

This story is a work of pure fiction. Any resemblance to any persons living or dead is purely coincidental. Nothing in this publication is intended to be used as kink, bondage, dietary, or health advice. Please practice kinks safely and ethically, and always obtain proper  consent.

Thank you. Please enjoy the story.


Chapter 1: The Mistake

No fucking way. He must have assumed that the submissions would be anonymous. God, has he been thinking this way…having these…fantasies about us this whole time? Ugh, my skin is crawling just thinking about it! Just wait until I tell the others. I think it’s time for this creep’s plan to backfire spectacularly.

I sat on my bed in the dorm. Across from me on the other bed was my roommate Ashley. She was sitting back, nonchalantly. Her long blonde hair fell around her shoulders as she sipped her wine cooler and talked with the other girls hanging out in the room. As a psych major, I always felt scared to talk to her, I always felt like she could see through me and was analyzing my every action.

Sitting on the beanbag was Kelly, a friend of hers that predated college. She had curly red hair, and seemed to always be wearing crop tops. As a cosmetology student, her hair and makeup were always perfectly done.

Samantha sat forward on a folding chair, intently listening and partaking in the conversation. She was in the biology program. She had a strong latino accent, but I hadn’t caught her nationality, and it always felt rude or inappropriate to ask.

Isabella, the last member of the group, was a business major like myself. She sat in front of Kelley, who was working on her braids. Her skin was a dark black, and she always had the best grades in the class.

Finally, there was myself, the short, skinny, unremarkable business major. I sipped my wine cooler, just listening to their conversation. I felt pretty out of place among such a diverse group of beautiful women. It had always been clear to me that I was only a member of the friend group because I shared a dorm with Ashley, the leader of the group. If they wanted to hang out with Ashley, I was usually there just by association. The group sort of grew around me and enveloped me like a tree that slowly swallows a wire wrapped around it.

Normally I didn’t listen too intently to their various gossip and stories…but the topic they were talking about today was particularly interesting.

“Nah, you’re full of it. You’re either into them or not. You might not know it yet, but it’ll always be a yes or no kinda deal.” said Kelly.

“You really don’t think it’s possible to learn how to like a kink?” said Ashley accusingly. “I think someone doth protest a bit much!”

“I agree.” said Isabella. “People learn to like a lot worse things. You think anyone just immediately likes whiskey without acquiring the taste?”

“But anyone learning to like any kink? No. I don’t think so.” said Samantha.

The discussion went back and forth and round and round. I stayed out of it. Several semesters ago i’d been asked if I was a virgin. I’d lied and said no. Since then i’d lied on top of lies and I couldn’t remember what i’d said or claimed anymore. I always worried that they’d discover how much of a poser I was.

“Okay, I have an idea.” Said Ashley. “We’re all poly right? And we’ve all seen eachother naked, anyway, right?”

I knew that their old relationships were complicated, and a few had dated each other, but this was news to me! I hadn’t seen any of them naked ever!

Ashley Continued. “It’s simple. I’ll make a survey, everyone can submit kinks that they think are impossible to like, and a random name and kink will be selected. Then we can all do our best to get that person to like it.”

There was silence for a few seconds. Was I being pranked? Was this real? No way a buch of cheerleader-looking women would talk about this in real life, right?

“I mean…we’re all poly and willing to experiment right?” Said Isabella.

Wait. Had I said I was poly? Maybe I had at some point in one of my many lies.

“What about Chris? He’s playing too?” Asked Kelly. Was I so quiet that they forgot I was in the room?

“Uh..sure..I-I mean, If that’s okay with you.” I stammered out. I took a swig of my drink in hopes of looking somewhat chill and cool.

“Great. That makes it easier to do any penis-related kinks that get submitted.” Said Kelley.

I almost spat out my drink. ‘Penis-related stuff?’ Was I finally going to have sex? With a random woman far beyond my league? This had to be a dream!

“How long would we have to try to get them to like the kink?” said Kelly.

“I don’t know.  How does a week sound?” Asked Kelley.

Everyone nodded or murmured approval.

“And if it works, we could draw again, and do it with someone else!” said Isabella, sounding a little too excited.

“Ooh, this is sounding fun!” said Samantha.

“And at the end of the week, if they are into it, I say we keep it going until everyone has had a turn!” added Kelly.

“Wouldn’t it be fun if this led to a full-on kinky polycule?” suggested Ashley to amused giggles.

I swallowed and bit my lip. This had to be a wet dream. Not only were we going to experiment with kinks on eachother, but we may end up in a relationship?!

I pictured making out with all four of the women in front of me. God, Ashley’s lips were so beautiful, Kelley’s breasts were so large and perky. Isabella’s ass was round and perfect, and Samantha was so fit and muscular. I’d be lucky to bang one of them…but all four?!

“Oh, did you hear about Professor Thomas?” asked Isabella.

And just like that, the conversation returned to gossip and uninteresting minutes about random people. I zoned out and spent the evening fantasizing about feeling every inch of each of their perfect bodies. I used a pillow to hide my lap as my penis throbbed and pulsed.

It wasn’t until nearly noon the next day that I received the poll invite in my school email. I recognized the website. It was the same survey service I’d used at work once. I breathed a sigh of relief. It was a safe assumption that whatever kinky activities I added would remain similarly anonymous.

I’d never been particularly kinky, hell, besides spankings, I couldn’t think of anything at the moment. I opened another tab in my browser and searched “Kinks”. Thousands of results…great.

The last thing I wanted was to suggest a ‘lame’ kink, and have everyone guessing at which inexperienced virgin had submitted it.

I Googled ‘Extreme Kinks’ and clicked on the first website. There were no explanations for the kinks. It was just a long list of kinks. The names seemed more than self explanatory I thought.

‘Rape-play’. Was something that violent and gross really a kink? No, It must mean something else adjacent to it. I closed my eyes and  tried to imagine what that could look like. I thought of Kelly, bending over, her glistening pussy exposed,

“Oh my! I certainly hope nobody takes advantage of me while I’m so undressed!” She’d say. I’d of course grip her waist and pull her onto my cock.

I felt my stiffening member throb at the fantasy. Yes, that HAD to be what rape-play was. I  went back to the survey tab and typed it in, completely unaware of how confidently wrong I was about the nature of the kink.

Next on the list was ‘Edge play’. Easy, I already knew about edging. I closed my eyes and imagined Isabella tied to a bed, begging me to let her cum as I slipped fingers in and out of her, teasing her with all manner of toys. Yes, I could definitely try that.

I tabbed over and entered it as well, similarly oblivious to the actual definition of the kink.

I scrolled through the list. ‘Slave Play’ caught my eye. This time I thought of all of them, worshiping my cock and treating me like the center of their world. The thought of making out with Ashley while the others sucked, stroked, and fondled every inch of my body had me really wanting to jerk off.

I wasn’t entirely sure if Isabella would find this one insensitive, given her ethnicity, but the survey was anonymous, and there was a good chance she wouldn’t even be selected.

I added it, along with a few others from the list. Then I hit submit.

Then I went to my drawer and retrieved some lotion. I lay back on my bed and pulled down my jeans and boxers. It didn’t take me long to cum. I couldn’t think of the last time I was so aroused and excited. It couldn’t have taken more than 30 seconds of fantasizing. I came so hard that ropes of cum actually made it to my nipples.

Whatever was going to happen, I was sure that I was going to have a lot of fun. I cleaned up the cum with some tissues strategically hidden by the bed, and then took a little nap.

I dreamed of all four of them, wearing slutty little outfits, bending over, or laying back with their legs spread, moaning and writhing as they talked to eachother about how they hoped no strong man were nearby and willing to fuck their defenseless, dripping holes.

In the dream I then walked into the room, my dick rigid and ready to fuck them.

“Oh no! PLEASE don’t fuck me! cried Ashley, moving her legs just a little further apart.

“No! Don’t fuck ME!” Cried Samantha, spreading her legs even further.

“Whatever you do! Don’t fuck ME! moaned Kelley as she bent over even further and swayed her bare ass back and forth.

“Whatever you do, Don’t fuck my mouth!” Cried Isabella, placing her face next to my hard cock before opening her mouth into a tempting ‘O’ shape.

I awoke to aching balls and a raging erection.

“God, I hope rape-play gets selected!” I thought to myself.


Chapter 2: “Random”

We girls discussed our plan over text, then in person before going to Ashley’s apartment. Someone who fantasized about violently raping his friends and doing such sick things to them obviously wasn’t much of a man, and it was now our job  to make that truth blatantly obvious to anyone who saw him. The game could wait. This was now personal for all of us. We all knew what we wanted to do to him, but the order and timing had to be just right.

“Let’s first see who will be testing out a new kink!” said Ashley excitedly.

I bit my lip. Of course, there was only a 20% chance I would be selected. And even then, I was sure that any kink that involved these women was fine by me.

She pressed a button on the computer. The machine randomly selected a name in a millisecond.

“Chris!” read Ashley aloud.

“Oooooh!” said the women in unison as they turned their gaze to me.

I wasn’t sure how to respond. I just withered under their stares and blushed deeply.

“And now for the kink!” Said Ashley, tabbing to another window of the computer.

“Wait!” Said Samantha “If it's something that requires supplies, it should remain a secret until we can get them!”

“That’s a good point!” Said Isabella.

“Turn around Chris!” Said Kelly.

I did as I was instructed. I heard the click of the mousepad.

The group behind me burst into laughter, giggles, and whoops.

“What…what is it?” I asked.

“We can’t say! It’ll take some time to get everything together. This is gonna take a lot of supplies, materials, and of course, fun outfits”

“It won’t be cheap.” Said Kelly.

“Maybe this whole thing was a bad idea. If it’s gonna cost so much money maybe we should just-” Ashley began.

“No!” I exclaimed. “I-I mean…I could pay for it…just to- y’know, help with the cost. No sense in stopping a fun time over money.”

“Are you sure? It’ll probably cost a couple hundred dollars.” Samantha asked.

A few hundred dollars for the chance to have kinky sex with so many beautiful women? It was the easiest decision I had ever made.

“Here, you can use my debit card.” I said, fishing the card out of my wallet.

“Well…if you’re sure.” said Ashley.

“I am.” I said confidently.

“He’ll just look at the charges on his bank and know what it is! It’ll ruin the surprise!” Pouted Kelly.

“You’re right, said Ashley, passing the card back to me. Maybe we shouldn’t do this one.”

“What if-” I stopped. I didn’t want to sound too desperate, but it sounded like the only way to do this. “What if I changed my bank account password to something only you know? Then after the surprise you can tell me.”

“I guess that would work.” Said Ashley. “But we can’t buy anything until you do it.”

Within minutes I had the ‘enter new password’ page up on my phone. I passed it to Ashley, who smiled and entered the new password.

I’d done some stupid, desperate things in my life, but giving a group of women my bank account for the chance of getting laid was a new low. I told the smarter part of me to shut up. Of course I could trust them.

Besides, I thought, I could  easily regain control of my account again with my social security number at the nearest branch.

The girls giggled and began shopping on their phones. I became completely cut out of the conversation as they showed each other different sites and objects, but never giving away enough for me to know what they were talking about.

They’d mentioned outfits and supplies. I delved into my miniscule knowledge of sex. I thought of school-girl outfits… condoms… lube…more outfits? What could possibly require so much shopping?

Over the next week I felt like I was becoming the butt of every joke. Practically every other minute one of them would whisper something to another, and get a mischievous giggle in response. Sometimes I’d say something, and they’d give each other knowing looks, as if I’d said something unintentionally funny.

Finally, they day had come for the big reveal.

Ashley had made me wait out in the hall while the four of them carried sealed cardboard boxes into the room.

“Can I come in now?” I asked eagerly.

“Not yet! Go get lunch or something!” came a call from inside the room.

About an hour later, and after a large lunch, Ashley swung the door open and motioned me inside.

What I saw made my stomach, my jaw, and my heart drop in an instant.


Chapter 3: Diapered

It was so easy! We all thought it would be impossible! All I did was call her and timidly explain that her son had a mental break from school stress and described his new lifestyle. Then I gave her the number of the school Psychologist that was helping him…AKA Ashley! She used every technical term in the book. His poor mom kept asking for simpler definitions! By the end of the call, she fully accepted that Ashley was a doctor and the best way to fix him was to strictly force ALL adult activity from his life so he’d tire of his peculiar coping mechanism by his next appointment here in January! In short, he’s going to have an UNFORGETTABLE winter break!

It took me a minute or two to process the sight in front of me. all the girls were kneeling or standing around a white object on the floor. Behind them my side of the room had taken on a soft pink theme. Nobody was dressed in sexy outfits. There was no visible rope or restraints. I didn’t even see any condoms.

Ashley closed and locked the door behind me.

“Uh-What is all this?” I asked fearfully, motioning to…well…everything.

“It’s the first day of a week as our adult baby!” Said Isabella gleefully.

“Now get those pants off and lay on the diaper!” Said Samantha excitedly.

I felt like I was going to be sick.

“Diaper?! Wait, this- I can’t- I mean-” I tried to think of any excuse to get out of this.

In a single swift movement Ashly pulled both my shorts and underwear down.

“Ashley!” I exclaimed, trying feebly to hide with my hands what everyone had already just seen.

“Get over here now, baby!” Isabella commanded, throwing the word ‘baby’ out at me like an insult.”

“I know we’re trying new things, but isn’t this just a little- hey, wha -mbgh!”

From behind Ashley had pushed something large, round, and rubbery into my mouth, silencing my protest into a gurgle. Within seconds I felt a satin ribbon being pulled tightly against my cheeks, and a pressure at the back of my head.

With horror I realized that the object in my mouth was an oversized pacifier! I tried to spit it out, but the ribbon tied at the back of my head held it firmly in my mouth.

“Mgh!” I yelled into my infantile gag. Everyone was laughing now. I didn’t dare divert my hands from their important job shielding my genitals to untie the ribbon holding the paci in.

“MMGGH!” I yelled again as they continued laughing at me.

“Give me a hand with the baby!” Said Ashley.

I nearly cried as they forcibly removed my clothes and guided me down onto the soft crinkly padding of the diaper. However I knew that the only thing worse than being diapered like a baby, would be crying like one too.

“Hands away, unless you want them in the diaper with your little willy!” said Ashley.

with immense effort I pulled my hands away from my cock. totally deflated and shrunken under the massive shock and humiliation I was undergoing.

“Oh my god! It’s so little!” Said Kelly

“It looks like it belongs in a diaper!” Said Isabella

“Probably the only thing it belongs in!” Said Ashley smugly.

“Well, If he learns to love his diapers after a week, it’ll be in them for a lot longer! At least another four weeks!” said Samantha

“That’s if we each get a turn every week. If the same person gets chosen repeatedly, he could be in pampers for a lot longer!” Isabelle pointed out.

That sounded like torture! At least there was no way I could learn to love this. A week sounded too long as it was!

“Mgh! I cried as I realized that Kelly was taking a photo of me lying naked on the diaper.

“Sorry, gotta do it.” Said Kelly.

“Mmmmph!” I shouted. She most certainly did not have to do it!

As if reading my mind, Ashley opened her phone and began to read from a wiki page.

“Adult Baby Fetish: Commonly consisting of various kinks involving regression and diapers; This fetish is either performed from a desire to be a baby, or the fantasy of being blackmailed into performing in the adult baby capacity.” She read.

“So…do you love diapers and are you excited to roll around in your own piss and shit?” Said Kelly.

I shook my head ‘no’ vigorously.

“Then we have to go the blackmail route? See?” Said Isabella logically.

“Kelly will be keeping a private social media account updated with all kinds of posts. If you ever disobey us, she’ll set it to ‘public’ and tag everyone you know. Think of it…a whole timeline of posts suddenly accessible by everyone you know.”

My eyes went wide. Holy shit. This was out of control!

“Let’s see..let me upload that image…now for the caption. ‘A nice clean pamper for me! Too bad the only thing better than a dry diaper is a saggy wet one!” Said Kelly as she typed on her phone. “Add all the proper tags… Aaaaand… Post!

“That’s just the first photo post of many! we’ve already posted text ones about how excited you are to regress, with pictures about things you’ve bought, and screenshots of your debit card history.” explained Isabella.

I felt like I was going to hyperventilate or throw up. The four women around me now held my entire future in their hands. From now on, whether I liked it or not I couldn’t afford to do anything but what they wanted.

“Now for some baby oil! We can’t have our little guy getting a rash!” said Ashley.

A generous amount of cold baby oil drizzled all over my shrunken penis. This was followed by Ashley rubbing the oil into me.

“MMMPH!” I sobbed in shame as I felt the familiar beginnings of an erection. It wasn’t my fault! This was the first time a girl had ever touched me down there! I couldn’t help it!

“Oh? What’s this? Ladies, It appears that while his mouth says he hates it, his little baby peepee says otherwise!” Exclaimed Ashley.

Everyone giggled and laughed except me. I was well and truly trapped.

I fought back tears as the front of the diaper was pulled up between my legs and taped firmly in place.

"And now, the most important part."

Ashley held out a horrifyingly frilly pair of underwear. Every inch was covered in ruffles and lace.

"This diaper cover will make sure to keep all your messes inside where they belong.

She snaked the absurd garment up my legs, every little movement caused the interior layer of plastic to rustle loudly.

"Raise your little diaper-butt, Chrissy."

And just like that, I'd been given a babyish name, and my diaper christening was complete…. well, nearly complete.

"One final touch to make sure you aren't naughty while your mommies are in classes. Roll over, baby."

I rolled over. What was the point in arguing now?

The waist of the diaper cover tightened and became inflexible. There was the rattle of a small chain and the click of a lock.

"And now you're all safe and secure in your cute little plastic panties!" Giggled Isabella.

Once I was sitting on the ground Ashley laid out the rules.

"According to our research, there are a series of rules you MUST obey at all times, 24/7." They are as follows:"

"First, you must NEVER attempt to remove your diapers, put your hands into your diapers, or touch anything normally covered by a diaper."

"Secondly, you must never, ever tou h or remove your pacifier on your own. When one of us puts it in your mouth it STAYS there."

"Thirdly, you are a baby. Beyond that, you will have the gender we think Is cutest at the moment. This could be a dress…a little sailor outfit, or anything in-between. You will wear what we instruct you to."

"Lastly, ALL commands should be answered with a 'yes mommy', and immediate obedience. Any backtalk, refusal, or breaking of the rules will earn you a will-breaking spanking. If we feel the spankings are not effective enough, and you aren't cooperating, your baby blog will go public. Per our research, spankings will be liberally applied."

She pulled the pacifier from my mouth. With a wet slurping sound that made me wince.

"Understand, baby?"

Y-yes…Mommy" I looked at the ground as I whispered the final word.

I had never been more ashamed in my life than in that moment, diapered and sitting on the floor utterly subservient to my friends who now towered over me, smirking and giggling over their new mommy statuses.

"Good girl." Said Ashley, returning the pacifier to my mouth.

Now let's get the baby dressed! Said Samantha.


