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 	This is a story involving consenting adults, age play, female domination, and adult baby diaper lover themed.

 	 

 	No children are involved. It is a work of fiction.

 	 

 	 

 	 

 Chapter One – A Troubling Morning

 

 	 

 	              My bladder clenched. Nearly 3 months in diapers and I still struggled daily to hold it in. I shuffled at the table, playing with my oatmeal, trying to think of something else. Anything other than my aching bladder.               

 	              “Stop fidgeting sweety! You know I have a test today. I need to study… You know its no use fighting it right diddums?” Cindy said, winking at me.

 	Sometimes I still didn’t believe I was with this woman and that we were living the crazy life that we did. I can’t say that I always did enjoy wearing diapers 24/7 but there was something about being with Cindy that hooked me. I was smitten with her. And as much as I longed for being back in underpants, she had conditioned me so well…

 	              We were having breakfast before classes and I was in a long t-shirt and baggy pants. That was my usual wear. Thankfully Cindy didn’t really make me wear toddler clothes out too much. Only when she wanted to humiliate me (more than she already did)…

 	              Why the baggy clothes? Well that should be obvious. I mean, I was wearing diapers 24/7 now and baggy clothes were the only things I could think of to cover the fact that my butt was bulging several sizes too big. Especially since Cindy kept me in maximum protection evening diapers at all times.

 	              “Eat your mush sweety,” Cindy said to me, looking over one of her textbooks. She was busy getting ready for a test that day. I grumbled a bit. Although I didn’t eat baby food all the time, Cindy definitely tried to get my meals as close to it as possible. 

 	              I decided I couldn’t hold it any longer and got up and left to go to the bathroom. “Just going to go brush my teeth Mommy,” I said, in a high pitched little boy voice like I’d been taught to do by her. She just nodded and kept her head in her book. I’d been taking more and more of these ‘trips’ recently. Somehow, I’d figured out a way to slide my penis out of the side of my diaper to relieve myself. The only problem was, I couldn’t risk Cindy hearing me flush the toilet…

 	              So… and I know this is gross… I’d taken to peeing in the sink and washing it down with water quickly. Cindy hopefully thought I was just brushing my teeth. I’d also taken to doing my number 2 business at school bathrooms, taking my diapers down and pulling them back up after I’d finished. Somehow I just couldn’t resign myself to losing bladder and bowel control like Cindy wanted me to do. 

 	Unfortunately Cindy seemed to be very curious as to why I hadn’t had any dirty diapers lately. She was definitely suspecting something. 

 	              I stood there looking in the mirror as pulled down the top of my diaper and struggling, relieved myself into the sink. I sighed with relief, knowing that I wouldn’t have to sit through class in a wet diaper (as I knew I wasn’t getting another change that morning), when suddenly I heard the door open. I hadn’t even heard her coming.

 	              “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Cindy screamed at me, red faced and obviously very angry. 

 	              “I… I… Uh… Mommy it’s not what you think…” I stammered, lying.

 	              “Peeing in the sink? Is this your way of avoiding the inevitable?” she screamed.

 	              “I have a test today, and now you’re making me deal with this kind of behavior?” Cindy was mad. Really mad…

 	              I gulped. I was in serious trouble. 

 	              Suddenly I was being grabbed by the ear and pulled into the living room. I squealed as she pulled me like a little child. Cindy forced me into a corner, facing me towards it standing and told me not to move.

 	              I was trembling waiting for her. She took a few minutes and I heard a drawer open and shut in the kitchen. I gulped. I knew what was coming…

 	              “Over my knee, now mister!” she barked, walking back into the living room, “and take off everything but your diapers first!”

 	              I stripped quickly. I knew better than to disobey. I was in trouble. Serious trouble.

 	              Cindy pulled me over her lap and yanked down my diapers. I winced in pain as she began smacking me hard with the wooden paddle. It wasn’t a slow buildup. It was fast and intense. I was crying within the first 10 blows. And there were over 100 of them. By the time she was done with my ass, it felt like jelly. I didn’t even want to look at how red it was. And I was sobbing.

 	              “Your tears don’t matter right now baby. You’ve been a very bad boy. Sit up and face me right now,” Cindy commanded.

 	              With a red, tear streaked face I sat up, barely able to put my butt back on my heels. My diaper was still down and my little penis was flaccid and shriveled.

 	              “Where are you supposed to do all of your business baby boy? Tell me.” 

 	              I gulped, “in my diapers mommy…”

 	              “That’s right. In your diapers… That’s our agreement. And yet you deliberately disobeyed me. And peeing in the sink of all places? That’s just disgusting baby… Well I think as your punishment, you will be spending an extra long time on bathroom cleaning duties today, and you’ll be using a toothbrush to clean everything, from the floor, to the shower and toilet, and especially that sink. Understand?”

 	              “Yes,” I nodded glumly.

 	              “And as far as your diapers go, I want you to also tell me why you haven’t gone poo poo in them over the last week.”

 	              “I don’t know, I just, I just… It’s so messy and I feel so infantile when I do that Cindy, er, I mean Mommy…” I stammered.

 	              Cindy gave me a very stern look and spoke, “And here I thought you were starting to like being more and more like a baby. I guess I was wrong… Well, we are going to have to do something about that aren’t we? Where have you been going poo poo if you haven’t been using your diapers?” she demanded to know.

 	              Red faced, I knew I couldn’t lie. “The school…” I stammered.

 	              “You’ve been taking your diapers down in the public bathroom?” she asked.

 	              I nodded.

 	              “Well this stops right here. Keep this up and I’ll be ordering some of those locking plastic panties that I’ve seen online. I expect there to be a full mess in those diapers at least once a day if not more and for you to be using them every single time you need to go to the bathroom. Understood mister?”

 	              I nodded, my head sunk.

 	              “Your punishment isn’t over today. Get over here. Get over my lap again. Now,” she commanded.

 	              I gulped, praying she wasn’t going to spank me again. 

 	              “Don’t worry, this isn’t another spanking. Its something far worse.”

 	              Face down over her knee, I felt something waxy being suddenly plunged into my butt. I groaned. No… She wouldn’t…

 	              “2 extra strength suppositories should make sure you do your business just fine today. And I’m going to check later this morning just to make sure.”

 	              “But Cindy! I have classes today! I can’t mess myself before class…”

 	              “You can take the morning off and clean the bathroom for today. How’s that? I also have an errand for you to run. And you can just do that in your dirty diapers as your punishment. How’s that mister?”

 	              I groaned. 

 	              “Keep up the groaning and you’ll be staying in that dirty diaper all day and night,” she said, pulling my diapers back up. 

 	              “And just to make your day a little more uncomfortable, we are going to do double diapers today…”

 	              I was about to groan again but I saw the look on her face that said don’t even think about it. 

 	              Within minutes I found myself on my oversized diaper changing table, the first diaper slitted and prepped for another large overnight diaper. I hated when she did this. It made my butt look huge and it was nearly impossible not to see that I was wearing diapers.

 	              At least I had my baggy shirt…

 	              Getting off the table waddling from the massive diapers, I walked into the living room to grab my clothes. 

 	              Cindy asked me, “Where do you think you’re going mister?”

 	              “Getting my clothes Cin.. uh mommy…” I said.

 	              “No baggy clothes today for you. I want you in your slim khakis with your short Transformers top and your adult sized Keds…” she said walking in grinning. 

 	              I nearly cried. “But everyone will know I’m wearing diapers! It’s impossible to not notice with 2 diapers on!” I complained.

 	              “Ok mister sassy mouth, you can keep those diapers on now until 10 tonight. Keep it up and you’ll be wearing them overnight…” she said, giving me the hard eye.

 	              I gulped. Resigned I went to my room to get my clothes. Damnit! I was being forced to dress like a toddler again today.

 	              “You act like a toddler, you get treated like one mister,” Cindy said following me. 

 	              I pouted. “I wear diapers everyday. I always get treated like a baby though…”

 	              “Sounds like you really do want to be in those diapers overnight… Just keep it up bad boy…”

 	              Nearly crying I went quiet and put on my clothes. I looked over in the mirror. My butt was bulging.

 	              Cindy giggled, walking over to pat my butt. “You can hardly even notice,” she said, lying…

 	 

 	…………………….

 	 

 	              Cindy had just finished writing up the chore list for the day and was getting ready to leave for school and her test.

 	              “Come over here baby boy,” she said in a nicer voice.

 	              My head still down, I walked over to her.

 	              “You know I love my baby boy right?” she asked.

 	              I nodded.

 	              “Are you going to be a good baby for me today?” she asked.              

 	              I nodded again.

 	              “Good. How’s your bum feeling?”

 	              “Sore,” I answered.

 	              “Good,” she said, “feeling that suppository yet baby?”

 	              I nodded. My bowels felt funny. 

 	              “I want to watch you go before I leave. That way I can be sure you aren’t going to not do it. Then I’ll give you a little booby ok honey?”

 	              I gulped. I always hated going in front of her. It solidified things somehow, just how infantile I really was… But I was looking forward to booby…

 	              “Come on, come over here. I know you have to go…” she said giggling.

 	              I stood there as she sat in the chair and rubbed my belly.

 	              “Baby gotta go poo poo?” she asked taunting me in a baby talk mocking voice…

 	              I nodded. My face turned red. Damn… I didn’t want to do this…

 	              It hit me. I gasped a little and then realizing there was no way I was going to be able to fight her on this one, I let go… I suddenly felt the explosion hit the seat of my diapers. I fell forward a little, my eyes tearing up, and Cindy grabbed me, patting my back. 

 	              “Its ok, baby, just let it all out,” she said.

 	              I began to cry a little bit as I pushed a little bit more and messed myself. The smell stung me. I couldn’t believe I was doing it. This had never gotten easier.

 	              Cindy smiled and pushed me down to the floor. I saw that look in her eye. The mischievous look…

 	              Suddenly my pants were being undone and pulled to my knees. Quickly she grabbed a bottle of baby lotion and squeezed a very large amount into her hand. Down the front of my diapers her hand went, distributing the smelly lotion all over my tiny penis, causing it to rise quickly. She pulled her hand out and cleaned it with a nearby towel and then expertly, she began to rub the front of my diapers, causing me to gasp. 

 	              I hated when she did this. She loved to reinforce my desire of the diapers by making me have all of my ‘creamy messes’ in my diapers. It was even worse when they were messy. The worst part was that when I came, the diapers didn’t feel so good anymore and I still had to wear them. She knew it was like a double edged reward. I liked it and hated it at the same time.

 	              “Why can’t we just have sex Mommy?” I asked, gasping at her expert touch.

 	              “You know that isn’t possible baby,” Cindy grinned. 

 	              “I love it that you confessed that you were a virgin to me a couple weeks ago baby. It makes me want to keep you that way sweetheart. So innocent… So docile… So obedient… And besides, I really want you to enjoy being in your messy diapers. Doesn’t it feel good when I rub you in your messy diapers sweety?”

 	              I nodded, gulping. I started to hump her hand, the mess in my seat getting squishy, the smell making me squirm.

 	              “Stinky baby wants to make a creamy mess doesn’t he? Does stinky baby want to make a sticky creamy mess too? He likes his diapers messy doesn’t he?” she teased as she intensified the stroking.

 	              I was gasping. It felt so intense. I was going to lose it, and soon.

