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 Part 1 
 My First Week
 My Manhood is Given Up Chapter 1 – The Break Up  	I was lying on the couch drinking a scotch, commiserating on the latest series of events that had culminated in my girlfriend leaving me 3 nights ago. 

 	Laura had come over that night to remove her last belongings from the apartment. We had been in a relationship for only about 4 months and it had been a rocky one. Our beginning was ok but only because I helped her to transition from her previous relationship and paid her way, helping her through that time. Overall she used me quite a bit. I think that she was getting tired of it though. 

 My thoughts fled back to our last conversation: 	“I need a cowboy Maddie (her cute abbreviated form of my last name Madsen). You’re just not doing it for me. Having a submissive boyfriend is fun in some ways but ultimately I need a man. The premature ejaculation, the loss of bladder control, not to mention dude: you are lousy in the sack. I saw your box of things in the closet. I mean, I knew you had some of that stuff but really, I mean your selection of women’s underwear, and the worst, I mean come on : diapers!? What are you? Some kind of freak? I mean I knew you were a total submissive but had no idea the extent. The recordings that I found on the computer the other day just topped it though. Ultimate Sissy Training? What the fuck? Anyway, I gotta get on with things. Can’t say it’s been the best 3 months, but it’s been interesting. You got anything to say for yourself?”

 	I was beet red. She had found my things. I had been hiding that stuff, hoping in some way to tell her, but obviously she wasn’t into it. I started to stammer but the words wouldn’t come. 

 	“Cat got your tongue eh? You know one thing I will miss is the regular you-know-what. At least you were good for some things.”

 	My cock grew hard, what little there was of it. Laura found out early on that my best qualities in bed were not in standard lovemaking. My cock was tiny, perhaps three inches at full erection. To say that she was disappointed in my lovemaking was an understatement, especially as I had a difficult time holding it in. 

 	To say I was a premature ejaculator was an
 understatement. She quickly learned to get off more on my oral skills. And if she was frustrated with my performance, wanting more, she would oftentimes like getting a little mean and force me to do what she called “backside duty”, where she would turn over and give me a little sneer, pointing to her nether hole. I would oblige her, worshipping her behind, oftentimes in total humiliation as she made me release myself while my face was buried in her rear. It soon got so that this was the only way we would get off. I began to develop a serious love and need for it and she started to use it to her advantage, calling me her ‘little ass kisser’. I think that in a few months though she began to grow tired of it, telling me she needed something a bit more serious.

 	I was red faced and hard, staring at her with her last bag of belongings. She began to get an evil grin on her face. 

 	“How about one last one for old time’s sake?” she laughed. Shame faced, I felt my cock rise. Damn it! Why now? I couldn’t help it. I stammered out,

 “Yes, please”. 	She dropped her bag and turned around, sneering over her shoulder. I took a long look at her gorgeous ass, my tiny cock near to bursting. 

 	“I think our parting should have you on your knees don’t you think Maddie?” Red faced, I dropped to my knees. She teasingly, slowly pulled down her pants and panties to her knees. She grinned and said “you know Maddie, I’m pretty dirty today, haven’t had a shower. Still want to?” I nodded. “Let me hear you beg.”

 I began to stammer “please Laura, please!”
 “Please what Maddie?”
 “Please may I kiss your ass.” 
 “Please may you what my ass Maddie?”
 “Please may I lick your ass?”
 “Well OK, come on over.” 	She spread her cheeks wide, inviting me in. I began to lean forward, gazing longingly into the depths of her netherhole and got a whiff of her dirty aroma, and as I began to put my face right next to it, she quickly pulled her panties and pants right back up and began laughing hysterically. I went into convulsions and started to cry which made her laugh even harder. 

 	“Maddie, you are disgusting. Here I am leaving you and you are ready to get down on your knees to clean out my dirty ass. Filthy. Why don’t you go put on one of your panties or even better yet a diaper and hump your pillow huh? See you around, maybe.” 

 	And with that she slammed the door in my face, me on my knees. The most embarrassing thing was, I took her advice and did what she said, fantasising about that ass that I would never again kiss. Afterwards, as I lay there in my spent and wet panties, I cursed myself for my freaky desires, only wishing that they were somewhere more within the normal range of things. 

 I got up to fix that scotch. 
 Chapter 2 – The Scotch  	As I drank my scotch I reflected further on things, recalling how I first started to lose my “manliness”; how my bladder and cock had started to fall out of my control lately. It had begun about two months prior during my relationship with Laura. She was spending more and more time out at night. I had no idea where she went. She said it was with friends. I began to surf kinky sites on the internet and came across a really hot hypno-mistress, Mistress Delilah. 

 	Mistress Delilah was a southern woman, hot as hell, specializing in feminisation and sissification through hypnosis. She had some online training programs which involved the downloading and listening of various recordings.

 	I was feeling pretty low at this point in our relationship and my kinky side felt like it wanted a boost so I signed up for one of her courses: “The Ultimate Sissy”. I didn’t know all that it involved but thought it would be fun to try.

 The instructions and recordings were much more powerful than I thought.
 I was instructed to buy and wear and cum in women’s underwear. 	My lingerie collection, previously pretty small, maybe limited to a few pairs of women’s panties suddenly grew to an alarming degree. I began to spend more time out purchasing pairs of panties and spending time at home masturbating into them. 

 I tried to stop but something about the hypno-program kept me going. 	Then the diapering and incontinence training part of the program started. At first I thought “Oh, this will be fine. Sounds kind of kinky”.

 	But I got alarmed when I started folding towels and sheets to make my own diapers. I bought safety pins and began fashioning my own diapers to wear. 

 They were slowly replacing the panties as masturbation instruments. 	Worse, I started to feel bladder spasms and would occasionally squirt a little into my underwear. It usually happened when I got excited or scared. 

 	Laura noticed this one time when I got startled at her coming out of the bathroom. I got scared, lost it and squirted a short burst into the crotch of my sweats. Unfortunately she saw immediately and burst out laughing. 

 “What the hell is that Maddie? Peeing yourself now?” 	It was pretty much forgotten about until the following week when I lost it again, this time unfortunately when we were in the supermarket. Sadly, I had my khaki pants on that day.
 Rachel, Laura’s friend surprised us by running into us.

 	Rachel was also a co-worker of mine from work, who I had a secret crush on, and had for some time. Rachel was a young twenty something, a hot and hip dark haired beauty. Tattoos, short dark hair, horn rimmed glasses. I knew from Laura that she was also into kink and had spent a little time in the past as a dominatrix. I could never seem to get that out of my mind. Laura knew on some level I had the hots for her and teased me about it. Laura wasn’t really into the kink so much but definitely exploited my submissive side. Usually through financial abuse, making me do things for her, and of course our regular “backside duty”. 

 	Anyway, on this day, Rachel was looking a little too hot, in a short black dress, some of her tattoos showing. I always loved her smell. In the middle of their conversation, Rachel looked over at me and asked me what the hell I was looking at. I shook my head a little. Shit, I had been staring at her lovely ass. 

 	“Maybe you want a taste?” She and Laura burst out laughing. They did this to me often together. I think Laura had told Rachel previously about my
 fascination with her ass. Rachel definitely loved to tease me. My cock grew hard as hell instantly. As it usually did. 

 	The problem was this time my bladder was more full that usual and I experienced an instant bladder spasm. My shorts got a quick burst of pee and due to my cock being hard, the front of my pants developed an obvious wet mark. 

 Rachel looked at me. Her mouth began to grow wider in a big grin. She burst out laughing. 
 She turned back to Laura, “Maddie have a bladder problem or something Laura?”
 Laura grew a disgusted look on her face 	“He peed himself the other day. I don’t fucking know. What the hell is wrong with you Maddie? You need diapers or something?”

 I went beet red. Shit. Damn. Rachel went up the aisle. She returned with a pack of Dry Nites pull up diapers. 
 “Here Maddie, try these! They just might fit!”
 Rachel and Laura burst out in hysterics. 
 I excused myself quickly, Rachel laughing “Wait Maddie! You forgot your diapers!”.
 That night Laura gave me hell. We fought like crazy and then she went out on one of her usual ventures. 	I listened to more of the recordings. I couldn’t help myself. I fantasised that night about Rachel and diapers and came quickly.

 	I went to the drugstore the next day, and terrified, I bought my first package of adult disposable diapers. I was terrified to buy them at the store, worried that someone would see me. The checkout person was a teenage girl and she gave me a funny look, smirking at me as she rang them up. I nearly died of embarrassment. 

 	They were white and plastic and crinkly with tapes, just like I remembered from my childhood. I tried to put one on but the man inside me kept fighting it. I couldn’t do it. Nevertheless I knew it was only a matter of time. I was fighting a losing battle. The recordings were having a deep effect. 

 	Beyond the strange phenomena developing with my bladder, I was also starting to ejaculate more easily and with less control. I couldn’t figure it out. I mean, I was never really that good at holding it in but lately I found myself coming without even touching myself. 

 	Laura was not impressed. We rarely had sex anymore anyway but sometimes before I was told to go down on her, I would see her naked and would lose control, blow my load into my pants. 

 She began to ridicule me and things got worse. 	I tried to delete the recordings but it didn’t work. I just ended up downloading them again and continuing. Something deep inside me wanted to come out. My sissy side was being born. I hated it. I loved it. 