Chapter 4: Spanked

The little sissy did so well today! He obediently took his punishment and went right to bed. I hope he enjoys a full night of rolling around in his own shit! As soon as we left, ‘Doctor Ashley’ gave his mom a call to go over his various new needs. ‘Strict’ and ‘Dominant’ were the themes of the instructions. She agrees that  the only hope for him to shake these perversions is a full winter break devoid of even the smallest adult privileges with plenty of discipline. It’s strange though, she almost seemed excited to be a mommy again.

“AAAAAAH!” I screamed as the heavy wooden paddle made contact with my backside. The pacifier that had been in my mouth went flying across the room.

“That was the first one of fifty And you just earned another 20 for taking out your pacifier.” Said Isabella cooley. “It’s like you WANT to be spanked.”

Not even an hour after being diapered, and here I was laying across Isabella’s lap on an open diaper while the others took turns paddling my ass over and over.

My short baby-pink dress was flipped up to make an easy target, and the frilly diaper cover had been unlocked and pulled down to my shiney mary-jane shoes and ruffled socks.

“You’re not going to thank me for giving you a longer spanking? I suppose another twenty might help you find some gratitude. That’s ninety in total. What do you say to that, Chrissy?” said Samantha.

With all of them behind me, nobody could see the fear in my eyes as I quickly stammered out a quick and timid ‘thanks’.

“I could barely hear that!” accused Kelly. “Add another twenty for not meaning it, AND another ten for not addressing you as ‘Mommy’!”

“That makes one hundred and twenty spanks. What does our little baby say to that?”

“Thank you, Mommy!” I wailed. The tears and sobs were free-flowing now, not from the single spank, but from a mixture of shame and fear of the remaining one hundred and nineteen.

“Now you see how spanking can snowball if you’re not a good baby.”

“Next time we ask you to do something, we expect it to be done on time. By any means necessary. Understood?” Said Ashly calmly and affectionately.

“Yes Mommy.” I sniffed.

“Now, back to the matter at hand.” Said Isabella.

*CRACK*

“AAAAAAAUUUGH!”

It didn’t take much muscle at all to make a paddle as big and heavy as that one hurt, and it felt like each one of them was putting their entire weight, heart, and soul into each blow.

By the end of the spanking snot and tears coated my face, and I didn’t dare to even look at my ass, which HAD to be a patchwork of red and blue.

“Now baby, When you’re told that we expect a poopy diaper in twenty minutes, what are you going to do before twenty minutes?” Asked Samantha.

“I-I’m going to p-poop my d-diaper, M-Mommy.” I sobbed.

“Good. Now once again, we all expect a poopy diaper in the next hour. Go stand in the corner and think about how you should be more obedient. When you’re ready to make poopies we’ll put your nice soft diaper back on.” Said Ashley, cradling my chin comfortingly as she pushed the pacifier between my lips.

“But before you get off my lap, I think baby could use a little help” Isabella interjected.

I felt fingers press between my cheeks, and then a pressure against my ass.

“MMM” I sobbed in abject humiliation as she slipped a suppository into me.

“That was the first of five. Sorry, did I say a little help? I meant a lot.”

Again and again I felt her violate my virgin ass as an entire handful of suppositories slipped into my anus one at a time.

“I’ll get his bottle ready.” Said Kelly excitedly.

She moved where I could see her from my position over Isabella’s lap. A large baby bottle was placed on the dresser. Then, to my disgust, the entire chocolate-flavored contents of a medical-looking bottle were emptied into it. From where I lay I could just make out part of the label… “-Lax”.

My stomach heaved. I didn’t have a choice. I knew I was going to be drinking that whole bottle.

I whimpered as the last of the suppositories was pushed forcefully into me.

Ashly removed my pacifier, and Kelly passed her the disgusting baby bottle.

“Now upsie-daisy. Corner time now. You’re not to stop drinking your baba with both hands until it’s all gone, understand?” Then you’re to stand quietly with your hands on your head with no fussing. Got it?”

“Yes Mommy.”  I sniffled.

I took the bottle of syrupy laxatives and took my place in the corner where I slowly raised the rubber nipple to my lips. With a shudder and resignation to my fate, I slowly forced the cold rubber into my mouth.

The thick, syrupy medicine left the bottle slowly, and I found that I had to will myself to suck forcefully to get anything into my mouth.

“What a good little baby! sucking so hard at his bottle! If he loves itno so much, maybe we can give him this special drink to comfort him after every spanking!” Ashley said. Everyone just laughed.

Great, now on top of spankings, I’d be drinking disgusting laxatives to hammer home my status.

A knock at the door forced me into a cold sweat.

Samantha, not caring who saw me, flung the door wide open, giving whoever was on the other side a full view of me: the adult baby sucking his bottle in the corner, dress around his waist, diapers around his ankles. and bright red ass on full display. With my nose in the corner I couldn’t see who it was, I could only hear the conversation.

“Hi, Can we help you?” Samantha said sweetly.

“Hi, I’m Rachel, the RA. We’ve gotten a few noise complaints saying it sounds like someone is being murdered in here. Is- …oh… oh, I’m sorry. This is a bad time. I’ll just- I mean- …I’ll tell everyone that there’s nothing to worry about.”

“Thank you, we appreciate your discretion.” Said Sam.

The door closed.

Rachel, the nosiest, biggest gossip in the building now thought I was a simpering little diaper fetishist sissy. Tears ran down my cheeks as I continued to suck at the bottle. Now there was no telling who in the building (or even the whole campus) would soon believe I was a willing adult baby.

Once the bottle was finally finished, the pacifier was once again pushed into my mouth. The girls quickly returened to their usual holding pattern of discussing gossip and various bits of campus rumor and news.

My stomach lurched, and gurgled loudly. with little notice I suddenly found myself in desperate need of relief.

“Mommy, I- I-”

“Ask nicely for what you want!” Said Isabella. Her voice sounded threatening and I shivered at the thought of another spanking.

Kelly held up her phone, as did Isabella and Samantha. This shameful display  would be recorded from multiple angles.

“Please Mommy! May I have my diaper? I need it so bad!” I begged.

“Maybe Mommy should send you to the bathroom to use the big-girl potty.”

I gasped. The only toilet was in a shared bathroom for the whole floor. Everyone would see me shuffling down the hall to the restroom with my flaccid penis and bruised ass on full display.

“No, Mommy! Please no!”

A cramp signaled that I was losing the battle between my brain and my gut. I felt pressure start building against my anus.

“You really prefer you diapers to the potty? Who’s my little diaper pooper?”

“I am! I am!” I cried desperately “Please Mommy! I Neeeeed my diaper!”

“Get over here to the changing mat then.”

The phones lowered and I knew I had just performed the perfect scene to be used as blackmail.

“Yes Mommy!”

Once again my cheeks flushed red as I laid on my back, my shrunken, sad penis on display, my scrotum tight and small thanks to the chill in the room.

Kelly took plenty of pictures as the oil, baby powder, my diapers, and lastly the cover were reapplied.

Isabella wiped the tear stains from my cheeks. “Now, when you crouch down and make your poopies, We want you to happily tell us what you’re doing. And then we want you to tell us how much you love doing it, and thank us for the opportunity.”

They all stood back. Kelly held up her phone. the light came on, and I knew that this recording was also destined for the private blog.

I slowly got up onto the balls of my feet and nearly shit myself just from the effort. I couldn’t remember a time when I’d felt so much diarrhea and cramping..

I bit my lip and forced myself into a crouch.

“What are you doing, Chrissy?” Asked Kelly.

I looked up at the camera. For a split second I considered rebelling…but my ass was still on fire from the last spanking.

I forced myself to beam a smile.

“I’m making poopies in my diaper, Mommy! I- I- oh!”

I lost control  and fell forward onto my hands and knees as the diaper expanded from the wet sloppy mess pouring into it at high velocity. I forced myself to make eye-contact with the camera again as a loud wet fart signaled my shameful release into the diaper.

“I- Love making poopies in my diapers!” I lied convincingly as another cramp sent a jet of hot slop into the diaper.

“Thank you, M-Mommy for -ah!”

Another gushing wave sent the mass all the way between my legs, forcing me to gasp as I felt the sludge make contact with my balls and penis.

“Th-thank you, Mommy for my diapers!” I gasped out, smiling through the painful diarrhea cramps.

The camera went off.

“That was perfect, baby. Excellent content for your blog.” Said Kelly.

“Thank you, Mommy.” I breathed.

I rolled onto my back and rocked side to side, clutching my stomach as another loud, wet fart followed by a squelch of liquid shit poured into the  diaper again, forcing it to expand even more.

“Wow, I think this may just last all night.” Said Ashley. “As much as I’d love to stay here and smell all of this… I think i’d rather go see a movie.”

The others muttered their agreements.

“Well then, it’s settled. Chrissy, you’re going straight to bed with your pacifier. I’ll be back late.”

“Yes, Mommy.” I said as I made my way to my bed, now covered with a barbie comforter.

A rubber bedwetter protection sheet squeaked loudly as I crawled beneath the covers.

The light turned off.

“Sweet dreams, sissy.” came a call, and then the door closed.

I curled up on my new pink surroundings as another , I began to cry. It was all finally hitting home. For at least the next week this was my life.

My only consolation as I cried myself to sleep was that this week was finals week. I’d be going home, and with any luck everyone would forget this stupid kink experiment by the time I returned in mid-January.


Chapter 5: Study

Morning changes and strategic diaper checks are essential to the plan. It’ll be harder for him to insist he hates being a sissy baby if nearly every change has revealed a hard little baby clitty. We all know it’s only a matter of time until we start seeing his disgusting little splooges. It’ll start out of desperate necessity, but after a month of humping huggies?  He’ll be uncontrollably popping baby boners the instant he sees a pamper!

"Rise and shine, sleepyhead! I'm sure you're dying for a nice clean diaper! Let's get you changed!"

The pacifier was pulled from my lips with a slurp.

I opened my eyes and looked groggily around at my pastel pink surroundings.

God, I wanted out of this horrid diaper so badly. I stretched, and felt something even worse than my own mess. My morning wood was pressing hard into the putrid mess I'd spent all night making!

I blushed bright red and shrunk from her.

"Right now?" I asked, my voice wavering.

"Sorry, I must have misheard you. Surely after that spanking you've learned what good girls say to a request. Now, care to repeat that?"

"Yes, Mommy." I said, fully  defeated.

I slid off the bed and waddled to the changing mat. The sodden, swollen padding forced my legs apart. If it weren't for the tightly locked waist of the cover, the diaper would have been drooping halfway down my thighs.

I had thought that nothing could be worse than spending the night in the messy diaper. Now I knew better. As I walked, the slippery, warm, slick diaper slid along my shaft.

I hated the awful diaper. I hated that I had morning wood. I hated that soon Ashley would see me rock hard in my diaper. But most of all, I hated the undeniable fact that the diaper felt good as it shifted against my throbbing member.

I lay in front of my roommate. I averted my gaze, and The cool air felt nice on my clammy skin

“Well what have we here? Care to explain this?” I knew this was coming.

“It’s- It’s morning wood, Mommy. I can’t help it.” I explained.

She smiled and pulled out her phone. “Smile for the birdie!” she said cheerfully.

I somehow worked up a smile.

And just like that, another damning bit of evidence had been added to the blackmail blog. I’d never be able to explain why there was a picture of my smiling, sporting an erection in the middle of a messy diaper.

Ashley continued: “Call it what you want… but we both know that if I pulled your filthy diaper up over your tiny little tool and gave it a few rubs, there’d be a nice creamy surprise for me when I opened it again. Do you disagree?”

“I-I-I-” I was at a loss for words. She was completely right, but it wasn’t like that! I didn’t like any part of this!

Ashley sighed impatiently. “Stop trying to stammer out an excuse. I won’t take any lies from a simpering little diaper humper. Tell me that you love the feel of your pampers or I’ll tape them back up and make you show me.”

I fought back the tears.I was trapped by unyielding logic and circumstantial evidence.

“I- I love the feel of my messy diaper, Mommy.”

“Good girl. Now, there will be a new rule, sweetie. ‘morning wood’ is no longer part of your vocabulary. That’s something men get. As a baby you have a stiff clitty… a little standing dolly …a pointy little piss-stick …a little girl-nubby. Now, let’s replay our earlier interaction.”

She put a hand to her face in exaggerated surprise. With her other hand she raised her phone camera. “Goodness, Sissy! What’s this in your poopy pampers!”

I swallowed in preparation of what I was going to have to say. I did my best to match her over-the-top performance.

“It’s my little dolly, Mommy. And she’s standing up!”

“Well why is she so excited?”

“Because….b-because she loves the feel of my poopy diaper, Mommy.” I confessed pathetically..

“....and scene! Kelly will be very happy to have so much interesting content for your cute little blog!”

The rest of the change was mostly silent. a few times I squirmed and bit my lip as she stroked and rubbed up and down my shaft and head. It was like she wanted me to stay hard the entire time she worked.

The cock-teasing diaper change ended far too soon. My cock throbbed and pulsed angrily as a fresh, dry diaper adorned with unicorns was folded over it.

I whimpered in frustration as she pulled another pair of locking diaper covers over my diaper.

It wasn’t fair! I wanted to cum so bad! This was now the second time my genitals had ever been touched by a woman, and I was unable to do anything about it but have blue balls in diapers afterward! Maybe if I asked nicely Ashly could remove them… and then I could slip out and jerk off while she was at class. I knew that the punishment would likely be very high for removing my diapers, but at this point I didn’t even care.

I turned my attention back to Ashley, who was rummaging through my closet for today’s attire.

“Mommy..do you think i could be in just diapers today? No rubber panties?”

“Of course, you can, sweetie. But only because you’ve been so good!”

My heart leapt. Yes! As soon as her back was turned, I could finally scratch this itch. She hadn’t even guessed that my plan was to cum behind her back!

My joy was short-lived. A few minutes later I found out why she’d agreed.

Today she’d selected a legless onesie with snaps in the crotch “for easy changing”, and a pair of padded mittens.

I soon found that the mittens transformed my hands into useless, fluffy stubs. I was prevented from doing anything but the clumsiest of activities.

I wanted to scream. This was worse than the diaper cover! Now I couldn’t use the computer or my phone while Ashley was gone. All I could do was sleep and pick up larger, easier to manipulate objects. In a fit of sexual frustration I whimpered and kicked my feet.

“Be good while I'm gone!” Said Ashley as she slipped the pacifier into my mouth.

She opened our dorm’s door and paused, then turned to me. “Did you know that real men get turned on by women doing sexy things? They also jerk off whenever they want. A real man doesn’t get horny from his mommy changing his poopy diaper.”

She paused then snapped out of whatever train of thoughts she was following.

“Anyway, be a good girl, Chrissy. I’ll be back in a bit with some breakfast for you!”

The door closed.

I moaned miserably and pawed uselessly at the crinkly padding. I wanted out! I wanted to cum! If I could only touch my own cock for a minute! I kicked my knitted pink booties and batted at the ground. Not caring about the infantile display I would have made to anyone watching.

It wasn’t fair!  

I sat on the floor of the empty, quiet dorm for what felt like an hour,but was really only 15 minutes. Fuck, I was so bored and so horny!

I couldn’t belive that it had been less than 24 hours since I’d last had an orgasm, and I was already feeling the temptation to grind my mittens into my crotch. I didn’t dare try to cum though. This morning was bad enough. I couldn’t imagine what they’d all think if a large load of semen was found during a diaper check.

Another 30 minutes slowly ticked by. Was this what actual babies went through? Was life this boring and awful for them?

The door opened abruptly and Isabella entered, carrying her backpack.

“Ashley got distracted, so she asked me to babysit and feed you breakfast. Luckily she’s already cleaned up your messy diaper so I don’t have to.”

She unzipped the backpack and pulled out a large transparent tupperware. The contents of the tupperware didn’t look very different from the brown sludge that had been in my diaper.

She approached and tied a large bib around my neck. I looked down and read the words ‘Daddy’s Princess’ on it and cringed. Thank god I was the only man in the friend group!

She bent over and removed my pacifier, quickly replacing it with a heaping spoonful of the brown stuff.

The flavor made me choke and cough as I forced it down my throat.

“Not a fan? I suppose I wouldn’t be either. I don’t think prunes, protein shake, assorted vitamins, chicken, and sardines make a pleasant baby food. Open.”

I obeyed and choked down another mouthful, coughing some of it out onto the bib. Isabella didn’t seem fazed at all, she just kept spooning it into my mouth at a constant rate. I found myself desperately looking for something to take my mind off of the taste.

As Isabella bent over with another spoonful, the sparkle of her dangly necklace caught my eyes, and just beyond that, the perfect view down her shirt at her large, perfect breasts.

I felt swelling and stiffening as I stared at her breasts. With each mouthful of food I fantasized of burying my face in the soft, dark pillow-like mounds of her breasts, or sliding my cock between their oiled and glistening dark skin. I became fixated. I barely tasted the horrid food as I ate until my stomach hurt.

The sound of the spoon scraping against the empty tupperware signaled the last spoonful.

“Well, breakfast is over. Let’s check that diaper.” She said, placing the empty bowl on the dresser.

Panic filled me in an instant. A diaper check?! Now?!?!

Before I could protest her finger was already undoing the crotch snaps of the onesie. An instant later, it was hooked into the waistband of the diaper and pulling it away from my body as she peered inside.

This was worse than this morning! At least then I had the excuse of morning wood! I had no possible excuse now!

“What’s that in your diaper, baby?”

Did I dare say it was an erection? No. It was all but certain that Ashley had already texted the group the new rule about ‘cute’ words for my genitals.

“M-my clitty is stiff.” I confessed quietly.

“And what’s all that shiny slippery stuff your clitty is making?”

I didn’t know what to say. Was I supposed to improvise? Was there a list of approved words everyone knew but me?

“I don’t know.” I whispered.

“Well it looks like someone loves being treated like a baby so much that they can’t help but make preemies in their diapers. Is that right?”

My only other option was to say that I’d been fantasizing about her boobs.

I nodded sadly.

“Well, I hope you find time to do something besides love your diapers or your sissy stick is gonna be like that for a week straight!”

She stood and retrieved the bottle of milk.

“Here, drink this. I have to study for our econ final tomorrow.”

Our final! How could I forget!? I should be studying! I was already barely passing the class! I hadn’t counted on this stupid kink game restraining me in infantile bondage for a week, and now I was in serious trouble!

This class was a requisite for everything I was taking next semester! Failing would mean that i’d have to take this class over again…and it’d be the ONLY class I’d be taking.

“Mommy, may I please study too?”

“Sure, I’m just going to watch some lectures online and take notes. Feel free to watch too.”

She opened the laptop and laid on the floor in front of it. I followed suit, I bit my lip and inhaled to prevent moaning as the slippery precum-coated interior of the diaper slipped pleasantly against my erection.

Isabella hit play on the first lecture.

Halfway through the lecture I felt an old familiar urge. “Mommy? I have to pee.”

“Pee? I think you mean piddle, or make pee-pee.” She said absentmindedly, her eyes never leaving the screen. “Use your diaper, baby. That’s why it’s there.”

"Now shush. I'm studying." She grabbed my pacifier and jammed it into my mouth.

I gave up and clamped down on my bladder, forcing a spurt into my diaper. Undoing years of potty training wasn’t as easy. It felt like I had to consciously fight for every drop of relief.