 	              “Baby never lasts longer than a minute or so does he? He likes his diapers way too much… You know what baby? I think I’m only going to allow you to come from now on if you’ve been good and gone poo poo in your diapers. Yes, I think that’s a great idea. Only creamy messes if you have a stinky mess first… Hee hee!” Cindy giggled.

 	              I groaned. No… She couldn’t… Oh God, it felt so good though. The smell hit me. A mixture of baby lotion and my own stink… The loud crinkling… The wet feeling around my hips… The squishy mess in my seat… My beautiful mommy rubbing me… 

 	              “Oh Mommy, I’m going to make a messy!” I cried out in a babyish voice. I couldn’t help it. She had conditioned me too well. Cindy intensified her rubbing. The sound of the crinkling diapers filled my ears. Overwhelmed by the most infantile feeling, I suddenly cried out, shrieking like a high pitched girl and came…

 	              Embarrassment hit me like a ton of bricks. Cindy looked down at me giggling and I tried to turn away, wanting to hide, wanting to rip my diapers off. I wanted to be a man in that moment. But I was far from it… Tears streamed down my face, even as I enjoyed the strange afterglow of release.

 	Cindy sensed my discomfort. Responding to my tears, she brought me up to hold me. Suddenly I was under her shirt, lying in her lap. I latched on quickly and began suckling her booby. It tasted wonderful as the milk began to flow. I drank deeply and then, despite the multiple messes in my diapers, I began to feel better. I fell asleep at her breast, suckling.

 	              

 Chapter 2 – An Eventful Day

 

 	 

 	              I awoke later to my own smell. I was lying on the couch. Something plastic was in my mouth and I was sucking on it… I realized Cindy had placed my pacifier in my mouth. Embarrassed, I took it out and stood up. My extra thick diapers made it almost hard to stand and walk. The mess in my seat and the stickiness up front felt extremely uncomfortable. 

 	              Looking down at the table I saw her note.

 	              “You looked so cute sleeping baby boy. Tell you what. I’ll give you a change tonight if you’re a good boy for me today. But given your bad behavior earlier, I want you to stay in that messy diaper until I get home. Don’t even think about changing... I want you to clean the bathroom with the toothbrush I laid out and also run that bag of stuff by the door over to Gretchen’s. I called her and told her to expect it from you. It’s a few books I borrowed from her. If you do all of these things for Mommy, maybe you’ll get a little reward tonight…”

 	              I threw down the paper. I was really uncomfortable. The seat of my diapers felt mushy and yucky and my poor butt felt on fire from the spanking. I contemplated taking off the diaper but knew I’d be in serious trouble if I did. 

 	              I thought for a moment… There had to be a way out of this… What if I changed and then put on another double diaper before Cindy got back? I would have to mess myself again though before she got there… It was all too complicated. Too many factors… I squirmed a bit…

 	              I tried to accept my situation. I walked into the bathroom and looked around for a scrubby. There had to be something other than the toothbrush, which she had so kindly left me, to clean the bathroom with. 

 	              I finally found some things and got to work quickly. There was no way I was going to scrub the toilet, sink, and shower with a toothbrush. I did a quick job of it with a scrubby and some rags and prepared to leave. 

 	              I looked at myself in the mirror before I left. There was no way I could leave the house like this. My butt was bulging. It was completely obvious I was wearing a diaper under my pants and the Transformers t-shirt was just too short. 

 	              I knew what I would do! I would put on my baggy clothes and hurry to run the errand. Given I’d taken so short of time cleaning I’d be back in no time to get changed again. 

 	Then I had an even more brilliant idea! I’d take off my double diaper carefully and store it somewhere… I could put the dirty thing on once I got back! That way I could visit Gretchen at least clean… Gretchen could be really mean sometimes and I didn’t really want to give her more ammunition by wearing a dirty diaper to her house…

 	              I hurriedly changed out of my clothes and very carefully stripped out of the nasty dirty diaper. I placed it in the hall closet and closed the door. I hopped into the shower really quick to rinse off and clean myself. When I got out I looked around. I realized I didn’t have any underwear. Cindy had thrown them all out months ago. Hmm…

 	              I looked through her drawer and picked the most basic looking pair of panties I could find, which unfortunately were some yellow cotton boyshorts with lace trim and polka dots. I slipped them on trying not to think about how silly I looked and grabbed a pair of my normal jeans and a long shirt. Satisfied with how I felt, and grateful to be clean, although still feeling my sore ass, I grabbed the bag of books for Gretchen and left. 

 	              I walked through the college campus (we all still lived near school) feeling proud of myself. It felt good to actually not have a bulky diaper between my legs for once. I felt like a big kid… 

 	              It felt strange though too. I felt almost naked. I hadn’t been out of a diaper for almost 3 months. And I noticed I felt a little nervous about my bladder and kicked myself for not peeing before I left. 

 	              I still had managed to keep most of my control but sometimes I did get lazy and just pee my diapers. There was almost a certain comfort about knowing I could go at any time. And now I felt that lack of protection. What the hell was wrong with me? I tried to snap out of it. ‘Be a man, Danny!’ I told myself, forcing myself to clench a little bit more, trying to exercise those muscles down there that had been getting a bit lazy over the past few months.

 	              I finally arrived at Gretchen’s house. She was on the front porch drinking a beer with another girlfriend, her new pretty roommate Michelle. Cursing under my breath, I had hoped to just leave the bag on her porch and not talk to her or see her. 

 	              “Hi Danny! Come on up… This is Michelle. Michelle this is Danny, the boy I was just telling you about…” Gretchen said. Michelle smiled at me in a funny way and giggled a little bit.

 	              I blushed slightly. Gretchen knew I wore diapers. Cindy had changed me and had even breast fed me in front of her before… In fact, Gretchen had changed my diapers a few times herself. She had even made me do my ‘creamies’ in them once in front of her and Cindy. That was an embarrassing moment, one I hoped not to repeat… Now it seems Michelle knew about my diaper ‘secret’ too judging by the look on her face.

 	              “Want a beer Danny? Oh that’s right, Cindy doesn’t let you drink does she?” Gretchen said smiling. “Juice?”

 	              Michelle giggled again.

 	              “No thanks, I have to run, I’ll just give you these books Gretchen…” I said.

 	              “Cindy told me you had an awesome shirt to show us but I gotta say the one you’re wearing looks pretty boring…

 	              “What that? Oh ya, I uh… I don’t know what she’s talking about. See ya later Gretchen,” I said, nervous to get out of there.

 	              “Hey Danny, Gretch told me one other thing. She said to do a little ‘d check’ on you, if you know what I mean. Gross I told her, but hey, what are friends for right?”

 	              “A ‘d check’?” Michelle asked, puzzled. 

 	              “Short for diaper check Michelle,” Gretchen laughed. 

 	              Michelle burst into laughter.

 	              “Come on over here Danny… Time to show Auntie Gretchen the state of your diapers…” Gretchen said, putting down her beer.

 	              I went totally red in the face. “You don’t have to do that Gretchen. Can we just say that you did and that all was well?” I stuttered.

 	              “That would be lying Danny and you know I can’t do that with my best friend…” she said grinning evilly.

 	              I grimaced. I was in serious trouble. Me and my stupid idea… 

 	“Well see, I uh… I took it off and I’m not wearing one right now Gretchen. Please don’t tell her ok?” I stammered nervously, embarrassed that Michelle was witnessing my ultimate humilation.

 	              And it was humiliating. Michelle was rolling with laughter at this point. “Oh my God. You are a seriously whipped boy if your girlfriend has you in diapers and has her friends checking them for her…”

 	              I blushed hard.

 	              Gretchen got up and walked over to me. Without a word she spun me around and lifted my shirt, looking at the back of my pants. She pulled back the waistband and started laughing. 

 	              “Oh my God Michelle, get over here…” Gretchen laughed.

 	              I tried to pull away but Gretchen held my arm.

 	              Michelle came over and burst into more laughter.

 	              “Panties huh Danny? Have you graduated to panties? Does Cindy know about this? In fact those look like hers… I think someone is going to be in serious trouble here… Cindy told me to check your diapers and those don’t look like diapers to me…” Gretchen said, smirking.

 	              “Please Gretchen, don’t tell her. I’ll do anything… Please…” I begged.

 	              “Pathetic,” Gretchen said, letting go of my waistband.

 	              “Stay right there Danny boy,” Gretchen said, picking up her phone and dialing. 

 	              I wanted to run. 

 	              Something held me there though. Maybe it was just months of being bossed around by Cindy. I was hard wired to obey, even though I had fought with it lately. I knew I was going to be in deep trouble. I started chewing my nails…

 	              “Hi Cindy. How was your test? Great! Oh nothing much… Oh hey, I have Danny over here. Ya. No. He’s not wearing it. Yes, I’m serious. He’s wearing his baggy t-shirt. And wait. It gets better. He’s not wearing his diapers. Yes. I’m serous. Totally serious… You’ll never guess. He’s wearing some of your panties. Yep. That’s what I told him. Really? You want to what? Really? Sure… Let me ask Michelle… hang on…”

 	              Gretchen walked over to Michelle and they started whispering with each other. Michelle burst into laughter and nodded, saying “Definitely!”

 	              “Sound good Cindy. We’ll keep an eye on him here until you get here. Gotcha… See you soon!” She hung up, looking at me with an evil grin.

 	              “Thanks a lot Gretchen,” I said, giving her the evil eye.

 	              “Don’t you look at me like that Danny. You know Cindy and I are best friends. We share everything. You’re going to be a very unlucky boy in about 10 minutes when Cindy gets here… She said you aren’t to go anywhere. You need to stay put or your going to be in serious trouble. In fact, she told me to put you in the corner of our living room standing with your nose in the corner. Come on.”

 	              “Gretchen, please…” I begged.

 	              “Be quiet Danny, come on… Be a good boy for Aunty Gretchen. Come on…” she said in a mocking baby tone.

 	              Shame faced I followed her into the house to the sounds of loud laughter coming from Michelle. 

 	              Gretchen led me to the living room and turned me to face her.

 	              “Take off your shirt and pants. Panties can stay on she said.” 

 	              I balked. 

 	              “Any more lip and I’ll tell her you were being unruly…” Gretchen said giggling.

 	              My face nearly turned purple as I took off my shirt and slowly kicked off my shoes and pants. I realized suddenly I looked ridiculous in Cindy’s panties. I was almost glad when Gretchen turned me and walked me to the corner and pushed my nose into it.

 	              “You’re to stay there until Cindy gets here. Understand Danny?” Gretchen said.

 	              I nodded, nearly in tears.

 	              “What’s this Danny boy? Your butt looks bruised and red…” Gretchen said, giggling as she pulled the seat of my panties up my crack, making a makeshift thong. She pulled it up tight into my crack and traced her fingernail along my tender bottom, causing me to wince.

 	              “Did your mommy spank you this morning bad boy?” Gretchen asked. Michelle was hysterical with laughter.

 	              I nodded, gulping, trying not to cry.

 	              Gretchen laughed and turning, said to Michelle, “Lets grab our beers and come inside to watch some tube while we wait for Cindy…”

 	              Suddenly with all the anxiety, I felt the urge to pee intensify. It really did feel strange being out of diapers, I was realizing, and I almost felt myself leak, cursing myself… Had I really grown dependent on them so soon?

