that made my butt look enormous. But it was in vain. The t-shirt barely managed to cover my waistband, much less my large bottom, hips, and crotch. I felt the tears start to come again. I couldn’t go out like this!

	 

	Cindy was chuckling. I couldn’t believe it. She was laughing! I turned to look at her and realized suddenly that she was really enjoying humiliating me! And to make it worse, I realized that deep down, even under the humiliation of this ordeal, that I was actually somehow enjoying this myself! My penis, my tiny penis was still throbbing under all of my infantile layers. I wanted somehow to find the man in myself but I couldn’t. Especially when Cindy grinned that sly grin and started lifting her shirt and pulled down her bra front for me again. I couldn’t believe it but I melted. “Want some more booby baby? Maybe it will help with your nervousness.”

	 

	I nodded, tears lightly streaking down my face and suddenly I let go of my pacifier and I was in her lap sucking on her nipples for the second time that morning. I felt ashamed but somehow happy as I suckled and drank her milk while she embarrassingly patted me rhythmically on my diapered butt. “There there baby boy. I know. You’re just a momma’s boy, aren’t you baby boy? Does it feel good to be all safe and secure in your diapers and baby clothes and sucking on mommy’s boobies? Yes, that’s it, just a momma’s boy…” I nodded as I suckled, realizing that a little more milk was coming this time. Cindy could read my thoughts, “that’s right baby, the more you suck on mommy, the more she’ll produce and the more you’ll have to keep relieving them. Oh baby, you’re going to be very dependent on your mommy aren’t you baby boy?” My penis throbbed in my diapers with longing, as I consented and surrendered to her. As I cried, the tears streaking down my cheeks with a mixture of shame and joy, I realized that I truly loved my mommy “girlfriend” and didn’t ever want to let her go.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 3 – College Baby

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I was fidgeting big time in the back seat of Cindy’s car. We were driving to school. My face burned red as I sucked my pacifier. I knew better than to argue with mommy when she placed it in my mouth before we took off but it still made me extremely nervous, especially when we pulled up to stoplights and other cars looked over at me. But strangely it also helped to calm me. I was getting more and more used to my pacifier, almost craving it at times, especially when I couldn’t latch on to mommy’s boobies.

	 

	I realized I had to pee again and fought it. A big part of me still really didn’t want to have to be in diapers like this and I knew that if I let go too much that I might start to lose my bladder conditioning, which scared me. So I decided to hold it.

	 

	I looked down at my ridiculous outfit and shook with fear. How could I go to school like this? The other students and even the teachers might totally laugh at me! Luckily my first class was with Cindy. I felt strangely helpless today, especially dressed like this and was glad to have her nearby, even though it was mostly her fault that I was dressed like this in the first place!

	 

	I had actually protested once before we left Cindy’s apartment, that I couldn’t go out like this today, but Cindy had quickly quashed my concerns. She threatened to call the whole thing off, not just the diapers, but also the feedings. I had swallowed hard at that point as I realized that I had grown too attached to our feedings. “No diapers and baby clothes? Well, then no feedings! Are you sure you want that baby? You seem like you really like having a mommy again,” She said with her hands on her hips, giving me a stern motherly look. I had just cringed and shuffled my feet, looking down for about a minute before I meekly complied and took her hand like a toddler giving his hand to a mother.

	 

	After we parked, another intense burst of nervousness hit me. In fact, Cindy got into the back seat and actually lifted her shirt and let me have a quick 5 minute nurse of her booby before we left the car. Somehow that relaxed me in a very strange way. I was glad no one noticed a 19 year old male nursing in the parking lot!

	 

	Walking from the parking lot to campus I realized that I couldn’t even really walk like an adult today. The huge diapers I was wearing were not only obvious to any one who looked at my ridiculous pants, but they were way too bulky to walk normally. I was waddling, having a hard time bringing my thighs together. I kept my head down, embarrassed to be in the clothes I was wearing and feeling that everyone in the world could see that I was wearing diapers. Cindy giggled from time to time. It seemed as if she were actually a bit excited and turned on by my nervousness.

	 

	As we walked I also noticed a new bag over Cindy’s shoulder. Oh no! It was suddenly obvious to me what it was. “That’s right baby boy. I brought your new diaper bag today. For when you need to be changed! Diapers, powder, wipes and everything a baby could need!” she laughed. Shame faced, I looked back down and kept waddling forward, my crinkly diapers feeling more and more noticeable than ever as they lightly chaffed against my inner thighs and butt.

	 

	I looked up just in time to see two totally gorgeous blondes about to walk by us. They were obviously looking right at me and trying to suppress serious giggles. “Is he? OMG! Shhh… Ha ha ha ha!!!” My face flushed and burned as even Cindy started to giggle. “At least mommy doesn’t have to worry about you picking up other women, huh baby? Most women aren’t going to look at you like a man anymore. Especially not with your bulky pants and your Elmo t-shirt!” she laughed, “ya, I’d like to tell you that you’re discrete but when I look at you, well… Lets just say you don’t look very discrete. Its pretty obvious you’re in diapers…” She grinned and giggled. I started to give her a look but one slight raise of her eyebrow at my attitude quickly put me in my place. She giggled again at my meek compliance and tickled me a little as we walked to ease my nervousness.

	 

	Luckily not many people really paid me much attention in the classroom when we sat down in our history class together. I mean, there were crazy tattooed goths and other weird looking characters in this school too. Ok, well, I honestly hadn’t seen any adult babies around and I really didn’t look very discrete but, well, at least I was only one brand of weird here. At least that’s what I told myself to keep from freaking out.

	 

	Halfway through class, my bladder was really speaking to me. Normally I would have excused myself and gone to the bathroom in the hall but I knew there was no way that Cindy would go for that. I started to realize that this was going to be my new life. Peeing myself constantly. I tried to wrap my mind around that. Think of a way out. Cindy’s words came back to me, “No diapers and baby clothes? Well, then no feedings!” I suddenly felt nervous and felt that strange reflex of wanting to suck. I couldn’t believe I had been conditioned so quickly. I was addicted to sucking pacifiers and nipples!