I whimpered pathetically as I realized that I was actually fighting to piss myself, not hold it in.

I gasped as I finally managed to release the floodgates. A hissing sound signaled my perverse act as the urine pooled beneath me before soaking into the swelling padding of the diaper.

I shifted my weight and nearly gasped. My entire crotch was warm, damp, slick, soft, and squishy. With a huge amount of disgust I realized that every fiber of my body was begging me to hump the warm pussy-like pillow my cock was now buried in.

Ever since I was a teen I’d been watching porn and cumming multiple times per day…and now I was fighting a losing battle against my subconscious, my libido, and my entire sexual habits.

If I focused on the lecture, even for a few minutes, I found myself gently moving back and forth. If I stopped myself from humping, I missed everything our professor said in the video. I tried, as hard as I could, but soon I found myself slowly raising and lowering my hips as stealthily as I could.

Isabella gave no indication that she noticed me as I lost myself in a world of soft, damp, and lubricated sensations. It was all I could do just to stop myself from cumming. I’d slowly and stealthily hump with the speed of a glacier, right next to her…then stop and wait for everything to calm down. My cock was leaking precum at such a steady rate that it felt like the slimr made up half the liquid in the diaper.

I snapped to attention and stared at the lecture in front of me when the dorm door opened.

"How was he?" Asked Ashley.

Isabella, too focused on the lecture answered curtly:"Popped a boner during feeding."

"And what have you both been up to?"

Isabella wrote down a formula and then spoke with whatever small part of her mind she could spare from her studies.

"I've been studying for our final. He's been humping his diaper for the last four hours."

My mouth dropped. She knew?! Four hours?! No, it couldn't have been that-

Oh no. The light outside of the window indicated that it was now late in the afternoon. How could I have spent all this time humping a wet diaper instead of studying?!

"Four Hours?! Damn, Sissy must have some insane stamina!" Exclaimed Ashley in surprise.

"Nah, he just pumps twice really slowly then stops before he cums. No stamina at all."

"Huh. I wonder why he didn't just spurt his little loser load."

Isabella closed her laptop. "I think he's savoring his diaper. He just doesn't want it to end."

"Mmmmmgh!" I moaned into my pacifier. It wasn't like that at all!

"Sit up. Diaper check." Ashley commanded.

"Holy shit. There's like a whole pint of sissy slime in here! And his little prissy-stick is rock hard!"

I moaned in humiliation yet again.

"Big surprise. He's been horny as fuck for his diapers since this morning when you changed him. I don't think he'll go soft until he cums in that diaper."

Ashley used a finger to lift my chin until she was looking down into my eyes.

"Is that true, sweetie? Do you want to make stickies in your diaper?"

I moaned miserably into my pacifier, and shook my head no. It was a lie and we all knew it.

"Well then, I don't think your tiny little nub should be so hard, do you? Can you make it nice and soft for Mommy like a good girl?"

God, her eyes were so blue…I felt like zi could fall into them…and her voice was so sweet.

She looked down and pulled back the front of my waistband just as my cock throbbed. We both watched a large bead of precum form on the head.

Ashley smirked knowingly. "I really thought it'd take longer than a day. I guess he's just a natural baby. I'm already set to vote that he loves all of this."

Isabella zipped up her backpack. "Yeah, he definitely loves his diapers. I doubt he'll pass the final tomorrow. The sissy really found his wet diaper more important than even a little bit of studying."

Ashly patted my head. "Aw, poor little diaper bimbo. Nothing in that little mind but wet diapers. Good girl!"

"So we're confirmed he's staying in diapers until we all get a turn with a kink? How's the vote looking?" Asked Isabella.

Ashley turned away from me, and began talking as if I'd left the room.

"Well you and I are for, Chrissy has done nothing but lie so his vote is invalid, which leaves Kelly and Samantha who are both undecided."

"Who's sitting tomorrow?"

"Kelly."

"Well we'll see how that goes. Seeing how it's gone so far, It'll be a miracle if she somehow sees him as anything but a little diaper-loving sissy-boy."

"Where's Samantha stand?"

"She saw the video you sent of him humping away. She thinks maybe he was just studying the lecture so hard that he didn't notice what he was doing."

My heart soared, thank god for Samantha. At least someone was going to give me the benefit of the doubt.

Isabella walked over to me and yanked the pacifier from my mouth.

"What was the topic of the last lecture we watched?"

I-I couldn't remember!

"Monte Carlo Analysis, Mommy?" I asked fearfully.

Isabella smirked and returned the dummy to my mouth. "Yeah, there's zero probability of him passing tomorrow's test. And that's coming from someone who actually got good grades in statistics."

"Well, if he fails that test, Sam will probably vote in favor of him loving this kink."

"Well I hope he got all his studying over with. It's time for baby bedtime, and if he hasn't messed yet then he doesn't get a change."

As the locking panties slipped up my legs, I held onto a slim glimmer of hope. If I could pass tomorrow's test, and act manly in front of Kelly, I could still split the vote!


Chapter 6: The Makeover

It was Samantha's brilliant idea to pretend we couldn't see the cum. We weren't sure if he'd be dumb enough to buy it, but it worked like a charm. Now, with no humiliation or consequences he'll be training and growing his attraction to his diapers! In other news Ashley made some really official looking pamphlets about how to take care of 'acute stress-induced regression tendencies'. One even described the psychological rationale for spankings! Chris's mom was so grateful for them!

That night was the most restless I'd had in recent memory.

I normally slept face down, but I didn't dare do that now. The ache in my balls had spread throughout my groin. Every time my cock throbbed I could feel more lubricating precum slip from my body. If I could only have a minute alone with the ability to escape this disgusting garment!

All night long I thought of rationalizations for what I felt; excuses for my body's reaction to stimuli I found disgusting.

I kept telling myself that this was normal. I'd never had sex, so this was probably the closest thing to a pussy I'd ever felt, right? Therefore I"d been programmed over millions of years to enjoy these sensations.

I liked this train of thought. It was so obvious! It wasn't my fault that I was so horny! This diaper just happened to be the best thing my penis had ever felt!

"It's not my fault that it's the best thing I've ever felt." I said it over and over in my head. It became a mantra. If I could convince myself that my arousal was okay I'd at least not feel so disgusted with myself.

I tossed and turned still, trying to find some position where the tight, wet padding didn't tempt me to softly hump it, but it was hopeless.

To make matters worse I soon felt pressure building on the other side of the diaper. It wasn't too urgent, so I didn't pay it any mind. I'd simply release the mess into my already wet diaper right as Ashley woke up, then I'd only spend a few minutes in the filthy mess before she changed me.

The morning had other plans though.

A finger flicked my ear. I shot to full alert.

"Up ya get, shrimp-dick!" Kelly said excitedly. "No time to waste!"

"W-where's Ashley?" I asked.

"Fifty spanks."

"What?!"

"Your paci isn't in your mouth, AND you've addressed me twice now without a 'mommy'. I guess that brings you up to ninety spanks."

How could I be so careless?!

"Thank you Mommy for reminding me." I said demurely.

"Come sit in the bean bag. We have to get you ready for your final."

I sat up and felt a familiar urge. I opened my mouth and nearly asked when my next diaper change would be. Luckily I remembered the rule against doing so just in time.

I slowly stood and made my way to the small beanbag. Every movement felt so sensual. It literally felt like the sloppy front of my diaper was trying to milk me to orgasm.

Kelly positioned a folding chair in front of me, placed a bag next to it, and took her seat.

"Look up at me. Good girl. Now hold still."

I nearly screamed as a brush coated with foundation touched my face.

Makeup?! HDid she really expect me to go into my class like this?!

With no mirror I was forced to sit, unable to tell what horrors she was inflicting on my face.

Mascara was next, then eye liner, followed by blush.

"Now this may sting." She said as she put a shiny pink gloss on my lips. "It's the strongest lip plumper I could get."

Finally satisfied with my face, she pulled a wig from her bag and began positioning it on my head, brushing it, tugging at it, and adjusting stray hairs.

It was such a strange sensation, to suddenly have bangs tickling my forehead and long hair brushing my back.

"Here, suck this while I pick out your clothes. You'll be happy to know that you get to help pick your clothes today!"

I took the bottle full of lukewarm milk and obediently began to suck down the bland liquid.

She began fumbling in my dresser and closet. With each object she selected, it became more certain that there wasn't any part of my attire that I was going to like.

The liquid in the bottle emptied. I didn't dare break the order to suck the bottle, so I continued nursing at the rubber teat until Kelly returned her attention to me.

"Done with it, piss-pants?" She didn't even wait for me to nod, she simply pulled the bottle away. She returned it to her backpack.

"Now…breakfast!"

She lifted a plastic ziplock bag and a pair of scissors. Inside the bag was the same brown puree I'd eaten yesterday. This time, however, there was a lot more of it.

I grimaced at the thought of eating so much of the horrible concoction.

"No fun baby-themed feeding for you. I heard how excited opening up for the airplane gets your little baby worm."

"No it doesn't Mommy! I-"

"Is Ashley a liar?"

"But- I- … It got excited becau-"

"Is Isabella a liar too?"

"No Mommy."

"So you were softly humping your wet diaper for hours?"

"Yes, Mommy, but it's not my fault!"

"It's not? Did someone else make you hump your diaper?"

I was nearly crying. I felt like I was going to cry from all the anger and frustration. I tried to remember all the rationalizations and excuses I'd thought all night.

Kelly sighed impatiently. "Well, Huggies-humper? You have 3 seconds or I'll double your spanking."

The sudden threat and deadline interrupted me.

I've never been a quick thinker, especially when feeling intense fear, anger, and frustration.

"It's wasn't my fault! I'm built to love it!"

That didn't sound right! I had to explain how evolution programmed me to respond to similar stimuli! It was the closest thing to a pussy I'd felt!"

"The diaper just happens to be the best thing I've felt so far!"

I winced. I was just digging a deeper hole for myself.

"Mommy- what I meant was-"

Kelly pressed a finger to my lips. Her mouth hung open in shock.

She slowly lowered her finger. "So all the times and ways you've had sex just can't compare with a filthy diaper? Really?!"

The gravity of what I'd said hit me like a freight train. My heart stopped as I realized that I now had to admit to hundreds of lies about my sexual history.

"Mommy, I -I lied. I've never had sex." I choked out the confession in a whisper while I looked at the floor.

Kelly just smiled. "Nice try, potty-pants. Y'know, I thought the others were exaggerating… but you really love this! You need your pissy diapers!"

I gasped. "No!"

She believed my slip-up over my confession! How could she believe I liked this wearable toilet more than an actual pussy?! Was that really more believable than being a virgin?!

She raised an eyebrow. "No? You dare to try denying it at this point? God, you're such a pussy."

I clenched my fists as hot tears of angry frustration ran down my cheeks.

Kelly lifted my chin do my gaze met hers. "Tell you what." She said kindly, wiping away my tears. "I'm going to hit record on my phone, and you're going to repeat the truth."

"But-"

"And if you do it sincerely, honestly, and believably, I'll forget all about your spanking."

I gulped. I knew I had to take the deal. She'd just tell the others anyway, and it wasn't like she didn't already have a mountain of embarrassing moments posted on the blackmail blog.

"O-okay Mommy." I croaked.

"Good girl."

She raised her phone, and I thought hard to retrace Everything I'd said wrong.

"I- I mean… I think… I was made for my diapers." I spoke slowly, forcing every word from my throat where they seemed to be fighting to stay.

"I love them. They feel …they're the best things I've ever felt." A tear ran down my cheek and a choked back a sob.

Kelly interjected here. "You really love your pissy, messy, stinky diapers more than pussy? More than masturbating? More than actual sex?"

I looked down at the floor. "Yes." I sobbed. "They feel so soft and wet and squishy."

"And that's why you spent all yesterday humping the same sopping wet diaper you're wearing now?"

I was too emotional to speak. I just nodded, still looking at the floor.

"Thank you, Chrissy. I know that wasn't easy to say." Kelly said solemnly.

She lowered her phone, and the solemn understanding look melted into a smirk.

"Well, I guess that's the end of any masculinity or sex appeal you ever tricked yourself into thinking you'd attained."

"Yes Mommy." I said sadly. To think I started today hoping to show her that I wasn't a diaper lover.

"But now, back to breakfast." She said cheerfully.

Kelly lifted the ziplock bag of disgusting mush, snipped off a corner with the scissors, and stuffed the open end into my mouth.

"Suck down your mush, baby." She commanded. With a small squeeze of the bag a huge load of goop shot into my mouth causing my cheeks to bulge. With every swallow, my mouth would be instantly refilled.

I swallowed and swallowed with no time to chew. It felt like I was being waterboarded with baby food!

My stomach was cramped, I felt bloated and full. I tried to pull away, but Kelly had a hand on the back of my head.

By the time the bag emptied I felt like I was going to explode, and I was gasping for air.

"Wasn't that fast? Perfect for the baby with a final to get to. Speaking of which. Time to choose your outfit."

She motioned to the bed.

"On the left we have tiny shorts and a t-shirt. You may be inclined to choose it because it's somewhat normal. However, the shorts will make it CLEAR that you're wearing a mushy diaper. If you choose this option everyone will know you are just a person with a diaper fetish."

She then turned and presented the other option. "On the right is a baby girl dress with knee-high socks, mary-janes, and a baby bonnet. The dress may also just hide your soggy butt. You might not intuitively WANT this option, but the whole outfit is SO ridiculous that most people will just think it's a joke, or a costume. Most will think you just lost a bet. If you ask me, this is the smarter option; hiding in plain sight and all that.

When presented like that I knew what I had to choose. Saying I lost a bet was a lot better of an excuse.

"The one on the right, Mommy."

Kelly lifted her phone and began recording again.

"What do you want to wear today again, baby?"

"The dress, Mommy."

"Be more specific sweetie. You have so many! Which one do you want to wear to your final?" She asked motherly.

"Please Mommy, may I wear the pink baby girl dress to my class?" I asked meekly.


Chapter 7: The Exam

Of course he’s a virgin! DId he really think we were stupid enough to believe that he’s had multiple three-ways? Sure there was some room for doubt, but we were always 99% sure he was lying. It became 100% once we saw his pathetic little stiffy. I don’t care what he uses it, there’s no way that little thing could ever make a woman cum six times in one night. I suppose what we’re doing is a blessing. Better that he spend his life in diapers than taking out his sexual frustrations and inadequacies on a future spouse!

I stood before my reflection in Ashley's floor mirror.

I slowly reached up and touched my cheek in macabre fascination. Was that person in the mirror really me?

Before me stood an absolutely infantile girl. The makeup and pigtails made the age hard to pin down. To me she looked like a 16 year old doing her best to look like a toddler. I knew Kelly was the best in her cosmetology class, but this was insane!

The pink bonnet framed a face with cute rosy cheeks and plump glistening lips. Somehow she'd made my whole face look softer and rounder. Even my eyes looked a little bigger.

I turned and pulled at the hem of the absurd baby dress. I could only hide the puffy diaper cover from the front or the back, but not both. I was starting to regret this clothing choice.

"And now the final touch." Said Kelly.

I turned and my mouth dropped open at what she was proudly holding up.

"Surprise! I was thinking about the best way to make sure you sucked your paci in public, and I think this is the solution. You can't hide it since your dress has no pockets, and it's too big to conceal."

She approached and slowly pressed the head of the penis-shaped pacifier to my lips.

"If you suck it all the way in nobody will see what a cock-sucker you are. Isn't that clever? Now the harder you practice servicing real men, the less likely anyone will see the dildo you're drooling over!"

"Mmgghgh!" I cried as inch after inch of the thick silicone pressed into my mouth. When the outer shield pressed against my lips so did the head on the entrance of my throat.

Kelly ignored my coughing and gurgling. "Time for baby to go to school!" She announced.

"Here you go, baby, it's for the test." She said, pressing a large pink crayon into my right hand.

"Out the door you go!" She said, pulling me roughly by the arm.

"Mmmmmm!" I sobbed. I didn't care about the exam anymore! I couldn't leave the dorm like this!

"Out, Sissy!"

With a hard shove from Kelly I found myself stumbling out into the hall.

I wheeled around and tried to run back, but Kelly was too quick. The door closed with a slam and locked. Literally shaking with the shame of my appearance, I began to make my way to class.

The walk to class was a nightmare. The dress with it's petticoats flounced and bounced as I walked, displaying the massive swollen object swaddling my crotch. Everyone either whispered to each other as I passed, outright laughed at me, or quietly suppressed various giggles and snickers.

The worst part was the precum. The front of the diaper had already been made slippery and wet over the last 24 hours, and now I found it slipping and sliding side to side as I walked.

By the time I left the dorms my penis had been rubbed to a full erection. Another hundred feet and it was throbbing and pulsing like crazy.

Now, hundreds of feet from the exam room I found myself red in the face and panting. I was so close to orgasm! I hadn't gone this long without masturbating in months! Every five steps I found myself stopping to wait for my libido to calm.

I couldn't stop fantasizing about finally releasing all this pressure. It would be so easy! It would only take a rub or two on the outside of the diaper! Every second I was sure that nobody was looking I found myself being tempted to simply rub the front of the diaper.

By the time I reached the exam room, I was twenty minutes late. My knees were wobbly. My breath was ragged, and my cock throbbed and pulsed against the slick interior. To make matters even worse, I’d begun actively fighting to keep from soiling myself. Yesterday’s large meal had finally made its way all the way through me, and it’s need for release was quite uncomfortable. Even my bladder was so full it ached. I shuffled from one foot to the other, and used what little mental focus I had left to contain the inevitable messes before opening the door to the lecture hall.

Everyone sat facing away from the doors, but a few people still turned from their tests to look at who could possibly be this late. I blushed bright red and bit the cock pacifier hard as I quickly shuffled into the room and sat at the nearest desk.

Every move I made was a symphony of humiliation. My plastic diaper cover squeaked. The back of my diaper crinkled, and my petticoats rustled and swished loudly with every move I made. Every muscle in my body felt stiff. I felt like my soul wanted to claw out of my body to escape the stares and sniggers that I was getting from around the room.

When I was finally seated the professor approached, and placed a blank exam paper on my desk.

“Lose a bet?” He said with a smile.

I just nodded and flushed a deeper crimson.

He returned to his desk and I looked at the first page of the exam. I quickly signed the top of the page. I didn’t have time to reflect on how ridiculous the pink crayon looked on the college document. I had to hurry! I was already so far behind! I only had 30 minutes to take a test that had been designed to take up a full hour!

I scanned the first page. There were seven questions. With dread I realized that there was no way I could answer any of them. The test wasn’t multiple choice, and I hadn’t paid any attention to the topics in the video lectures yesterday. I could hazard a guess for two of them…but I didn’t even have an educated guess for the rest.

I felt like I was going to cry, or hyperventilate, or possibly both at the same time. I flipped to the next page. It was the same situation. Any hopes I had of proving to Samantha and Isabella that I had actually been studying and not lost in the bliss of humping urine-soaked padding was gone.

One by one every student in the room handed in their exam and left.

Sitting back hopelessly, I reviewed the few questions I thought I’d answered correctly. Then I saw it. I’d signed my name ‘Chrissy’! I tried to scrape off the last two letters, but the awful pink crayon remained.