 	              I called out, “Hey Gretchen, can I run to use the bathroom for a minute please?”

 	              Gretchen called back, “No. Definitely not… And you better not make any messes on that floor… Sounds like you’re going to be in diapers again soon enough anyway. Just hold it…”

 	              I heard Gretchen and Michelle walk back into the living room in a few minutes and switch on the TV. 

 	              They cracked another beer each and were giggling as they flipped channels. 

 	              “I can’t believe it Gretchen. Look at him standing there in the corner in panties… You have such strange friends… And does he really wear diapers?” Michelle asked.

 	              “Oh yes, he definitely wears diapers. I think this is the first time I’ve ever not seen him wear diapers in fact. Look at him squirm. I think he has to pee…” Gretchen giggled.

 	              “I do have to pee Gretchen. Please, can I just go to the bathroom? We wouldn’t have to tell Cindy. Please?” I whined.

 	              “Quiet Danny! We’re trying to enjoy our show,” she laughed, flipping the channel. 

 	              “He is like Cindy’s adult baby slave...” Gretchen laughed, “Aren’t you Danny?”

 	              I kept silent, trying to hold the increasing pressure in my bladder but suddenly realizing that it might have been a mistake after all not wearing a diaper out. I couldn’t believe the feeling down there. It wasn’t like before I wore diapers. It felt like something was missing. Like I didn’t have the same muscles to hold it. I squirmed.

 	              “Gretchen, please, I really need to go…” I cried out.

 	              “Do you think he’ll pee his pants?” Michelle asked giggling.

 	              “You mean his panties?” Gretchen laughed, “He might. I think Cindy has him in diapers for a reason…”

 	              The urge got too strong. I clenched hard but something gave. It started as a slow trickle and then I couldn’t seem to stop it. It started with a small damp spot in the front of my panties and then…

 	              “Oh my God Gretchen! Look! He is peeing himself! Ew!!!” Michelle screamed out.

 	              The warm pee had soaked quickly through the thin panties and was now rushing down my legs, pooling at my feet, soaking into my socks. I started to turn around, still clenching to try to hold the rest in.

 	              “Don’t you dare move Danny!” Gretchen barked. “Stay there and I’ll get a towel. Unbelievable. You really do belong in diapers. Just unbelievable… Keep your nose in that corner. I want Cindy to see you before you move anywhere…”

 	              “What’s going on girls?” came Cindy’s voice suddenly from the doorway. 

 	              “Oh hey Cindy! Good timing! Your baby just peed himself!” Gretchen laughed.

 	              Cindy greeted Michelle and Gretchen quickly and then walked over to me, her face red with anger.

 	              I panicked and felt the flood gates release, suddenly realizing I was peeing full force. My panties were now soaked and it was running all down my legs in a torrent. The girls were laughing hysterically. Cindy even burst into a giggle at the sight. My face was purple with embarrassment.

 	“I’ll grab a towel, hang on…” Gretchen said getting up. 

 	              “Don’t worry about dirtying a towel Gretchen,” Cindy said walking over and grabbing my clothes, bunched on the floor, “I wouldn’t want to stink up your good towels with this naughty boy’s messes. I’ll just use his clothes.”

 	              I grimaced as I watched Cindy wipe up the puddle on the floor with my pants. What was I going to wear out of here?

 	              “Well well well… Looks like a certain baby boy is realizing now that he should have kept his diapers on like a good boy,” Cindy said, as she finished mopping up my pee mess. My pants looked completely soaked now with the pee. 

 	              I was shaking. My legs and crotch were wet. I couldn’t believe I had just peed myself. 

 	              “Turn around Danny,” Cindy ordered.

 	              I turned toward her, my face burning red hot, my hands trying to cover my extremely wet panties.

 	              “You look cute in my panties, although they are soaked. Although I have to say I think you look much better in diapers. And diapers are definitely more appropriate considering especially that you are a pants pisser. Get those panties and socks off now…” Cindy barked.

 	              Shame faced, I dropped my wet panties to the floor and took off my socks. Cindy handed me my shirt to wipe off with. I tried to cover myself with it once I was done but Cindy wasn’t having that. 

 	              As soon as she took the shirt away she wrapped it around the wet panties and socks and threw it into a pile with my wet pants. She then told me to take my hands behind my back. Trembling I did so and…

 	              Michelle burst into hysterical laughter. 

 	              “Is that his penis? Oh. My. God. Cindy how do you do it? That has to be the tiniest penis I’ve ever seen! And it’s shaved! Oh my God!” she exclaimed, giggling.

 	              “I think it’s cute, and yes he’s to keep his peenie area shaved at all times. Reminds him of how old he is.” Cindy said, taking it between her index finger and thumb and giving it a little tug, “Of course we don’t have sex though. Did you know that Danny is a virgin? And I mean, a baby like Danny couldn’t really satisfy me that way anyway. I’ve thought from time to time about putting him to work with his tongue though… See if he can be a big enough boy… I’m really not sure though…”

 	              “Unbelievable. Well, this Friday afternoon has been the most entertaining I’ve had in awhile…” Michelle said, still laughing.

 	              Gretchen sat back down on the couch, grinned at me and took a drink of her beer. 

 	              Cindy held me by the chin and looked me in the eye. 

 	              “You’ve been extremely naughty today. You took off your diapers, deliberately wore clothes I told you not to wear, and you didn’t clean the bathroom as I asked. Did you? Don’t even lie to me mister. I know. I went by to check. The toothbrush I had left out wasn’t even slightly dirty. And the diaper… You left your diaper in the closet. Couldn’t even throw it out? What were you going to do? Put it on again later so I wouldn’t know? Didn’t you know that I always find out about these things? What do you have to say for yourself mister?” Cindy demanded.

 	              I hung my head. I couldn’t believe how embarrassed I was being chastised in front of these two pretty girls right after I had just peed myself. I didn’t say anything.

 	              The girls watched me smiling, enthralled by my treatment.

 	              “Cat got your tongue huh baby? Well you are definitely in trouble mister. Get over my knee. Now!” Cindy commanded.

 	              She sat on the recliner stool and held out her paddle, which I just realized she had brought. I looked next to her. Oh no… My diaper changing bag. She wouldn’t… Not here… Not in front of Michelle and Gretchen…

 	              “Do you mind ladies?” Cindy asked.

 	              “Not at all,” Michelle laughed, “I find this fascinating. Great entertainment really.”
              Gretchen smiled, “You know I love seeing you in action Cindy. Inspires me to get a subby boyfriend myself. Although I’m still not sure about the diaper thing… Danny actually looked kind of cute in panties…”

 	              “He’s way too young for panties. 19 years old going on 1 is what he is…” Cindy remarked, pulling me over her lap. I trembled.

 	              “Did you spank him earlier? His ass looks like chewed meat…” Gretchen said.

 	              “Oh yes, he got in trouble earlier with me. You wouldn’t believe it. He was trying to pee in the sink, thinking I wouldn’t notice… Trying to avoid peeing in the toilet and flushing. Trying to get out of his diapers. I think this is a recurring problem I need to address here and now…” Cindy said.

 	              “Cindy please, don’t… I’ll be good.” I said, wincing at the coming blows.

 	              “I know you’ll be good baby. You are going to be really good when I’m done with you mister…” Cindy said, bringing the first blow down.

 	              I cried out in pain. It hurt far worse than before, the paddle coming down on my tender ass.

 	              The girls started giggling as the blows came down. I think they were even taking pictures with their phones.

 	              I was bawling within 5 minutes. Cindy was good. Really good at spanking… 

 	              “Are you going to behave Danny?” Cindy asked as she whacked me.

 	              “Yes…” I said, crying.

 	              “Yes what?” she said.

 	              I gulped. “Yes Mommy I’ll behave…” I cried out.

 	              The girls burst into laughter as they heard me call Cindy Mommy. Cindy laughed too.

 	              “Do you promise to wear your diapers like a good little boy Danny? Tell me. Say I promise to wear my diapers like a good little boy,” Cindy asked.

 	              I could barely say it. My face was burning hot. Hotter than my ass… I was so embarrassed.

 	              “Say it,” Cindy said.

 	              “I promise to wear my diapers like a good little boy!” I cried out as she smacked me several more times, causing me to whimper.

 	              Cindy told me to get up and stand in the corner again.

 	              I did so, amidst the laughter and comments at how red and swollen my ass looked. My bottom felt numb with pain.

 	              I heard the diaper bag being opened and the familiar sound of my large changing pad coming out. I heard laughter and the familiar sound of a crinkly diaper being unfolded. I felt something stir in my tiny penis and in horror I looked down to see that it was getting erect!

 	              “Turn around Danny,” Cindy commanded.

 	              Covering myself up, hoping to God the girls wouldn’t see I looked down and saw a large disposable diaper spread out on the plastic changing pad. Next to it were a bottle of powder and a package of baby wipes. 

 	              “Take your hands away from your pee pee Danny,” Cindy said firmly.

 	              “But, I’ve got a… a…” I stammered.

 	              Cindy grinned. She knew. I often got erect at my diaper changes.

 	              “Aw… That’s cute. Show the girls how excited you get at your diaper changes. Show them that you actually really like being in diapers Danny boy… Show them your little stiffy…” Cindy smirked, talking to me in a babyish tone.

 	              Michelle burst into loud laughter as I pulled my hands away. Even erect, my penis was only about 3 inches. It was pointing up and quivering. My face burned red hot at the sounds of their collective laughter.

 	              “Oh my God, even erect, it’s so tiny!” Michelle giggled. 

 	              “You don’t fool us Danny,” Gretchen said, “We all know you absolutely love being in diapers. Amazing you tried to get out of them today really…”

 	              “Get over here Danny. Lie down. You know the drill,” Cindy said pointing to the diaper.

 	              Shame faced, and unbelieving that I was about to be diapered in front of these two women, I laid down over the diaper.

 	              “This is the last time you’ll be out of diapers ever again mister,” Cindy said as she sprinkled baby powder over my throbbing erection and pulled up the front of the diaper tight.

 	              “Love the baby powder touch,” Michelle snickered, “Honestly seeing that tiny pecker really makes me think he does belong in diapers...”

 	              “He definitely does Michelle. And he’ll be staying in them for a good long time. The rest of his life even…” Cindy said, grinning down at me, pulling up the tapes tightly and securing me.

 	              “Now get up and tell these girls you’re sorry for ruining their perfectly good afternoon with your antics mister,” Cindy demanded, patting the front of my diaper, causing me to squirm.

 	              I stood up, purple faced and apologized to Gretchen and Michelle.

 	              “Don’t worry about it Danny. This was the best fun we’ve had in awhile, huh Michelle?”

 	              “Definitely,” she grinned.

 	              Cindy pulled one more thing out of the diaper-changing bag. I grimaced. It was a pair of baby blue plastic pants. I hated when she made me wear those.

 	              “Wanna do the honors Gretchen? Or perhaps you would like to Michelle?” Cindy asked.

 	              “Oh let me do it!” Michelle giggled standing up to take the plastic panties from Cindy. 

 	              My face felt like it was going to explode from embarrassment. 

 	              Michelle held open the plastic pants. Trembling, I stepped into them. Michelle pulled them up slowly, laughing, and finally when they reached my hips, she pulled them out and released them, causing them to snap tightly against my waist. She swatted me hard on the butt causing me to jump. The girls all laughed.