	 

	I looked over at another girl, with shoulder length dusty brown hair and extremely pretty, one who had been staring at me. I would have normally thought she was checking me out but I realized that she was actually just looking at how ridiculous I must have looked! And then I felt a spasm. Damnit! Not now! I tried to hold it. Had to hold it. But why? I would have to let go at some point! Maybe if I just let off a little… Cindy was next to me and I think she could tell what was going on. She giggled a little and slipping her hand under the table, pushed down on my frontside, causing my bladder to spasm more, suddenly releasing a tiny squirt. I looked over at the pretty girl across the room and suddenly went red as Cindy pushed again harder and I struggled to hold it. I wanted to cry right then and there as I realized my bladder was spasming more and more. I fought it with every inch of my will. I needed to just hold it a bit longer... The pretty girl was watching me with a strange grin on her face as I went red trying to hold my bladder. Cindy was chuckling a little, seeing what I was doing. She wrote on a piece of paper next to me, “Baby need to go? Awww. Don’t worry, just let go and mommy will change him later. Those diapers are pretty absorbent so you should be ok…” Then she drew a smiley face. Oh great. How was I going to make it through school today without wetting myself?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 4 – Humiliation

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I was nearly in a panic as we left class. I had to pee something fierce and it felt like I was about to burst. I felt like my diapers were making me stand out like a sore thumb and having to pee only made it worse. I felt like all eyes were on me even though they probably weren’t. Cindy joked about it and gave my butt a squeeze, patting the backside of my padded crotch as she laughed outside the classroom. Embarrassed I tried to turn towards a wall.

	 

	“I know you’re nervous sweety, but don’t be. I just have my psychology class next and then we’ll meet up again for lunch. Go to your next class and know that mommy will see you soon ok diddums? Don’t fight it too long. You’re not going to be able to hold out you know baby. You really don’t have a choice in the matter and at some point you’re going to have to just let go and pee yourself like a real baby.” I looked around nervously to see if anyone could hear us talking. I noticed the pretty brown haired girl come out of class just then and went red in the face. My embarrassment heightened when I saw her come up to Cindy and start talking with her.

	 

	“So this is the one Cindy?” the woman asked, with a strange smile on her face. Cindy laughed, and said, “Yes, this is Danny. Meet Gretchen, baby boy. This is my friend from psych.” Gretchen smirked at me and nodded her head toward me as if I were a piece of dirt. I gulped. Something about her unnerved me. “Nice Elmo shirt Danny,” Gretchen said smiling. Cindy laughed, “I’ve told Gretchen all about you baby. I told her you were really into Sesame Street.” I started blushing intensely. How could she have told one of her friends about me? About… How much did she know? Cindy turned to Gretchen and laughed, “Some boys just never grow up do they?” Gretchen joined in the laughter. I was totally red faced, trying to think of a place to hide.

	 

	Gretchen was checking out my wide waist and butt also and I tried to shuffle to somehow avoid her gaze but without any luck. “I see you really do have him in uh..”, she coughed out the word “diapers” loudly and started laughing. Cindy grinned and answered, “Yes, Danny really is a little kid. And yes, he wears diapers. Proud of it too, aren’t you Danny?” To my horror, she lifted the front of my shirt revealing the baby print onesie, which was transparent enough to show the plastic of my diapers which showed over the tight waistband of my “jeans”. I don’t think I could have been more embarrassed. Gretchen couldn’t help it at this point and started bursting into laughter, “Wow. Love the onesie Danny!” Cindy laughed along with her and then before it got worse, she quickly kissed me on the cheek and whispered to me, “I’ll meet you in the front of your class after its over. Then we’ll go to lunch. Be good baby!”

	 

	I stood there horrified and frightened, my bladder still in spasms, as Cindy then left with Gretchen to go to their class together. I noticed them laughing hysterically as they walked off together. I then remembered the state of my bladder, which forced me to forget about the horrible meeting with Gretchen. I just about thought of running to the bathroom to take the damn diaper off so I could pee like a real man but then the thought of Cindy’s boobies came to my mind and I fell into a deep internal conflict. Only one more class. Surely I could make it through. But was this going to be my life from now on? How could I do it? What would a real man do? I felt my balls shrivel up in response to that question.

	 

	Sitting in a college Art History class wearing a diaper and toddler clothes while you have to pee worse than you ever have in your life isn’t exactly the best time. I was sitting next to a couple of large, hulking frat boys on one side and another gorgeous looking brunette on the other. Both made me equally uneasy. What was it about the pretty women today? I kept fidgeting, trying to make my diaper more comfortable, less noticeable, and to make my bladder feel less full, but it was no use. I was sweating with fear and embarrassment. Cindy had made me drink way too much water that morning on top of the feeding. I thought of getting up and trying to make it to the bathroom and just dropping all of this crazy diaper stuff. Cindy might not be able to find out. I could just… Hmmm… What? Take my shirt and onesie off in the stall and pull down a large diaper while I peed? Would I be able to put the diaper back on without her knowing? Maybe… But what about others who might be in the bathroom? These diapers were pretty loud… I might get spotted or heard but I had to risk it. I was getting desperate. Really desperate. I was going to lose it any second now. Oh God… I felt a tiny trickle leak out and clamped down with every ounce of will I had left. Damnit! I started to fret, feeling the pressure build up inside me. I had to get up. It was now or never…

	 

	I felt extremely self-conscious excusing myself, and I felt as if everyone in the room turned to look at me, and that they could all see what I was wearing. And much to my horror, someone did notice. The cute professor, a brown short haired early 40 something, called out to me as I left, “don’t forget the quiz on Friday Danny, oh and like the Elmo t-shirt!” I blushed intensely as suddenly the class erupted in laughter. At least the eyes were (hopefully) on my t-shirt and not my pants. I felt a sudden panic as I struggled with the door. My bladder felt suddenly weak and I clenched down hard to fight a sudden urge. I knew I didn’t have long. I needed to find a bathroom and fast.

	 

	I finally made it out of the classroom and was trying to waddle my way down the hall, dealing with the feeling of my bulky diapers and also my extremely full bladder. My diapers felt huge and even more uncomfortable with the impending pressure in my bladder and and I had serious difficulty walking like a normal adult. I felt like a large neon sign as I walked past yet another pair of cute girls who eyed me giggling as I passed them. Finally I spotted the bathroom and started to hurry towards it, feeling the pressure building, ready to overtake me. I was exerting every effort I could to hold it in now.