 	Then Laura found the files. She looked it over briefly and then gave me the boot. She would be leaving in a few day’s time. It was over. She was sick of me and my weird shit. 
 … 

 	Drinking my scotch I reflected on these things. It was amazing I was picking such a path. Did I even have control? Who was steering the wheel? 

 I started to cry.
 Chapter 3 – Getting Ready for the Day 	I woke up with tear streaked cheeks, a ridiculous sight most likely and got up to fix some coffee. Our apartment that Laura and I shared was on a month to month lease and I knew I had to get out within a week’s time or have to somehow come up with extra funds to pay for the large space. Laura had insisted we get the large place, even though I knew it was a lot. As it was, I was utterly broke and now in a pile of debt from her large spending sprees on my credit cards. She used to just wink at me, flash me her ass and promise me that I could worship her if she could just buy one more thing. I got so addicted to putting my face between her cheeks that it was almost impossible to say no. She cunningly had worked me with this tactic to the point where I would have given her anything for even a small taste of her sweet behind. 

 Anyway, here I was, I needed a plan. Thank God it was Friday. Just one more day of work. 	I stripped off my humiliating attire, and got into the shower. I had to get to work in about an hour. I thought to myself, well at least I can indulge some of my kinkier fantasies now without her around…

 	I got out of the shower and threw on some sweats. As I thought about what to wear that day, I couldn’t decide if I should put on a pair of my panties or not. In the relationship with Laura, I would only wear the underwear when she wasn’t around but now she was gone! 

 	Deeper down I had had strong feelings of wearing women’s clothes for some time, even back to childhood. The recordings had intensified those desires immensely but what was worse, I really wanted to wear diapers. Somehow the panties were more acceptable, even if humiliating in their own right. Lately though, I always kept coming back to the thought of wearing diapers. 

 	Anyway, here I was, free for the moment. Had work coming up. Hmmm. I could put on a pair of panties or…. 

 	I immediately found myself breaking open the package of diapers. I unfolded one carefully, smelling the odour of fresh plastic, listening to the strangely erotic crinkling. The shiny white material brought back old memories. My little dick stood at full attention, my face went completely red. Could I do it? Could I really put on a diaper? A grown man? Back in diapers? My head swam, my knees started to buckle. I had to hold myself over the bed rail as my head swam, what was happening? 

 	Oh my God! My loins were firing! The crinkle, the smell, uhh nooooo!!! I was having a a a a 
 uuunnnnggggg! Oh God I’m coming! My body shook with wild fire as a pool of cum filled the front of my sweatpants. 
 I found myself on the floor shaking. Wow.
 Embarrassed as all hell, I quickly tucked the diaper back into the wrapping and threw the whole package back into the closet. 

 Maybe another time…? 	I cleaned up my mess and got ready for work. I couldn’t help it but had to put on a clean shiny pair of pink satin panties under my suit. The cut was full across the back and if someone looked close they might have seen the telltale lines across my bottom through my thin slacks. I threw a dress coat over my shirt to cover up the pants and finding myself acceptable went out the door. 

 Chapter 4 – The Office 	I worked at an advertising agency in an utterly boring cubicle. The only thing not so utterly boring was perhaps looking at Rachel, the receptionist. I oftentimes squirmed when she was around; my dick getting hard looking at her behind as she made copies. 

 	This last week I think Rachel and Laura had talked. Rachel would give me funny knowing looks. She would tease me with short glances and sometimes even bend over and wink at me from the copy machine. Damn! 

 	I had been wearing panties to work this week and sometimes would fall into various fantasies about Rachel dominating me. Somehow fantasies of Rachel seemed to take the pain of the breakup away.

 Anyway, Thursday morning I came in to a surprise. There was a package waiting for me on my desk. 	I opened it. Shit! It was a Dry Nites pull up diaper! What the hell? I quickly stuffed it into my drawer and closed it, looking around. No one was there. I was turned on and terrified and the same time. 

 	Suddenly Rachel was at my back. I turned around horrified. My bladder clenched. I held it for all I was worth. I barely managed to keep from peeing myself. 

 Rachel gave me a funny look. 
 “Like your present?” she laughed. 
 “Very funny Rachel. That your idea of a joke?” 	“C’mon Maddie. Lighten up. Laura told me you were starting to wear them now, thought you could maybe use another. When I showed these to you the other night I know you wanted them! I have the rest of them at home if you want them.”

 “Very funny.”
 “Laura mentioned you would be moving out and needed a place to stay.”
 “Uh ya…” 	“Well don’t think too much of it but I am in need of a new roommate. I’m not looking for you know… Just thought you might be a harmless sort who might keep to themselves and I do need help with the rent. Wanna go out for a beer this afternoon and talk it over?”

 	Jesus, did I just die and go to heaven? Here, this woman who I have been fantasizing about just asks me to move in with her? Something seemed fishy.

 “Why would you ask me?”
 “Let’s just say I need help with the housecleaning. 	And I like your taste in clothes…”
 She gave me a funny grin and reaching down, pulled hard on the leg-band of my panties and released them to a loud snapping sound. 

 	I jumped both in slight pain and fright. I felt my bladder clench and almost felt it release. Good god. I went red, beet red, all over. My mouth went dry.

 	She smiled. “Like I said I’m not looking for action, I just want a roommate. I thought of one of my gay friends but they all had places. When I talked it over with Laura the other day, she recommended you and we kind of had a laugh over it as you are kind-of gay, and really harmless. Laura told me that you would also be good at housework.”

 	I started to blush and get mad but simultaneously my little cock sprang to attention. Damn it! How did I get myself into these situations! 

 “So how about that beer tomorrow night?” she asked. I gulped. 	“See you right after work tomorrow. Oh, and don’t worry if you want to wear my present today or tonight. I’ll bring you another one tomorrow.” She smirked and snapped my panties again. 

 Chapter 5 – The Pull-Ups  	All afternoon, after talking with Rachel, I couldn’t concentrate on work. My little cock was totally hard. I couldn’t stop thinking about the pull-up in my desk. I looked at them, slyly when I thought no one was watching. They had girly designs on them. Great. Girl’s diapers. Oh man. They definitely looked small but I was only 5’7” myself, maybe they would fit me even if tight. They weren’t exactly diapers either I told myself so I was still a man (of sorts) if I wore them. Except those girly designs looked pretty girly. Funny the things I was telling myself in my mind about it. 

 It was lunch break. Most of the office staff were gone. I had to do it. 
 I had to try on the pull-ups. I couldn’t take it. 
 I pulled them out of the drawer and stuffed them into my pants. 
 I headed for the bathroom quickly. 	No one was in the men’s room thank god. I think they were all at lunch. I entered a stall and quickly took off my pants and panties. I opened up the pull-up. It was crinkly. My face was red. Could I do this? I wasn’t sure. Shit. I needed to hurry. I stuck one leg in, then the other. Damn, they were small. I pulled. Up. They went over my hips. 

 They barely managed to fit. My little cock was made even smaller as the pull up held it close to my body. Oh my god. I was wearing a diaper. A pull up diaper. 
 I almost came. I had to concentrate so hard not to come right there. 	I was scared shitless, I had to get my pants on. I pulled them up quickly and stuffed my panties into my front pocket.

 	As I washed my hands I realized I had forgotten to pee in all the excitement and had to go. Damn, I heard voices outside. I couldn’t use the toilet now, I might give myself away. Had to hold it, had to think.

 	The pull-ups felt tight, constricting, and so good. Something felt natural. I almost peed myself thinking about it. 

 Shit, snap out of it! I got it together and left the bathroom. 
 And ran right into Rachel. 
 Rachel said “Not at lunch Maddie?” 	I was red faced and stammering. I couldn’t talk. Shit, I was frightened. I felt a tiny squirt shoot into my diaper. Damn it! I was peeing! Fuck, could she hear? Did she know? I looked down at my pants, hoping they weren’t wet. The diaper had held it all in. Whew! 

 She knew something. It was written all over my face. 	She reached out and patted my ass. 
 The telltale thumping sound of a hand smacking a diaper revealed instantly what I was wearing.

 I nearly fainted. Rachel was grinning from ear to ear. 	“I knew you’d be in those diapers by the end of the day. Honestly I thought it may have been even sooner. Nice to know you won’t need to get up for bathroom breaks anymore eh?” She cracked up. 

 I was blushing furiously. She noticed and patted my backside again. 	“Don’t worry Maddie, I’ll bring you another one tomorrow. But you probably have a large stash at home anyway right?”

 I began to mutter something and tried to excuse myself. 
 “Ok, see you later baby!”
 She laughed as I walked away. Shit, I think I could hear the crinkle as I walked. Damn! 	The remainder of the day was utterly humiliating. I couldn’t get up to change as there were too many people in the office and I couldn’t leave work early.

 I was sitting in the office in a fucking diaper! 	And Rachel knew. She would come by to the copy machine and tease me, waddling like a baby or sucking her thumb. Another time she made a pissing sound as she walked by. Another time she walked by saying “crinkle, crinkle, tinkle, tinkle”.

 	I stayed at my desk the whole time. My pull-up was uncomfortably soaked by 4:30 clock out. It felt clammy and stuck to my butt as I walked out of work that day. Rachel managed to smack it one more time before I got out the door, saying goodbye, that she would see me in the morning with a new present. Bitch. 