 	              Cindy looked at me and said, “Ok mister. Since your socks are wet, put on your shoes without them and lets get going.”

 	              The girls were giggling.

 	              Red faced I opened my mouth, “But Cindy, what will I wear out of here? I can’t go out like this!” 

 	              “Tough luck mister. You should have thought of such things before you disobeyed me. Now you’re just going to have to deal with the consequences of your actions. Lets go. Now!” Cindy barked and picked up my shoes.

 	              I pleaded with her, “Please Mommy… Please! Don’t make me go outside in my diapers!”

 	              “I’m not going to ask you again mister. In fact, I’m getting sick of your whining. Where is your pacifier? Oh here it is, good I brought it…” Cindy said pulling it out.

 	              “Ooh, my turn!” Gretchen said gleefully as she whisked the pacifier away from Cindy and came to stand in front of me. Mockingly, she held it in front of my face as if asking me to beg for it. I reached for it with my teeth but she pulled it away laughing.

 	              “Oh don’t cry baby. Here you go,” she said, plunking it into my mouth quickly. It embarrassed me greatly how easily I took it in and started sucking. Michelle was in tears she was laughing so hard.

 	              “Lets go,” Cindy said, giving me a stern look.

 	              I looked down at my diapers and then at Cindy and pleaded to her with my eyes. I didn’t want to go out there like this…

 	              Cindy glared at me angrily, “Ok bad boy, I’m going to count to 3. If you aren’t outside with me by that time mister, you’ll be going to school tomorrow in nothing but a dirty diaper. One, two…”

 	              Teary eyed I hurried to the door and stepped out with her onto the porch.

 	              “Thought so...” Cindy said, “Goodbye girls, lets talk soon ok?”

 	              “Bye Cindy!” they both shouted, laughing, as Cindy closed the door.

 	              I was crying as I sat down to put my shoes on. I had nothing to cover up with. I sucked on my pacifier fiercely, hoping it would bring me some comfort. I just wanted to get home and prayed that Cindy would let me nurse and maybe go down for a nap. It had been a hard day.

 	              Cindy swatted me on the butt as I nervously stood up, causing me to wince and grabbed me by the ear, leading me to the car. As I crossed the lawn, a couple pretty girls walked by in front of the house and burst into laughter at the sight of me in a large diaper and sucking a pacifier. Cindy waved at them and pulled me by the ear.

 	              One of them giggled, “You go girl!”

 	              I nearly ran to the car, trying to get it open. 

 	              Cindy stood behind me giggling, dangling her keys, “I thought we would walk home today. Its only about 15 minutes from here. I’ll pick up the car from Gretchen’s tomorrow. That should teach you a lesson. Oh don’t give me those eyes mister. Besides, people will just think you’re involved in a fraternity prank or something. They make their pledges do things like wear diapers all the time…”

 	              “Cindy please…” I pleaded, taking the pacifier out of my mouth.

 	              Cindy walked up to me glaring. “Get that pacifier right back into your mouth now or there will be a third spanking later today, and maybe it will be on the front lawn of our apartment with your diapers around your ankles. Sound good?”

 	              Trembling, I put the pacifier back into my mouth. Cars were driving by honking at us. 

 	              Cindy swatted me on my rear end and told me to start walking. 

 	              The walk home was one of the worst punishments I had ever received. We walked by the Fraternity and Sorority row and many snapped pictures of me and jeered. The whole school was going to know that I wore diapers.

 	              Eventually I just tried to act normal, like I was any other man on campus.

 	              Cindy laughed and said, “That’s it. Act like a big boy. Except you’re not a big boy are you? You’re wearing diapers and sucking a pacifier…”

 	              I nearly died when Cindy said she wanted to stop at the corner store nearby our home for something. A pretty cashier with multiple earrings and tattoos (who I liked to admire every time I came in) rung us up. Looking over the counter at me she grinned at Cindy and said, “I thought there was something funny about this one. Every time he comes in, his butt looks a little too large for his size. Now I know…”

 	              Cindy just laughed and said, “Danny boy wanted to show every one his diaper pride today. He just loves wearing diapers and wanted everyone to know that…”

 	              “I can see that,” the girl laughed. “Still likes his binky too I see… Does he eat this stuff too?” the girl asked. I looked on the counter and turned dark red in the face. In my embarrassment, I hadn’t even noticed what Cindy had come to the store for. Baby food…

 	              “Mmmm… Mash peas and cawwots,” the girl said taunting me in baby talk, holding up the jar and shaking it.

 	              I was nearly in tears as she finished ringing us up. I heard her take a photo as we left and grimaced, wondering if I would be all over the internet soon.

 	              I was hoping we would make it the rest of the way home without incident but Ms. Jones, a smartly kept woman across the street from our apartment called out to Cindy as we were coming home.

 	              “Cindy, I’m going to head up…” I stammered, hoping to avoid Ms. Jones.

 	              “Nonsense, are you forgetting your manners? Say hello to our dear neighbor you naughty boy…” Cindy said swatting me on my rear, causing a loud crinkling thump.

 	              Ms. Jones giggled. “Hi Cindy dear… Just thought I’d say hi. Oh my, is Danny wearing a diaper?”

 	              Cindy grinned and said, “Yes, that is definitely a diaper. He’s sucking his pacifier too. I find that such tactics keep a man in his proper place. He’s been a bit of a bad boy today though so I made him go without his pants.”

 	              Ms. Jones grinned. “Well well well… Doesn’t surprise me. I actually suspected. I mean, it’s easy to tell that look… Does he wear them all the time?”

 	Cindy smiled, “Yes he does.”

 	“I’ve seen his bulky bulge through his pants before and suspected… I thought he might be incontinent though or need them for medical reasons.”

 	              “Well, he did wet himself today trying to go without a diaper. Gave him a good spanking for that didn’t I Danny?” Cindy smiled.

 	              I shuffled my feet. I couldn’t believe she was telling the neighbor about me!

 	              “Truth is, he really likes wearing diapers. He’s a big baby at heart,” Cindy said.

 	              Ms. Jones smiled and said, “Very interesting… Well, I just want to tell you what a good job you’re doing with your boy here. I’m always amazed at how in line he seems to be around you. I have to say, it would have been interesting if I’d put my own recently deceased husband in diapers too when he was alive. It may have made him more obedient. All men really are just little babies at heart anyway aren’t they? Look at how quiet he’s being sucking his binky!”

 	              “Danny loves his paci!” Cindy laughed. 

 	              “Oh my. The girls at the book club are going to love this one…” Ms. Jones said.

 	              “I’m sure they will Ms. Jones. You have a great night!” Cindy said, and pulled me by the arm up to the apartment.

 	              Great… Now the whole school and neighborhood was going to know who I really was…

 	              

 Chapter 3 – Lectured

 

 	              

 	I nearly collapsed when I made it inside. 

 	              Cindy closed the door and turned on me. 

 	“I hope you’ve learned your lesson mister. Because if you haven’t, you’ll be going outside in nothing but a diaper a lot more often! You’ve been a very bad boy today Danny. I’m not going to put up with this monkey business. If you want me to be a more loving mommy, you’re going to have to learn how to behave better…” She said, scolding me.

 	              I held my tongue, knowing she had more to say.

 	              “Its apparent you aren’t really taking your un-potty training seriously mister. You know it’s my goal to have you completely bladder and bowel incontinent like a true baby and yet you continue to defy me. Well, I have a plan… I have read some materials and I think we need to start working on this. And maybe if you’re really good and start to really lose control and accept your diapers, I’ll let you have a reward.”

 	              “Nooky?” I asked, hoping that she might actually let me have sex with her finally.

 	              “Maybe…” Cindy said grinning, “But only if I see that you’re really working on both peeing and pooping your diapers regularly. I can see that you’re still holding it. You’re still trying to hold it like an adult Danny. Babies don’t do that. Listen to me… I’ve read that to really start losing control, you need to stay constantly relaxed down there. Instead of squeezing your muscles to pee or to halt the flow, you need to keep them relaxed. In other words, the muscles that you use to clench? You need to keep those muscles relaxed at all times. If you do this, and you go more often than you’re used to, your bladder will shrink and you’ll start to go more unconsciously, which is what we want! You need to do this for Mommy ok?”

 	              I nodded. “Ok, Mommy,” I said, nervously.

 	              “Good,” Cindy said, pushing me back up, “Lets try it now. Do you have to pee?”

 	              I said that I wasn’t sure.

 	              “Just relax down there. Really relax, like you have to go.” she said.

 	              I did. I started to feel a little trickle come.

 	              “Is it coming baby?” She asked.

 	              I nodded.

 	              “Good, let it come out and don’t clench when you’re done. They say it’s like the feeling of continually going…”

 	              It felt weird. I wanted to clench down but I kept relaxed. A little more pee escaped into my diapers. I turned red.

 	              “Its ok, baby, you don’t need to be embarrassed. You’re my sweet baby and that’s just what babies do. They pee themselves…” she said grinning.

 	              “We are going to start right now getting on a schedule of peeing every 15 or 20 minutes when we are together,” Cindy said firmly.

 	              “Regarding your poopies, I have several ideas to make you go more frequently with more enthusiasm. First of all I’m going to change up your diet, make sure you have lots more fiber. Second, I think we’ll start giving you your cummy rewards each time you go poopy from now on. Just like we did earlier today. Maybe you’ll start to look forward to pooping yourself if you have a nice creamy treat reward,” she grinned.

 	              I grimaced. My penis hardened for a moment though and I knew that I was putty in her hands. She was so devious…

 	              “Sound like a plan baby? I want to make sure you are the best baby in the world ok sweety?” she said.

 	              I nodded again, wondering if I was going to regret going deeper into this world with Mommy. When she smiled at me and lifted her shirt, opening her nursing bra, I crawled into her arms and began nursing. Cindy patted my back and my diapered butt and I fell into a happy daze…

 	 

 Chapter 4 – Training

 

 	 

 	              Over the next few weeks, my training regiment was intense. It began every morning with my new affirmations that Cindy had drawn up. I had to repeat them out loud to her first thing in the morning and every night before bed. 

 	              “1. I am proud to be a pants pisser.

 	              2. I am proud to be a pants pooper.

 	              3. I enjoy wetting and pooping myself uncontrollably.

 	              4. I am proud to be a bed wetter.

 	5. I need diapers. I love wearing diapers.

 	              6. I love my Mommy Cindy and obey her every word.”

 	              It always embarrassed me to repeat these words out loud to her, but slowly the constant reminder and reinforcement began to condition me.

 	Cindy began monitoring me constantly. Every 20 minutes on the dot and sometimes every 10 or 15 minutes (just to vary it), Cindy would stand me up, place her fingers on my perineum and feel if I was clenching while I released. She got to be very good at feeling through my thick layers as to whether I was clenching or not. 

 	The first time we did this she showed me how it was going to work. “I’m going keep my hand underneath your penis so I can feel if you contract your pelvic floor Danny. If I feel even the slightest contraction, you can bet there will be a major spanking later and your chances of reward at the end of this training period are going to be far less. 