	 

	Then an extremely unfortunate event occurred. Just as I got to the door it swung outward and knocked me back. I lost my balance on the recently mopped floor and due to my trackless shoes slipped and fell onto my padded behind. My shirt flew up, revealing my onesie. And out of the bathroom came a pair of hulking fraternity boys who suddenly burst into laughter upon seeing me. “What the..? Dude, is that guy? He is… Check it out dude, he’s wearing diapers! Bwa ha ha! Nice diapers! Bwahha ha ha ha!!!” The two immature frat looking boys were standing over me gloating and laughing at my diapers! I hurriedly tried to pull down my shirt and get up to get past them but suddenly…

	 

	Without any warning, before I could get up, suddenly the boys were pulling my pants down, right off in fact, leaving me laying there in just my shirt, onesie, and socks and shoes, and of course, revealing very definitely at this point, completely unmistakable under my onesie bottom, that yes, I was wearing very large disposable diapers. The white plastic crinkled loudly and peeked out from under the crotch. I started to stammer and stutter at them, my voice lost and frozen in my new embarrassing situation, yelling at the boys to give me my pants back.

	 

	The situation worsened. Horrified, I realized the boy’s girlfriends were exiting the women’s bathroom just then and were staring right at me. They burst into laughter as they realized what was happening and decided to join in the boy’s fun. The boys started throwing my pants back and forth between each other while I tried to get them away. I was nearly in tears and I could feel the pressure from my bladder building something fierce inside me now.

	 

	Multiple comments came from the girls as I desperately tried to get my pants from the large hulking frat boys, who were laughing at my plight, “Look Brenda, he’s totally wearing diapers! Here, let me get a picture!” No! One of the girls was taking pictures! One of the frat boys laughed and yelled, “here I know what will make it better, hang on! Suddenly I found myself in some crazy wresting lock and the other boy was pulling up my Elmo shirt and right off of me. I was now only in my onesie and diapers in front of these 4 crazy assholes!

	 

	I felt myself panic and suddenly amidst the sounds of cameras going off, I fell forward and then it happened. I couldn’t hold it any longer and due to the extreme nervousness of my situation, I felt my bladder start to fail. I was on my hands and knees looking up spinning, hoping that somehow I could get out of this mess. Then I felt a deep spasm down below and I felt my bladder finally give up and let go. I couldn’t stop it. My face went red as it happened. I was horrified, unable to stop it. I felt the muscles give out and suddenly a trickle started that turned into a dam break. I began to flood my diapers.

	 

	The girls didn’t fail to notice, “O my God. Look at him. That’s the face my little nephew makes when he… He’s pissing himself! Check it out guys! This dude’s pissing himself!” With tears streaming down my face, my face blushing bright red, on my hands and knees, as nervous as I was, I just couldn’t hold it. The dam totally broke and I felt my diapers start to sag under the force of my peeing. I felt the dampness and warmth of the urine fill the front, back and sides of my diapers, causing them to bulk out even larger. And I could do nothing to hide it from these guys.

	 

	The guys were high fiving each other. “Dude pissed his pants! Ya! Nice diapers dweeb boy!” Fucking idiots, I thought. I had to seriously get out of here. I realized I was crawling as I moved forward towards one of the guys who had my pants. I tried to reach up to grab them but instead found myself yanked up by the backside of my onesie, the hulking asshole of a guy was giving me a massive diaper wedgie! I felt the wet bulk in my crotch seat shift and move all over, forcing me to feel how wet I truly was, as he shook me, laughing, the girls nearly in tears and hysterical.

	 

	Suddenly around the corner, came… Mommy! It was Cindy! Gretchen was with her. I felt an explosion of humiliation combined with deep relief. I felt the relief of a little kid who was excited to see his mother rescue him from bullying kids. And I had never seen a look like that on Cindy’s face before. She looked like a very angry mother. “What the hell is going on here boys?” Cindy demanded, angrier than I had ever seen her.

	 

	The boy holding me must have gone into laughing shock as suddenly he dropped me. He started to make some comment about “Who are you? His mommy?” Cindy looked him square in the eyes and with fierceness said, “Yes, I’m his mommy.” The 2 guys and their girlfriends broke into full laughter while Cindy glared at them, reaching down to pick me up from the floor. She talked to me with that babyish voice, embarrassing me further, “Oh my baby. My Danny. Did they hurt you baby?” More laughter. Even Gretchen was trying to keep a straight face and keep from laughing.

	 

	Cindy held me close while I was near tears, “Were those bullies teasing my baby? Come on diddums, it’ll be ok, mommy’s here now… Come on sweety…” I couldn’t believe it. Here I was a 19 year old in diapers and being helped out from a school-room fight by my “mommy”. Somehow though, as embarrassed as I was, I did feel safer with her. The 4 troublemakers took off down the hall laughing.

	 

	I got up, totally embarrassed as I realized that Cindy and Gretchen must have realized how wet I was. My diapers were sagging, causing the butt of my onesie to droop, just like a messy toddler. Sure enough, Gretchen said something, smirking “Hey Cindy, it looks like Danny boy had a little accident, well ok, maybe not so little…” Cindy looked at me, grinning slightly and held me, “Oh poor baby, did you have another accident? Come on sweetheart, lets go get you changed. Here, lets get your clothes first. Come on, on with your pants and shirt. Good boy. Lets get out of here.” I was in tears as Cindy dressed me in front of Gretchen and I had never felt so infantile.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 5 – Conversation over a Diaper Change

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I was trying to calm down and stop crying as I waddled down the outside path with the two ladies. Students were all around and I felt still extremely self-conscious. “They, they took pictures of me!” I whined to Cindy, realizing I must have sounded like a five-year old boy, complaining. Cindy tried to comfort me, obviously enjoying the fact that I appeared extremely helpless and dependent on her today. Simultaneously she was trying not to smile, “Oh baby, its all right, mommy’s with you now…”

	 

	“Those were very mean boys weren’t they Danny? Oh baby must have been so scared! So scared he peed himself!” Cindy smiled at me as she sat me down on a bench and wiped the tears from my eyes. “Its ok, mommy’s here. Mommy’s here…” She took my head and pulled me close and I couldn’t help but shake and cry. Then to my embarrassment I felt my bladder release a little more, filling my already soaked diapers.

	 

	Gretchen was trying to hold back her laughter as she remarked, “Can’t believe you have another one in diapers Cindy. You’re pretty good at this...” Another one? What was going on? What did Gretchen mean? Cindy saw the look of confusion on my face and pulled my face to look at her, “Gretchen and I went to high school together baby. She knew me when I had another diapered ‘boyfriend’.” I couldn’t believe it. She had done this to another guy? Who was Cindy? Did I even really know her?

	 

	Gretchen giggled, “Ya, diapered boyfriend. That’s an understatement. You had poor Peter nearly incontinent and totally regressed by the time you were done with him. I don’t think he ever could get over the fact that you left him. Poor guy. I hate to think what he must be like out there now without a mommy.” Cindy scowled, “Peter was a bad baby. He fussed too much. Not at all like my sweet Danny,” she said as she cooed at me and pinched my cheeks, giggling. Horrified at what I was hearing, I gulped hard.