I stood with the goal of making  my way to turn in the test. As I stood though, A cramp signaled the end of my resistance. I pressed against the back of my diaper futily and gasped as I felt the awful sensation of my tired anus betraying me.

My legs shook, and I froze like a deer in the headlights as a loud, wet, sickening fart announced what was happening to the entire class. This was different from diarrhea. This time the thick, mushy play-doh like log pushed against the padding, requiring me to actually push it out before mushing and spreading between my cheeks.

The messing was (of course) accompanied by the full release of my bladder which flooded my diaper with a loud, long hiss.

When I’d finally finished publicly shitting and pissing in a diaper in front of my peers I had the realization that i’d instinctively entered a slight crouch.

I stood quickly and pulled at the hem of my dress in some strange attempt to regain some semblance of dignity I’d never had,

I could feel the heat of dozens of gazes and muffled giggles. As I continued waddling to the desk. The crinkling might as well have been a hundred decibels in the quiet lecture hall.

Even the professor was fighting to keep from laughing as I placed the exam on top of the other submissions, and quickly waddled out of the room.

I was fighting back tears all the way back to my dorm. I kept trying to look at the bright side of things. At least most of the students were gone at the end of finals week. At least people just assumed that I’d lost a bet. At lest most people had already finished the exam and left.

The walk back was even worse for me. The thicker, wetter, messier diaper forced me to waddle with my legs spread. This caused the diaper to rub even more, slipping to the left and right against my poor frustrated penis. The warm, damp padding even felt good on as it cradled my achingly full balls. I was soon drenched in sweat as I strained to not cum just from walking across campus.

I entered the dorm room  to find Isabella, Samantha, Ashly, and Kelly waiting for me.

“Surprise!” They yelled.

They all stood around a cake with a single lit candle on it. Fancy script on the cake read ‘Congratulations, It’s a Girl!’.

“mmmmm” I moaned miserably into the rubber cock.

“We had the vote and guess what? It was unanimous!” said Ashley.

I knew it would be. How could it not? Despite my best attempts, all the evidence always seemed to point the wrong way.

“Aww, don’t be sad, baby. don’t you see the upside? There’s no point in pretending that you don’t want to cum in your current attire! You can cum all you want!” Ashley said happily.

“Baby wants to make stickies so badly in his pampers!” Said Kelly, placing a hand on the front of my diaper. Just the pressure of her hand put me on the edge.

“Oh, It’s so warm! so wet! haha! I can feel your little clitty in there! She’s so hard!

“Dude, stop pretending you hate it. Come here.” Isabella said, leading across the room.

On the floor was a rolled up pillow from my bed.

“We decided to give you a final test. All you have to do is hump that pillow in your current outfit for ten seconds. If you somehow don’t cum, we’ll undo all the baby stuff.”

I whimpered into the pacifier. There was no way i’d ever pass the test in my current state. This felt more like a publix execution than a test.

I slowly got onto my knees, then lowered myself to the carpet, with my hands I pressed the pillow against the diaper. I tried to think of baseball…economics…anything!

“3-2-1- GO!”

I thrusted into the pillow, and immediately came harder than I ever had before, I moaned loudly as pulse after pulse of my prostate spurted hot ropes of semen into the wet folds of the diaper. I twitched and spasmed. My legs shook. I felt like I was going to lose consciousness. I felt light-headed. I thrusted hard into the pillow twice more, as the spurts turned to a trickle…then a dribble… and then finally it was over.

Tears began to roll down my face as I bit down hard on the pacifier. I lay there on the pillow, a diaper full of all three bodily functions, surrounded by hot women who would never see me as a man again.

“What was that… one second?” Said Kelly. I didn’t even have to look up to know she’d been recording everything.

“looks like someone’s staying in diapers!” said Ashley. “But with winter break coming up, we’ll probably have to wait until we’re all back in January to try another kink.”

“So our little guy has to stay in diapers over break?” asked Isabella.

“Well that's the rules. We all have to try a kink before he’s allowed a break from his babyhood.”

“That’s the one and a half months for winter break, plus a month as the game continues… at least he makes such a cute baby girl!”

“Fuck that.” I thought bitterly. By this time tomorrow I”d be in my old room at home with Mom. I’d spend my break playing video games and watching TV like I always did. I certainly would NOT be wearing any diapers at home.

“Alright who wants some cake?” Asked Kelly.

“Yeah, I’ve been wanting a slice all morning!” Said Isabella. “Chrissy has to eat with his hands though.”

They all laughed.

“And afterward we’ll have the  initiatory shaving party!” said Ashley excitedly.

“Mmmgh?” I asked, sitting up onto my knees.

“Don’t worry, sissy. We’ll soon have you cleaned up, and have all that nasty boy body hair gone. Maybe it’ll make that little nub you used to call a penis look a little bigger!” Said Kelly with a giggle.

I couldn’t wait for this to be over. Tomorrow I would be free. Tomorrow I would wear normal underwear. Tomorrow I’d lay in a bed that didn’t have a rubber sheet on it!


Chapter 8: Home Again

One second! He only lasted one second! he just keeps providing no end of humiliating blackmail content! He’s so simple and gullible too! We all pretended that we couldn’t see the absolutely massive load of sissy cream he pumped into his diaper and he just accepted it! I wouldn’t put it past him to fuck his wet diapers anytime he gets even a slight erection now!

“What do you mean ‘no’?! I yelled.

“I meant ‘no’. You aren’t wearing underwear to the airport. Until you get home, we’re still your mommies.” Said Ashley. “And if you know what’s good for you you’ll remember to address me respectfully as ‘Mommy’. Okay, baby?”

“Yes Mommy, but …at least unlock the diaper cover!”

“If I did that, you’d immediately take off your diaper in the airport bathroom. No, the cover stays locked.”

“But how will I take it off, Mommy!?”

“I already mailed a key to your house. It’s out for delivery today. When you get home you may change.” She said.

“Fine…Mommy.” I said, crossing my arms grumpily.

She approached and clipped the adult pacifier to my shirt. “I made sure to pack some diapers and covers for you. Would you like a bottle to drink on the ride to the airport?”

“No, Mommy!” I said, spitting the words out angrily. I couldn’t wait to get out of here and away from this nightmare.

“Well safe travels and be a good girl!” she called as I grabbed my backpack and stormed out of the dorm in a crinkly huff.

As soon as the door closed behind me I unclipped the pacifier and stuffed it into the pocket of my jeans. At least I had been dressed in normal clothing. As long as nobody listned or looked too closely it would be hard to tell I was securely locked into diapers.

I was thankful to make it through the security checkpoint without any issues.

As I sat on the airport toilet, loudly filling my diaper for what was certainly the last time, I began fantasizing about rushing into the house, unlocking this hateful ‘garment’ and hiding all the childish objects in the dumpster. My mom would never know, and I would be free.

My fantasies were interrupted by the familiar swelling of yet another erection. With no small amount of shame I quickly rubbed the front of my diaper, panting quietly as I came within seconds. I’d spent the whole night cumming in the diaper, humping and rubbing it to no end. What was one more sticky load of semen among all the rest?

I thought of having to clean up this disgusting mess when I got home and shuddered. That was the nice part about having ‘mommies’ I supposed. I never even looked down when they changed me.

At least cum didn’t show in the diaper. That was one less humiliation I’d had to endure. It must have soaked into the padding or gotten diluted in the rest of the mess.

I waddled out of the bathroom. While a messy diaper made it harder to walk it at least decreased the rustling noise I made when I moved.

The plane flight was mostly uneventful. I wet a couple more times, and masturbated once more in the airplane bathroom. Wearing what felt like a fleshlight was driving my libido through the roof.

every time i wet the stupid diaper, the warm trickle would trigger an erection that wouldn’t go away until I’d satisfied it by pressing my hands into the soft padding and humping slowly to orgasm.

The plane landed, and I left the plane as quickly as I could.

Mum had offered to drive me back from the airport, but I insisted that I’d just get an uber to save her the trouble. It shouldn’t bee to hard to get the key and escape this awful situation.

One car ride later I stood in front of my childhood home. the sights, smells, and sounds of the peaceful suburban neighborhood brought back hundreds of nostalgic moments. It was good to be back.

I checked the mailbox. There it was, a letter with no return address. It was addressed to ‘Mommy’s Little Diaper-slut Chrissy’.

I tore it open. There was only a small card. It read: Did you cum in your diapers already? Of course you did, baby! Enjoy your little vacation away from the stresses of adult worries!”

“The fuck?!” I whispered. Where was the key?! In anger I ripped up the card and envelope, and threw them into the dumpster.

I’d just have to hope Mom couldn’t tell I was padded. I’d get some tools from the garage, and cut the chain holding this slimy thing around my waist.

My phone buzzed. I opened it to see a single text from Ashley. "Remember your secret little baby blog!"

I deleted it.

I unlocked the front door and entered.

"Chris!" Exclaimed my mom.

She ran forward and gave me a huge hug. I strategically kept my waist away from hers. I couldn't risk her feeling the diaper.

Then, out of nowhere, I got the absolute biggest shock of my life. Her hand moved toward me and groped the front of the diaper.

"AAH! MOM!" I exclaimed in horror.

"Aww, did my sweetums have a wet, soggy flight?" She asked sweetly.

Her other hand dropped from it's position on my back and squeezed the back of my diaper. Hot, wet poop squished forward and back. The squelching sound was loudly audible.

"Mom!"

"Oh, peepees and stinky poopoos! What a messy lil’ baby!”

“Mom! Stop!” My heart raced my brain was going a million miles an hour. DId Ashley blackmail my mom? was Mom in on it? Manipulated? Could the girls have paid my mom to act like this? What was going on?!

“Come on potty pants! Let’s get you cleaned!” Why was she so chipper about this? Wouldn’t any normal mom be disgusted and abhorred by their college-aged son wearing diapers?! Was she brainwashed?!

In a shocked daze I allowed her to lead me by the hand to my old room. However, nothing could have prepared me for what was inside. Everything of mine was gone. My bed had been replaced with a crib. The dresser, once a normal dark brown wood, was now pink and white. When I left the walls had been a normal white, now they were a very light pink, with darker baby pink around the window sills and baseboards. Hanging from the closet door was an adult-sized baby jumper, and a large playpen in another corner was filled with large blocks, dolls, and various other toys fit for babies and toddlers.

“Mom- Why are you-”

“Because I love you, silly!” She said, booping me on the nose. Now get over to the changing matt before that little butt of yours gets a rash!”

I walked, still dazed and confused into the room. How was any of this happening?!

A firm press to my shoulders indicated that I was to lay down, which I complied with.

“Mom…please…don’t!” I whimpered. Having your pants undone and pulled down by a hot girl who plans to diaper you is one thing, but my actual mother was a whole other level of humiliation.

She reached into a pocket and produced a key, using it to unlock the diaper cover.

“Phew! Someone’s a stinky lil’ pooper!” she said, pinching her nose at the stench released by the removed plastic cover.

“Now let’s inspect the damage!”

“Mom no!” I tried to stop her from undoing the diaper tapes, but she just swatted my hands away before ripping them off one by one.

Cold air hit my damp skin, and I felt my balls contract as the diaper was pulled from my body. I didn’t dare look down at what was present in the diaper. I instead looked up at my mom’s reaction.

She let out a sigh. For the first time since I’d gotten home she looked a little disappointed. Without even looking at me, she turned and pulled out her phone, and made a phone call.

I felt so disgusting, laying there fully exposed in the middle of my mess.

“Hello? Doctor Adams?”

Doctor Adams? as in Ashley Adams? So that was it. the psych major was pretending to be a full-on psychologist!

“Yes, Doctor. It’s just like you said. No, there’s no mistaking it. Yes. Well, I don’t know how many times. There’s certainly a lot of it.”

There was a pause. My ears strained to hear what Ashley was saying, but the phone was too far away.

“Yes, I got the package. I just thought that I wouldn’t need it so soon! Yes. I suppose it is more serious.”

There was another long pause.

“Of course, Doctor. I’ll keep you informed of everything he does.”

There was another more brief pause

“Yes Doctor. I’ll especially let you know if he’s ever disobedient or talks back. Thank you so much. Mmhmm…bye!”

She hung up the phone, and then returned to cleaning me with a steady supply of baby wipes.

“Thank god for Doctor Adams, right baby? wasn’t it nice of her to give you all those sessions free of charge, and teach me how to properly care for you?”

“Mom! She’s not a doctor! That’s my roommate! She’s tricking you into doing all this! I’m NOT crazy! I don’t want diapers!” I yelled.

She sighed once again, and talked patiently as she continued wiping me. “Your conscious mind wants to be an adult, but we both know that the next time you’re stressed you’ll break down into a baby again, seeking the safety and nurturing of a Mommy. I know you are lashing out and angry right now, but that’s no reason to lie about Doctor Adams.”

I batted my hands against the floor as she lifted my legs up to wipe my butt.

“Mom! Please listen to me! None of that is real! I never had a breakdown!”

She continued methodically cleaning me and talking patiently like I hadn’t said anything. “Now for the rest of the break you’re going to be the perfect little girl. Hopefully that will give your subconscious all the safety and security your conscious mind has always been too afraid to ask for.”

“Mom! I’m not crazy!”

“Doctor Adams suggested I talk to your econ professor for more details about your breakdown. Do normal college students use their diapers in front of the class? Or fill out their final exam in pink crayon? Do they sign it with a girl's name and only get fourteen percent as the grade?"

I felt ike I was being buried alive. and Ashley was instructing my mom on how to nail the lid onto the coffin.

“So for the rest of your break you get to be a baby. You will act like a baby, and play with baby toys. No adult activities will be allowed in any way.”

“Moooom!” I whined. This was going to be worse than anything I’d endured at the hands of my ‘friends’!

She lowered my butt onto a new, clean diaper. This one appeared bulkier and thicker than anything I'd worn before.

“And to make sure your diaper-loving conscious mind doesn’t spoil your regression for your subconscious…your doctor provided me with a special tool.”

She stood, and retrieved a small box before returning to where I lay.

“First, the ring.” she muttered to herself. She looked in the box then back to me a few times. “The smallest one then, I hope it’s small enough.”

I felt her grab my genitals, her cold hands made me wince.

“And now the nub.” Something even colder and tighter than her grip was forced over my penis, which shrank at it’s touch.

“The lock core next-”

*click

I had no idea what she’d put on me, but I didn’t like the description so far. Mom then sprinkled some powder liberally all over my crotch and sealed me in the diaper.

I experimentally tried to close my legs. The padding wouldn’t even let me get my knees within two feet of each other.

I reached down and tried to feel what she’d just locked onto me, but all I could feel was something vague and hard.

“Mom, what did you put on me? What does it-”

“It’s called a clitty cage. It’ll keep your silly peepee small and cozy in a new metal home. The only thing you’ll be doing in your diapers is peepee and poopoo! Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Mom! I would never cum in-”

“Enough with the lies. Your last diaper was dripping with your nasty little juices!

I gasped. Asley and the rest of them had lied about it not being visible!

It all became clear now. Even if I hadn’t masturbated by now, I would have done it at some point, fully believing the evidence would be hidden. No matter what my mom had been prepared to lock on the clitty cage! I had been trapped from the beginning!

"Now, as you can see, I've spared no expense! Nothing is too good for my baby!"

She leaned in close and whispered softly. "Don't worry sweetie. You enjoy this time and be the pretty little girl you need to be. Mommy has you. Mommy will take care of you, and Mommy will baby you so hard that you'll be ready to return to college."

I felt like I was falling down an inescapable pit. I knew I had to comply. I had no choice. Now I knew why Ashley sent that text about the blackmail. Mom would be reporting everything I did to her. If I didn't play along my social life would be over forever.

I had barely lasted a few days of chaste diapering. How would I survive a month and a half?!

"Mom-"

"Mommy."

"Mommy, how will I show you that I don't need to be a baby anymore?"

"Sorry sweetie. I can’t tell you that or you may fake the signs. Now dry your eyes. You’ve had a hard day.”

I felt the adult-sized pacifier between my lips and choked back a sob as I opened my mouth, accepting it obediently.

“That’s my good girl. Now for some soft, fluffy pajamas and a nap.”

“mmmgh mmmg mmmm!” I sobbed miserably.

“Come Chrissy.”

Unable to walk with the massive diaper, followed my mom to the crib, where she helped me climb in.

“Mama will be back in a minute with a nice warm bottle and a stuffy!

Now inside the room I looked around. A corner in the far wall held a large recliner with a shelf full of storybooks. I could already see myself forced to snuggle up with Mommy while she read me stories.

Another shelf near the ground was piled with various coloring books and crayons. I shuddered at the thought of laying on the floor spending hours every day mindlessly coloring.

My room, once the perfect man cave for an angsty young man, was now the most idyllic nursery that money could buy. If I were actually a fan of diapers this would be a utopia.

Fuck this! I wasn’t about to lay around in a crib for a month and a half shitting myself and playing with blocks!

In a move of unthinking defiance and anger, I unzipped the fleece onesie, and ripped off the diaper tapes. I sat up to look at the horrible ‘clitty cage’ that had been locked on me.

I gripped the metal tube and pulled hard.

“Ow!” I yelped. The damn thing was attached tightly around my balls! I switched tactics and  began pushing and prodding my penis through the bars of the cage.

Yes! If I kept this up, I could get it out the back of the cage! Then I’d see about freeing my balls.

“Chrissy! What do you think you’re doing?!”

I froze, I hadn’t heard my mom yell that angrily since I was a child!

“I’m not a baby, Mommy!”

I cringed, Why’d I say ‘Mommy’?!

“I’m an adult, and I don’t need this clitty cage!” I said indignantly.

Mom walked cooly over to the crib, lowered the side, and grabbed my ear in an iron grip. I found myself shuffling on my knees yelling as I was dragged to a padded ottoman.

“Over it.” She said. “Or I call Doctor Adams.”

I couldn’t believe what was happening. Surely she was just bluffing! Was she really going to spank me?! My mom had never spanked me once in my entire life!

Afraid of the potential blackmail release, and confident in my mother’s gentle nature I took the position over the Ottoman.

She reached under the Ottoman and produced…CUFFS?!

“I didn’t want these, but your girlfriend told me that she’s had to restrain you for all your spankings.” She said as she tightened the padded restraints around my wrists.

“Girlfriend? Mom, I don’t have a-”

*CRACK!*

“AAAAAH!” I screamed in pain. I don’t know what she used to swat my exposed rear, but it was unlike anything i’d felt before. It was even worse than anything Ashley and the girls had subjected me to.

I heard a rustling of paper.

“Let’s see. Where was that? Oh yes. Fifty for removing the pacifier. Twenty for not saying Mommy. One hundred for playing with herself. 10 talking back…”

She tossed a pamphlet onto the floor. where it fell open. From where I lay I could read “Discipline: A Regression Guide by Doctor Ashly Adams.

On one of the open leafs was the heading “Too Light/Ineffective” with medical looking shots of butts that were pink or light red.

Below it was “Effective Discipline” with pictures of badly spanked dark blue and red butt cheeks.

“I’m so sorry, Chrissy. I knew I should have done this right from the start, but I thought if I was gentle and loving you’d respond better.