 	I started peeing. As usual, when I stopped, there was a contraction and I squeezed. Cindy caught it and spanked me hard over my diapered butt. “That’s the muscle I want you to stop using! Its ok this first time but don’t let it happen again. We want you to condition yourself to stop using that. Try to relax it constantly and just keep it open…”

 	The next time, 15 minutes later, when I found myself standing up again to go, I felt like I didn’t even have to go. Cindy gave me eyes and said I better try, even if it was just a little. 

 	I started to go, and then remembering the feeling from before and stopped myself from clenching at the end. I noticed that I dribbled for awhile into my diapers afterwards. I wanted to clench but Cindy kept her hand there and I knew she would know. I dribbled for some time. It felt strange, like I was just keeping myself open. 

 	After several hours of this, I began to notice that I would dribble a little bit without realizing it, even when she wasn’t telling me too. I told Cindy and she said, “Yay! I knew it! I know this is going to work baby… Now I want you to practice just opening up, relaxing and letting go constantly in between our sessions ok sweety? Here, have some more water (she was giving me lots) so it makes it easier. I want your diapers nice and damp…”

 	Unfortunately for me, Cindy even regimented my evening schedule. Alarms were set. Before bed she gave me 2 large glasses of water. She woke me every hour, and while I lay there, she made me pee myself. She held her hand underneath me to feel if I contracted. I knew deep down that if this continued, I would probably be losing control soon.

 	This routine went on for weeks. 

 	She got extremely good at gauging how much I was wetting and how often. Without fail, when we were together (which was a lot), every 10 to 20 minutes she would make me try to pee, even if I didn’t have to. She got me to learn to start to relax my bladder and pelvic floor muscles constantly. 

 	By week 2 of the training, I started to notice that I wasn’t always feeling myself pee. I started to relax a lot more down there. I was starting to get the hang of a different way of peeing. I was no longer clenching after I peed. It was like I just kept the valve gates open or something like that. She wanted me dribbling almost constantly into my diapers.

 	              Then there was the ‘poopie training’… Unlike my bladder training, Cindy told me that before she taught me to actually lose control with my bowels that she wanted me to do it consciously, and actually like it. She had been disappointed in me prior to this in that I hadn’t really wanted to actually poop myself.

 	Anyway, it was a couple weeks into my training and I was starting to know the routine…

 	Cindy looked over the table at me one morning and said, “Does baby have to do his morning poopy now?” I tried to fight it but what was the use? Besides, I was kind of looking forward to Cindy’s magical touch on my diapered penis. She had taken to beating me off in my diapers each time I went poopy. It was embarrassing that I felt myself get an erection as she talked to me in baby talk about me going. But I knew she was going to rub me off if I did what she wanted.

 	              I nodded. 

 	Cindy smiled at me. “Go ahead baby. Do you want to stand in the corner like you usually do?”

 	              I nodded. I got up and walked to the corner. It was so humiliating. She watched me every day. I felt my penis get stiff as a rock as suddenly I pushed just a little and felt the humiliating explosion in the seat of my diapers. My face went beet red. No matter how many times I did this, it never stopped being extremely embarrassing. 

 	              “Did you go baby? Did you do your poopies?” She asked, knowing very well that I had.

 	              I nodded. “Yes Mommy, I pooped myself…”

 	              “Good boy!” she praised me, clapping.

 	              The smell filled my nostrils. My diapers felt suddenly very uncomfortable but I was still rock hard. Cindy smiled at me and came over to check. She always did the check. She turned me around, took the waistband at the back of my diapers back and peered in. Then, like always, she made a scrunchy face and said, “pee yew! Baby sure did make a stinky! Good boy! Such a good baby going poo poo in his diapers for Mommy! Yay! Are you ready for your creamy release now baby?”

 	              I nodded yes. I was shaking. I was so excited. Cindy led me to the living room and made me sit down first on the floor. She liked to make me sit in my mess for a bit to feel it first. To really feel my humiliation. She pulled out the pacifier and gave it to me to suck on while she lay me down and started stroking the front of my diaper. 

 	              “Such a good baby. You’re such a good baby. Making messes in his diapers for Mommy like that! Does baby like to poop himself now? Does baby like to poop his diapers for Mommy? Say it for me…” Cindy taunted me.

 	              I knew the drill. I had to repeat it to reinforce it in my mind. 

 	              “I love pooping my diapers Mommy! I love pooping my diapers! Unggh… Ungghhh… Ungghhh… Ahhhhhgghhhh!!!”

 	              I screamed out as I came intensely under her skillful hand. 

 	              “Good baby,” she praised, “such a good baby…”

 	 

 	 

 	              It wasn’t long before I realized I was in serious trouble. I had already been doing my ‘number 2’s’ in my diapers steadily over the past week and each time Cindy had praised me with sweet baby talk (‘such a good baby boy! Good baby! Yay! Poopies in the diapers!’), and then she always finished me off by laying me down and rubbing me to an intense orgasm. I was already craving the next time I would crap myself. I was already starting to enjoy it! What was she doing to me?

 	              At about week 4, Cindy varied the routine with one major shakeup. 

 	She took away my diapers.

 	I was puzzled at first as she handed me a pair of underpants one day. 

 	“But I thought you said I’d never be out of diapers?” I asked, almost hopeful that something different was in store for today. 

 	“Oh you won’t ever be out of diapers Danny boy. This is just some reinforcement training to help you realize how badly you really need diapers. Don’t worry Danny. By the end of the day, you’ll be begging me to be back in diapers…”

 	I shook with nervousness, uncertain what was going on but decided to go along with it and pulled up my underpants. I was almost excited but it didn’t take long to realize that maybe I had gotten excited too soon.

 	In less than an hour after putting me into my ‘big boy’ underpants and some thin slacks and a shirt, we were outside going for a walk. I realized I felt naked without my protection. And I felt urgency in my need to pee. It was an urgency that hadn’t been there before. Cindy had explained that the training over the past few weeks had started to reduce my bladder size. 

 	I turned to her and asked if we could walk back home so I could go pee. 

 	She grinned at me. “You really do need to go every 15 minutes or so now don’t you? Well now comes the next phase of your training. You’re going to let go into your pants and don’t you dare clench…”

 	My face went beet red. “Cindy…” I pleaded, “don’t make me do this…”

 	“Its all part of your training sweety. You’re a pants pisser now. Those pants better be wet within one minute or we’re marching back right now and you’ll get the worst spanking of your life,” she said with a look that meant business.

 	I stood there for a few minutes trying to fight it.

 	“You can’t fight it anymore Danny. You’re a pants pisser. Come on. Out with it…” Cindy said, giving me eyes.

 	I really couldn’t fight it. Feeling like I wanted to die of embarrassment, I opened myself up and felt the trickle come. Part of me wanted to clench, to stop it but suddenly Cindy thrust her hand under my perineum and held it there and I knew I couldn’t. I didn’t pee a lot, but it would have been obvious to anyone who looked that I had in fact just peed my pants. I felt it trickle down my legs, creating a definitely noticeable wet spot. I looked around in panic but no one was watching.

 	“Can we go home now?” I pleaded. 

 	“No. I want you to feel your wet pants. I want you to feel what its like to be a pants pisser. We are going to walk around the neighborhood until you’ve done this at least 2 more times. Here, have another drink from this water bottle,” she said, handing it to me.

 	I gulped. Nervously I took a large drink. I couldn’t believe she was making me do this!

 	Walking with wet pants made me extremely self conscious. Within 10 minutes, she stopped me and made me go again. This time, my pants looked a lot wetter. I pleaded to go home. 

 	“One more time sweety. Does it feel good to be a pants pisser?” she asked mockingly.

 	I knew what she wanted me to say, “Yes Mommy.”

 	“Yes what baby boy?” she asked.

 	“Yes, I like being a… a… a pants pisser…” I stuttered.

 	She kissed me lightly on the lips and took my hand, walking me a bit further. 

 	“Do you miss your diapers baby?” she asked.

 	“Yes Mommy, maybe we can go put me in one. I’m not sure I like being out of my diapers now…” I said.

 	“Good boy. That’s what I was hoping you’d say. Unfortunately this week of your training, you are not going to be wearing diapers. Trust me, by the end of this week, you are literally going to be begging me to go back into diapers…”

 	By the time I got home I was totally soaked and of course we ran into Ms. Jones. She was eyeing us from her garden.

 	“He was trying to go without his diapers…” Cindy explained.

 	“Well get him changed into one girl! Sheesh, what we women have to put up with these days… Such a baby…” Ms. Jones said laughing. “Oh my God, I’ve got to tell June,” she said, dialing her cell phone.

 	Cindy pulled me into the apartment shaking with embarrassment.

 	Cindy let me change but it wasn’t even 20 minutes later when she called me into the kitchen and made me pee myself again. 

 	“I want your conditioning to not just be around wearing diapers but to have the knowledge that no matter where you are or what you are wearing or who you are in front of, you’re going to lose control baby…” she said as I leaked into my second pair of clean pants that day. I wanted to cry.

 	That night, I was thinking Cindy would let me wear a diaper but it wasn’t to be. She had put down a thick plastic under-sheet on the guest bed and I got into bed in my footie pajamas wearing another pair of underwear.

 	After my nightly feeding, Cindy got up. “I’m going to sleep sweetie. I’ll come in and check on you in a bit ok diddums?” she said, kissing me on the cheek.

 	I nodded. I felt nervous and naked without my nighttime diapers. I couldn’t believe I was missing them so much already. I had already wet my pants many multiples of times that day. I didn’t know what to think.

 	Cindy woke me up in about 2 hours. “Just let go now sweetie…” she said.

 	Groggily, I sat up… “But I’ll wet the bed!” I cried out.

 	“Exactly,” she said grinning at me, pushing me back down onto the bed.

 	It took more effort to relax not wearing a diaper. But once I let go, it just happened. “Don’t clench sweety!” she said, rubbing my head as I peed the bed.

 	“Aw did baby wet the bed?” she asked smiling.

 	I nodded. 

 	“Are you a bed-wetter Danny?” Cindy asked grinning.

 	“Yes,” I replied, red faced.

 	“Yes what Danny?” she asked.

 	“Yes, I’m a bed-wetter,” I replied shamefully.

 	She smiled. “I’ll be back in in another couple hours or so. Get some sleep sweety,” she said, turning to leave.

 	“But… Aren’t you going to change the sheets? They’re all wet!” I cried out.

 	“You’ll get used to it Danny. I want you to really feel what its like to sleep in a wet bed and really be a bedwetter,” she said.

 	Grimacing, I rolled over and tried to find a spot that wasn’t wet. I managed to get onto a dry spot and fell back asleep.

 	Within an hour, Cindy woke me again. I was getting tired. 

 	All told, I was woken 3 times that night. The bed, sheets, and my pajamas were completely soaked.

 	“Do you see why you need diapers baby?” she asked the following morning.

 	She had forced me to do this but I nodded yes anyway… I actually was really looking forward at this point to get back into diapers.

 	It was even worse that morning when it came time to do my business.

 	“Mommy, uh… I have to go poopy…” I said, after my morning oatmeal.

 	“You know what to do…” she said smiling.

 	“Mommy, I’m not wearing a diaper…” I said nervously.

 	“I guess you’ll just have to go in your pants then won’t you sweety? Go on. Go stand in the corner like usual. This time, I don’t want you to push sweety. You always push like you’re forcing it. I want you to just start relaxing and letting it come. Can you do that baby?” 

 	I nodded and walked over to stand in the corner. I couldn’t believe I was doing this.