	 

	Cindy laughed and said, “I would rather have a sweet boy like Danny any day than a brat like Peter.” Gretchen smiled, “Ya, but I just can’t see what makes you want to have your guys in diapers in the first place Cindy. Diapered boys seem so weak, not at all manly.” Cindy answered, smiling, “Most men are jerks and arrogant. Not boys. I like keeping men what they truly are at heart, just boys. Little toddlers are the best. Trust me Gretchen, get a boy man in diapers and they’ll be putty in your hands. Sweet and docile, just like my little Danny boy!” Gretchen smirked, “You’re crazy Cindy, but I suppose I can see a certain charm in it.”

	 

	Cindy leaned over to me, “I can see you’re nervous baby. I wouldn’t leave my baby boy though. You’re too good. Aren’t you baby? I hardly ever have to spank you do I? You just do what mommy says don’t you?” As she said that I realized that she was subtly threatening me to behave or else I might soon find myself a baby without a mommy. Why did that thought suddenly terrify me? I gulped and nodded, much to her approval.

	 

	I flushed with embarrassment, as Cindy took my hand and pulled me up. I waddled along after her as she continued talking about me. My pride still stung deeply from the previous incident, and at the knowledge that I was a new “conquest” of Cindy’s.

	 

	My mommy gripped my hand tightly and I listened to her continue, “As I was telling you earlier Gretchen, it was pretty easy to get this one into diapers. Way easier than Peter. In my experience, men are either breast or ass men. Get them to worship the object of their desire and then it’s all over from there. Breast men really belong back in diapers and I knew Danny was a breast man right from the start. It’s like Pavlov’s conditioning that we’ve been studying in class, huh?” Gretchen was giggling.

	 

	Cindy continued, “Danny was a literal sucker for my breasts. He couldn’t get off them now if he tried, could you baby boy?” I looked away in shame, realizing she was speaking the truth. The thought of it also made me realize I was hungry. “So then I made him realize that diapers were really what he needed to be wearing. Not big boy underpants. And he definitely didn’t seem to complain when I first put him in a diaper. Did you Danny baby? What did it take, only about 2 weeks or something like that before you wanted to wear a diaper for me?” I just blushed, trying to look away, not wanting to think about how easy it had been. She just laughed and said, “In comparison, it took me something like five months to get Peter into diapers. Yes, I think Danny’s a natural! Definitely meant to be in diapers!” They both laughed and my face went flush when I realized at heart what a true sissy I must have been.

	 

	Cindy then spoke more quietly and said gleefully, “The best part is making the diaper baby like Danny associate sexual release with diapers. Nothing humiliates them more. I just love it. It was incredibly easy with Danny. You should see him. He absolutely just loves to get off in his diapers!” Gretchen made a face and Cindy laughed, “I know. Funny huh? You should see his face when he makes his little diaper cummies… Now he’s starting to associate all sexual pleasure with wearing them. And just today we cut up all of his ‘big boy’ underwear didn’t we baby?” Gretchen burst into laughter, “you mean…” “That’s right,” Cindy said, looking back at me and smiling, “no more big boy underpants at all for Danny. He truly wants to be in diapers all the time now. He wants his mommy to take care of him and change him, just like a real baby.” Gretchen was nearly in tears, she was laughing so hard at this point. Cindy just smiled and I could see how truly powerful she had become to me. I felt suddenly very small. And I really wanted my pacifier. Even more, much as I was shamed to admit it, I wanted to be on her boobies nursing.

	 

	Cindy led us back to the psychology building and found a “family” bathroom. To my dismay, she invited Gretchen to come in, “do you want to come in with us while I change him?” Gretchen said “sure, why not? Although it’s kind of gross. I’ve seen you change diapers before and from the looks of Danny’s diapers, I’m pretty sure he’s soaked…”

	 

	Cindy locked the door and pulled down the changing table from the station in the wall. I stood there looking at it, not believing that I was about to go through with this. Would that thing even support me? Cindy could see the look of concern in my eyes and said, “don’t worry baby, there’s a counter underneath. This should support you just fine. And this is where babies go to get changed isn’t it?” she said in a mocking babyish tone. I grimaced and at her signal, like a well-trained dog, I meekly climbed atop the table, barely able to fit. Gretchen started laughing again. My shirt was pulled off, my pants pulled down. My onesie crotch was unsnapped. To top it off and to add to my humiliation, she pulled the strap from the wall and secured it across my chest tightly.

	 

	I was shuddering, unable to believe that I was about to have a diaper change right in front of this gorgeous girl that I had only just met today. Gretchen grinned, saying, “damn, that is one wet diaper. Pee yew, damn Cindy, you still sure you want to be changing your boyfriend’s diapers?” Cindy stood over me, very mother-like, smiling at me and said, “he’s not my boyfriend, he’s my baby.” They both laughed and I blushed bright red.

	 

	With quick efficiency, and the skill of an expert babysitter or mother, Cindy began to undo the tapes on my diaper and lifted my legs to pull the completely soaked diaper out from under me. She told me to hold my legs up with my wet butt off the table. I complied, embarrassed at the compromising position I found myself in. Gretchen was grinning, “Wow Cindy, that is one small penis. Way smaller than Peter’s was even. And... He doesn’t even have any hair on his crotch! OMG!” Cindy just laughed and said, “Are you starting to see now why he needs diapers?” They both giggled. I couldn’t believe she could see my naked, pee soaked crotch! Why was I letting Cindy do this to me? Why?

	 

	Cindy balled the diaper up quickly and I heard a loud wet plastic thump drop into the nearby trashcan, one of the many new sounds of my shame. I heard the quick sound of baby wipes being pulled from the dispenser in the diaper bag and suddenly felt the cool wetness on my behind and crotch cleaning the urine between my legs. Cindy moved quickly, cleaning me like a pro while she talked to Gretchen, “Look at him on the table. Have you ever seen such an act of submission? I’ve completely reduced him to an infantile state in about a month’s time. Pavlov would be pleased. A 19 year old boy, letting me diaper him on a bathroom changing table. Pretty good huh? And look at his little pee pee! Its so cute when it gets excited!” Embarrassed, I realized that my tiny penis was suddenly getting hard again! Damn! Why did I always get erections during diaper changes?