“Mom! I’m sorry! Please don’t do this! I’ll wear the diaper I’ll-”

*CRACK!

AAAAAUGH! I screamed.

“Only two hundred and four left now.” She said. “Be a good girl and count them out so I don’t forget where I am.”

“Please Mommy!” I begged

*CRACK!

my begging turned to frantic please, which slowly lost their coherence until It was just a long stream of blubbering and crying.

Halfway through the spanking I would have eagerly agreed to wear diapers for the rest of my life, if only to stop the awful barrage.

By the end of the spanking I didn’t even have the energy to kick my legs. I was utterly defeated and broken.

When the spanking stopped, I was led back to the changing pad, where i was redressed just as I had been. This time, however, my hands were locked up in thick, fluffy mittens.

Ashley had won. There was nothing I could say or do to escape now. The defeat absolutely devastated whatever resistance I might have been planning. My entire winter break would be a life as a chaste, innocent, simple-minded toddler.

Decimating whatever was left of my pride, I got off the changing mat,  crawled to the person who was now my mommy, and placed my head in her lap.

“Thank you for my spanking, Mommy. I think I’m ready to be a good girl now.”

“She looked down at me lovingly and tussled my hair.

“Good. That’s my good girl.”

She led me to the storytime nook where we cuddled in the lazyboy while she read me a few fairytales. After the worst spanking of my life I was so emotionally drained and physically exhausted that I found myself fighting to stay awake right there with my head on her chest.

My final act before drifting off to sleep was to release my bladder into the bunny-soft fluff between my legs, a final signal that I had completely given up.

Mommy, hearing the soft hiss of a diaper wetting,  paused halfway through a sentence and kissed the top of my head.

“Good baby.” Were the last words I heard before I fell asleep.


Chapter 9: A New Meal

We are keeping in touch all through winter break. Every time Chrissy acts out or rebels, his mom note sit and reports it to ‘his doctor’. We’d like to branch into more ‘sissy’ stuff, but that may have to wait until January. We consider his break to be ‘Baby Training Boot Camp’. By the time he comes back to campus he’ll be champing at the bit for ANYTHING sexually fulfilling! He’s going to be the most desperate diaper slut ever!

“Mooommmyyyy” I whined plaintively.

“Hush now, Chrissy. This will be happening at least once a day, regardless of how you cry about it. Adams said that you must breastfeed, or simulate breast feeding regularly as a trust and regression exercise. From now on I want you to pick a time once a day to paw at Mommy’s boobies and ask nicely for mommy’s milk. Are you going to be good, or do you need a spanking?

I was already laying across her lap with my head supported in her arm, also known as the proper nursing position. She looked down at me threateningly over the top of her large breasts, hidden only by a bra.

I gulped. This was so wrong. This was so taboo. I knew that she saw absolutely nothing sexual in this. To her it was just a trust exercise between a mommy and her baby, but it had been several days since I’d cum on the trip home, and I found myself humping random objects in the nursery or rubbing my diaper front in futility on the rare occasions when I was left alone.

I wondered who had come up with this ‘trust exercise’. It sounded like one of Kelly’s ideas. They were probably all laughing about how I’d be spending the break sucking on my mommy’s nipples.

I raised a mittened hand and stroked my mom’s breast. It was the only boob i’d ever felt.

“M-Mommy. May I please nurse?”

“Babies don’t say ‘nurse’, sweetie.”

“May I -” I paused and forced myself not to think about what I was asking for. “May I please have some of your milk, Mommy?”

“Yes, my little love.” She said motherly.

WIth her free hand she unclipped the front of her bra. Both her large, soft breasts spilled out, jiggling as they fell free. Her nipple grazed my cheek, and rested just below my chin.

Mommy guided it to my lips.

“There you go, babygirl. Latch onto Mommy.”

Of course she wasn’t lactating. That would be impossible, but the goal of Ashley and the rest of the group was met. I had officially hit an even lower low.

Just as I’d feared, and despite my disgust for what I was doing, the incredible horniness I was experiencing had started the telltale swelling in my diaper. I squirmed slightly as I felt the pressure of the cage increase.

“mmmm!” I moaned as I felt my cage reach capacity and begin pulsing and throbbing in the confines of my diaper. I tried not to think about the soft, round, warm nipple in my mouth, or the pillow-like breast pressing against my face.

“Good girl! Does mommy taste good? You’re sucking so hard! What a good girl!”

I shut my eyes and tried to think of anything other than what I was doing. For just a brief moment, I thought I tasted a few drops of something sweet in my mouth. I must have imagined it. Breasts didn’t just spontaneously start lactating.

Mommy repositioned herself and I found the other nipple being guided into my mouth.

My balls were being pulled quite painfully by the cage, but my penis could not be dissuaded from pulling.

This time I definitely tasted something! What the fuck?! My stomach rolled, I felt sick. I pulled away from her breast, In the moment I could only gasp:

“Mommy! Y- you have milk!”

“Is my little girl surprised? I’m making it just for you, sweetie!”

“Mommy, How?!”

“Well, ever since I was sent the flier, I knew I'd need to do this trust exercise. Doctor Adams said it would stir up comforting feelings to actually breastfeed.

“But -you can’t, i mean- that’s impossible!”

Don’t you know, baby? Mommies can do anything. I just went to the doctor and said I wanted to induce lactation to donate the breastmilk. I got the prescription that very day.”

“Luckily the hormones are working faster than average, but it’s still only a few drops. Don’t you worry though! If you keep stimulating Mommy’s breasts, Mommy will produce more faster!” She sounded so excited, happy even!

“But- but-” God, this was awful! Fake breastfeeding was bad enough, but this?! This was insane!

“Now enough talking, baby.”

She guided her nipple back to my lips. Yet again I didn’t know how many spanks I would be due for refusing ‘Mommy’s milk’, but if I knew the girls, it would be an incredibly high number.

I opened my mouth and took the nipple into my mouth. As I forced myself to suck, I began noticing the occasional droplet of sweet breastmilk, whimpering as I swallowed it.

“ssshhh, there’s a good girl.”


Chapter 10: Back to School

Ever since my baby came back for break, I’ve felt so…close to him. I know that the end goal should be to get him back to his male status, and succeeding in college, but when he falls asleep nursing at my breast, or I get him to giggle at a silly voice during story time everything just feels so …right. I asked Doctor Adams if  it wouldn’t be best to held him back for a semester….then for the summer. Of course, I couldn’t tell Chrissy anything about how long he’d been here, or how long he’d stay. Babies don’t know the future. They don’t have a concept of time.

The days blurred together into a consistent infantile haze of breastfeeding, naps, storytime, playing with toys, and diaper changes.

I felt like my brain was dying from lack of stimulation. Often times I found myself zoning out for long periods of time, coming back only when I realized I was using my diaper.

I still had to push to make poopies, but peepee was easy.

That was another thing. Calling my mom ‘mommy hundreds of times every day, and only being exposed to baby vocabulary was fucking with my head. Most of the time I thought of my mother I found myself calling her ‘Mommy’ in my head.

It was the same for ‘peepee’ and ‘poopies’. It was also probably true for a whole bunch of words I hadn’t even noticed.

It was like spending a month in another country where everyone had strong accents. With enough time fully immersed in the culture, it’s unavoidable to pick up the accent.

If the nursery were a country, the national language would be ‘baby’, and I wasn’t just exposed to it, I was actively forcing myself to speak it fluently daily. Was it even a surprise that ‘Mom’ was quickly becoming ‘Mommy’?

The only game outside of ‘stack the blocks’ or ‘dress the barbie’ that I have is ‘be a good baby’. I suppose I actually started trying to win it out of pure boredom.

Of course, at this point my balls felt so large, swollen, and tender that any thought of how I used to simply jack off brought me nearly to tears.

I used to hump my stuffies in an attempt to feel anything through the clitty cage, but once Mommy saw me doing that she installed a nanny-cam. Anything sexual at all lead to a nasty punishment.

Strangely, this led to nearly constant diaper usage. I couldn’t even touch the front of my diapers without a punishment, which meant the only thing I could ever feel was the trickle of piss and the pooling of urine around my balls.

I know, it sounds disgusting… but I was desperate. It was literally the only sexual sensation I could feel. I wasn’t even allowed to sleep on my stomach anymore!

I kept squeezing my bladder, all day long, from morning to night. every little spurt that trickled down my balls felt better than the last as my desperation increased with each passing day.

Sometimes at night I’d awake to a wet diaper, and a completely empty bladder, vaguely aware that I had been doing the same bladder-clenching motion in my sleep out of habit.

Mommy seemed so happy lately too. Happier than she’d been when I was a man.

I sighed as I thought through that sentence again. “When I was a man”... Was that really how I saw myself now?

I looked down at the pink diaper forcing my legs splayed apart. My vision was framed by the hair from my pigtails. I looked up at the dollhouse full of polly pockets I’d been playing with. Now that I thought about it, was it normal to enjoy playing with them? Sure it started out as a necessity due to the boredom of the stuffy nursery… but now?

I turned and looked at the crib where I had been spending more than half my vacation. A little stuffed teddy bear in a onesie sat by my pillow. At first I hated that I’d had to name a teddy bear and sleep with it as part of my ‘therapy’. But now he honestly brought me comfort and I slept better with him there in my arms.

I gulped and shivered in horror. Was it too late for me? Was I actually becoming what Ashley had planned me to become? Where would this end?

How long was I going to be here? Last week Mommy had taken pictures of me crawling around the back yard searching for Easter eggs, which meant that it was spring and she hadn’t considered me ready for college in time for the new semester. Would I ever go back to school?

Was the rest of my life going to consist of this nursery, my stuffies, and my diapers? I knew I should be horrified. The person I had been months ago would have been freaking out… But…

As much as I hated it all at first, my life had suddenly become nothing but soft, warm, comfortable sensations. They’d pulled me in like quicksand and I wasn’t sure how I could cope without them, should I ever escape.

Deep inside, what little masculinity shivered in the recesses of my mind lashed out. No! I couldn’t just give up! From now on I was going to fight it in my mind! My body may have to cooperate, but my mind never would!

“Story time!” Mommy called happily as she walked into the nursery.

Finally! Some stimulation besides my own imagination!

Before I could stop myself I dropped my dollies, gave a muffled cry of delight into the shield of my pacifier, and began crawling toward Mommy’s storytime chair.


Chapter 11: Logic

Has he always secretly been such a submissive little baby girl? I expected that I'd need to spank and punish him nonstop, but he's learned quickly and adapted at a surprising rate! Now he's the picture of innocence. He even sucks his thumb in his sleep, totally unprompted! It's been getting harder and harder to find any manly or even boyish behavior! He even paws at my breasts and sincerely wants to nurse! I think he finds it comforting, as it usually puts him to sleep. You know what? I like Chrissy a lot more than Chris. Still, Doctor Adams says it’s important for him to return to college for the fall break. Now that he’s fullly regressed, She says that it’s time to give him access to adults society to see how his mind develops and grows. Of course none of us expect him to pass his single class. I know it’s probably wrong, but wouldn’t it be nice if Chrissy could be an adult AND still be my baby at the same time somehow?

I stood at the gate waiting for the terminal to take me back to college.

I'd begged Mommy to let me stay, but she said I needed to go to college to discover myself. She did promise to keep the nursery just how I’d left it, unless I instructed her to bring my adult things out of storage.

I remember how I began crying. I didn't want to nap alone without Mommy to cuddle me. I wanted Mommy to change my diapers, not Ashley! I didn't want to leave my soft, warm nursery!

Mommy had sat down and asked what I'd miss most. I told her I'd miss my soft fleece onesies. I told her I'd miss sucking my pacifier to soothe and comfort me. I even said I'd miss the stuffies I slept with every night.

That had led to now. Mommy had thought of everything. I was wearing a soft onesie under my clothes to protect me from my coarse boy clothes.

I wore a face mask. Inside it was the pacifier I now needed to keep me calm. I held a pillow that I'd brought for the flight. Inside the case was my bedtime teddy bear and my favorite Polly pocket doll.

While I still had my backpack carry-on, Mommy had given me a suitcase to check full of the biggest, fluffiest, most comforting diapers…just like the one I was wearing now.

Yes. All of this was babyish and unmanly, but I didn't care anymore. I was a big baby. It was all I wanted!

Mommy said that being her special baby made me special and invincible. Nobody could make me feel bad about my diapers as long as I was confidently a good girl who needed them.

That's what I'd told myself when the metal detector found my clitty cage.

I'd been pulled aside and then all my secrets had been revealed.

The pacifier was found first when I had to remove it to answer questions. A pat down had immediately found the massive diaper, which required a strip search in a private room.

I suspected that if I'd been older, or my diapers more medical in appearance they wouldn't have cared, but a diaper with unicorns and ponies on it, four times thicker than a standard adult brief, tended to raise questions.

I kept telling them the metal detector had just seen my clitty cage, but they didn't seem to understand.

The worst part was when the female guard had removed the tapes, and the lightly damp diaper fell to the floor. She'd audibly gasped and tried not to laugh at my hairless crotch.

I'd only seen the cage a few times during supervised bath time with Mommy. I understood that it must look a little silly to see a 1-inch clitty with such large swollen balls. My scrotum was now so full that it looked inflated, and the clitty cage forced them out further than my peepee, so they were always coated in a shiny layer of never ending

But did she have to laugh so hard? Did she really need to command that I keep my hands at my sides while she took a picture? Further, Was it necessary to call in 'backup' so they could snigger and guffaw too? Mommy said the more tender they were, the better of a baby I was. If that was true then I was a very, VERY good baby.

I sighed and kept telling myself that I was just Mommy's baby, and it was normal to need all my little comforts

As I entered the plane I realized that I was making peepee in my diaper. As I sat, I forgot to clench, causing a soft poopy mess to squish out into my diaper. I kept forgetting to hold it in! Nowadays my bottom didn't hold anything in unless I really focused on clenching it closed.

I held my secret teddy bear tightly in a hug and I felt my cheeks burn bright red with embarrassment. Thankfully nobody heard my messes, and the plastic diaper cover didn't allow the smell out.

I was getting a little worried about my supply of ‘boy costumes’ as Mommy called them. I didn’t know what had happened to the clothes I left at college, but I wasn’t hopeful that any had been saved by Ashley. All I had now was the outfit I was currently wearing, a few older clothes Mommy had packed for me, and a suitcase full of diapers and other various things from the nursery.

This time, Mommy had paid for a whole apartment next to campus just for me! She said that she didn’t like the idea of me trying to change myself in a small little dorm room.

By the time I was pulling my suitcase up to the door of my new apartment, my diaper was saturated and so full that I worried that it might leak.

I inserted the key and opened the door.

“Surprise!”

I jumped. The shock of seeing Ashley, Isabella, Kelly, and Samantha made me cry out into my pacifier (still hidden by my facemask). These were the last people I expected to see right now!

sssssssss

Oh god, I was making peepees!

I put my hands over the front of my diaper and tried to clamp down on my bladder, but the atrophied muscles failed to even slow the stream.

“Well, piss-pants, get in here! We’ll show you around the place!”

Ashley grabbed my hand and pulled me into the apartment.

“Pretty nice place! Your mom asked us to help pick it out. She even bankrolled a bunch of the furniture!”

“What’s the matter, cat got your tongue?” asked Isabella.

“Nah, I bet the little pansy has a pacifier under that mask!” laughed Kelly.

Samantha ripped the mask off my face. Everyone laughed.

“Remember when you insisted you hated your diapers, all while practically cumming in them for days straight? Damn, that feels like so long ago!”

“9 months, almost exactly! Funny that, it does take 9 months to make a baby!”

Everyone laughed again.

“Say, I bet his diaper is awfully full, maybe it would be more comfortable for him to crawl!” giggled Samantha.

I blushed as Ashley’s hand on my shoulder pushed me to the floor. “Good girl! From now on it’s only crawling for you!”

All the anti-embarrassment sayings i’d been telling myself melted away. Being a confident baby felt much easier in the confines of my nursery at home. Here, with four sexy women jeering at me any confidence melted away like liquid nitrogen in an oven.

I crawled after the four women as they led the way through the apartment.

“Here’s the living room area. In the corner is your play-pen area. See how it’s next to the TV? That way your sitter can hang out and watch both you play with your dollies and a show! Unfortunately for the poor little baby, you can’t see the screen from your play area. It’s for the best most likely. Adults don’t watch baby shows.” said Kelly

They continued into an area adjacent to the TV room where a large adult-sized high chair sat next to four other normal chairs. I noticed the restraints for the arms and legs. Once strapped into that device, I’d be eating whatever they wanted me to. 

“And over here is the dining area. You’ll never guess which seat is yours.” said Isabella

“No need to show you the kitchen, there’s nothing a baby needs to see in there.” said Ashley.

“Finally, here’s the bedroom!”

It looked like a normal bedroom, with a standard closet and thick, plush, carpeting. I looked up at Ashley with confusion written on my face.

I’d expected this to be my new apartment, but there were two beds in the room. Two was a generous description. There was a large, lavish, tasteful queen bed, and parallel to it on the other wall was a small crib, just big enough for a twin mattress.

Everything in the room was mature, and tasteful…with the exception of the pink-themed baby area, featuring the crib, a shelf of baby supplies, a mobile, and an assortment of toys.

“What do you think? Pretty nice, huh?” Said Ashley.

She noticed the quizzical look I was giving her. “Oh, does the baby not understand? Too hard for your little baby brain? Allow me to clarify. I’m still your roommate! Ta-Da!”

“Your mom and ‘Dr. Adams’ all agreed that you should have a caretaking influence. The good doctor said that your old roommate had been very supportive, so she asked the doctor, (who is me), if your old roommate, (who’s also me) would mind babysitting her helplessly regressed little crossdressing son!” Ashley explained.

“Mglghph?” I asked.

“I assume you’re asking why we went to all this trouble? Well, we all felt guilty for exposing you to diapers and ruining you for actual women. We know that you’ve probably already thought about your future.” Said Amy.

“You know, thoughts like ‘how will I find a girlfriend who won’t run away from my messy diapers’ or ‘will I be alone forever because I want to share a crib with a dolly more than I want to share a bed with a woman.’ Stuff like that.”

“And we’re here to help. We want to help prepare you for a relationship, and then set you up.”

To tell the truth, I hadn’t thought about that, but now that they said it, I realized they were right. How was I going to ever go on a date or get a girlfriend?

Samantha knelt down and looked me in the eye earnestly. “Think about it. If you’re lucky maybe you’ll meet a nice girl at a bar…somehow she won’t notice the diaper you can’t stop wetting. Then you’ll bring her back to your place, ‘freshen up’ in the bathroom…frantically wiping your shit and hiding your soiled diaper, and then you’ll try to do foreplay and sex in the few minutes you have before you dribble urine all over both of you. Then, after you cum within a minute, you’ll have to rush to the bathroom, put on your diaper, and somehow convince spend the rest of the night without her finding it.” 

“How many times do you think you could pull that off?” Asked Ashley.

I knew the answer to the awful hypothetical. It was zero.

Then another thought occurred to me. Maybe I could find a woman who didn’t mind the diaper! All kinds of people fell in love despite physical maladies!