 	I got to my car as fast as I could. Once inside I managed to break the sides of the pull-up, pulling it off and throwing it onto the floor. 

 	That night, I couldn’t help it, I had to listen to my hypno recording and beat off furiously, thinking of my day in the office, thinking of my diaper, thinking of Rachel. 

 Bitch. 
 Chapter 6 – The Bar  	Friday morning there was another pull-up diaper on my desk. I had worn panties again to work that morning. I was scared as hell. I was excited as hell.

 I was in the pull-ups by 9:00 am. Rachel teased me again all day long. 	My pull-ups were soaked again by 4:00 and I didn’t know how the hell I would get away with wearing them to the bar.

 	Fortunately Rachel must have sensed this and handed me another pull up at 4:15. I waited until all of the guys had left and did another quick change in the bathroom. I was getting pretty good at this. 

 I was getting used to wearing diapers. What the fuck? 
 I told Rachel I would meet her at the bar as we had both driven separately that day. 	She smacked my ass, giving off a loud diaper thump sound. I looked around embarrassed. She grinned and said “ok, see you there baby.”

 …  	We were sitting at the bar, I couldn’t help taking in her sweet smell of sweat mixed with some herbal soap. The smell pounded into my brain even through the overbearing acrid cigarette smoke. She smiled over her whiskey. I slowly sipped mine and we talked. Mostly about Laura. I avoided going into how much she knew about me which could be quite dangerous if Laura had told her everything, all of my ashamed kinks, my certain inadequacies. But she seemed quite happy, quite in her element. She held the reins in our conversation, and I was amazed as I found myself demurring to her, letting her order, letting her dominate the conversation, I even found myself bowing my head in a certain way to her. The air of her dominance was thick. We had had a few drinks mostly talking about office stuff. 

 	Finally she cut the ice “How long have you been into wearing panties?” I blushed bright red. “You know, Laura told me ages ago. This last week I finally noticed and checked out your very obvious panty lines! I sometimes joke with Cindy and we try to guess what color you’re wearing that day!”

 	“Cindy knows too?” I blurted. Cindy was one of our co-workers. Another hot chick at the office, but one I didn’t know really at all.

 “Oh ya, a couple of the guys know too. We even mentioned it once to Diane.” 	“Diane?” Oh Christ, she was the manager! And some of the guys! Oh man I must be a laughing stock… I started to shake and almost began to cry. I wanted to rip my Dry Nites right off, I felt like cursing.
 Unfortunately my cock was betraying my feelings. The utter humiliation of this caused me to get the most intense erection. I blushed deeper. 
 Rachel laughed. “Don’t fucking worry about it. I think a lot of them think you’re gay. Shit, you may as well wear some women’s slacks or a blouse. Imagine that huh? They all knew that Laura would eventually dump you.”

 	My head was in my hands. I was almost in tears. My cock pushed to get out of its diaper prison but being as small as it was, the pull-ups held if firm. 

 	“Ya, Laura told me about your weird hypno recordings she found on the computer. Sounds like you’ve been into losing control of your bladder and being forced into total sissyhood or something like that? And I mean come on man, look at what you’re wearing today!”

 	My knees went weak. I suddenly felt very exposed and frightened at the tight clammy feeling of the pullups around my hips. The leg gathers felt tight and constrictive. I felt like everyone was watching me although I knew that wasn’t true. 

 	She went on, “Weird shit dude, but strangely right up my alley. Anyway, I think it’s funny that you are such a sissy. I have a thing for sissy boys you know.”

 	She looked at me with an intense glance. I was in love. Or was it lust? Or was I just plain excited? Or scared? All of the above? A little squirt released into my pull-ups. My face went red. 

 	Rachel continued: 
 “Don’t worry seriously. Hey, what do you think about the apartment? You wanna come see it? There is a bed in the second room already and you could move in whenever you want. Tell you what, I kind-of like the idea of a gay-boy pantywaist as a roommate and you really are kind of sweet in a strange way. I really am not looking for a standard relationship so get that out of your fucking head straightaway. But… Laura told me you had some mad cleaning skills and were overall a pretty obedient boy.”

 	Obedient ? Cleaning skills? Oh God, Laura must have told her about the time that I she put me in a dress and had me clean the apartment. Laura would sometimes make me clean for a chance to kiss and you know what her ass.

 	“Tell you what, if you indulge me, I may indulge you a little bit. Sound intriguing? Laura also mentioned you were a great butt kisser. I definitely am a bit of a princess with a need for the occasional foot rub.”

 She was definitely flirting with me. As only a dominatrix could. My little cock began to strain. 
 “What do you think? You up for a bit of brown nosing? Literally?” 	I was swimming. My cock was near to bursting. My Dry Nites were wet with pre-cum and I was beginning to worry that a stain might begin to appear on my slacks. Of course this was silly, my pull-ups held it in quite well. 
 She knew she had me. The next piece nailed it though. 

 	“And you can feel free to wear whatever around the apartment. Including…” She leaned closer and whispered “your pretty little pampers!”

 She leaned back and smirked. 
 I lost control. I shuddered. My diapers began filling with an uncontrollable burst of cum. 	She got up and pulled something out of her purse. I was slack jawed and totally red faced. My Dry Nites were sticky and wet. 

 	“Looks like you’ll need some more serious diapers sooner than later. Here, baby, suck on this and think it over. Talk to you soon, tootaloo!”

 	Her hand went straight to my mouth and too late I found out what she had in her hand. My mouth was engulfed with the taste of plastic and in horror I looked down to see that she had just plunged a large pink pacifier into my gaping mouth! 

 	She threw a couple more Dry Nites on the table right as she left, exclaiming “For later tonight, you’ll probably need a change now huh?”

 She laughed on her way out telling the grinning waitress that I would get the bill. 
 Chapter 7 – Phone Call  	Don’t ask me how I got home that night. Making my way out of the restaurant with wet Dry Nites around my hips, two dry Dry Nites in my hands, fumbling with the pacifier, face down, shuffling with my credit card for payment, muttering excuses. I had more than one amused stare and several folks laughing. I couldn’t of course tell if it was all directed at me but it felt like the whole world was watching. 

 … 
 I was laying in my bathtub with a nice scented oil and tried to relax, thinking the day through. 	Visions filled my head: Laura’s looming ass, Rachel gagging me with a large pacifier, the men in the office telling jokes about my panties, me cleaning the apartment in a dress, the feel of wet pull-ups around my hips…. 

 	I tried to put it out but no dice. I knew I was trapped. My stupid fetishes and desires would pull me right in. I was putty in Rachel’s hands and she knew it. I only hoped I would survive and come out the other side still a man. Yeah right.

 	My hand twitched to the razor and almost without control I began to reach down to shave my legs. No. I can’t do it. 

 	I threw the razor and got out of the bath. 
 Aaaagggghhh. I had to be a man. Right? I went into my bedroom. My hands pulled out the package of diapers. I looked them over. Smelled them. Touched them to my cock. Oh god. I threw them to the closet again. Something about those full white diaper briefs was different than the pull ups. I wasn’t ready. Ready? 

 I looked at the two Dry Nites that Rachel had given me. No. I needed to be a fucking man. 
 I went as long as I could but couldn’t manage to avoid the recording that night.
 The soothing voice soon had me with visions of peeing myself, wearing diapers, submitting. 
 I was back in the Dry Nites before I knew it. Damn! I almost felt like I couldn’t take them off. 	I looked to the bright pink pacifier sitting on my dresser. I gulped. I quivered as I placed it between my lips. My cock grew hard. I looked in the mirror. A total fucking sissy stared back. I got into bed and pulled up the covers. The phone rang. I spat out my pacifier and reached over to answer it. 

 “Hi Maddie, how’s it going?”
 “Uh, ok Rachel. How are you?” 	“Still kind of drunk. That was so hot watching you cum today in your diapers. I mean dude how many men do you know cum like that without even touching themselves? Well for that matter how many grown men do you know that like wearing diapers!”

 I was quiet. 
 “Oh stop. Hey, I know you are a sissy and have for some time.”
 I tried to change the subject. 	We talked of other things for a while. Rachel definitely seemed into me in a weird way. I had never been in a relationship like this before. It was pretty
 embarrassing. 

 “Hey, I will be over tomorrow morning to help you with your stuff. Be ready at 9?” 	“Uh ya, I’ll be ready Rachel.” Guess I was moving in. Jeez. How did this woman have such power over me? I felt my testicles shrink (as if they could get any smaller). 

 As we neared the end of the call she asked me what I was wearing.
 “Uh my sweats and t-shirt.”
 “What else Maddie?”
 “Oh come on, you know.”
 “Say it. I want to hear you say it.”
 “The pull ups you gave me.”
 “What kind of pull-ups?” 
 “C’mon Rachel.” “Say it.”
 “I’m wearing Dry Nites pull-ups.” 
 “Sissy. Yep. A total sissy.” She laughed. 
 I was burning red. 
 She continued: 	“The diapers really get me. Pretty funny shit. Turns me on watching you in a weird way. You know I think you need some more proper diapers though. The Dry Nites are pretty small and might not provide all you need. Laura told me you had another package of diapers. What kind?”

 I told her they were some drug store brand. 
 “Have you worn any yet?”
 I told her no. Amazingly she believed me. 
 “I want you wearing one when I pick you up tomorrow. Tomorrow will be a fun day.”
 “Uhh. Ok.”
 “Well goodnight Maddie, oh, and there is one other thing I want you to do for me Maddie.” 	“What Rachel?”
 “Put your binky in your mouth and sleep with it all night. You can think of me putting it in your mouth.”