	 

	Gretchen replied, “I’d give you an A if I were the psych professor! He even gets erections during changes! Well, if you could call that tiny thing an actual erection that is! Damn its tiny! His penis, you don’t ever…” “Oh God no!” Cindy laughed, causing me to blush, “Babies don’t have sex! As I told you before, he does all of his cummy messies in his diapers. You always want to make sure that the babies associate all release with their diapers or something very babyish. Keeps them truly dependent on their diapers for everything. Want a demonstration Gretchen?”

	 

	Horrified, I realized what was coming. Gretchen nodded laughing, as Cindy quickly powdered me and then squeezed a very large amount of lotion all over my waiting penis. “It feels better for him when there’s plenty of lotion.” I throbbed and pushed up, unconsciously trying to meet her hand. Cindy slapped my penis, “Stop it baby, you know you have to wait for the diaper! Hey Gretchen will you pull out another diaper for me? Yep, in the bag. That’s it. Can you unfold it for me?” I watched in utter humiliation as Gretchen grinned and unfolded the large diaper. “Just like old times huh Cindy? I remember changing some of Petey’s diapers. Wow, these diapers are just like baby diapers! And so loud and crinkly,” she grinned, crinkling it loudly near my face causing me to blush. Cindy laughed, “That’s it. Go ahead and slip it under him. Perfect. Just like a pro. Ok, here we go baby!”

	 

	Cindy laid me back down on the diaper with much ease, like she had done this a million times. She squeezed some extra lotion into the front of the diaper and I blushed hard, my penis still erect. I started to protest but as soon as the words left my mouth, Cindy said, “I think baby’s talking too much… Pacifier? Gretchen, it’s in the bag. Yep. That’s the one.” Gretchen laughed, “Oh my God this is too funny. Here you go baby boy!” Gretchen reached over and before I could protest, pushed the plastic pacifier firmly into my mouth, much to the approval of Cindy. I tried to fight it but somehow I couldn’t.

	 

	“You know, I think you’re right Cindy,” Gretchen observed, “I think Danny is more compliant than Peter. I think Pete would have spit the pacifier out but look at Danny boy here. He’s sucking it almost contentedly. Granted his face is pretty red…” Confirming her observation, I kept sucking my pacifier, almost unable to understand why I couldn’t just be a man and spit it out, just get up and break free somehow. Deep down the shamed inner me somehow liked this horribly embarrassing treatment though.

	 

	But whatever excitement I felt turned to a slight feeling of fright as Cindy asked Gretchen to help her change me! “Here pull up the front Gretchen, he likes it really tight. Yep! Perfect. Now I’ll just do the tapes. Hold him still,” Cindy said with a wicked look in her eyes. I just started sucking, helpless as the diaper front came up. Gretchen held the front over my erect penis, smiling at me, knowing I was deep down enjoying it. I could feel the subtle pressure on the diaper front as she smiled at me and my penis throbbed achingly. Cindy scolded me, “Stop that mister, I see the eyes you’re making for Gretchen. She’s way too old for you. Here, let’s get you all taped up baby.” I felt the diaper suddenly pulled taught around me then as Cindy pulled the tapes and sealed them tight, effectively sealing me away once again in my diaper prison.

	 

	Cindy then smiled at Gretchen and asked, “He seems all hot and bothered by you Gretchen. Do you want to do the honors? Don’t worry, it won’t take you too long and you can see for yourself how easy it is.” Gretchen just smiled, looking down at me with an evil grin. Then, to my both my horror and simultaneous excitement, Gretchen began to stroke me, her hand gently gripping the diaper front and pressing down just enough to make me gasp. She smiled down at me with a wicked grin as she quickly learned how to make me moan. Cindy burst into laughter, “Oh. Baby likes his baby sitter I think! Look at his red face Gretchen, he’s so excited! I think he has a crush on you!” I sucked hard on my pacifier, redder in the face than I had ever been in my life, Gretchen cackling with laughter. The lotion on my crotch made a slick wet feeling in my diapers and the feeling of the diaper material rubbing over me made me gasp uncontrollably. I realized with a sickening feeling that it really wasn’t going to take long. My penis throbbed with embarrassed delight as Gretchen leaned over me and smiled, stroking me intensely, “Does baby have a crush on Auntie Gretchen? Aw….”

	 

	Cindy continued talking to Gretchen, almost clinically, as Gretchen continued stroking the front of my diaper with her skillful hands, “Its pretty easy really, I mean a real man would never cum this fast, but a baby boy like this won’t be able to control himself. I give him about another 30 seconds or so…” I was gasping, shaking, and amazed at the deft skill of Gretchen’s hands, able to manipulate my penis through all the layers of thick plastic and padding. Her hands knew right where to go, just the right amount of pressure to apply. The crinkling sound filled my ears and my eyes rolled back in my head. I suddenly felt my face flush with blood as I cried out and then bit hard into my pacifier.

	 

	My loins suddenly betrayed me, spasming out of control. I couldn’t help it. Try as I might to hold it in, to be a man and contain myself, the diapers felt like a warm, slippery glove over my erect throbbing penis. The feeling was too good. I gasped and cried out like a girl. I shook as the powerful orgasm ran through me and I felt my seed pump for the second time in 24 hours into my waiting diapers. I had never been so embarrassed. Changed on a bathroom diaper table in front of this beautiful girl and now Cindy was making me have an orgasm from another woman’s hands into my diapers right in front of her!

	 

	The whole thing took less than a minute. Gretchen looked down at me as I lay there defeated and embarrassed, not saying anything but the look in her eyes said that she owned me. Cindy smiled at me wickedly, enjoying my embarrassment, “good baby. Did that feel good baby boy? Having your Aunty Gretchen make you have a cummy messy in your dipeys?” Gretchen turned away and started bursting into laughter, having to hold herself on her knees to contain herself she was laughing so hard. Cindy grinned and continued, “Baby just loves his diaper cummies! Doesn’t he baby?”, glancing at me, “It keeps him nice and obedient and the growing desire for his diapers will grow daily.”

	 

	After my humiliating orgasm, Cindy kept dressing me. She held up my onesie and said, “Oh Baby, your onesie is a little dirty. I think you may have leaked a little bit when you wet yourself earlier. Here, lets put you in some plastic panties this time ok honey?” I was still in a state of shock, totally relaxed yet utterly embarrassed at what I had just done. Gretchen was still beside herself with laughter. Suddenly the diapers didn’t feel so good anymore and I really didn’t want the plastic pants on either. It made my face burn hot at her calling them “panties” too, like I was not only a child but a sissy as well.