 	I started to relax. I did really have to go. It felt even twice as embarrassing not having any protection. Then it just came. Then to make matters worse, something even more embarrassing happened. I realized as I was pooping myself that suddenly I was peeing as well!

 	Cindy didn’t fail to notice and started clapping. “Yay! Baby didn’t even know that was coming did he?”

 	I shook my head. I felt a total mess standing in the corner with wet and messy pants. 

 	Cindy walked over to me smiling. She reached into my pants and stroked my wet penis a little bit. 

 	“Do I get my reward now Mommy? My creamy treat?” I asked hopefully.

 	“No sweety… Do you know why?” she asked with a mischievous look on her face.

 	“Why Mommy?” I asked disappointed. 

 	“Because you aren’t wearing diapers. You should know by now that you only get your creamy treat by wearing diapers. You’ll just have to wait until the end of the week baby!” she said evilly.

 	Groaning I asked if I could at least change. 

 	“In a few minutes baby. I want to finish this chapter of my book. Sit down and finish your orange juice and wait for me ok sweety?”

 	I grimaced. I didn’t want to sit down in these messy pants…

 	“Does it feel good to be a pants pooper sweety?” she asked, pushing me.

 	I nodded, “Yes Mommy…”

 	“Yes what sweety?” she asked slyly.

 	“Yes, I like being a pants pooper,” I said red faced. 

 	              By week’s end, I had peed and messed my pants multiple times. It was starting to get to the point where I didn’t always realize until right before that I had to go. I was often panicking as I started because, not being allowed to clench, I was starting to not feel it as often. It felt like I was always wet too…

 	              On Friday night that week, I asked Cindy.

 	              “Mommy, you said it would only be a week. Can I go back into diapers please?” I asked, utterly humiliated.

 	              “Are you sure that’s what you want sweety? You aren’t going to be wearing underwear ever again. Are you really and truly ready? Are you ready to accept that you are a diaper wearing pants pooping bedwetter?” she asked.

 	              “Yes,” I meekly replied.

 	              “Yes what baby?” she asked. 

 	              “Yes Mommy. I’m a diaper wearing pants pooping bedwetter…” I cried.

 	              “Good boy. Ok, lets go into the back room and get you in a fresh diaper…” she said grinning.

 	              I sighed with relief…

 	Over the next week or so, Cindy made me continue my practice. I was taught to learn to pee in every possible position. Lying down, on my back, on my side, walking (that was very hard), standing, sitting, just about any position you could think of. Cindy wanted me to not think about it even slightly when I had to go. She continued to set alarms and make me use my diapers every 20 minutes. 

 	During this time, I found myself leaking often between scheduled periods. I wasn’t sure how much my diapers were wet from my scheduled times and the unscheduled time in between. It felt like I was always wet.

 	Cindy increased the fiber in my diet and usually about a half hour to an hour after meals the inevitable happened. I needed to go. 

 	She would often but not always make me stand in the corner and relax as I went, so that the natural action of my bowels would push it out. She was conditioning more and more to let go to the body’s natural method of voiding. And it was working. About 2 months into the training, I was starting to feel intense urgency if I attempted to hold longer than a few minutes. 

 	Finally after about 3 months, Cindy said it was my finals day. I had one final test to prove to her that I was really diaper dependent. She was going to take me out to breakfast. And it would be the last time I was to ever not wear a diaper again. After my morning shower, instead of diapering me, she handed me a pair of underpants and told me to get dressed.

 	I actually balked. “But Mommy, I can’t do that. Don’t make me go out without my diapers… Please!” I begged.

 	“I just want to see if you can do it baby. Today is a little different. I actually want you to try to be a big boy. I want you to hold your bladder and bowels and see if you even can be a big boy for me today. If you pass, maybe I’ll even let you finally have sex with me! What do you think?”

 	The sex idea suddenly made me interested. I took the underwear from her and pulled them up. I was nervous though. I was already feeling extremely naked without my protection. 

 	Within minutes we were in the car driving. Thoughts about being naked and having sex with Cindy bolstered my confidence on some level but another part of me, the larger part, was very nervous. Heading to a nearby restaurant. Cindy handed me a bottle of water to drink. Nervously I took a sip and then as she glared at me encouraging me to finish it. Then she handed me a cup of coffee she had brewed earlier. “Drink up baby boy…” she said grinning.

 	“I’m never going to make it Mommy…” I pleaded. I was already feeling funny, like I needed to wet. 

 	“No alarms today baby. No schedule. See if you can be a man today. A true man can hold his bladder and bowels for hours. Lets see how much of a man you really are…” she giggled.

 	“But you’ve been conditioning me!” I pleaded.

 	“And you’ve loved every minute of it baby… No arguing with me. Drink your coffee…” she said.

 	By the time we arrived at the restaurant, I was in a fit. The old me, the part that was potty trained was attempting to find a way to hold it. My bladder had shrunk so much over the past few months though that it felt nearly impossible. And to make matters worse, I was feeling the familiar urgency of having to do my number 2. It felt so confusing. For the past few months I had been taught to release myself every 15 to 20 minutes. Something else was taking over now…

 	              “Mommy, please, I don’t think I can go into the restaurant…” I pleaded again.

 	              “I guess baby doesn’t want nooky later…” she said cruelly.

 	              Fighting against the previous 3 month’s conditioning, I stepped out of the car. And I realized too late that I had already lost the battle. I hadn’t even realized it but I had already started peeing. I attempted to stop but Cindy’s ruthless regiment had done too much to me already. I couldn’t exactly remember how to clench. It just kept coming. A big wet spot formed on my crotch and the pee started to run down my leg.

 	              Cindy came around and saw me. She burst into laughter.

 	              “You really can’t control yourself now can you?” she giggled.

 	              Red faced, I could hardly speak, yet found myself suddenly saying, “Mommy, I… I… Think I have to go poo poo…”

 	              “Hold it baby,” she said with a stern face.

 	              “I… I… can’t…” I replied trying to remember how to stop it.

 	              A wide smile appeared on Cindy’s face as she realized what I was doing. 

 	              I barely realized it myself when it started. But once it started my face went red with terror.

 	              I was pooping myself uncontrollably.

 	              “Get back in the car baby. We’ll go have breakfast at home,” she said smiling, swatting me on my seat, making me jump as the mess spread more.

 	              Sitting in my mess on the way home (thankfully on a towel which Cindy found) was humiliating beyond belief. I wanted desperately now to be back in diapers. I didn’t like underwear any more. I couldn’t believe she had reduced me to this.

 	              I found myself crying, “Mommy, please don’t make me wear big boy underwear again…”

 	              “Does baby really truly accept that he needs diapers now?” Cindy asked.

 	              “Yes Mommy, yes! I need diapers. Please put me back in my diapers… Please!” I said in a very babyish voice.

 	              “I will baby. I will. You’ve been very good. Your training has gone even better than I could have hoped. I hope that the last 3 months has taught you a good lesson. I hope you’ve learned how much you really need your mommy. I hope you’ve learned how much you need to be in diapers forever…” 

 	              “I have Mommy… I have…” I cried.

 	              “Good boy…” Cindy replied, grinning from ear to ear.

 	 

 Chapter 5 – An Embarrassing Evening

 

 	 

 	              Things were never quite the same after I lost my potty training. The feeling of being incontinent really made me much meeker and I felt much more dependent on Cindy. Thankfully I mostly did my business in the morning before classes and would get a change before school at least. I was still sitting through classes in a mostly wet diaper though, oftentimes not realizing how wet I was until after class.

 	              Yes, by this point, I was starting to only realize I had peed myself after the fact. Cindy was ecstatic, happy beyond belief that I was finally dependent on my diapers. There were no more attempts on my part to hold it any longer. I was accepting the fact that I now truly needed the diapers. 

 	              Thinking back on it now, I’m sure I could have stopped and retrained myself. However, it was a self-fulfilling thing. The more I just let go and became diaper dependent, the more I actually did need them. There were moments when I felt the old familiar clenching try to come back, but those moments were rare and were usually replaced quickly by me just peeing myself. I had decided to just accept my situation. And besides, Cindy still occasionally would give me ‘creamy treats’ when I did my morning business.

 	              One evening, I was washing dishes after dinner. Cindy was in the living room reading. We had had a large dinner that night and I was starting to feel movement ‘down there’ and knew I would be going soon. I felt a moment of strange pride as I just let go and relaxed. Within seconds, my diapers were filled. It was so strange that Cindy had so thoroughly conditioned me to actually liking to mess my diapers.

 	              I finished drying the dishes quickly. I wanted to tell her. I wanted her to be proud of me. Maybe she would even give me a ‘creamy treat’.

 	              “Mommy!” I cried out from the kitchen. I didn’t hear her. It sounded like she was talking. Maybe she was on the phone? No… I spoke up and shouted, “Mommy I went poopy!”

 	              I walked into the living room crying it out again, “Mommy! I went poopy!”

 	              I walked into the living room to the sounds of laughter.

 	              I stopped dead in my tracks and went purple in the face with intense embarrassment. 

 	Gretchen and Michelle were sitting on the couch in hysterics. Cindy was in the easy chair grinning. “Good boy!” she said, giggling, “Why don’t you say hi to Gretchen and Michelle? They just dropped by for a drink. I was just telling them how wonderful your training has been coming along!”

 	I could barely speak. I stank. I didn’t even have any pants on. Cindy oftentimes made me just wear my t-shirt and diapers around the house and my diaper was obviously very full. Very wet and now… Very messy…

 	“Cat got your tongue? Aww… Its ok baby… Come over to Mommy so she can check you…” Cindy said grinning.

 	I wanted to die of embarrassment. Gretchen and Michelle were giggling as Cindy turned me around and looked into the seat of my diaper.

 	“Yep! Poopies! Yay!” Cindy exclaimed in a babyish tone.

 	“Cindy, I’ve got to hand it to you. You have Danny so whipped… Truly amazing that you could reduce him to this…” Michelle giggled.

 	“I know. And you girls are in for a treat. You can watch Danny get his reward now!” Cindy laughed.

 	“No Mommy no…” I pleaded.

 	“But baby, you don’t want your reward?” Cindy said, reaching around to the front of my diapers and starting to stroke me.

 	I gasped. My penis suddenly sprang to life. 

 	Cindy swatted me hard on my diaper seat, causing my mess to spread.

 	“Go get your lotion. Lets show these girls how you get your ‘creamy treats’…” she giggled.

 	Balking, I walked off quickly, ashamed at the loud crinkling sound and hurried to the back room. I grabbed the baby lotion, dreading what was to come.

 	Returning, Cindy spun me around again and deposited some lotion in her hand. She inserted her hand in the front of my diapers and spread a large glob all over my erect penis. I squirmed in a mix of excitement and discomfort, not happy that I was being forced to do this in front of two fully dressed pretty women. Women who were giggling hysterically at my predicament… Cindy wiped her hand on a nearby towel and began.

 	Facing Gretchen and Michelle, I went weak in the knees as Cindy rubbed the front of my diapers. Crinkling loudly, I started to gasp. Cindy had one hand on my front side rubbing me and had her other hand on my backside, spreading my mess…

 	“Truly amazing,” Michelle laughed.

 	I couldn’t fight it. Cindy knew it wouldn’t take long. It never did. 

 	Suddenly she stopped.