Ashley seemed to read my mind. “Maybe you can find someone who doesn’t mind a shit-filled diaper every morning. But that’s not all you need. I bet you need to sleep with a stuffed animal. I bet you love to fall asleep to storytime and stay safe and soft in a cute little nursery. What are the chances of your average woman enjoying a man that needs to be a full baby? It’s probably one percent of one percent.”

“That’s one in ten thousand women. Not great odds” said Kelly.

“Further, all four of us have seen your little clitty. All of us know that the world is better off with your useless little priss-stick locked up. There’s absolutely no way you’ve ever brought anything but disappointment to your past partners.” said Ashley.

I gulped. I had once tried to tell them I was a virgin, but that hadn’t undone the web of lies I’d made about my sexual conquests.

I felt like I was sinking down a dark hole. Would I really be alone, save for the few ‘mommies’ willing to stand me?

Kelly broke in, and tried to head off my tears. “Don’t cry, sissy. There’s still hope as long as there are women out there that enjoy having a little sissy baby girl to tease and care for. That’s your best option, Isn’t it, sissy?”

I nodded slowly. There wasn’t a single hole I could find in their logic.

“But with that useless little baby-clit you have, any woman that agrees to be your mommy will be so depressed and sexually frustrated. And under those circumstances, the relationship will fail.

“Say one woman in one hundred thousand are content with never getting a nice hard fucking from a powerful, manly cock. and prefer a life of sexual frustration and solitude with a sissy-baby. What are your odds then?” Ashley asked.

“Exactly one in a million.” Said Isabella, answering for me.

“You’ve heard the saying ‘you’re one in a million’ a few times, but that’s in relation to one woman in a dating pool of billions. One in a million is your entire dating pool.” Said Samantha.

“More of a thimble than a pool.” giggled Kelly.

“So therefore, following this logic, you need to increase your odds. The answer is actually quite simple.” Said Ashley.

“Your future mommy is gonna need a daddy!” said Isabella.

“But-” Continued Ashley, looking a little annoyed at the interruption, “What man wants another ‘man’ in the house? Who would want their love to regularly wipe, clean, and have an emotional relationship with someone else living under the same roof?”

I was silent. I just looked down at the floor and sucked hard at my pacifier, hoping to draw some comfort from the well-worn teat.

“The answer is no man. No man wants even a hint of competition.” She summarized.

I fought tears. Where were they going with this emotional roller coaster of logical conclusions?

“So you have to remove yourself as competition. You have to exist as the very antithesis of competition.” She said.

“You’ll have to worship, respect, and fear your daddy every moment of every day.” Said Samantha.

“You’ll be the girliest, most submissive, most babyish thing in existence.” Said Kelly.

“But that won’t be enough. I’m sure you know by now that anyone happy to be called ‘daddy’ by a submissive person expects favors.” Said Ashley

My head spun. They were assaulting the last thin film of pride and masculinity from all sides… what was even worse than that was the overwhelming feeling that they were winning.

Ashley gripped my face with one hand and forced my tear-streaked face toward the ceiling where all four of them looked down at me. I felt like I was only a few inches tall. I uncontrollably released a trickle of urine into the saturated diaper. The sensation was followed shortly by a small stream running down my thigh.

“You’ll beg to suck his cock like a good girl and he’ll fuck your sissy ass whenever he feels like it. You may be your mommy’s special little baby. But if you’re just a couple of cute wet holes for daddy to cum in and spank when he needs to feel dominant.” said Ashley.

“Mmmmgh!” I cried.

“I know right now that sounds awful. But soon you’ll start to see things differently, starting with your next diaper change.” Said Ashley.

“Yeah, we have some surprises in store for you this semester!” exclaimed Kelly.

“Ew, he’s leaking onto the floor!” Isabella yelled.

“Well, looks like that change is happening right now! I’ll set up the mat by Sissy’s crib.” Said Ashley.

“I’m so excited! I wonder what balls look like after 9 months of strict chastity!” Said Kelly.

“Probably tiny little shriveled beans.” Said Isabella.

“No. I bet they’re huge and blue.” Wagered Samantha.

“Only one way to find out. Come here, you little diaper slut. Time for your mommies to inspect you!” Called Ashley.

As I crawled to the mat, I kept running through their logic. My head hurt from thinking. I was reeling from their plans for me, revolted by the future in store, hopeful for their help, and anxious about these ‘surprises’ they had for me.


Chapter 12: Carrots

Fraudulent search histories are so easy to make. just google stuff and send screenshots. Chrissy’s mom is adapting to the sudden searches her little baby has been making. The trick is to ease her into it. start with searches indicating that he’s scared he’s gay, and allow her to learn with him about sissies and their needs. No doubt she’s already watching sissy porn and erotica in order to research the path her sissy baby is taking!

The girls laughed when they began to undress me only to find the soft pink onesie under my clothes.

“Aww, just like nine months ago. a normal guy on the outside, but just under the surface you’re just a widdle baby!”

“He couldn’t even go a few hours something infantile to shield his delicate sissy skin from his man clothes!”

A few minutes later I was dressed in only a thick, soggy diaper.

“Ooh, butterflies on the front? So cute! Did you pick this out, or did your mommy?”

I blushed and closed my eyes, I wished I was back home with my real Mommy.

The diaper tapes ripped, and the front was pulled back. The giggling and jeering stopped and were replaced with a heavy, shocked silence.

“woah.” said Kelly. finally breaking the silence.. She raised her phone and took a picture to document the sight.

“When did your mom get this new cage?” Asked Ashley.

“mm mmnph,” I said sadly, holding up one finger.

“Wow, so for eight months you’ve been in this flat cage? you don’t even look like there’s anything there! Nothing protruding at all! ust a round flat disk!” Ashley explained. She sounded impressed. With a finger she tentatively touched the warm steel.

“And this little bit protruding? Is it a urethra sound?”

I couldn’t bear to look at her, I just stared at the ceiling and nodded sadly. After a month of chastity i’d risked another spanking and tried to get my cage off while Mommy was out of the room. She’d quickly replaced it with the tiniest, highest security one she could get. I lost any desire to attempt escape when she threatened to get me one with a locking piercing.

“Fuck the flat cage…look at his sissy sack!”

“It’s like an inflated little water balloon!”

Ashley removed a baby wipe and touched the swollen surface of my scrotum, then squeezed it softly.

“mmmm” I moaned.

She stroked it slowly.

“Poor little sissy! does the wipe feel good? Do you like it? Poor baby-girl! Do you like it when Mommy strokes it softly? Does it feel good?

My clitty pulsed in response to her touch, and I felt a teeny spurt as a drop of precum formed on the flat surface of the cage.

“y’know. Most men who deny themselves long enough actually see ball shrinkage. They usually avoid edging and making themselves excited and they lose a little of what they aren’t using. But you, Sissy, I bet you just can’t stop dribbling precum.”

She continued stroking my tight scrotum. Her free hand pulled the pacifier from my mouth.

“Is it hard to be making such soft, warm, slippery diapers, and not being able to use them how you like? Answer me, Sissy.”

“Y-yes Mommy.” I breathed.

“You long so much to drive your little cock into that soppy padding. Don’t you just ache to finally rub and hump to your little sissy heart’s delight?”

“Yes, Mommy.” I whispered.

My cage was now pulling so hard on my balls that It felt like they were going to be pulled off, but I didn’t want her to stop. After nine months of very clinical changes, just the soft sexual stroking of my scrotum was absolute heaven.

“Well, Sissy. I think we can work together to do that.”

She reached between her breasts and pulled out her necklace. dangling from it was the unmistakable key for a chastity cage’s locking core.

My heart leapt. I was going to be unlocked! I was finally going to cum! I felt like screaming and crying with happiness and relief.

“Your mom thought ‘your girlfriend’ should have a copy in case of emergencies. Don’t your poor little beanies look like they’re in a state of emergency?” She asked calmly.

“Yes Mommy! Oh yes, they are!” I nodded my head fervently, unable to take my eyes off of the small brass object dangling from the tiny gold chain. I became aware that I was breathing heavily.

Ashley removed the necklace and dangled it so the tip of the key dangled less than an inch above my cage.

I arched my back and whimpered, thrusting my cage toward the key, as if that would somehow hasten it’s insertion into the lock.

“Wait a minute!” Kelly said, in over exaggerating her emotion. “Don’t only good sissies get to come out of their clitty cages?”

Ashely smiled cruelly and withdrew the key. She put a finger to her chin, pantomiming indecision. “Hmm. That’s right! Come to think of it. I’m pretty sure that only the best little sissies ever do that!”

I threw my head back and balled up my fists. They never had any intention of unlocking my clitty cage! All of this was an act.

“What do good sissies do to earn the right to hump their diapers?” Asked Samantha with badly-acted naivety and a cruel smile.

“Suck and fuck their daddy’s cock!” They all said in unison.

They were all on the verge of laughing. I was on the verge of bitter, disappointed tears.

“Hey, don’t be too sad.” Said Ashley. “We have something we think you’ll like. Something that may just change your whole perspective about having a daddy.”

A few minutes later, I had been cleaned up, and positioned on my elbows and knees. I felt so exposed and perverted in this position with my ass up in the air.

“This,” said Ashley “Is a very special tool.”

She held a plastic device under my nose. It consisted of a handle, a long thin, smooth stick, and an angled bulbous head.

“Dr. Adams will recommend this to your mom for the future. We didn’t anticipate her keeping you locked without relief for so many months.”

I felt some lube and a slight pressure as the tool made contact with my anus.

“From now on this is your boi-pussy, your bussy, or just your pussy. Got it?”

“Yes, Mommy.” I said quietly.

“Good. In we go!”

“Mommy! please no!”

I expected it to hurt, or to feel good. I expected or feared more. I expected something at least. All if felt was the pressure, and the feeling of something smooth small push into me. Until then i’d had fingers and suppositories pushed into me, but due to the size and smoothness of the object, I could feel very little.

“Now some protection.” Said Kelly.

I heard a rustle, and then a rubbery sound and some tugging on my cage. When I looked back between my arms and legs, I could see a condom dangling ridiculously from the flat cage.

“Now we press onto his girl button, release, and press over and over again.”

I felt the tool shift. After a few minutes I felt a strange pressure building inside me. It was similar to needing to pee, but without the bladder. Like some outside pressure was forcing something through my urethra and out of my body manually.

“M-mommy! I- I have to-”

“Sshhh. Quiet Sissy. Kelly?”

Kelly picked up my pacifier and pushed it between my lips. Now all I could do was listen and watch between my legs.

“The prostate can be a source of great pleasure. A nice thick cock pressing hard into it can drive a sissy to orgasm. But this? This is just a milking. In this procedure Chrissy is little more than a little cow, getting it’s regularly scheduled relief as he spills his milk.” Ashley explained.

I looked between my legs just as the first drop of thick white cum dripped into the condom.

“MMMMM!” I moaned in frustration.

“If left long enough, I’m sure the sissy would experience wet dreams, or have a ruined orgasm in their cage just from the sheer pressure building up. This robs them of that final bit of sexual pleasure.”

I began to cry now. I had rarely woken up to a particularly slimy diaper after a sexy dream. Now even that was being taken away.

“Sissies that get milked, never stop being horny. Their silly little clitties and sissy-cherries never notice anything went missing. It’s nothing but extreme denial and horniness… forever.”

“MMMMPHH!” I sobbed into the pacifier. Another larger drop of milky cum dripped into the condom.  

“Do sissies ever cum?” Asked Isabella, again overemphasizing her rehearsed lines.

“It’s possible. Good sissies practice until they can give their daddies the best blowjobs of his life. Then, maybe someday, their daddy will fuck them. unlike this slow, tiny, frustratingly little toy, a large thick cock can sometimes make a good sissy have a sissygasm.”

“But when does a sissy get unlocked? Asked Kelly, continuing the performance.

“A sissy can only be unlocked by the daddy, and of course the only way that would ever happen is if the sissy proved absolute loyalty and devotion to her daddy. Usually that only happens once the sissy has proven utter and complete loyalty and subservience.”

“What about Chrissy? Where should a new sissy start?” Asked Isabella.

“Obviously by practicing sucking. I’d think Chrissy would show how eager he is to start training. Not doing so would mean a return home …to a chaste baby life of milkings and eternal sexual frustration.”

The thought of going back home, knowing i’d be milked like this clinically every month by my Mommy for the rest of my life sent shivers down my spine.

I hated it, but they were right. I wouldn’t ever be happy unless I had a mommy. and I wouldn’t ever cum or have a happy mommy unless I also had a daddy.

“You know, I just happen to have something Chrissy should be very interested in…that is… IF he wants to show how much he recognizes this opportunity we’re giving him.” Said Kelly.

The pacifier was ripped from my mouth. When I opened my eyes I nearly screamed. Right before my mouth, suctioned to the floor, was a small dildo.”

I stared at it in shock. A dildo looks so powerful and intimidated when pointed at your face.

“Well Chrissy? Are you willing to try being a good sissy?” Asked Ashley.

I turned bright red and lowered my mouth to the fake cock. I forced my mouth open, and lowered my face onto it.

“Good girl. Take Daddy’s cock into your mouth. Feel every bit of it. Does the head of his cock feel good in your mouth?

“mmmm!” I cried into the penis. 

“Take it as far as you can. Feel it against the entrance of your throat. squeeze it with your mouth. Massage it with your tongue. Worship it. Savor it. That’s a good girl.” Ashley said soothingly as she manipulated the massager against my prostate.

I don’t know how long I sucked the cock while she milked me. All I know is that my jaw and mouth hurt by the time I felt the tool being pulled from me.

“Good girl” Ashley said, petting my butt cheeks as though I were an actual cow that had been freshly milked.

I felt the condom roll off of the cage.

“Sit up, Sissy.” She said.

I obeyed and sat up onto my knees. Ashley removed the dildo from my mouth, and rolled the condom over it as tightly as it would go.

She held up a pin, and made a tiny puncture into the tip of the condom. She then held the dildo against her crotch, as it were her own penis.

“A good sissy eats all the cum her daddy offers her, smiles, and thanks him for his yummy daddy-milk.”

I looked up at what was easily two loads worth of cum, dangling from the end. My stomach heaved and my gag reflex felt fuzzy as I willed my body to move against every instinct, but I remained in place on the mat.

“A good sissy eagerly eats her stickies, and Daddy’s milk, or she stops being a good sissy. and a bad sissy gets sent home, never to escape her cage or cum ever again!” She said impatiently.

I don’t know how, but somehow I willed my body to move forward and take the cold, rubbery bulb of cum and the head of ‘Daddy’s cock’ into my mouth.

“Suck, Sissy.”

I closed my eyes and did so, grimacing as the salty, bitter, musky substance was drwn from the condom and into my mouth. I thought I was going to be sick as I forced myself to swallow the thick, viscous slime again and again, until the condom was empty.

Ashly gripped my hair and pushed my head back, forcing me to look up into her hard stare.

“What does a good sissy do now?” She said threateningly.

Her grip and stare were iron. Her eyes seemed trying to burn through me.

I swallowed, still detecting an aftertaste of the disgusting substance, and managed a weak smile.

“Th-thank you- Mom-, I mean, Daddy. For the milk, i mean, -your milk?” i squeaked under her witheringly judgemental stare.

“That was pathetic. But a good start. Good girl.” She released her grip on my hair, removed the condom, and then pulled me by the hair back to the dildo."

"Clean it, Sissy."

I opened my mouth, and she dragged me along the cock, forcing me to lick every bit of salty residue from it.

When she was satisfied she pushed me away, making me fall onto the vinyl changing-mat.

“Keep sucking on this while I get you back into your diapers, slut. You’re going to need the practice.” She said, tossing the slippery dildo onto my lap.

“Th-thank you, Mommy.” I said, taking the standard diaper-change position.

I held the cock with both hands and sucked on it as though it were a baby bottle while Ashley slipped a clean diaper under me.

Finally the other girls broke their shocked silence.

“Wow, that was- actually really fucking hot!”

"Looked like one of you was having a good time!"

“Next time can I be the daddy?”

“Fuck that, I’m calling dibs!”

Hours later I found myself lying in my crib.

I was exhausted. I kept replaying the day’s events in my head. I just couldn’t believe that in less than a day of coming back home I’d spent a full afternoon practicing sucking the cock of a future daddy, been milked, and eaten a load of my own cum, all without anything sexually satisfying happening to me.

I looked up at the ceiling from the surface of my crib. In the other room the girls were finishing up a movie. It sounded like a lot of fun with tons of explosions and loud gunshot noises.

Of course, I had to go to bed at eight o’clock, but I stayed up, listening to the sounds of adult peers having fun that I might never experience again. I tried to remember what the last adult thing I’d watched was. It was probably porn, but it had been so long ago. Mommy hadn’t even wanted me to watch baby TV.

Now that I was here, with a slim chance of earning an orgasm, and doing something besides stacking blocks I couldn’t believe that I had been so sad to leave my nursery.

While the thought of sucking off another guy made my stomach turn, it was objectively better than a lifetime of chastely stacking blocks and dribbling precum into a diaper I longed to hump and cum into, but never would.

I heard the apartment door open and slam, and then I knew that I was alone with just Ashley.

Thirty seconds later she entered the room. I tried to act like I was asleep and hadn’t been listening to their movie. I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction.

I heard a rustle of cloth and cracked one eye open just as she unclipped her bra and released the roundest, most beautiful boobs I had ever seen. I knew I shouldn’t watch. I knew it was wrong, but I couldn’t take my eyes off her as I stared at her naked top.

She turned and bent over as she pulled off her pants and panties in a fluid movement. Her large, round ass and pussy flashed into view.

I sucked hard on my pacifier and tried to ignore my throbbing clitty pushing hard against it’s prison.

For the first time in my life I was seeing a naked women in-person! I did my best to control my quickening breathing, and reached a hand down to the front of my diaper and felt the thick padding where I wished I had a penis to stroke.

She turned and I closed my eyes tightly. She couldn’t know I was watching her!

“Enjoying the view, Sissy?”

I opened my eyes. She was towering over me. I looked up along her smooth, toned body to her smirking face.

“Do you like these?” She said, cupping her breasts and squeezing them.

I nodded slowly.

“You love the sight of Mommy’s body?” She asked as she slowly ran her hands down over her body, turning to show me her ass before giving it a slap. It looked so soft and so round.

My cage throbbed so hard against my balls that I winced from the pain…then I nodded. 

“That makes Mommy happy. Of course, none of this is for you. Your pathetic little loads should only spurt where you can eat them or in your diapers. This pussy is only for a big strong man. These breasts are for a big strong man. When you see my body the only thing you may do is leak into your diapers…just like you are now.”

“Oh! I forgot one little detail.” She pulled the pacifier from my mouth, walked across the room, and threw it into the garbage.

“You’re not a baby anymore. You’ve graduated to a sissy-baby in training. The only thing that goes in your mouth besides food, is a cock.”

She pulled out a plastic bag. At first I thought it was full of dildos of all lengths, but as she brought it nearer I blushed bright red as she pulled out a penis pacifier.

“Hmm. Not enough of a challenge.” She said.

She produced one a little longer. “Let’s try this one.”

She firmly pushed it into my mouth until the shield was pressing against my face. The head of the dildo pressed uncomfortably against the back of my tongue.