	 

	Gretchen looked over at the panties grinning. “Here let me see those Cindy. OMG! Look at these! Just like baby pants! Such soft shiny plastic! Baby blue even…” “Oooh how sexy, how manly,” She said holding them up to my blushing face with a sarcastic grin. Gretchen’s face dripped with evil sarcasm and she was obviously starting to enjoy my torment. Gretchen continued her taunting, starting to really get into it, “And look baby boy, they have baby animals and baby blocks on them! Look how red his face is Cindy! Ready for your panties baby? I bet they’ll make you feel much more ‘big boy’, like you have something more like underwear on over your diapers!” Gretchen looked at Cindy quizzically, holding up the panties, as if asking if she could put them on me. Cindy grinned with approval.

	 

	Gretchen held up the panties to my feet while Cindy held my ankles. Gretchen began to slowly and teasingly bring the plastic panties up my legs, making me blush further. I cringed as the “panties” came up my legs at Gretchen’s hand, trying to look away so as not to have to let Gretchen see me. I wanted somehow to find the man left in me, to find someone adult and male inside to come to the rescue. But there was no one home like that anymore. Just an embarrassed kid, a toddler, a baby. “Aw look at that! Baby’s trying to hide! How cute!” Gretchen laughed. With a look of triumph on her face she finished pulling the plastic panties right up over my diapers and let go of the waistband with a loud snap, smiling down at me. I felt utterly small and helpless under her gaze.

	 

	“Much better Cindy. The plastic panties definitely make the look complete,” Gretchen laughed. Cindy giggled, agreeing with her. The girls oohed and ahhed over me teasingly for a few minutes, prolonging my embarrassment. Gretchen took a picture of me with her cell phone much to my shame. I was delirious, overwhelmed by strange feelings. This diaper change had been utterly surreal and I longed for it to be over. Thankfully, Cindy brought my toddler-style “jeans” back up over my diapers and plastic pants and after pulling my Elmo shirt firmly over my head and arms, the women finally let me off of the table. My diapers and plastic pants crinkled loudly under my “jeans”, echoing through the bathroom, reminding me of my state. I was mortified at what had just taken place.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 6 – “Lunch” at Home

	 

	 

	 

	 

	We made it back home. I wasn’t sure whether to be disappointed or excited that Cindy had invited Gretchen over for lunch. Probably more disappointed, as I sat on the floor in the middle of the new playpen that Cindy had set up for me. I found myself in front of a coloring book and crayons that Cindy had laid down for me while the two “adult” women made a nice lunch in the kitchen. I couldn’t believe that I had allowed this. What was my life becoming? My humiliation was compounded by the fact that Cindy had made me take off my pants and shoes, leaving me in just my diapers, plastic pants, t-shirt, and dinosaur socks. To have Gretchen seeing me like that, with my diapers exposed was among the worst of all humilations I had ever endured. To top it off, after I had been “put in my playpen”, Gretchen came over to me with a wide grin and placed my pacifier back into my mouth. Gretchen obviously somehow got off on my discomfort now too I was realizing. The pacifier strangely did seem to calm my nerves a bit but felt embarrassing beyond belief to suck it in front of Gretchen like that.

	 

	Things started to take an even more humiliating turn when about 10 minutes later, Cindy came back into the living room and opened the gate for me. “Show Auntie Gretchen how good you can crawl baby boy!” No! She wouldn’t make me do that would she? I looked up at her, feeling unable to speak with the pacifier in my mouth and wanting to cry. Cindy patted her thighs like she was telling a dog or a baby to come to her. Nearly in tears, I started to crawl towards her on the couch while Gretchen burst into laughter. I saw Cindy unbutton her shirt and pull down her bra front. Oh my God. Was she going to…?

	 

	Yes. It was apparently time for my noon “feeding”. I was pretty hungry but I hadn’t anticipated being asked to do this in front of Gretchen. Gretchen laughed out loud when she saw Cindy releasing her large breasts in waiting for me. I bit my pacifier hard and gulped. “Come on baby,” Cindy said in a mock babyish tone, “come get your milky!”

	 

	I wanted to say no at that point, to somehow refuse. But I couldn’t. I found myself crawling to her like a total dork and planted myself in her lap. She quickly took me to her, patting my diapers loudly. She brought my face to her breast and embarrassingly, I latched on, right in front of Gretchen. It did feel good and I felt my stress of the day start to relax as I began to pull and suck the milk from her large, engorged nipple. I was glad to have my face turned away from Gretchen though as I really didn’t want to see her reaction.

	 

	But I definitely heard her. “Oh my God. You finally did it! I know you talked about this with Peter, but look at this! You’re lactating? You seriously breast-feed him too? This is wild!” Gretchen giggled. “Oh definitely. I think all babies should be breast fed,” Cindy started, “and of course it just reinforces his babyhood having to drink from his mommy’s boobies like this. It’s kind of a nice feeling really, breastfeeding. And nothing makes a man more dependent on you. Well, of course Danny really isn’t a man anymore is he?” They both laughed.

	 

	I went beet red and kept sucking, trying to take in as much of the sweet milk as I could to avoid thinking about my embarrassment. “Its pretty funny really,” Cindy continued, “you know, I think I’ll gradually reduce him farther and farther back until he gets all of his food just from my breast. Even today he hasn’t had any solid food. It’s supposed to shift his cycle too, so soon his poops will be back on the natural rhythm of an infant.” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing… Yet I couldn’t seem to stop what I was doing. I loved Cindy’s breasts so much. I couldn’t imagine being away from them now, and it was probably just as she had planned it.

	 

	“Do you think you’ll make him incontinent, making him be in diapers like that all the time? I mean will he lose his adult potty training like Peter did?” Gretchen asked. Cindy smiled, “I would hope so. I mean, seriously, he doesn’t need his adult conditioning anymore does he? Real babies have no control over their bladder and bowels. I’ll probably begin a reward and punishment system soon like I did with Peter to help reinforce his deconditioning. It shouldn’t be too hard. In fact, Danny will probably lose control much faster than Peter did. He already seems to have lost some basic control. Sometimes he hardly seems to think about it when he goes.”

	 

	Gretchen seemed to be getting into the idea more and more and spoke up, “well, at least you don’t need to worry about him cheating on you. I mean, what kind of woman would want to sleep with a man who wears baby clothes and diapers and nurses on his girlfriend daily?” Cindy burst out laughing, “totally, I know, I’ve thought the same thing. He doesn’t even have the balls anymore to look at other women, he’s so embarrassed. His diapers constantly remind him of his state, especially since they’re usually wet. And like you could see today, he’s like a nervous wreck when we go out. And I like to keep him like this. Nice and servile.”