 I gasped. My cock was totally hard. 
 “Put it in now.” 
 I did. 
 “Are you sucking on it?”
 I murmured yes with the pacifier in my mouth.
 “Good baby. Have sweet dreams. Tinkle crinkle!” she burst out laughing and hung up. 
 I nearly came again. 
 My bladder released and my pull-ups filled with pee. 
 I changed into the last pull up before bed. 	In spite of the excitement I was scared and humiliated. Tears came to my eyes as I slowly sucked on the pacifier in my mouth. I looked over at the package of white disposable diapers and shivered with a mix of bliss and terror. Sleep came slowly. 

 Chapter 8 – Back into Diapers  	I had been up a while trying to pack my things. I was now sitting at the kitchen table looking out into the haze of the fall morning drinking my coffee. I had been too embarrassed to put on the diapers that morning. Somehow I couldn’t do it. I had on my full “man” gear: ripped jeans, t-shirt, boxers, boots. I decided this morning that I had to be more of a man. The diapers were in the trash with the pacifier. Of course I couldn’t get rid of all my more sissyish things so I had carefully hidden away my panty collection in the bottoms of several boxes. 

 	The doorbell rang. I strode over confidently to answer and then immediately went weak in the knees upon seeing Rachel. She was drop dead gorgeous, wearing tight jeans, a wife beater, and some old high tops. As she walked right in past me I couldn’t help but glare at her amazing ass and the black satin thong that carefully peeked up over her crack. My mouth went dry and my face red as she turned and said “what are you looking at?”

 She reached down to pluck at my pants and frowned. 
 “Hmmm. Decide to dress like a man today? Didn’t I tell you to wear one of your diapers today?” I started to stammer. My face burning red. What was going on? 	Rachel walked over to the knife block and pulled out the scissors. I gulped. 
 She slowly strode back over, and I cringed as she unzipped my pants, pulling them to my knees. I stood helplessly (why did I do this? Why wasn’t I taking hold of my manhood and just slapping her?). Rachel then proceeded to cut my boxers to shreds and dangled the remains in my face. 

 My cock was at attention, my face red and beaten. Why couldn’t I just slap her? She laughed. 	“Wow. You really do have a small dick. Oh my fucking god that’s tiny. I don’t know if I have ever seen one that small! You really do belong in diapers. I mean a person with a dick that small really belongs in diapers.”

 I was shuddering. I tried to cover my dick with my hands but she just slapped them away. 	“No use covering up. You can’t hide the fact that you are most definitely not a man. More of a toddler size dick that is I think. C’mon, its diaper time. Get your diapers. Now.”

 “Uh, they’re uh…” I looked at the trash. 
 My brief moment of confidence ended as she looked into the trash and smirked. 
 “Don’t you think you’ll be needing these things Maddie?” 	I blushed and stammered out some incoherent response. 
 “Why would you throw away my sweet gift to you?” she said as she pulled out the pacifier. Man she was working it in a weird dominant way. I had never seen anything like this. 

 	I started to say something but she walked right over to me and placed the pacifier right between my lips. My knees buckled and I felt my bladder go weak. I felt so weak, so helpless. A grown man sucking a pacifier! I tried to take it out but my weakness compelled me, her dominant attitude whipped me like a total sissy. I stood there shame faced. 

 	“I don’t think you have anything to say do you baby boy? Now go get your diapers out of the trash and lets load up my car and get going!” 

 With my pants around my knees, I hobbled over to the trash can. I pulled out the package. 
 “Take one out. Now.”
 I was shaking badly as I pulled out one of the disposable diapers. 
 “Open it up, take off your pants and lie down. Now.” 	Oh my god, no. I fought internally with it but found I couldn’t resist. I was a beaten sissy. A total pussy. God, what if my friends or colleagues saw me now? I slowly pulled my pants off trying to hide my growing erection but no use. She batted my hands away, laughing. 
 I was shaking.

 	“It’s ok. Lie down.” She unfolded the diaper. It crinkled loudly. She held it to my face and smirked, crinkling it more with her hands. “Crinkle, crinkle. Nothing like the sound of a diaper is there? No hiding these. These diapers are in a whole other league than those Dry Nites. No mistaking. DIAPERS. Like the sound baby boy? Beg for me to put you in diapers. Come on, I want to hear you ask me.” I lay on the cold kitchen floor shivering. O my God. No. No. 

 “Beg bitch, or I walk.” No. My cock was so hard, my face was burning hot. 
 “Pleeaassee…” 	“Please what? C’mon say it. Say you want to wear diapers! I want you to know deep down that this is what you are wanting and choosing to wear.”

 “Please Rachel, pleasseee… Put me in a a a dia dia diappp diaper!” I was shaking.
 “Louder. I didn’t really hear you.”
 Oh God. I raised my voice terrified the neighbors would hear. 
 “Please Rachel, put me into diapers. I want to wear diapers!” 	“Ok Maddie. But tell me why you want to wear these diapers. I mean only babies wear diapers, babies and incontinent people.”
 Oh shit. 

 “Uh, please I just like them. Cause, cause, cause…” “Because why Maddie?”
 I almost started crying. “Because I’m a sissy. A small dicked sissy.” It came out in a whisper. 
 “What was that? I didn’t hear you.”
 “Because I’m a total sissy! I’m a small dicked sissy who needs to wear diapers because I like them!”
 I started to cry. Rachel burst out laughing. My cock was spasming. 	“Lift your hips.” I did. The diaper went under me. The front went up. I felt an old strange feeling I had not felt since perhaps 3 years of age. I was being diapered. An adult being diapered. My cock was insanely hard and she smiled, continuing to laugh. The crinkling sound burned into my brain, the feeling around my hips, my legs, the strange comfort, containment, confinement. I felt smaller, vulnerable. The tears continued to streak down my face. 

 	She pulled the diaper snug around my hips. Craaack, went the tapes and she fastened them, pinning me tightly into the diaper’s folds. She patted my front, causing my cock to jerk and spasm. A little precum filled the front as my cock strained against its new plastic prison. 
 “How’s it feel to be in diapers again baby boy? Your Pampers feel good?” she laughed. 

 	My face was bright red. My mouth stammered. I was still whimpering. My cock twitched. My bowels spasmed. My legs went weak. I couldn’t talk. 

 	“Get up and let’s get going baby boy.” I began to get up. The crinkling sound was loud. The bunching between my legs made me stand different. 

 	As I stood up I gazed over into the mirror and something about the sight caused me to convulse. It was a full confirmation of who and what I was. A total sissy. Wearing diapers. I looked ridiculous. 

 I lost it. My cock spasmed. I squirmed and gasped as I shot my load fully into my diapers. 	Rachel couldn’t contain herself and burst out laughing. “Oh my God. That was freaky! Man, you really can’t control yourself very well can you?”

 She rolled in a fit of total laughter. I was really crying now. 	I had to kneel on the floor to get my bearings. The feelings were swarming inside me, a mixture of total joy, humiliation, anger, and release. I wanted to rip off the diapers. I started to grab at the tapes but she slapped my hands away. 

 “Get up and get your pants on. We have to get going. 	C’mon, it’s ok.” Rachel looked at me with a strangely compassionate smile and for the first time I started to actually feel ok. 

 	I wiped my tears and got up slowly, adjusting to the strange bulk around my hips and with my head down slowly pulled my pants up. The front of my diaper was full of my sticky load . It was a strange feeling trying to get the pants over my diaper. I looked over into the mirror and was horrified. My shirt wasn’t really long enough to cover my subtle, but obvious enough if you looked, bulge. Rachel came over and patted my backside, grinning. 

 	When I moved, the leg gathers pulled strong, continuously reminding me of my state. Diapers were not like underwear. They were not like the pull-ups either. These were a whole new level of humiliation.

 	The worst was the sound. I couldn’t move one step without the loud crinkling sound, a constant reminder of my state. Rachel noticed. 

 “Crinkle crinkle! These diapers are way better than the pull-ups! C’mon baby boy let’s get moving.”
 “Ok, uh, can I take this thing out?” I asked, talking with the pacifier in my teeth.
 “I suppose, for now.” She said, slowly removing it and placing it in my front pocket. 	“Don’t you dare lose it. We may need it later.” “Uh, Rachel, I don’t know if I can wear these diapers out.”

 “Sure you can, let’s get going.” She patted my bum and winked at me. 	Rachel made me move all the boxes into her car while she finished my pot of coffee, sitting at the kitchen table watching me and smiling.

 	I felt utterly embarrassed hauling boxes out to her car, paranoid my neighbors might see my bulge or hear the loud crinkle sound through my thin pants and know my diapered condition. 

 	No one saw though and finally the car was packed. My groin felt hot and sweaty under my plastic prison. Something felt strangely comforting though, even through the humiliation. 

 As we were locking up, I told Rachel, “Hey I just have to run in and use the john before we go, k?”
 Rachel laughed. “You’re wearing your toilet, get in the car.” 	I gulped. “Uh Rachel I have to go you know what…” My face was beet red, she wasn’t’ going to make me use them please, no…. 