“Nope.” She pulled it out and put it back in the bag.

“Mommy?” I asked.

“Yes, Sissy?” She said, still rummaging in the bag for the right size.

“Are you and the others still experimenting with kinks, Mommy?”

“Oh no. We finished that long ago. Besides, my boyfriend would probably be  really uncomfortable with me experimenting with other people.”

“Boyfriend?!”

She ignored me and retrieved another one that was slightly longer. This one reached the back of my throat. I coughed and fought hard not to gag as it pressed against the back of my throat.

“There. The perfect size for now.”

“Mmmmm” I moaned pathetically into my penis-paci.

Even though I was caged, diapered, emasculated, feminized, and spanked into total sissy submission, it hurt that the sexy woman acting as my mommy had a boyfriend. It was conclusive evidence that she was utterly off limits, and saw no potential for a relationship with me.

She leaned down, and stroked my cheek. “Don’t be sad, baby. Who do you think is going to be your first daddy?”

I let out a distressed gurgle of surprise.

“MMGHGLGH!”

“Don’t worry, you’ll meet Liam soon. I’m sure he’ll make the perfect daddy for you. He just doesn’t know it yet!”


Chapter 13: Changes

The lips are great, but we have to lay off the hormones at first. It’s critical that his horniness drive him deeper and deeper into sissyhood. Once he’s fully accepted his place, then we start him on the hormones. Before he knows it his clitty will shrink even more and become permanently limp. I just can’t wait until we take the breast-forms off and he sees his new sissy A-cups!

I thought I’d be going to class. It was monday after all. The girls had everything planned out though. Ashley had told the instructor I had a mental breakdown and couldn’t be in a classroom setting, And Isabella would be doing the homework and exams online in my name. Economics had always come naturally to her, and it wouldn’t take her more than a few minutes per week to fill out the homework assignments.

Instead, after a breakfast of formula and some disgusting puree, I found that I would be spending the day laying on my stomach in front of a tablet, practicing my girl voice.

The tablet wasn’t connected to the network or wifi, and had no games. The only thing it had was hours of voice-lessons for trans women, and an app that allowed me to see and adjust my pitch as I spoke.

“Be a good girl and practice your sissy-voice. From now on, any boy-voice at all will earn you a spanking like you wouldn’t believe.” She said. “And if there isn’t noticeable improvement daily you’ll get a spanking as well.

Even alone in the apartment I felt ridiculous talking in a silly falsetto. I had never thought that a guy could actually sound like a natural woman, but the videos proved me wrong.

For hours I carefully matched my pitch and range to the woman in the videos, replaying them and mimicking her voice over and over until none all of the words and phrases sounded like gibberish.

That afternoon, Kelley and Ashley arrived together. Kelly had a large bag

“How’re my little sissy girl’s classes going?” Asked Ashley.

I cleared my throat.

“Good, Mommy.”

“Oh, much better! Try saying something a little longer! Ooh, say a few sentences about why you love being a sissy for your daddy!”

I wracked my brain. Improv wasn’t one of my strong suits. I blushed at the humiliating statement my brain concocted.

“I love my daddy because he has such a big delicious peepee. I love it when he feeds me his yummy milkies.” I squeaked.

“Very good! but only sissies have peepees. Daddies have cocks. Your voice wavered a bit at the end but you’ll get it.”

She opened my playpen and then sat on the couch. Kelley seemed to be busy working with something at the dining room table, but from here I couldn’t see what it was.

“Sit between Mommy’s legs and face the wall.”

I wondered what she was planning as I crawled to her and sat with a squish onto the floor, facing away from her.

I felt her legs on my shoulders as she rested one on either side of my head.

“Hands up, baby.”

I raised them, and she interlocked her fingers with mine.

“Now hold very still.” She said.

I didn’t really have a choice, as she interlocked her ankles and squeezed her thighs against the sides of my head. I was utterly immobile.

“How much are you giving him?” Asked Ashley to Kelly.

“Well the average is about one to three ccs. So I was thinking six.” Said Kelly.

To my horror I saw that she was holding a syringe! I tried to struggle but couldn’t turn or move my head in the slightest. All I could do was kick my feet. As the needle came closer and closer to my face.

I didn’t dare move with a needle so close to me. All I could do was whimper and flinch as she stuck the needle into my bottom lip. She repeated the injection multiple times, working her way along the bottom and top lips.

I felt my entire lip area going numb.

“There, in a minute we’ll start the filler injections.”

“Phillerb?!” I yelled with numb floppy lips.

“That was your first and only strike. Speak in a boy-voice ever again and it’ll be a hundred spanks. Girl-voice only.” Said Ashley.

I struggled even harder as ashley approached with the dreaded needle, but once again, nothing could stop her from inserting it painlessly into my numbed lips over and over again.

I felt nothing, but i could SEE my lips expanding. I could FEEL their new weight. as my thin lips became swollen and pillowy.

Kelly’s brow furrowed with concentration as she carefully squeezed and shaped my new lips, then carefully placed a straw in the middle of my lips.

“Hold that straw exactly where it is. It’s to stay there for the rest of the day. Understand? Just nod. No talking.”

I nodded, and Ashley released me from my bondage between her legs. I immediately started to crawl for the bedroom so I could look into the floor-length mirror. I was stopped by a firm grip on my onesie.

“Oh, but we can’t let you look at you new face without a little makeup! said Kelley, pulling me back to a sitting position on the floor.

Kelley enjoyed cosmetology. She took her time on my face. covering it with a primer, foundation, blush, eyeshadow, mascara, sealant, and several other kinds of makeup. I felt like I was little more than a doll that she was having fun working on.

“Now some pencil to bring out the lips. An outside color..and then a nice lon-lasting matte. I’m thinking a dark pink…there. Finally a nice coat of liquid gloss to make them shine.”

Amy squatted to examine my face closely. “Oh, she looks perfect! It’s incredible! To think this slut used to pretend to be a man!”

“Lay back, slut. Just one more thing…well, two really.”

“I laid back while Kelly returned to her bag and returned with two soft, silicone breast forms and a tube of adhesive.

“Soon you’re going to be a perfectly good girl from the waist up, baby.” She said with a smile as she applied the adhesive.

I whimpered and felt like crying as the pressed the cold jiggly masses to my chest. They weren’t very large, but I knew they’d be impossible to hide, even under baggy fleece pajamas.

After allowing the glue to set, Kelly and Ashley looked satisfied.

“Go look in the mirror, sissy.” Said Kelly with a smirk.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I crawled to the bedroom, but froze as I saw my reflection. Was that- no…that wasn’t my face was it?!”

I crawled slowly to the mirror, and stared at the shocked face that peered back at me. The girl in the mirror looked like a porn star dressed up as a baby. The puffy pink lips glistened and protruded from her face, which was painted in some arcane way that masked any sign of masculinity, without appearing too overt.

She looked like the kind of girl that could break down crying because her diaper need changing …but also blow someone’s mind with a life-altering blowjob.

With no small amout of shame I felt my clitty stir and pulse to life. I wanted that girl to suck me, I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to do so many things to her. But…did I want to be her?

My stomach rolled and I felt a sense of dread rising in me. I already was her. My life was already to be her, I had been training all day to be her without knowing it.

Kelly spoke but I barely heard her. “They’ll swell up a little more over the next day, then return to this shape. Expect some discomfort for the next couple of days. They’ll feel bruised until your body gets used to the new size.”

They watched me with smirks and giggles for a bit, then left the room to talk about their various classes. leaving me to stare at the cock-sucking, sissy-baby, diaper-slut in the mirror.


Chapter 14: Sissy Exam

A boyfriend! His mom actually went out and got a boyfriend! I’m not sure if it’s JUST so she can provide the sissy with adequate amounts of jizz to eat, but it definitely sounds like that’s a major motive behind the move! The best part is that it’s his old economics teacher! Forget sending him home by himself for the holidays. Liam and I are coming too! I want to see the look on the stupid sissy’s face when he has to suck off his professor!

It’s hard to say how much time really passed. It’s difficult to gauge it’s passage when everything is a blur of watching the same voice lessons over and over, and sucking increasingly large dildos.

All four girls would babysit me so I was rarely left alone for very long. They’d usually be doing homework or scrolling on their phones, but they’d also frequently make me show them what i’d learned so far.

Their judgements on my blowjobs were so incredibly critical. My butt was always bruised and red for the most minor of transgressions.

“ten spanks for lacking eye contact.” One of them might say.

Another common one was “Not enough girly moaning. Five spanks.”

Through all the training, my knees rarely left the floor unless I was being fed in the highchair. The few times that I was left alone long enough to stand I felt wobbly, and had difficulty balancing. I wanted to blame the diaper, but deep down I knew the awful truth that my muscles were atrophying. I’d already lost what little muscle I had. When I looked at my reflection in the mirror, there wasn’t even a trace of manliness left in my appearance. Unless someone were to look in my diaper, they would think I was a very infantile young teen girl.

Ashley kept threatening to bring me her boyfriend’s used condoms, but I was grateful that she never followed through. If her boyfriend (who’s name I'd overheard as Liam) didn’t know about me, it would probably be too weird for her to be digging through the garbage for his semen.

To prepare me for the inevitable blowjobs they kept describing, my food was always laced with something disgusting. Sometimes it was blended salmon, other times extremely bitter herbs or large amounts of salt. Regardless of what they fed me, showing anything but happiness over my food and drink would earn me the worst spanking I'd ever received. I’d only dared to make a face once when drinking a spicy, bitter bottle, and I’d paid the price with three hundred spanks that left me a sobbing, shaking, incoherent mess.

Now I grinned stupidly and guzzled my disgusting formula and happily savored any slimy mush they could offer me.

The girl's voice was now second nature to me. I rarely was corrected. The only modifier that the girls had insisted on was a slight intermittent lisp and a slightly higher pitch.

And just like that, within another week I was talking full time in a lisping babygirl voice that made me blush every time I spoke.

My pacifiers had gotten longer and longer, to the point where they need to have a little hole through them so I can still breathe while they’re deep in my throat.

One day, as I sat sucking a dildo in my crib, all the girls arrived at the apartment together. They were very excited and kept giggling as they prepared something in the other room.

I heard them gather outside the bedroom, then the door opened and I watched as they entered. Each of them was wielding a strapon of various sizes and shapes.

Kelly had one that looked like a giant dog penis. Samantha had a long, curved pink dildo, Ashley’s was short, but absolutely gargantuan in girth, and Isabella’s was shaped like a long winding tentacle.

“Check it out! Is your little sissy mouth just watering at all these cocks in front of you?” Asked Ashley.

“Well, you don’t have to wait too long.” Said Isabella as she lowered the crib side and helped me to the floor.

“There’s just one thing you need.” Said Kelly, as she tighted a collar ono my neck.

I felt the two metal prongs inside the collar. It was a shock collar!

“It’s time for Sissy’s exam!” said Ashly

“Let me explain how this works. We each can control your collar with our phones. When we call you, you’ll have two seconds to wrap your fat dick-pillows around the base of our cocks. If you are too slow, or don’t show our dicks the care and love they deserve, we’ll hit you with the strongest shock setting, and reduce your score by five percent. Ready sissy?”

“Yeth Mommy.” I squeaked.

“Here, Pansy!” Called Isabella.

I dived for her crotch and easily snaking it down my throat, moaning like a whore as I did so. When I reached the base I looked up at her and smiled happily.

“Suck my cock, future diaper-cuck!” yelled Samantha.

I scampered over to her and licked up her shaft before slipping it all the way down my throat, then I began kissing and licking it all over, payin special care to the balls.

“Hey, pamper-plumper, come suck me!”

Before I’d started training I wouldn’t have thought Ashley’s strap was suckable. But my gag reflex had disappeared long ago, and I slowly forced the massive rod into my throat, moaning and whimpering as I did so.

When I finished taking every inch, I began bobbing up and down on it, slurping and moaning like it was the best-tasting thing i’d ever eaten.

This continued over and over again. Only once at the end did the shock hit me and bring me crashing to the ground. I was simply too tired to reach the next dildo in sufficient time.

As I lay panting on the carpet,  covered in saliva, snot, and sweat, the girls gathered around me. I closed my eyes and rested my body as I heard them talking above me.

“That was pretty impressive.”

“Yeah, the slut can now suck a mean cock, that’s for sure.”

“Think she’s ready for the real thing?”

“I’m sure of it.”

“He’s coming over tomorrow?”

“Yup. I just hope the introductions go well.”

“Has liam expressed any interest or knowledge in this kind of thing?”

“Not really, he’s pretty vanilla. It’ll definitely be up to Sissy to seduce him and convince him he’s the right guy to be her daddy.”

“Well I hope she succeeds, she should experience a real blowjob.”

“Oh, i’ll make sure of it, if not from LIam, then from a truckstop gloryhole. I’ll find a way to make sure her training pays off.”


Chapter 15: Meeting Liam

Of course we were all worried about their first meeting. We were all breathless as we watched the nanny-cam footage of the two of them in the living room. Sissy was so timid we almost fell asleep once or twice, but god damn! What a finale!

I could hear Liam and Ashley enter the apartment. I couldn’t make out what they were saying but they talked and laughed like old friends. I could tell just from their chemistry that they were a good couple, who may someday get married.

I looked down at my full, squishy diaper, protruding from beneath my short lace babydoll dress. The girls were right. I would never have a relationship like that. If I was lucky I could be an accessory to a relationship like theirs…a plaything…little more than a pet.

Another trickle of peepee leaked from my clitty cage and pooled at the bottom of the diaper. I no longer felt the release, only the trickle after it had started.

The door opened and Ashley entered. She took me by the hand and helped me to stand. My scrawny, atrophied legs wobbled, and the bulky diaper made walking a painstaking process of carefully balancing my weight. My legs had adapted for crawling, forgetting their old use of walking.

“Come on, baby. It’s time for some introductions. Liam is in the living room. Of course, he’s not your daddy yet, so you are to call him sir.”

“Yeth, Mommy.” I said.

She took my hand and we made our way out of the bedroom, me walking awkwardly, waddling and half-stumbling out of the room.

LIam sat reclined on the couch. He was …an average guy. he was tall, and fit, but not like I’d expected. The way the girls talked, he should have been an eight-foot tall bodybuilder with the soul and cock of a demigod!

He caught sight of us, and his eyebrows went up.

“Wait- Is- is this your roommate?” He asked.

Maybe it was because I hadn’t heard a male voice in nearly a year, but his deep baritone felt powerful.

“Yes, this is Chrissy.” Explained Mommy.

“I thought your roommate was a dude, at least, it sounded that way sometimes.” He said, obviously confused.

“She’s not male anymore. She’s a sissy, and a baby one at that.”

I turned bright red and chewed my paci in embarrassment.

“Wait…” His mind was trying to catch up. “So she’s trans?”

“Oh no, god no! She’s just a sissy. A baby one at that. To call her a trans woman would be an insult to trans women everywhere.”

“I’m sorry, I’m not understanding, what is she exactly?”

Mommy turned to me. Go play with your dollies in the playpen, the adults need to talk.”

“Yeth, Mommy.” I whispered in my squeaky babyish voice.

I tried to walk to the playpen. It was only 20 feet away, but after five steps my wobbly legs collapsed, forcing me to fall onto my messy diaper with a squish. I winced as I felt soft stinky material, splurt forward into the front of the diaper, before crawling the rest of the way.

I picked up a couple barbies and began moving them around, but kept my attention on the conversation behind me.

“A trans woman wants to change their gender, but Chrissy here wants nothing more than to be a coddled little baby, totally obedient and submissive to a couple.”

“Oh, so it’s a kink thing?” Liam said, grasping for something he could understand.

“It’s a kink lifestyle.” Corrected Ashley. “She’s utterly dependant on an adult mommy, thrives off of humiliation, and does nothing all day but train to serve others.”

“So she gets off on this?”

“Oh no! She seves others, that is all the pleasure she needs! In fact, her little clitty has been locked in a chastity cage for nearly a year now while she trains.”

“Trains? What kind of training? Like Maid roleplay?” He asked.

Mommy smiled and stood. She walked over to me, and put a finger through the ring of my pacifier.

“Mmm-” I tried to protest. I knew what was coming, and my red cheeks turned a darker crimson.

Inch by inch the long rubber cock was pulled from my throat, until the large head popped from my lips. I cringed and clenched my fists inside my padded mittens as my inflated cock-sucker lips came into view.

“Holy shit.” breathed Liam as Ashley held up the 8-inch jelly dildo by the pacifier ring.

“Impressive, I know. This little slut spends nearly every minute of every day happily practicing her blowjobs on every dildo she has, which is quite a few. Isn’t that right, Sissy?”

I noticed the emphasis on ‘happily’.

“Yeth, Mommy.” I squeaked with a broad smile.

“But unfortunately she has yet fo find a daddy to please.” Said Mommy, as she pushed the pacifier back into my throat.

“I’m sure she’ll find someone soon.” Liam said.

“Yes, If she plays her cards right.” Said Ashley. She gave me a wink that Liam couldn’t see.

“How’d you get stuck caring for her and changing her?”

“A year ago we had a little bet

“Listen- Ash, You asked me if I could watch the place for you while you had a ‘girls night’ but this-”

“Trust me, you’ll be fine. Just let her play with her dollies. Maybe toss her a dildo to suck on. I’ll changer her when I get back, so you don’t even have to do anything gross.”

“Well that’s good.” He said with relief.

“Maybe play with her a bit. She’s been dying for a real man to hang out with.”

“Well it’s comforting you trust me so much with someone who obviously wants nothing but cock. You’re not even worried that i’ll cheat!” He said proudly.

“Oh, Liam. Sissies don’t count as cheating. They’re just toys, meant to be used. I honestly couldn’t care less about whatever you do with her. What is there for me to be afraid of? I don’t see you leaving me for a life of cleaning shit off a sissy’s butt.”

Liam shuddered. “Fuck no. I still can’t believe that some people like that.”

Ashley giggled. “A messy diaper is the only thing that SIssy can cum with. That’s why she has a chastity cage. She’d be humping herself silly right now if she could.”

I blushed again and tried to focus on my dolls as they both turned their attention to me again.

“Besides, you wouldn’t want her to suck you off. If you did it once, she’d probably imprint on you like a little duckling and be begging to suck your cock every day.”

Liam laughed. “Well we wouldn’t want that!” He joked.

A horn honked outside.

“Oh, that’s Samantha, I have to go!” Ashley exclaimed.

“Have a good time, and thanks for babysitting!” She gave him a long, passionate kiss, and then grabbed her purse as she rushed out the door.

The apartment went silent. I was now under the total control of Liam.

He looked at me, shook his head and exhaled a laugh. “Jesus, and I thought I’d seen everything.”

Then he picked up the remote and turned on the TV.

Liam slouched on the couch, flipping channels and scrolling on his phone.

Ashley had been little help. I almost wish she had ordered me to give him a blowjob, or that he had demanded one.

My heart was beating so fast. I couldn’t belive that I had to seduce him…somehow…while dressed like a ridiculous baby girl!

First I needed out of this stupid playpen. I looked at the dolls in my hand and let them drop, followed by a heavy sigh.

Liam didn’t notice.