	 

	“So I just still can’t get over the sex thing. You really don’t have sex with him?” Gretchen asked, “I mean, not like I would want to even remotely consider fucking a man who wears diapers, especially a pathetic one like Danny, but what do you really get out of this Cindy?” Cindy laughed, “Its mostly just a case study in psychology. I just love seeing how far I can make a man bend. Pretty far obviously… As for the sex, who knows? Maybe I’ll need to take a real lover at some point. Maybe find him a proper daddy… Wouldn’t that be funny?” The women burst into laughter, causing me to blush fiercely. A daddy? A lover? What had I gotten into? The thought of my mommy with a daddy made me suddenly really nervous.

	 

	In all of my embarrassment and fright I suddenly realized with panic that something else was happening which caused me to forget about the whole daddy thing. I realized with deep dread that my bowels were speaking to me. I had to do a number 2! Somehow the sucking action of my mouth combined with my nervousness and the fact that I hadn’t gone yet made me realize that I had to suddenly go, and with some urgency. It felt like I might have something messy coming on. Utterly embarrassed, I realized I was in a bad position, especially with Gretchen there. I hadn’t even pooped in front of Cindy yet and I sure didn’t want to do it in my diapers!

	 

	Cindy noticed something and patted my butt. How did she know? She started laughing, “See! its already working! He’s squirming like he has to go to the bathroom! He thinks I don’t notice these things but a mommy always has that sense when their toddler has to go. I remember it quite well with Peter. Aww… Look at his red face! My widdle diddums is getting embarrassed! Here baby, switch to the other one now!”

	 

	Hot in the face, I quickly switched to her other booby and began suckling, trying to forget my bowels. Cindy kept talking, obviously knowing that her words were stinging me right to the core, “They say that when baby is on a mostly liquid diet like his mommy’s milk that they can have pretty messy poops. Some even say that the milk acts like a natural laxative. Guess we’ll find out, won’t we baby? That’s it precious, drink your lunch up. Such a good boy!”

	 

	Flushed in the face I tried to hold the growing feeling in my bowels. It felt like I had to fart and I tried to release some of the pressure. To my horror, I realized my mistake instantly though because as soon as I let go, farting loudly enough for the girls to hear, I felt something squishy escape my backside. I spasmed uncomfortably, as I felt my diapers receive the mess. I wanted to cry. I started to pull off but Cindy laughed and kept me there. “Ooh! Did you hear that Gretchen? Baby’s pooping! It’s ok baby, we all know that babies can’t help it when they have to go poopy. Just let go like the baby you are. That’s it.” Gretchen giggled, “That’s so disgusting Cindy! Eww!”

	 

	I was horrified. I could start to smell it and knew that the women must be able to smell it too. Another spasm hit me. It felt like diarrhea. I couldn’t stop it. Suddenly I felt another wave hit me and as I took in the milk I could feel something else start to leave me from behind, almost without my control, causing my face to go bright red and hot. No! I wanted to run, to escape, to get out of there, to somehow get away from this horrible embarrassment.

	 

	Then I really started to let go, the sound of my diapers crinkling in confirmation of their newfound load. The smell filled the room and the girls started coughing a little in addition to laughing. “Oh my God, that’s so gross Cindy, I can’t believe it. He’s crapping himself just like a true baby!” Cindy just held me close and giggled, “It’s ok. I’ll clean him up soon. Pee yew! You are a stinky baby! Aww… is baby embarrassed? Look at him Gretchen! He’s so red! He’s so adorable when he’s embarrassed like this!”

	 

	I surrendered to my humiliation, realizing it was futile at this point to fight it. I finished pooping and felt myself grunting to get the rest out. To avoid their eyes, I kept nursing, hoping somehow that they would both go away. I just wanted to hide, I was so deeply humiliated. The mess felt warm and squishy in my diapers and I tried to shift around to somehow escape it, which of course only made it feel worse. The stickiness in the seat of my diapers seemed to cling to me like a horrible badge of shame. Cindy started to push me off her breast, pulling me up to burp me. I was nearly in tears as burps started to come from my mouth as I leaned over her shoulder. And I tried to turn my eyes away from Gretchen but I couldn’t. She was staring right at me. This gorgeous woman, who most men would feel intense sexual attraction to but I could only feel the heat in my face and the uncomfortable feeling of the mess in my diapers. She laughed at me, sneering and making a mock face like a pooping baby would make, fake crying.

	 

	Before I could protest, Gretchen lifted the pacifier back to my mouth and Cindy lifted me down telling me to get back on my hands and knees to crawl to the playpen and play. “I know you’re messy baby, but don’t worry, Mommy will change you when the adults are done with lunch ok honey?” Cindy said with an air of humiliating sarcasm. “You’re going to make him sit in that mess?” Gretchen asked, shocked. Cindy just laughed, “He hasn’t pooped himself before now and I want him to feel what it’s like for a little longer. Make him feel what a true baby he really is. I think its good for babies to sit in their messes sometimes, especially these first few times. Can you even imagine what it must be like?”

	 

	They both then laughed as I crawled back to my playpen, feeling the mess shift uncomfortably in the seat of my diapers as I crawled. Gretchen came over and sneered slightly at me as she closed the gate to my playpen. As I sat down in the playpen I quickly realized that sitting hadn’t been a good idea as the mess quickly spread through my seat. Burning with shame, I sat there sucking on my pacifier looking up at her, smelling my mess. “Have fun stinky boy, do your diapers feel better now with that load in them?” she laughed and went to join Cindy for lunch. I had never felt so infantile and small in my entire life.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 7 – Goodnight Baby

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I resigned myself to “play” for some time in my playpen, busying myself with my coloring book and the few small dinosaurs that Cindy had bought me. I felt utterly ridiculous sitting in a messy diaper. I hoped that Cindy would come soon but she ended up opening a bottle of wine and the two girls sat in the kitchen laughing and talking for at least 3 hours while I sat there in my messy diapers. I started to get up at one point to leave but Cindy heard me moving the gate and came in to tell me that if I even thought about leaving or attempting to walk that I would be in my messy diaper for the rest of the evening and get a severe spanking to boot. I couldn’t believe how wicked she was becoming now, it was like she was getting more and more dominant all the time.