 Rachel smiled and patted my ass with a loud thump. “Get in the car. NOW. ”
 Chapter 9 – The Drive  	As I walked to the car, listening to the crinkle, feeling the bulk, I could only think to take it off. Once I cum most of the pleasure goes and even deeper humiliation sets in. My feeling of discomfort was intensified by the fact that I hadn’t taken my dump that morning yet, and I had just finished 3 cups of coffee. 

 	I don’t know why but I followed her orders and got into the passenger side. My bowels were really starting to move and I had to take short slow breaths. 

 	Rachel could see my discomfort on the way to her place and she would tease me by braking quickly, watching my reaction “oops, everything ok baby?”

 	Once she hit a speed bump so fast I lost it a little and felt a squirt shoot out of my penis. I panicked but felt the absorbent diaper take it. The wetness in my front was a humiliating confirmation of my new state.

 “Please Rachel, slow down. C’mon, give me a break.” She just smiled and kept driving. 	“Uh oh. Is baby going to poo his pants? Gotta pee?” she reached over and pressed my bladder. I cried out and doubled over, another squirt leaking out. She kept doing it, poking me in the bladder and stomach. I finally couldn’t take it and let loose, the diaper rapidly became soaked as I lost control and peed. 
 Rachel could see what was happening and started laughing. 

 “Oh my God, you are totally peeing yourself! How’s it feel? Man you really do need diapers!” 	I was shaking with near convulsions as I hunched back into the seat, my bladder finishing its torrential outpour. 

 I then became terrified as I realized that the diaper wasn’t holding it all in.
 I was leaking! Oh shit, I had a pool of wetness in the back of my pants! 
 Rachel was laughing hysterically at this point and reached back to grab a towel.
 “Here put this under you – weak bladder boy! You didn’t buy very good diapers did you…?” 	Shamefaced, I tried to arrange the towel under me. The clamminess of the wet diaper intensified my humiliation and terror at this point. My bowels weren’t helping either. I was going to need to find a bathroom soon. 

 	The worst came when Rachel announced that she was hungry, that we were going to stop for breakfast on the way.

 	What? Fucking breakfast! Dude I had a soaking wet diaper and a huge wet spot on my pants to prove it! What! 

 	She didn’t like my outburst. Her hand flew out and slapped me. This stopped me dead. O man. This chick was crazy. But my stupid cock betrayed me again, it was rock hard, pushing up into the wetness of the soaked diaper. Oh man. What the hell was I going to do?

 Chapter 10 – A Very Wet Breakfast 	We pulled up to the diner and I cringed. There were loads of people here. O man. Rachel smiled as she got out of the car and signaled for me to do the same. I slowly got out and tried pulling my shirt over my backside as best I could. I don’t think it hid it very well. There were two wet spots where I had leaked through each leg hole, not to mention the obvious diaper bulge in my seat. I could hear the crinkle and swish of my utterly soaked diaper and I couldn’t stop my face from going red. I did a short shuffle walk, trying to minimize the loud crinkle sound as I walked. Thank god, most folks were absorbed in their own problems and conversations so we managed to make it to a booth and I slid in on my side, my wet pants sticking to the seat. I had to peel them off the seat and pull myself over carefully. As it was, I left a small wet streak on the vinyl seat and hurriedly tried to wipe it away with a napkin. 

 Rachel was loving every minute of this. 	When the waitress came, I meekly submitted to Rachel’s order and cringed at the idea of drinking even more coffee when my bowels were already screaming to release. My bladder was building up again too.

 	“Rachel, I know you’re having fun, and I may be too in a twisted way, but I am SO fucking uncomfortable. Can I PLEASE go to the bathroom and change?” She surprised me with a quick “Sure. Hurry up.”

 	Relieved I hurriedly shuffled to the bathroom only to groan in dismay. It wasn’t a single but had two short stalls and several urinals. There were two guys in there already. Both military men. My testicles shriveled up. Shit. There was no way I could get this diaper off without them knowing… Hmm. I saw the one guy give me a funny look and decided I better skip it. Dejected, I ended up back at the table to another skid and slide across the vinyl seat. 

 “Feel better?” Rachel laughed, knowing that there was no way I could have gotten my diaper off. 	I squirmed as Rachel made short talk, throwing in a few biting jabs about wetness and bladder problems. Don’t ask me how I managed to get through breakfast. I ate little though unfortunately Rachel refused to let me leave until I had drunk at least 2 cups of coffee. My bowels were burning and my ass cheeks were totally clenched trying to hold it all in at this point. She got up to leave then and told me to get the check and pay. 

 	I was horrified. She upped and left the restaurant and I was forced to go to the register in front of a table of military men, sweating bullets that I wouldn’t get comments, feeling the squishy diaper around my hips and hearing that tell-tale crinkle that was starting to hang on me like a loud cowbell. Somehow I managed to get through it, but I swear there were some funny looks. Was it just me? Mentally comparing myself, wearing wet diapers to the strong military men made my dick feel even smaller than it was. My testicles shriveled up, it felt like they retreated back inside my body. 

 	I finally got back to the car and the door was locked. Rachel was inside teasing me, laughing at my squirming. O god, no, another squirt hit. Shit I can’t leak any more no please… 

 	She was trying to tell me something. She rolled down the window and told me to suck on my pacifier and she would let me in. O god no, not now. No way. She started the car and started to back up. 

 	“Wait! Ok!” I fumbled hurriedly with the pacifier and then saw the military men come out of the restaurant. No not now. Rachel grinned, she made a sucking face, imitating a baby. She backed up more. Shit shit shit! What was I going to do? 

 	I looked over and saw the men talking. One of them was looking at me. I meekly turned from them best I could and placed the pacifier between my lips. 

 	I ran to the door. She smiled, not unlocking it. I began banging on the door. The men turned to look. Some of them were now laughing and pointing.

 	“Looks like that woman has his bitch boy in line. Fucking pansy. Dude look, is he wearing a diaper? Is that a pacifier?”
 Other comments were starting to come. My bladder felt weak, like I was about to seriously lose it, purely out of fear. No no no. I was almost in tears. 

 	The door unlocked and opened. I slid in. Tears were coming full force now as we drove off to catcalls and laughter. Rachel laughing the loudest of all. Another spasm hit my bladder and I felt a fresh burst hit my diaper. I hung my head in shame as we left the parking lot. 

 Chapter 11 – Rachel’s Apartment, a Messy Introduction  	We finally arrived. I was shaking badly. Rachel refused to let me in until I had all the boxes brought out of the car. Thankfully, she let me put the pacifier back in my pocket after we arrived. She sat on her steps and watched me waddle with my wet diapers carrying my heavy boxes. With the diaper as full as it was, I was near waddling. I almost lost it a couple times as my bowel cramps hit me. 

 	At last I was done and we made it in the front door. My initial impressions of the apartment were blurred as all I could think of was holding from blowing out my back end. 

 	Rachel forced me to the center of the room and told me to strip, leaving nothing but my diaper on. I was exhausted and the spasms were hitting with more frequent regularity and something about her kept me from disobeying. I stripped. My diaper was a saggy mess, hanging grotesquely off my hips. Rachel came over and readjusted the tapes, making the wet squishy mess pull tighter into my loins. She pulled out the pacifier from my pants pocket and placed it into its new favorite resting place: my mouth. I then stood there horrified as she pulled out a digital camera and set it to movie mode. She was recording me. I started to protest but something inside me couldn’t resist her. She was overpowering with her presence and command. The next order hit me like a clap of thunder. 

 	“Ok, pretty boy, I want you to know immediately who the boss is in this house and your role from now on. So you are going to do something utterly humiliating as a welcome present for me. Ready?”

 I was shaking more as I asked her what she wanted. My cock was starting to get hard. 
 “I want to watch you take a dump in those diapers. Shit yourself you fucking sissy.” 	Oh God no. No no no no no! Something about her order hit home strong though and I began to feel a loosening of control. No. Why?

 “Please Rachel, don’t make me do this.”
 She just smiled and the camera whirred. 	My face went red, the kind of red that it goes when you are bearing down. Oh my god, it was happening. I was losing it. My bowels were giving up the fight. 

 	The smell hit my nostrils as I felt my sphincter open. The diaper crinkled loudly as my huge load hit the back of the already full diaper. I grunted. I was so humiliated. No no no. It kept coming. I was taking the most nasty large shit and it was being documented on film. No. No. No. NO! 

 	Oh god, my penis was betraying me again. My cock was so engorged. It was at the full three inches and straining for more. Rachel noticed this and began teasing and taunting me in a snide sing-song voice. 

 	“Baby shit his diapers! Baby shit his diapers! And I think he likes it! You like going poo poo in your Pampers baby boy?”

 	She came up to me and began to caress my body, throwing me over a desk and then rubbing the back of my diapers. 

 “Get it all out baby.” 	I shuddered as I blew the last bit out. I also let out a huge torrent of pee. I began to leak out of the leg bands and the piss was streaming down my leg. Rachel didn’t seem to mind. I was standing in a small puddle on the tile floor.

 	Her hand began to gently rub my frontside. I was gasping, my eyes closed, my mouth sucking furiously on my rubber babyish gag. If I hadn’t already come once that morning and twice yesterday, I most likely would have already come by now. Her hand at my backside began to get more aggressive and she began to smash and smear the mess all over. I felt the nastiest stinkiest mush all over my ass and groins, mixed with the large volume of fluid I had released. The smell was terrible. My cock was straining and I was almost hallucinating.