I waited a few minutes, then repeated the obvious sign of extreme boredom.

“Hey, uh…”

I looked up at him hopefully.

“Do you … uh…want to watch TV?” He asked. “If you prefer barbies, that’s cool too. I’d be bored out of my skull though.”

I nodded excitedly. It had been so long since I’d watched anything but feminization guides!

He undid the baby-gate, and I crawled after him to the couch.

He sat, and I tried pitifully to climb up onto the couch from all fours, my atrophied arms and legs struggled, but after a minute of scrabbling I managed to be sitting a few feet away from him.

He had a basketball game on. I knew nothing of basketball, but it still felt good to be watching something somewhat normal. He barely paid attention to the game. He must have already seen this one or something because he kept scrolling through feeds on his phone.

after another thirty minutes, I knew I had to make another move if I wanted to make any progress before Ashley came home.

I yawned, making sure it was as high pitched and girly as possible, and curled up on the couch next to him. My head was now lightly touching his leg!

I felt him stiffen, and could feel his gaze on me as I made the contact. I waited for his posture to relax again, and for him to continue scrolling.

I carefully modulated my breathing to mimic the slow inhalations and exhalations of sleep.

Although peaceful on the outside, I was freaking out on the inside. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, or that I was being forced to put so much thought and care into this.

The basketball game eventually ended and he flipped the channel to a different sport, I couldn’t really tell which from just the audio.

I swallowed. It was time for the next phase.

I began to whimper softly and twitch my mittens and feet softly. I’d once seen a video of a puppy having a nightmare, so I did my best to emulate that. I only hoped that I looked as cute.

Pretending to be a baby, having a nightmare because my stuffy was gone, I began searching with one mitten. I “found'' daddy's lap with it, and sleepily pulled my head onto his lap, before sighing contentedly and resuming my gentle sleep. It was a bold move, and I was terrified that he’d see through it and throw me off his lap.

This time, instead of stiffening, I felt his head on my head, playing with a bit of hair that had escaped the hairbands on my pigtails.

I wanted to scream. I could smell him. and my stomach heaved and rolled with disgust as I thought of the act I was forcing myself to work toward. It was all I could do to maintain my fake sleep.

Of course I couldn’t rush this. I continued ‘sleeping’ on his lap as he rested his hand on my shoulder.

The other game ended and he switched to a mystery TV show. I wanted so badly to just sit up and watch the first adult entertainment I’d seen in so long.

Instead, I slowly worked the pacifier from my lips allowing it to ‘accidentally’  fall from my lips. I heard the soft thud of it falling to the floor from the couch.

One more episode later, I again found myself having a restless dream. I sleepily opened and closed my mouth and began softly nudging and nuzzling Liam’s lap with my inflated pink lips. It was obvious that I was in desperate need of my pacifier.

I felt him stir.

This was the moment of truth. Either he’d push me off his lap to retrieve my paci from the floor….or….

I heard the sound of a zipper in front of my face opening, and the rustle of fabric.

I whimpered softly as my lips made contact with the tip of a soft, fleshy object.

With equal parts victory and disgust, I moved my head slightly and took the head of his cock into my mouth.

It was so much softer than my dildos. It also tasted better. The light saltiness of his skin was much better than the harsh latex and silicone tastes I'd been subjected to.

I have another contented sigh and began to nurse at the head of his cock.

He moaned softly.

His reaction triggered something in me. I remembered making those same sounds back when I was a man. his soft heavy breaths and gentle moans…I had made those!

I could now remember how something wet and soft on the tip of my own penis had felt. I began to imagine that his penis was mine.

I ran my tongue around the head and pretended that Ashley had done the same to me. It felt so good!

I felt his cock start to stiffen and grow, pushing a little farther into my mouth with each pulse and throb.

My clitty throbbed hard in it’s cage. It remembered what this should feel like, despite never being sucked itself. I felt a dribble of precum as the cage began its familiar pull on my balls.

Liam was now at the entrance to my throat, where most people would begin coughing. Instead, I decided it was time to wake up.

I fluttered my eyes open, and released his cock from my mouth, pulling away from it with a loud slurping pop.

I looked up at Liam with a look of extreme happiness and surprise. To sell the emotion I also wiggled my diapered butt like an excited puppy.

I’d never seen another man blush so hard.

“G-go on…i mean…please, if you want to.” He stammered.

And that was that…I had succeeded.

I slid off the couch and took the standard blowjob position on my knees between his legs.

I looked up at him with an excited smile, then I closed my eyes and moaned happily as I licked slowly all the way up his shaft, stopping to suck the tip and flutter my eyes at him and give him a smile before easily taking him into my mouth until my nose buried itself in the forest of his pubes.

I bobbed up and down, making sure to stop and pay attention to his balls and do what I could to keep it kinky and sexy. In a weird way it was validating to hear his moans and grunts. it was direct proof that my training had paid off and that I could really give a great blowjob.

I began bobbing up and down, moaning like a pornstar and gasping with pleasure. I was revolted by the copious amounts of precum I was tasting, but I didn’t show it. Instead I began to focus on the pleasure I was giving him.

I pretended that the blowjob I was giving him was being performed on myself. I began to bob faster, to a tempo I would have liked if our positions were reversed.

My cage was pulling so hard inside my diaper! He put his hand on my head, and in my fantasy I put my hand on Ashley’s head.

I became attuned to his pleasure, imagining it being performed vividly on myself. God, it felt so amazing! I began to softly hump the air, getting whatever little friction I could between the damp padding of my diaper and my swollen balls.

I could feel his throbbing increasing, he was getting so close! I could literally and figuratively taste the upcoming orgasm.

“OOH!” I squealed, pulling off his cock.

I pressed both hands to the front of my diaper and shuddered and whimpered as a sudden climax shook my body.

“ah!” I gasped, as I felt jet after jet of thick cum flood into my diaper. I pressed against the diaper and humped futilely against the padding as the ruined orgasm came and went with minimal pleasure.

If I hadn’t been so surprised, I might have cried at the denial of having a caged orgasm from mental stimulation alone. My little clitty had felt nothing but hard steel.

As the orgasm died away into a final dribble into my diaper, I became aware at what I’d done.

“Did-did you just cum? from…sucking my dick?” He asked. His voice was full of amazement.

I slowly nodded.

“Yeth thir.” I squeaked

“Wow. You really are a sissy aren’t you? I didn’t think that was even possible.”

I looked down at the floor. I could feel my erection dying away. My diaper felt extra slick and slimy against my balls.

“I mean-” He sought for words that would comfort me. It was clear that he hadn’t meant to insult me.

“Good girl.” He said finally.

I looked up at him, and forced a weak smile.

“Now, where were we?” He said with a kind smile, pointing his cock at my face.

I leaned forward and licked the bead of precum from his tip, and then took him into my throat again in one single movement.

“God, you feel so good. That practice of yours really paid off.” he gasped.

It sounds ridiculous, but after months of such strict control of my movement when practicing on dildos, his compliment made me feel a strange sense of pride.

I bobbed faster and faster, keeping careful time with the movement of his hips as he fucked my soft puffy lips.

With a hard thrust deep into my throat, and a loud moan, I felt my throat and mouth begin filling with his cum.

I’d expected to fight the impulse to throw up. I thought that it would be hard to stomach the disgusting slime, but I found that it tasted better than what I usually was fed multiple times a day.

The slightly salty, musky jizz filling my throat was nothing compared to the blended prunes, salmon, salt, and hot sauce I'd been forced to pretend I loved.

I easily swallowed his load, sucking his tip gently and swallowing every drop I could extract.

Liam looked like he was barely conscious. I tested my chin on his crotch, next to his softening penis and waited for him to gradually return to earth. He put his hand on my head and smiled down at me.

"Goddamn. That was amazing. Good girl. Very good girl."

Liam was so much easier to please than the girls, so much more thankful, and kinder too. I smiled proudly up at him.

"May I thleep on your lap again thir?" I lisped shyly.

"Sure, Sissy. But one thing."

"Yeth, thir?" I asked as he helped me onto the couch again.

"I don't think you'll need your old pacifier."

"Yeth thir, thank you, thir." I squeaked as I laid my head on his lap.

His softening cock had another pearl of precum on it. Without hesitating I took it into my mouth and began sucking softly at it.

"And another thing. If you really want to, you can call me Daddy. I guess you might as well if Ashley is Mommy."

I raised my head from his cock. I was surprised there was still enough pride in me to cringe as I forced an excited smile and butt-wiggle.

"Oh, thank you, Daddy!" I squealed, rubbing my cheek against his hairy chest.

"That's my good sissy. Now back to my dick until Mommy gets home."

I laid my head down on him and hugged his legs tightly as I returned to nursing happily on him.

Now, after my ruined orgasm I shed an unnoticed tear as I thought about my recent actions.I'd just willingly submerged myself deeper than ever into life as a permanent sissy, simultaneously cementing my place in Ashley and Liam's relationship as both a silly little sissy-baby, and an eager mouth for him to cum inside of.

There were only two certainties for me: diapers, humiliation, and blowjobs.


Chapter 16: Acceptance

Things have been going smoother than ever. SIssy has actually become a fun toy in our relationship, and almost never requires spanking or punishment. I still make sure to do embarrassing little bets with him, to continue destroying his masculine side, but I have a feeling any non-sissy part of him is practically nonexistent. You should have seen him mindlessly gurgling and blowing bubbles with LIam’s cum last week!

The early morning light streamed into the bedroom, where I whimpered and squirmed on the little plastic potty.

Feet away, I watched as Daddy positioned himself behind Mommy, who was on all fours on the bed. His long, hard manhood stood rigid as he placed it at the entrance to Mommy’s vagina.

Today, after days of whimpering babying, Mommy had announced that I would get the chance to use the potty today. I’d expected a chance to regain some adult sensation of control, but instead, she’d thought of another torturous humiliation.

“Poor baby. You’re little baby bladder just can’t hold anything anymore. Even if I stripped you down and took off your cage you couldn’t have sex with me before pissing all over!” She had teased.

I don’t know why, but I had defiantly shaken my head. True, I had lost nearly all control, but I wasn’t that hopeless! If I really concentrated, I could hold it long enough!

“Really? You think you can hold it like a real man? Long enough for a good fucking?” She had asked mischievously.

Why had I nodded? Of course she’d had something planned!

Now, I was perched humiliatingly on the plastic potty, right in the bedroom, watching as Daddy slipped slowly into her, making her moan with ecstasy.

My sorry clitty throbbed and pushed against its prison. I had never had sex before, and now I could do nothing but sit impotently on this fucking plastic potty while my crush and her boyfriend fucked eachother, relishing the carnal delight that I could only imagine.

I suddenly felt a slight twinge, and clamped down hard to prevent a dribble from escaping into the plastic bowl of the potty. I couldn’t let her win! All I had to do was last a few minutes, surely I could do that!

Daddy grabbed her hips, and pulled her fully onto him. “Oh, Liam! Fuck! Oh!” she moaned.

I watched as he pushed in and out, slowly then faster and faster. The slap of their bodies together and the sound of her tight pussy slipping up and down his shaft had me chewing my dildo pacifier in frustration.

Bitter tears ran down my face as I rocked back and forth on my potty, desperately wishing I could feel anything, even just my own hand on my penis again. Whatever concentration I had on keeping my bladder urethra clamped closed waned then disappeared entirely.

I heard it without feeling it. I gasped in horror as the sounds of droplets hitting the plastic bowl beneath me sounded my defeat. While I despaired the evidence of total incontinence, Mommy and Daddy continued happily fucking, filling the room with the moans and cries of passionate sex.

I had already lost. There was no point in pretending I hadn’t. I gave up and released the floodgates. Even the sound of me peeing was girly and infantile. The cage made me dribble, causing a tinkling little sound of fluid, as opposed to the strong stream I had once made at a urinal like a man.

As Daddy loudly filled Mommy with a large, hot load of cum, I tinkled quietly into the little plastic potty.

They lay there for a few minutes panting for a few minutes, then Mommy stood and walked over to me.

She yanked my pacifier from my mouth and I obediently opened for her.

I hated this part. She did this every time Liam had sex with her.

She gripped my hair, and pulled my open mouth against her wet pussy. I retreated my tongue back into my mouth. I had once touched her with it, and received a hard spanking for the insolence of trying ‘naughty behavior’. The message had been clear. Only Daddy gave her pleasure, and she gave me the resulting cum.

“Did you keep your potty clean?” She asked as a splurt of her and daddy’s fluids filled my mouth. “Don’t answer. Of course you didn’t. Mommy doesn’t even have to check.”

Satisfied, she pushed my head away. “Now, as the loser of our little bet, why don’t you tell me what you can never possibly do.”

“I can never have thekth, Mommy” I squeaked in my awful lisping baby-voice. I knew what I had to say. She’d told me what to say if I lost, but It wasn’t easy. “I-It’th hopeweth to twy potty twaining me, becauth my wittwe cwitty bewongs in diapers, Mommy.”

“Exactly right. Now let’s get you safely into another diaper.”

Once I’d been diapered, Mommy removed th bowl from the potty and brought it over to the changing mat. “As you know, Sissy, all your messes belong in your diapers. All of them.”

She pulled out the waistband of the diaper, and I winced as the flood of cold urine filled the front of my diaper.

“Now then, I’m afraid Daddy’s big cock has made me a little late this morning so I’ll have to give you a fast breakfast.”

“Yeth, Mommy, thank you Mommy.”

fast breakfasts were a gift and a curse. They were faster and less humiliating than ‘here comes the airplane’, but no less disgusting.

Daddy helped me into the highchair, and Mommy buckled the feeding gag into my mouth. My eyes traced the clear tube from the gag to the huge 500ml syringe attached to the other end. While Mommy prepared my breakfast, Daddy snapped my wrists to the highchair, securing me for my feeding.

I whimpered at the sight of it being filled with a week-old watery blend of various disgusting foods. Whatever flavors it had were so clashing and noxious that it was difficult to trace what it was made of. Once the syringe was nearly full, Mommy picked up a cold used condom and emptied its contents into the back of the syringe. While I always ate Daddy’s cum fresh, Samantha and Isabella made sure to supply stale refrigerated cum produced through their nightly escapades.

“Here comes the airplane!”

I kicked my legs and whimpered as she pushed the plunger into the back of the syringe, shooting a jet of nasty slop inot my mouth. I struggled to swallow and chew the congealed more solid bits of food, but it was always hard to keep up.

A trickle of watery slop ran down my chin and onto my bib while my cheeks bulged to the max. I was forced to swallow over and over as fast as I could, but it always felt like it was the the pressure of the plunger forcing it down my throat, not my feeble attempts to swallow.

As the feed slowed and stopped my stomach felt ready to burst. The final flavor was the salty cum that had been added last, and I whimpered and pulled at the restraints as the cold semen spurted into my mouth.

“Now I have to go, be sure to drink your bottle and be good for Daddy.” She said, removing the gag, and placing it in the sink while Daddy undid my restraints. The two of them were like a well-oiled machine.

“Yeth, Mommy.” I gasped.

She handed a baby bottle to Daddy, and I watched with dread as he unzipped his jeans and filled my bottle with his ‘Daddy lemonade’. The top was screwed on, and the warm bottle was placed in front of me.

I longed for the taste of water. I hadn’t dranken anything but jizz, urine, or baby formula for at least two weeks now. If the intent was to make me look forward to cum as the least disgusting option, it was unfortunately working.

I spent the next few weeks sucking at my bottle, sucking at Daddy’s cock, and playing with the baby toys in my playpen.

One day, as Daddy’s beautiful cock pushed down into my throat, I began to think about my current life. Was it really that bad? After all, I knew I had no chance of ever being a man. This is where I belonged, wasn’t it? on my knees in front of a tower of blocks or Daddy’s crotch.

“Good girl.” He said as my mouth filled with his salty seed yet again. A shiver of happiness filled me when he said that. Real men and women shouldn’t feel happy to spend their lives sucking cock and filling diapers…but I wasn’t a man or woman, I was a sissy.

I looked up at my Daddy and smiled happily.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

He scratched the top of my head as if I were no more than a dog. It felt good and I wiggled my diapered butt reflexively.

“You really love being this, don’t you?”

“Oh yeth, Daddy!” I burbled.

And then I noticed something. Although I’d been forced to say I loved being a sissy many times, this time it had been voluntary…or had I just noticed it now? How long had I actually enjoyed this? I could feel it now. The adult, masculine part of me had finally died completely. The quiet whisper of masculine pride and indignation was gone…and I couldn’t even remember when it had dissapeared.

I suddenly felt so happy…so light!  

Overjoyed, I kissed the tip of Daddy’s cock. I felt…free…like a weight had been dropped from me.

“I love you, Daddy!” I said, and nuzzled my face into his beautiful cock, inhaling his wonderful manly musk.

Fin.


Epilogue

I sat nervously on the edge of my chair by the dining table. Any minute now my son would return, this time escorted by his ex-girlfriend and her boyfriend.

It had taken some time to wrap my head around the whole ‘sissy thing’.

Ashley had seemed so upset upon finding his browser history showing how badly he yearned to suck cock. I didn’t blame her one bit for leaving him. I’m just grateful she continued to care for him like the helpless baby he is.

Screenshots of his google history had allowed me to learn about his new lifestyle right alongside him.

I smiled as I remembered the obvious nervousness he’d shown in his first few searches.

“Is it normal to want to suck cock?” “Why can’t I stop thinking of sucking another man off?” From there he’d learned about sissies, and soon his browser was absolutely filled with videos of sissies and sissy hypnosis. After that Ashley had taken his computer away after that.

I was oddly grateful. I’d loved having a baby-girl, and this allowed me to continue babying him as a feminine baby, while allowing him to…well…’mature didn’t seem right…progress into a sissy baby with adult needs.

Of course it was obvious that if he were to ever live with me he would never be happy without a steady supply of cum. Ashley had told me it was now his favorite food.

How fortunate it was then, that I had maintained a relationship with his economics teacher. We’d grown quite close, and he’d even moved in with me a few months ago. It was even more fortunate that James had such an open mind. He was hesitant to date someone with a sissy son at first, but once I promised him as many sissy blowjobs as he could ever want, he eventually came round to the idea…especially after I’d shown him some extremely depraved sissy porn. Now he seemed more than eager to put Chrissy to the test.

I sighed happily. If Ashley and Liam ever broke up, I could still provide a loving cum-filled life for my sissy son.

The oven timer went off and I went to remove the turkey from the oven. It was more than enough food for the five of us. Of course, Chrissy would be getting a different meal for Christmas dinner. Solid foods were simply not allowed for my baby.

I removed one of the many bottles of my breastmilk from the fridge and put it under some warm water. I’d practically filled the bottom shelf and door of the fridge. My sore breasts had never felt so full, or produced so much milk in my life. Chrissy had a lot of catching up to do.

“Well I hope Chrissy is hungry.” I thought happily.

I giggled at the thought of us all eating as one happy family. Soon we’d be stuffing our mouths with a delicious christmas feast, while Chrissy sucked on his daddies’ genitals for precious mouthfuls of his cum-themed feast under the table. If he were still hungry afterward, then he could have his bottle of mommy-milk.

“Ding Dong!” Rang the doorbell.

“Coming!” I called.
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