	 

	So I colored, played, and tried not to contemplate the horrible smell which permeated the air, and the growingly uncomfortable sticky feeling that filled my pants. At some point I think I resigned myself to my situation and lay down to fall asleep.

	 

	I awoke some time later to the sounds of giggling and a camera going off. Cindy was standing above me with her cell phone taking pictures. Drool was all over my cheeks and the pacifier was still in my mouth. The smell filling the room brought me back to my reality and the uncomfortable feeling in the seat of my diapers suddenly came into sharp focus once again. I thought of sitting up but didn’t want to sit in my own mess anymore so just lay there. I took out my pacifier and shaking, asked Cindy if I could have a change.

	 

	“Of course baby, Gretchen just left. She thought you were so cute sleeping there in your playpen! She got some good pictures too! Come on baby, lets get you cleaned up,” she said lovingly as she opened the gate. Cindy made me crawl to the bedroom. My knees burned a little on the carpet and I once again felt my horrible mess shifting as I crawled, hearing the loud crinkling sound with each movement of my legs. I had never sunk this low, crawling in a poopy diaper at the feet of a gorgeous woman about to change me.

	 

	As I lay on the changing pad, I tried to turn my face away to avoid Cindy’s eyes. She pulled my damp plastic panties up my thighs and the smell intensified. “Pee yew baby! Look at those diapers. Someone made such a mess. Such a poopy mess. Didn’t they?” I nodded, tears starting to form in my eyes.

	 

	“Tell me baby. You seem to want to hide it. But we need to be honest don’t we? Tell me what you did in your diapers today baby,” Cindy said as she pulled my chin to force me to look her in the face, taking my pacifier from my mouth. I tried to turn again, to hide but Cindy held me firm, “tell me baby. Tell me what baby did in his diapers this afternoon. Come on baby. You can do it.”

	 

	My face burning red with shame, I opened my mouth and spoke, “I… I… I pooped in my diapers Cindy.” Cindy gave me a look, “I think you can tell me better than that baby. Babies don’t talk with adult voices. They talk very babyish. I want to hear you use your best baby voice now ok honey?” she said in a mock babyish tone as she reached down to rub me through the front of my diapers. I gulped with a mixture of excitement and dread and tried to make my voice squeaky and babyish, feeling utterly stupid. “I ppp… I poo pooed in my diapeys mommy,” I said in the most babyish voice I could muster, my face going dark red. Cindy giggled with glee as she continued stroking me through my messy diaper, “Yes you did. I love hearing you talk like that. I think we need to have you talk like that all the time from now on ok baby? Once more, say ‘baby made a stinky’,” she said laughing. I couldn’t believe this. She was making me talk baby talk admitting I had messed myself!

	 

	I cringed as I opened my mouth, admitting my shame, “baby make a stinky”. I squirmed in my diapers, feeling the mess shift under me. My face burned hot as she continued stroking me. “Yes you did baby, do you want mommy to change you now? Can you ask mommy to change your poopy diapers?” Burning, I opened my mouth again and the words left me, causing me to shake with embarrassment at my dependency, “mommy, pwease change my p…pp.. poopy diapeys.” “Ok baby. Here we go.” Then to my disappointment she stopped stroking me. I suddenly started pouting but Cindy raised her eyebrow to me, “Don’t give me stinky face like that baby. You got to cum twice in the last day. I think that’s enough. I’ll hear no more of it.” Glumly I turned my head, blushing, feeling my stiff penis start to wilt at the shame of what she had just made me say to her, how easily she had trained me over the past weeks.

	 

	Cindy slowly undid the tapes on my diapers, glancing at me with those eyes that any normal man would have found sexy but to me only made me burn more, thinking of my predicament. The smell hit the room and Cindy wrinkled her nose, “pee yew baby. Oh my, what a mess we have here. Lift up your bottom baby.” I lifted up and the messy diaper came out. Cindy held it up to me, smiling, forcing me to look at what I had done, “Not really a man are you baby boy? Yep, that’s poop in these diapers. And you did it! Baby boy poops himself!” She slowly balled it up, making me watch as she dropped it in the trash.

	 

	The baby wipes came out and then Cindy held my ankles high while she started to wipe me clean. Having a grown woman wipe your butt as an adult doesn’t exactly do a lot for your self-esteem and I found my face flush red once more as she continued. She drew it out for some time, forcing me to feel the shame of my first poopy change, “That’s it, mommy’s gonna wipe baby’s butt. Make him all nice and clean. Babies don’t know how to wipe their own butts do they? Aww….” After several minutes I was clean enough and she led me crawling to the bathroom to draw me a bath. I couldn’t believe it. She was even going to bath me!

	 

	I sat there on the bathroom floor, naked, with her fully clothed, looking very motherly above me as she made the bath “not too hot for baby.” She put in some bubble bath and then let me get in. I felt ridiculous sitting in a bubble bath with some rubber baby toys floating in the lukewarm water.

	 

	Then she poured some water over my head and began to lather baby shampoo over my scalp, rubbing hard. She rinsed me and then soaped up my body, giving me an extra squeeze down below, causing me to gasp. I felt a growing dependency, old feelings of childishness, and also a slight glee at the motherly attention she was giving me.

	 

	Finally the bath was done and Cindy pulled me out to towel dry me. She put toothpaste on my brush and even brushed my teeth for me. Then it was off to bed. At 7 0’clock! “Baby’s have an early bedtime! They need lots of sleep,” she laughed.

	 

	I had to endure another long humiliating diaper change and then came the worst part. Long fuzzy footie one-piece pajamas in baby blue. I looked at myself in the mirror at myself in the pajamas and the bulk underneath and was at least glad that the day was at an end.

	 

	I lay in bed soon next to Cindy, nursing once more on her boobies. I was starting to get used to the milk and the feedings and felt more and more like I needed them. Cindy talked to me as she nursed me, “you know baby, I think you might be a bit too young to sleep in bed with me now. I’ve seen these larger size cribs online… Maybe we should look at getting you one! Would baby like their own crib to sleep in at night?” I gulped, taking another swallow of milk and my face turned red with embarrassment. A crib? O boy. I was in trouble.

	 

	I was definitely not the same man I was two weeks or a month ago. To even call me a man at this point was laughable. I took another swallow of milk and felt myself get sleepy. I felt myself let go and peed a little, almost unconsciously. Somehow, under all of the humiliation, at least I felt safe in my mommy’s arms. I hugged her close and started to close my eyes to the gentle sound of her lullaby.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Stay tuned for more volumes of Cindy Keeps Me in Diapers coming soon!!!
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