 “Tell me what a sissy you are. I’ll let you come.” 
 “I’m a sissy, a total sissy.” 
 “What are you wearing?”
 “Diapers.” “What did you do in those diapers sissy?”
 “I pissed and shit myself.” 	She was building a slow steady rhythm on my diapered crotch. I couldn’t hold it much longer. I began to scream out. I was shuddering.

 “Why did you shit and piss yourself sissy?”
 I screamed out “Because I’m a total sisssssssssssssssssyyyyyyyyyy!!!!!!!!!!!! 
 ARGGGGAAAAHHH!” 	Major convulsions hit me and I had the most powerful orgasm of my life. It felt like my cock would not stop spurting. The wet diaper took it all in and I collapsed to the floor, crying again and then ultimately passing out, my diaper an utter mess. Rachel got up and left me there, the camera still whirring. 

 Chapter 12 – Clean Up & Talk 	I woke up to the stink of my own shit. I heard the tea kettle whistling. I curled into a tight ball and looked down at the gruesome display on my hips. I waddled slowly to the bathroom, grateful to have found one at last and went in, locking the door. Rachel was not in sight. I got into the shower and slowly pulled the tapes off my diaper and let it fall with a sickening plop to the shower floor. The diaper was a total mess. I began to rinse off, taking a thorough scrubbing, trying to get the smell from my body, trying to wash it all off. What was I doing here? Jeez, maybe I should get my stuff and go. What about that video? Cripes, she caught me on tape. I should have grabbed the camera. Shit, I had to get that video. Rachel was one crazy chick. What did that make me? 

 	Thoughts, thoughts and more thoughts swirling through my brain as my head hung in the shower, the water flowing over my body. Finally a knock at the door. 

 “You ok, Maddie?” Wow, was she actually being nice? 
 “Ya Rachel, I’ll be fine, please give me a minute.” 	“No prob Maddie, take your time. I’ve got some tea ready. Feel free to use the wrap on the door if you want.”
 After getting out and drying off I noticed the “wrap” on the door. It was a silky half robe thing, satiny and green in color. What the fuck. I wrapped it around me. Given my smaller size of 5’7” I supposed it fit me well. I looked in the mirror. I looked terrible. I needed some sleep. Remembering the diaper I folded it up the best I could and carried it out with me. 

 Rachel was in the kitchen. “Where you want this?”
 “Just chuck it in the trash. Over there. Come and sit down and let’s talk.” 	I was finally sitting down, a cup of warm herbal tea in hand. I was actually amazed at the change in Rachel’s demeanor. 

 “How do you feel Maddie?”
 “Like a train wreck. I honestly don’t know what to say. I feel totally good and totally bad at the same time.”
 She smiled. “Guess you know how much I get off on this kind of shit, huh?”
 “That’s an understatement Rachel. Makes my fantasies look tame.” 	“I’ve been this way for a long time, had various relationships, mostly with some element of
 domination. Guess it’s been that way with me since I was little and used to boss my brothers and the neighborhood kids around. Then I had a few years apprenticing under a dominatrix in NYC. Saw lots of weird shit and grew to love some of it. The 
 professional life wasn’t for me though so I left and came back home. How about you, how long you been into this stuff? “

 	“Well I used to try on my mother’s underwear and later on would steal relatives or friends underwear. Guess it started at an early age for me too.”

 “What’s up with the diaper thing?” 	I blushed. “Well, that goes back to early childhood, I don’t know can’t fully explain it, I always just had this desire around the uh… diapers. The computer hypnosis files seemed to intensify the desires for me. Funny enough, the diaper I put on today, er rather you put on me was the very first. I think I’ve been kind of afraid to go there…”

 	“Really, you’re first huh? You seem like a natural. Funny it was my first time playing with someone in diapers so I guess we’re even there. I saw some of that kind of stuff in NYC though. Gotta say, it turned me on fierce in a strange sort of way. I’ve actually been curious about this fetish for some time.”

 I blushed deeper and took a sip of my tea. 
 “Hey, uh Rachel, about that video you shot of me…”
 “Don’t worry, no one will see it. That is if you behave…” She grinned evilly. 	“Oh c’mon, that’s crazy Rachel.”
 “Tell you what Maddie, I’ll give you a choice, a choice. But only this once.”

 “What.” I shuddered to think. 	Rachel reached into a bag at her feet. She pulled out 2 items and set them on the table in front of me, a pair of my man underwear (where did she get those? Oh she’s been digging through my stuff…) and surprise surprise, another diaper. 

 “I’m fine either way although the seriously kinky side in my prefers you-know-what…” she remarked. 
 “Well what would it mean say if I picked one side or the other?” I asked. 	“It’s either ALL or nothing,” she replied. “If you pick the man-derwear no kinky stuff with me, you keep it to yourself. However if you pick the “ and she picked up the diaper and crinkled it slowly through her fingers (my cock rose to attention ashamedly…) “DIAPERS,  well then you will be in them 24/7 and we will have some rules around here.”

 I swallowed. My face went red. “Rules?” I stammered. 
 “1. You obey me in all things. 	2. Diapers will be worn for everything, all the time, no exceptions. This is to remind you of what you truly are: a simpering fucking total sissy. (smirk) Obviously the toilet will be forever off limits to you unless you are cleaning it. Other interesting clothes may be added to your wardrobe at my discretion. What you wear will be entirely determined by me. 

 	I have this strange growing fantasy about making you completely and utterly incontinent, both bowel and bladder, making you utterly dependent on these things.”

 She smiled. 	“3. Sexual situations will be limited between us to your mouth and my feet plus perhaps a few other unmentionable places, if you are obedient. I have other lovers to satisfy my main needs. You won’t be one of those. 

 	4. Housecleaning: Your job period. It needs to be done daily and keep it 100% immaculate. You may be required to wear some interesting uniforms for this work… 

 	5. I reserve the right to change the rules. If at any time you want out, there’s the door. I may or may not choose to use any interesting evidence about you, depending on my mood.”

 	The last rule sent shivers down my spine. I leaned back beet red, cock hard and already knowing the answer. Fuck my deepest fantasy come true. Why was I fighting it so hard though? The humiliation of the situation washed through. 
 “I’ve wanted a live in slave for awhile now. Laura and I talked and I knew you would be a good fit given everything she told me about you.”

 I knew it, that that bitch had talked… 	“If you want option 1 pick up the underwear and head to your room to unpack. If you want option 2 pick up the diaper and say ‘I want to be your diaper wearing sissy Miss Rachel.’” 

 	I sat for a moment humiliated beyond belief. I had only worn one diaper, could I do this every day, all day long? Incontinent? What about work? 

 	I was shaking. Deep down I knew I wanted this. I knew somehow deep deep down that I was meant for this. 

 I picked up the diaper.
 “I want to be your diaper wearing sissy Miss Rachel.”
 Chapter 13 – A Kiss to Seal the Deal 	I had just walked into my bedroom to unpack when I noticed that certain things were already prepared for me. For example, I couldn’t find my men’s underwear or other pieces of clothing. My top 2 dresser drawers were filled with a range of disposable diapers and oh my god – plastic pants! Some of the pants had locks on them! 

 	“Obviously I knew which option you would pick. I bought some supplies and had them rush ordered, all on your credit card of course. What? O that was easy I got the numbers from Laura!” she grinned. 

 That bitch! Fucking Laura gave her my credit card numbers! 
 I was still squirming at the thought of my new underwear “choice”.
 “To start with I want to seal this pact with a kiss. Get on your knees.”
 I quivered, a kiss? 
 “Now!!!” She screamed. 	I immediately fell to the floor. 
 She turned around and pulled down her jeans and black satin thong. Her ass was gorgeous. 

 	“I don’t need a large report on how beautiful my ass is. Just get over her and kiss it. Just once, and right smack dab in the middle!”

 	I literally crawled like a drooling sissy, absorbed. She pulled her cheeks apart. Oh my god, she wasn’t very clean. I could smell her from several feet away. Part of my stomach churned. My cock was at full mast. Oh my God, her ASS! 

 She leaned back. I leaned forward. The smell was intense, biting. My nostrils burned. 	I reached out and placed one full kiss right on her asshole, lingering for a brief heavenly moment. She laughed. “Its sealed then sissy, you are mine.”

 	My mouth came away with serious residue on my lips and I could even still smell her when she pulled up her pants. I was in total shock. 

 	“Ok sissy boy. Into the shower to remove whatever remains of your manliness, ha! Yes that’s right we are shaving you! .”

 Chapter 14 – A New Uniform, A New Me 	I was quickly forced back into the shower and kept under her watchful eye as I was told to shave every single hair below my neck, armpits, arms, chest, legs, and oh my God my crotch. Now my cock really looked like a total baby’s. 

 	It wasn’t like I had a lot of hair to begin with. I mean I rarely had to shave my face even. But somehow the loss of the little hair that I did have seemed to strip away any remaining manliness from me. I felt like my cock was shriveling even smaller and my testicles seemed to want to retreat. I was ashamed to look at myself yet inwardly excited. I was totally smooth.

 	I was lotioned and perfumed after the shower. I smelled like a fucking girl. She teased me that I loved it as I couldn’t get my cock to go down the whole time. I felt naked and cold, I didn’t even recognise myself in the mirror.