 	I winced. “Mommy…” I pleaded, “Don’t stop…”

 	“I just had a brilliant idea baby. Perhaps Michelle would like to finish you off? Michelle? Would you like to do the honors? Trust me, he won’t take long…”

 	“Lovely idea!” Michelle laughed and stood up to walk over to me.

 	I trembled. Cindy wouldn’t… Michelle?

 	Michelle looked me in the eyes with a pseudo seductive look opening her mouth and licking her lips. Her lips glistened with her lip gloss and my knees went weak.

 	“Like this?” she said, slowly stroking the front of my diaper.

 	I nodded. Cindy laughed and spread my mess from behind even more.

 	“Is this how baby likes it?” Michelle said, teasing me.

 	I nodded.

 	“You’re so wet… Such a baby…” she said, grinning. Gretchen was in hysterics laughing so hard she was crying.

 	Facing Gretchen and Michelle, wide wicked smiles on their faces, I felt myself build quickly under Michelle’s touch.

 	“Tell us all what you like baby… Tell Gretchen and Michelle so they can hear it…” Cindy commanded.

 	I didn’t want to… No… Not in front of Michelle and Gretchen… But I knew better than to fight it.

 	Michelle opened her mouth and eyes wide like she was surprised, she looked at me expectantly as my face contorted. She rubbed faster and faster.

 	Purple in the face, I felt myself lose control. I shouted out, just as I felt myself come, 

 	“I love pooping in my diapers Mommy!”

 	Michelle’s hand came off my diapers and the girls burst into laughter as I collapsed forward onto the coffee table, my tiny cock still spasming, spurt after spurt unloading into my messy diaper.

 	Listening to the sounds of the intense laughter I looked up at Mommy with tears in my eyes. 

 	“Can I please get a change now Mommy,” I pleaded.

 	“Baby… We have guests right now. Maybe later. Besides, aren’t you proud of what you’ve done?” Cindy asked.

 	I wanted to shake my head no but instead I nodded.

 	“So if you’re truly proud of being a pants pooper, why don’t you accept it and enjoy the feeling for awhile longer then sweety? Go fix us a drink please. Oh and thank Michelle for giving you your treat first…” Cindy said in a seductive tone, swatting me on my behind, spreading my mess further.

 	Shame faced, I stood up and thanked Michelle.

 	“Thanks for what baby?” Michelle grinned.

 	“Thank you for my… my… creamy treat…” I stuttered. 

 	She laughed. She gave me another open faced mock surprise grin and asked in a babyish tone, “Is baby proud of being a poopy pants baby?”

 	I nodded to the sounds of much laughter.

 	Shamed, I walked to the kitchen amidst sounds of laughter. My diapers didn’t feel so good suddenly. The crinkling sound echoed through the room and the smell filled my nostrils. 

 	The conversation I heard from the living room as I eavesdropped from the kitchen shocked me. It was then that I realized what Cindy had done to me with her psychological training. 

 	              “You wouldn’t believe how it works girls. Its really as simple as teaching a dog… Yes, well you see if you reward the dog every time for its good behavior by giving it a treat it’s called continual reinforcement training. You start them off that way in the beginning. Later, when they come to do the behavior you’ve wanted them to do, you take away the reward and only give it intermittently. Then it becomes more intermittent reinforcement. The dog or in this case the subject, poor Danny, never knows when the reward is coming but will keep doing the behavior in order to seek his reward. In this case of course, I wanted Danny to do his poopies in his diapers so I’ve been starting him out like tonight by giving him sexual relief in his diapers each time he poops in them. It has been important that this be his only method of sexual relief. I want him to associate sexual relief with being in a dirty diaper. I know… Gross huh? Anyway he gets a reward and also insidiously it reinforces him getting his only form of sexual relief in a very humiliating way. He now gets his only sexual pleasure from pooping himself and being in a poopy diaper. Very soon I will take away the sexual reward every time he does it, only giving sexual release occasionally. He will never know when it’s coming but will still be encouraged to keep pooping his diapers. Can you imagine the frustration too? Of not getting his desired release on a given day after he messes himself? Of course I’ll add some variables like maybe letting him know if he waits in the poopy diaper, he may get release. And of course by this point he will come to associate pleasure with just being in a dirty diaper. I plan to slowly increase the time in his poopy diapers before I get him off too, so he really starts to get attached to the feeling of being in a dirty diaper.  I know… I know girls. It is pretty devious. I love it… Its so fun playing with Danny like this. It’s so interesting from a scientific perspective too, watching what a person will do in terms of debasing themselves to gain a reward… I mean, yes I do love him. Of course! He’s such a good baby for his Mommy…”

 	I mixed the girls’ drinks thinking about my conditioning. Even now, after release, when my diapers felt most uncomfortable, I felt my little penis still getting erect at my humiliation. Did I really want to be out of diapers? It was hard to imagine in some ways life without them now. Had Cindy really brainwashed me so completely? Or was it just me? I shifted uncomfortably in my stinky mess trying to sort it all out when Cindy called me to hurry up.

 	I shuffled back into the living room, trying to take slower steps to minimize my loud crinkling sound and to keep the mess from shifting. It didn’t seem to help much. Besides, I had no way to hide them anyway...

 	As I set the girls’ drinks down, Cindy looked at her watch and said, “Oh baby, it’s getting late. I think I’m going to want to stay up and have a few drinks with the girls. And it is getting past your bedtime…”

 	              I started to balk. Cindy gave me eyes again and got up to lead me by the hand to the spare bedroom, which she was slowly converting into a nursery. 

 	              Within minutes, I found myself on the large diaper changing table, my diapers being undone, balled up and removed, my legs lifted and my butt thoroughly wiped. 

 	              Just then Gretchen poked her head in. She stood at the doorway sipping her cocktail, watching me get my butt wiped by my Mommy. It was utterly embarrassing. Cindy handed Gretchen my dirty diaper. “Would you mind throwing Danny’s diaper in the trash dear? It’s right there next to the changing table,” she said.

 	              Gretchen grinned and said, “Sure. Pee yew… Oh wow, Danny must go through a lot of diapers. Look at all these in the trash…”

 	              I was burning red hot. I just wished Gretchen would go away and give Mommy and I some space. 

 	              Cindy laughed, “Oh yes, Danny boy has really been going through a lot of diapers lately. Our monthly diaper bill has definitely grown.”

 	              Gretchen snickered, “I can only imagine.”

 	              Shamefaced, I waited while Cindy lifted me by the ankles, my butt coming up, and slid a fresh diaper under me. Skillfully, she powdered me and then taped the diaper up quickly. 

 	              “Those are some big diapers Cindy,” Gretchen noted.

 	              “He needs the extra big nighttime ones at night since he’s such a bedwetter now…” Cindy said smiling at me.

 	“Ya it really smells like a baby’s room in here… Kind of like a mix between pee and baby powder.” Gretchen said.

 	“Yes, well given the amount of diapers Danny goes through now, and the amount of times I powder and sometimes lotion him everyday, I’m not surprised. He’s just a widdle baby!” Cindy said, tickling me under the chin and patting my diapers. “Get up baby, time for your pj’s!” 

 	I balked stepping into my large footie pajamas in front of Gretchen but was at least glad to finally cover up my diapers. And it did feel good to be finally clean.

 	              “Give Auntie Gretchen a goodnight hug Danny,” Cindy said, smiling. 

 	              I waddled over to Gretchen (I could barely walk in my nighttime diapers) and reluctantly hugged her. Gretchen reached down to pat me on my diapered butt and giggled. 

 	              “Goodnight sissy boy,” she said, winking at me.

 	              Cindy tucked me into bed and told Gretchen she’d be right there. Cindy turned down the lights and lifted her shirt, undoing her nursing bra and began to feed me. I suckled long and hard, humping Mommy’s leg. 

 	              “No more of that tonight sweety… You just keep doing your poopies for Mommy like a good boy and letting your pee pees flow and we’ll see about another treat soon ok sweety?”

 	              I pulled off and looked up at Mommy. 

 	              “Mommy?” I asked.

 	              “Yes dear?” Cindy smiled down at me.

 	              “Why haven’t I been sleeping in your bed lately? I miss it…” I asked.

 	              “Sweety, you know we are preparing you for your crib. Babies sleep in cribs and you’re getting to be much too young to sleep in Mommy’s bed with her at night anymore,” Cindy answered.

 	              I balked. “I don’t want to sleep in a crib. I’m nineteen years old!”

 	              “Danny? What are you wearing?” Cindy asked.

 	              I got red in the face. “Diapers,” I said.

 	              “Do adults wear diapers? Do adults pee and poop themselves? Do adults suck on pacifiers? Do adults eat baby food like you?” Cindy asked.

 	              Grumbling I said, “No.”

 	              “And you do all of those things Danny… You’re a baby. A diaper wearing, pants pooping, bed wetting baby. And you’ll be sleeping in that crib as soon as we have it. Just get used to it sweety ok? Now I’m going to go hang out with my girlfriends. You get some rest,” Cindy said, kissing me lightly on the lips and placing one of my pacifiers in my mouth.

 	As the lights went out, I whimpered in frustration. I continued to suck my binky until I fell asleep…

 	 

 	              

 	              

 Epilogue - Six Months

 

 	 

 	              I looked up at the plastic mobile hanging above my head reflecting the dim light from the nightlight, filtering through the bars of my large crib. The babyish smells of lotion, powder, and dirty diapers filled my room. If I could have seen myself, I would have blushed even harder than I already was. Drool was sliding down my cheek, the straps that secured the large pacifier to my mouth cut into my face.

 	              I squirmed, trying to get comfortable. But I couldn’t. The smell was bothering me and the feeling just wouldn’t let me get back to sleep. It was the middle of the night. I tried to reach down to feel, but the straps holding my arms above my waist prevented me. Cindy had recently thought it a cute idea to make me semi-immobile at night. The mitts over my hands didn’t help either. 

 	              I tried to raise my head to look down. My blanky had fallen off in all of my struggle. I could only make out the bulky outline underneath my fuzzy footed pajamas. 

 	              I felt another wave of urgency hit me and suddenly gasped into my pacifier. I almost cried as I felt the already bulky load in the seat of my diapers get even messier. I didn’t seem to have any control down there any more. Cindy’s conditioning of me had deepened. I was now completely diaper dependent.

 	              I struggled with it but I knew I had to do something. And I hated it but Cindy didn’t respond unless I called her in any other way in the middle of the night. I started to cry. Just like she had taught me. I sounded like a whiny baby calling out to its mother. 

 	              I winced as the door opened and the light from the hall flooded in. “Is something wrong baby?” Cindy asked, looking over at me in my crib. I felt my tiny cock get hard at the sight of her, her large breasts almost too big for the frilly silky lavender nighty she wore. 

 	              I hated the words but I knew I had to say them. “I did a poopy Mommy…” I stammered, in as babyish a tone as I could muster. 

 	              “Smells like it! Pee yew! Stinky baby! Oh baby, I had a feeling about that spicy food I let you eat last night. I knew I shouldn’t have let you off your regular feedings of baby food and momma’s milk…”

 	              Cindy came over to look down at me. “Look at you all helpless. You can’t even control your poopies any more can you baby boy?”

 	              I shook my head glumly. 