 	She then proceeded to apply a very mild coat of makeup and lipstick. Enough to notice if you were looking, not enough to stand out. 

 	I was then told to get quickly into the bathroom. She spanked my bottom hard on the way in. “Hurry up girly boy!”

 	I quickly got onto the bed at her request. The pacifier was recovered and placed squarely into my mouth. I was told not to get rid of it until further notice.

 	This second diapering was done very slowly and she reminded me that this was the last time I would ever be out of diapers again, other than for bathing. She teased and taunted me. Crinkling the diaper. She pulled the tapes slowly shut and then smiled. Hmmm. Something up. 

 	I was horrified when I saw what she pulled out next. It was a large pair of pink plastic pants with a childish pattern on the material with blocks, animals, and flowers. I shivered as I saw the lock on the waistband. I had known and fantasised about such things when browsing the internet but never actually thought I would be locked into such a device. 

 	The pants were pulled slowly up my legs. I felt like a helpless infant. Once on, she snapped them loudly into place, then turned me over and pulled the waistband chain tight. I gasped. I heard a loud click and then realized I was now basically locked in diapers! Locking plastic pants! 

 I was turned back over. She briefly fondled my cockette (as she called it) through the plastic. “You like your dipey wipeys sissy wissy? Huh baby boy? Oooh. Somebody likes their diapers I think!”
 She teased me mercilessly, rubbing the front of the diapers and driving me crazy.
 I almost came more than once but she pulled off at the last second each time. 
 Finally she stopped and gave me a cute smirk. “We aren’t done with your uniform yet Maddie. Oh no. 	Not yet.”
 I shuddered when I saw her pull out satiny white lace ankle socks and I submissively let her pull them up my feet. What came next was even worse. Patent pink mary janes in my size with locking ankle straps! I almost came full force when I saw them lock onto my feet. Then she brought out the frilliest most sissy satin pink blouse and pulled it on me. To my horror, it also locked, at the neck. 

 She stood me up. I asked her about pants. 	“Silly, you are wearing your underwear and pants all in one. I want to be able to see the state of your diaper at all times. But you are getting ahead of yourself. We have a little bit more to go. Oh and of course I ordered these clothes on your credit card.”

 	I winced. Fucking Laura. Damn. Damn. Damn. I was dreading getting my credit card bill. What else had she put on it? 

 	The next piece put the crown on it literally, a pair of fuzzy pink bunny ears were placed full right onto my head. I looked utterly ridiculous. 

 	I was forced to stand and look at myself in the mirror for the next 10 minutes. Mixed waves of emotions hit me. I was so utterly humiliated. Even more so when Rachel took a few photos! 

 	Looking into the mirror I saw my total sissy self. I felt a familiar surge. Oh no! I had to pee again, that tea was hitting me hard. Rachel laughed, seeing my predicament and told me to not fight it any longer. To just get used to existing without any control.

 The sissy looked back utterly pathetic. 
 I relaxed. 	A wave went through me and my bladder released. Oh my god I was peeing myself again! My knees buckled and my hands went out like an effeminate gay boy as I lost my balance in my shoes. 

 I started to cry. 	“There there Maddie. Nothing to cry about. You just need to come to full acceptance about this side of yourself. You are a sissy. Come on say it ‘I am a sissy’. 

 I looked back into the mirror and told myself:
 “I am a sissy. I am a sissy. I am a sissy.” 
 My bladder let loose some more and I gave in. 
 Rachel smiled. “Time to get cleaning sissy.”
 Chapter 15 – Cleaning Duties  	The remaining hours of the day were hell. I was forced to vacuum, do the dishes, scrub the floors on my hands and knees, dust, do laundry, and other menial tasks. All while Rachel sat back in her easy chair, reading magazines and sipping tea and food that I would prepare for her. If I slowed down, she would swat or spank me and tell me to hurry up. She took more footage with her camera as well. I felt utterly exposed walking around in my ridiculous outfit and my diapers on full display.

 	It was hard for me to accept the fact that the toilet was off limits from this point forward. I found that after a while, trying to hold in my pee was a useless endeavor and began to just release it as I felt the need. I sensed on some deeper level that this would slowly break down my toilet training and ultimately increase my dependence on the diapers, slowly decreasing the holding capacity of my bladder. I didn’t know exactly what to do about that though. Worse, after lunch I started to feel the need for another crap coming on. It wasn’t as bad as the morning incident so I felt ok holding it but I knew that at some point it would have to be released and I was scared about getting used to shitting myself. 
 The worst point of the day, however came when it was time to clean the bathroom. Rachel at this point took out my pacifier (which had been in my mouth the whole of the last few hours) and replaced it with a horrible gag that buckled on my head. It spread my mouth open wide and attached to the gag at the other end was a small toilet brush. I was horrified at the implications. 

 	“You can guess what this is for, huh Maddie? You will be on your hands and knees scrubbing the toilet with this brush. No cleanser, just scrub and take your time. The toilet needs to be immaculate. This is my throne and it is the object of your worship. While you clean it, you can contemplate what you will never again be able to use. And to help prepare you for your duties I want you to sit down and wait on me while I use the throne.”

 I gulped. No way. No way. No way. 	Rachel pulled down her pants and panties and sat. I caught a brief glimpse of her crotch and my cock sprang to attention. My excitement quickly turned to horror though as the smell hit my nostrils. Oh my god she was taking a dump! I was just kneeling at her side, next to the toilet while she slowly took her time reading a magazine. I was dressed in a ridiculous bunny costume with fully exposed diapers and plastic pants with a toilet brush sticking out of my mouth. The smell was horrible. Finally she wiped a little and got up to flush, flashing her amazing ass right in my face. After she pulled up her pants she held my chin, looked me in the eye, and said: 

 	“This moment was to remind you not only of your place but of what the ass is used for. You will contemplate such things if you are lucky enough to worship it tonight. Have fun cleaning out the toilet sissy boy. I’ll be back in to check in about an hour. I want you scrubbing it for at least that long. It better be completely spotless or I will make you use your tongue to clean it next time.”

 The door shut and I was left there to my task. 	I miserably lifted the lid and stared into the bowl. It looked like it hadn’t been cleaned in a while. It stank. I had no other option so I bent my head forward into the bowl and started to use the gag scrubber. It took a while to get the hang of it and my neck began to hurt. The smell burned into my nostrils. The gag hurt my jaw. The hardest part was getting under the rim. I had to take my head right into the bowl to get the side, sometimes slipping so that my head got wet. I didn’t dare remove the bunny ears as I thought that might lead to worse punishment so it made it even harder to reach certain places. 

 About an hour later Rachel walked back in to check out my work. 	She took one look at the sides and began to yell at me. Obviously I hadn’t gotten them well enough. “Looks like we have to go to method two. You did such an incompetent job of it. Since you are still new at this I won’t make you use your tongue. This time.”

 	My gag was removed and a toothbrush placed in my mouth. The ears were removed. I began to cry and Rachel grabbed me by the hair and forced my face back into the bowl. With the toothbrush clenched between my teeth, I had to put my face even closer to the grime and it was even harder to scrub. My face was basically rubbing the side of the rim as I scrubbed it out with the toothbrush. 

 	Midway through my task, Rachel decided she had to pee. I kneeled at the side of the toilet like the obedient bitch I was becoming. I sat there with the stinky toothbrush in my mouth as I was forced to watch her pee. 

 	“Too bad you can’t pee like this huh Maddie? Enjoying peeing in your diapers? Feel good that you wear your toilet with you wherever you go? Too bad you can’t use the bathroom like big boys and girls! Poor little Maddie waddie, has to use his diapers for pees and poos!”

 She laughed and taunted me. 	“Ok back to cleaning. Oh and don’t bother flushing. You can finish the job, smelling my delicious wine!” She got up, pulling up her pants. 

 	I cringed. Oh no. No please no! 
 I was forced back into the bowl with the toothbrush. I still had about half the rim to do. The smell of her piss burned into my nostrils. I was forced to dip the brush into it between scrubs and some of it got onto my face. I was thoroughly disgusted but somehow my cock still managed to betray me. My god, how could I be turned on by this? How?

 	Somehow I managed to finish. My jaw ached. My face stank. Rachel unlocked my clothes and told me to get undressed and into the shower to clean off. I hadn’t even gotten to the bathroom floor but Rachel told me I could do that tomorrow.

 	A thought hit me before I undressed for the shower. I realized I had to crap and figured now would be a good time to get through that ordeal. 

 	“Uh Rachel. Before I shower, is it possible if I could just use the toilet for a, well a, you know, a number 2?”

 	“What you have to crap again? Cripes Maddie, you know what to do, you are wearing your toilet! Here let me sit down and help you.”

 	Rachel sat on the toilet and began to rub my belly. “C’mon sissy, give me a load in those diapers! Aw, does Sissy Maddie have to go poo poo?”

 	I was utterly humiliated. She watched the whole time as I was forced to stand in front of her and shit myself. My face grunted and groaned. I was beet red and shamefaced. Slowly I managed to bear down and release my load. My diapers took it all in. 

 	To make it worse, Rachel decided that since I did such a poor job with the toilet cleaning that I should sit in my mess and contemplate my cleaning skills. I was made to sit on the bathroom floor and stare at the toilet for the next half hour while Rachel whipped up a quick dinner (thank god I didn’t have to make all  the meals). 