 	              Cindy noticed something and felt the front of my diaper. “What’s this baby boy? Are you excited to see me? Or is the load in your diaper making you get a little stiffy? Which is it? Oh I know… Maybe its because I haven’t let you make a little creamy mess in your diapers for what is it? Oh yes, about two weeks…”

 	              She giggled and started to rub the front of my diaper. I thrust up to meet her hand. I realized I was suddenly desperate for relief. Cindy had thought it a funny idea to let me hold it in for two weeks. It had made me very strangely compliant to her wishes over the past week especially, making me desperate for some sort of relief. I rarely got my ‘creamy treats’ any more for messing myself. Cindy told me that ‘making poopies in my diapers’ was its own reward now, something which made me both excited and dejected at the same time.

 	              “You know baby,” she said as she stroked the front of my diaper lightly, “I really don’t feel like changing dirty diapers this late, I’m tired and have a busy day tomorrow. I’ll tell you what. I’ll let you have a cummy mess in your diapers right now… But…” She giggled. 

 	              I groaned. Oh no…

 	              “Yes, it means you’ll have to stay in that messy diaper the rest of the night. I know that might be a little gross but you do seem like you want to have your creamy treat so maybe you’ll consider it. Hang on, I have to go pee. You think about it and I’ll be right back.”

 	              I winced as her hand left the front of my diaper, and drooled as she left, watching her walk away. She turned her head over her shoulder and giggled at me from the doorway, lifting her nighty to reveal tight lace panties hugging the gorgeous curves of her ass. “Too bad you can’t have any of this tonight, but you are way too messy and stinky. Babies don’t really get action like that either do they baby?”

 	              I groaned. She was teasing me. My balls ached. I shifted uncomfortably feeling the stinky load in my diapers like a sticky shameful badge. 

 	              “And you must envy me being able to just walk to the bathroom to do my business, instead of having to use diapers. You’ve been in diapers for how long now? Oh wait! I just remembered! Tomorrow is your six-month anniversary in diapers baby! Oh yes, I think we have to make this evening special… Hang on baby. I’m going to go pee. Like an adult… On the toilet…”

 	              I could hear her peeing in the bathroom across the hall as she kept the door open. It reminded me of a long ago time. Had it really been six months so far? I couldn’t even remember what it felt like to go over a toilet. I couldn’t remember what it felt like to wipe my own butt. Messing myself daily for the past few months had really changed my psyche…

 	              For that matter, I didn’t even know what sex felt like. I was still a virgin, despite my occasional please to Cindy to have sex. She just laughed at that idea. “Why would you want to have sex with me for when you can just make creamy in your messy diapers baby?” she often said. Honestly at this point I didn’t know if I could even get hard outside of a diaper anymore. I didn’t know if I could even go without them at this point. The thought made me blush bright red.

 	              I was totally worked up by the time Cindy came back. 

 	              “I can see that you’re all excited baby boy. I’m honestly kind of worked up now too… Here, smell me…” 

 	              Cindy reached down into the waistband of her panties and touched her crotch. Her fingers came back glistening with her juices and she smeared them under my nose, causing me to convulse in spasms. She giggled, “Baby like that?”

 	              I squirmed. I both loved and hated it when she did that. Giving me a smell of something I knew I would never have was extremely difficult.

 	              “You know baby, I was thinking that for your six month anniversary of being in diapers full time that maybe I would finally allow you to have sex with me. You’ve never been allowed have you?” She teased me and started rubbing the front of my diaper again.

 	              I couldn’t believe it. Was she serious? I started nodding and drooling under my pacifier.

 	              “Aww… Does baby want nooky? Look at how excited you are! Pee yew… You definitely stink baby… I think someone did a pretty large poopy in their diapers tonight. You know, maybe baby would just rather be a baby and come in their diapers tonight?”

 	I shook my head no.

 	“Really? Or… I could clean you up and you could hold it for me. I could let you fuck me tomorrow night. Baby could get one night of being a man. Would you like that baby? Get cleaned up and fuck me tomorrow night like a man? You know… Maybe we could let you out of diapers tomorrow and if you fuck me really good, maybe you could even graduate to big boy underwear again… Would you like that?” 

 	              I was nodding, groaning. Yes. Oh my God. Getting out of diapers. I mean. Did I want that? I started to get mixed feelings. But if it meant I could finally have sex?

 	              “Yes!” I cried out hopefully, the sound muffled by my pacifier. 

 	              Cindy kept rubbing the front of my diaper. “I don’t know baby, you look like you like your messy diapers. You look like you want to just be a baby and come for mommy in your dirty messy diapers. Only problem is… You do that and you have to wear those stinky dirty diapers all night long for mommy… And then you don’t get any nooky tomorrow night like a big boy… And then you have to keep wearing diapers like a real baby…”

 	              Her manipulation of me intensified as she increased the rubbing speed on the front of my diaper. I was pushing forward to meet her hand. It felt so good. It felt like I couldn’t wait. But sex with her… I had never had it… I had so long wondered what that would feel like…

 	              Oh God, but her hand felt so good….

 	              “What do you think baby? I’ll let you fuck me as many times as you want tomorrow night! Who knows, maybe I’ll even be feeling a little frisky and want you to fuck me in the ass too… Oh God, I bet it would feel good to wear underwear again and to pee standing up like a man.”

 	              I was delirious listening to her, my tiny cock throbbing. Oh how long I had wanted that.

 	              “Here, let me turn you over. I want you to think about it a bit longer. Let me switch these straps so you can turn over. That’s it. Now let me get your humpy pillows and put them under you…”

 	              I couldn’t understand why she was doing this. This was my latest usual setup for release, which seemed to happen hardly ever lately. Humping my diapers in front of her while she watched me. 

 	              “But mommy…” I started to balk.

 	              “Hush little one. Lets just pretend for a moment. Lets just get in the position you would be in when you would fuck me so you can think about it a bit better. There… Are the pillows comfy between your legs?”

 	              I was face down now over my pillows. I couldn’t help but push into them a little bit. I was so horny at this point.

 	              “Whew… You stink so bad baby. I bet it would feel good to get out of those stinky diapers. Six months. Six months in diapers. How does that feel baby? To not have any control any more… Imagine what it would feel like to have my wet pussy to push into. To feel my tight, wet pussy enveloping your little penis. You could nurse on my breasts and drink my milk as you pushed in and out… That’s it, show me how you would fuck me…”

 	              She was pushing me into the pillows now. I found myself building a slow rhythm. The crinkling sound of my diapers filled the room as I humped my pillows under her guidance. She giggled as she pushed into the seat of my diapers, smearing my mess.

 	              “That mess feels good baby doesn’t it? It feels good to just be a baby. It feels good to wear your diapers everyday. It feels so good to have mommy diaper you all of the time and to feed on mommy’s boobies…”

 	              I was groaning. I felt myself starting to lose it. 

 	              “If you come now baby, that’s it… No nooky tomorrow and no change tonight… But those dirty diapers… I know they feel so good on baby. You like humping your poopy dirty diapers don’t you baby?”

 	              She was messing with me. I didn’t know how long I could hold it. I needed to stop. To tell her that I wanted to get cleaned up… I needed to tell her I wanted the sex. I wanted the nooky. I didn’t want to sleep the night in a dirty diaper!

 	              “Most men would beg me to take the dirty diaper off and let them fuck me. I mean, just imagine how hot I’m going to look. Imagine my wet pussy just waiting for you to take me… Most men would be thinking about that when they look at this body. But not you baby… Isn’t that right? You just want to fuck your dirty Pampers instead of fuck a real hot woman. Isn’t that right baby?”

 	              I groaned and whimpered. No. I had to resist. Why was I still humping the pillows?

 	              “You need to ask me if you can come baby. You need to say ‘Mommy I want to fuck you. Or, if you want to just be the baby that you are, you need to say, ‘Mommy I want to make creamy in my poopy Pampers.’ You need to ask me baby. Otherwise you’ll be in that dirty diaper all day tomorrow as well…’”

 	              I gulped. I started to mumble, “I want to fuck you mommy…”

 	              “What’s that baby? I didn’t hear you with the pacifier in your mouth?” she giggled. She reached between my legs and the pillow and began to rub the front of my diaper hard.

 	              “I want to fuck you mommy!” I squealed. 

 	              “I still didn’t hear you sweety… Speak a little louder…” she grinned, continuing to stroke me harder and harder.

 	              The pleasure was building. I couldn’t stop now. It was too much. Oh God. I wanted to fuck her so badly… But… 

 	              She increased the intensity of her stroking and began to push the seat of my diapers hard, smearing my mess even more and spanking me.

 	              My eyes rolled back in my head. I wanted her so bad. But… This felt so good. So good…

 	              I began to hump the pillows furiously. 

 	              “You need to ask me baby…” she whispered in my ear, pulling her hand away.

 	              I kept humping the pillows. My smell filled my nostrils, reminding me of what I was. A big baby…

 	              “I want to make creamy in my poopy Pampers!” I cried out suddenly very confused and excited.

 	              “I know. Go ahead baby…” she giggled.

 	              “Unngggnnn….” I moaned, my face going red.

 	              Every part of me wanted to stop. To pull away… But my animal instinct to release was too much. 

 	              “Look me in the eyes when you do it baby…” she whispered again.

 	              I looked over at her through the bars of the crib. I was humping the pillows furiously, desperately trying to release and simultaneously wishing to God that I had the courage to just tell her to take of my diaper, clean me up and let me have my way with her tomorrow. 

 	              But I couldn’t…

 	              I loved my diapers.

 	              Cindy looked me right in the eyes and grinned as I squealed out like a little girl and exploded, 2 weeks of being pent up, releasing all at once into the front of my very dirty diapers.

 	              I gasped as I came and suddenly felt immediate regret at what I had just done. The intensity of it all suddenly over, I realized my mistake. 

 	              I struggled with my bonds, desperate to be free. Desperate to get out of the horrible stinky diaper covering my lower body…

 	              I thought Cindy was helping me to get out as she adjusted the straps, but too late I realized that she was only allowing me to turn over. I felt the straps go tight again and cried out, tears streaming down my face. 

 	              “I want to fuck you mommy!” I cried. 

 	              “Its too late for that little one. You had your chance. You chose to fuck your dirty diapers instead and now it’s too late. Maybe if you’re lucky I’ll give you another chance at your one-year anniversary in diapers. But until then, you’ll be doing all your creamy messes in your diapers…”

 	              “Just think… You could have had me in whatever way you wanted tomorrow night… You could have fucked me over and over. You could have put on big boy underwear again. But you didn’t really want that did you? You love diapers. You just couldn’t resist humping your Pampers… Poor little baby…” 

 	              Tears streamed down my eyes. My diapers felt even worse and more uncomfortable now. I wanted them desperately to come off. The smell burned in my nostrils. 

 	              “There there baby… It’s ok. Mommy’s here… Here let me take off my nighty so you can nurse for a little bit. At least you get to still have mommy’s booby!”

 	              The side bars of my crib came down and Mommy pulled up a chair. She loosened my straps a little bit so I could snuggle next to her for a moment. 

 	              I latched onto her nipple and felt immediate relief as her milk began to flow into my mouth. I felt protected, secure. I was also remorseful and ashamed at what I had done but something about Mommy’s milk made it all seem better for the moment.

 	              “There there baby… Everything will be all right… Such a naughty, stinky baby… Poor poor baby…”
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