 	Looking forward to a life of intense fetish/dominance was starting to look grim in ways. My diaper was utterly soaked and messy and it made it worse having to sit in it. Having a hard cock throughout made it even worse, knowing that deep down I loved my new position in life. My experience with the toilet turned me on in a weird twisted way and I know that this is what Rachel ultimately had planned for me, to slowly condition me to these things. I was trapped. Trapped in my own desires. 

 	Finally Rachel came in with the keys to unlock my plastic pants. She closed the door and told me to get cleaned up. She warned me to not even think about using the toilet or there would be hell to pay. I meekly consented and then hurriedly stripped and cleaned off in the shower. Hopefully the rest of the day would go easier than thus far.

 Chapter 16 – Punishment 	After my shower, I went into my bedroom and saw the outfit that Rachel had picked out for me : a lavender satin baby doll nighty, some furry slippers with heels, and of course another diaper with lavender plastic panties. Oh man… 

 	Rachel was at the door and told me to put the clothes on myself and get to the kitchen for dinner. We had some things to discuss. 

 	Dinner was fairly mellow. Somehow at meals we seemed to enter a more normal space. If you consider me in a baby doll and diapers normal. But the conversation was definitely more calm. She asked me if I was ok. She seemed to want to check in which was a nice reprieve from the intensity of our scenes. 

 	I was a little bit concerned though when she finally told me that my cleaning duties weren’t done to her satisfaction and that there would need to be compensation. A punishment was due for my lack of proper toilet cleaning skills. 

 	Punishment? Oh no…
 Rachel led me into the living room. I was told to stand in the corner and wait while she got something out of the closet. 

 “Ok Maddie, lie face down over the dining room table.” Oh man, no. 	I did so and then I grimaced as my hands were pulled forward toward the opposite table arms and bound securely. My feet were then pulled apart and my ankles were bound to the closer table legs. I couldn’t move. The pacifier was placed in my mouth with orders to keep it there. My plastic pants and diapers were pulled down to my thighs. My nighty was lifted. Rachel walked around to the front of the table. I looked up at her. She had a leather paddle in her hand. I winced. 

 	“I am going to administer 50 blows to your ass. It will hurt. There will be no let up. You will count through your pacifier. If you miscount we start over. If the pacifier comes out we start over. If you piss me off in any way we start over. Ready?”

 Oh my god 50 blows? What? 	I braced myself as she came around. The waiting seemed like an eternity. She took the paddle and slowly rubbed it along my bottom. Oh god, no.

 Whap! “Arrrgghhh uhnnnn One!” I managed to muffle through the pacifier. Oh shit 49 more? 
 Whap “Arrgg two!” 
 Whap “unngrr three!” 	It went on. My ass was on fire. She didn’t pull any punches, she went full tilt. My ass was burning. The tears were flowing full force. I was crying through the pacifier. It was hard to hold it in and at the same time keep counting. I almost lost it. The worst though was when I got utterly panicked and my bladder let go at 37. 

 “You fucking idiot, you just pissed on the floor!” Ya. And part of it was all over my legs. 
 38 to 50 were twice as brutal, making me suffer for losing control of my bladder. 
 “You fucking pantywaist, weak bladdered pansy! You really do belong in diapers don’t you!”
 Whap! “ungnng eaaaahhhh forty unhg seven!” 	Finally we made it to 50. I was a crying mess. Rachel came around to the front of the table again. “Doing ok Maddie?” Wow, her nice voice again? 

 I cried out “yeahh I suppose…” 	“Tell you what Maddie, if you can manage to make it through another 25 I will give you the pleasure and honor of being able to worship me tonight.”

 “uh, worship?” I asked. 	“Yes, the honor of cleaning my feet with your tongue.” While I contemplated this she went out and returned with one of her dirty socks. She tied it to my face with a scarf so that it was held right under my nose. Her scent was overpowering. My eyes burned slightly. My cock throbbed. 

 “Game?” she asked. 	How would I do another 25? But oh wow, that smell. I was such a dirty fucker. Why did I desire to clean her fee with my tongue? O man, damn damn damn. How could I take another 25?

 “Ok.” I answered with dread. 	“Thought so. Here goes. Same rules. We start over at 1 and go to 25. No more pissing ok bladder boy? Oh and I will be using this instead of the paddle.” 

 She revealed a short whip with multiple leather strings. It looked deadly.
 I squirmed. Wait. No. Too late. The next round was much worse. 
 WHAP! “ggggaaaahhh one!” I muttered through the pacifier.
 And on and on… 	My ass felt like it had gone through a meat grinder. She amped it up even more. My crying resumed. Through it all I think the only thing that kept me going was the overpowering smell of her dirty sock burning into my nostrils. 
 Try as I might, my penis began to dribble more. She beat me harder. 

 I could barely hold myself after the 25 were up. I was begging to be released. 
 “Please Rachel let me go” I muttered through my pacifier.
 Rachel came back to the front of the table and smirked. 
 “Well… I have one more proposition for you Maddie…” Oh no, what next? 	I cringed at what could come next. Rachel came around to me. I saw her stick her finger down the backside of her pants. I saw her dig around. What the hell was she doing? Oh wait, no. 

 	She removed the sock and her finger came out of her pants. She held the shiny glistening finger directly under my nose. My nose was assaulted with the dirty scent of her unclean ass. My cock sprang to attention. Oh my god, oh my god. She smiled. 

 	“If you survive another 25 blows, and let me tell you these will be the worst of all. But at the end of it all, after my foot worship session I will give you the high honor of worshipping my asshole. Let me tell you it will be no small task. I expect nothing less than a thorough cleaning with your tongue. My ass worship sessions are nothing to be taken lightly… Game? I quivered. Hesitated. 

 	She rubbed the dirty finger right into my nose. I tried to move away but she smeared it onto my upper lip and right up into my nostrils. Her smell was overpowering.

 “Game?” She asked again. 
 Oh man, oh man. I almost came. 
 “Yes.” I replied meekly. 
 “Ok, get ready, same rules except this time we use the cane.”
 Oh shit what did I get myself into? NO!!!!!! 
 She pulled out the white cane and smacked it into her hand. Fuck. No. 
 She came around my backside tapping the cane. 
 I braced myself. 
 WHAAAPPPPP!!!!!!!! 
 “YEAEEEAAAAAHHHHHH unnhgg ahh one hhurrhg!” 
 The pacifier flew out of my mouth. 
 I was in total utter pain.
 “That was a lousy one Maddie, perhaps we should start over?” She placed the pacifier back in my mouth. 	“Please no, Rachel, no.”
 “Ok, I guess no ass worship.” She started to pull up my diapers. 

 “Wait!” I cried, through my clenched teeth.
 “Hmmm?” Rachel said.
 “Ok.” I said.
 “Ok what?”
 “Please give me my caning.”
 “Why Maddie.”
 “Please Rachel, I want to, to, to…”
 “To what Maddie?” She grinned. 
 “To uh, to worship your beautiful asshole. Please?” 	“Ok Maddie, we start over. Get ready. Although to make it even more interesting, with each blow I want to hear you scream ‘I like wearing diapers and cleaning ass! I’m a sissy! Then say the number!” Oh my god no… 

 	WHAPPPPPP!!!!!!! “UUNNGG…I like wearing dii aapppers! I like cleaning asshole! Im a SISSY!!!! ONE!” I cried, as best I could. 

 	I was delirious with pain. I was almost hallucinating. I couldn’t hardly even feel my ass anymore. I peed more. I was bawling like a baby. Somehow I don’t know how, but somehow I managed to keep my pacifier in and repeat my new mantra of shame. Again, the only thing that kept me going was the stink under my nose, the thought of her sweet asshole. Oh man.

 	I don’t even remember getting to 25 but somehow I made it. At the end of it, Rachel was so kindly rubbing some ointment into my ass cheeks to help with the swelling. I didn’t even want to look at my ass, it probably didn’t look pretty. 

 	As Rachel pulled up my diapers I cringed even more. The tightness of the diapers on my sore butt made the feeling intensify. She reapplied the tapes extra tight. The plastic pants were then pulled up high, forcing my diapers even tighter. I didn’t know how the hell I would sit down anytime soon. 

 	Rachel released me after pulling my diapers up and I near collapsed. I found the only position that was comfortable was on my hands and knees, which unfortunately is right where Rachel wanted me. I wasn’t going to be getting a break soon. She gave me a glass of water and then threw me a towel to clean up the mess I had made by losing control of my bladder. She warned me that next time I would be licking it up but tonight she was going easy on me. Oh boy. 

 	After I cleaned up my mess I was told to go to the bathroom to brush my teeth and then to crawl to the couch. It was worship time. 

 Chapter 17 – Worship  I was led crawling to the couch, where Rachel promptly plopped down. 
 “Whew, I’m exhausted. What a day!” She grinned. 	She  was tired? WTF? O man, I had been diapered, publicly humiliated, forced to shit myself and then come, forced to clean house, clean the toilet on my hands and knees with instruments used in my mouth, forced to sit in my own shit, and then I was beaten 101 strokes to my poor bloody ass! She was tired? 

 Rachel turned on the tv and started flipping channels. The orders came next. 
 “Take off my shoes with your teeth.”
 Man, I was going to be getting a workout with my mouth tonight. 	I got down toward the floor and tried to undo the laces of her converse high-tops with my teeth. The shoelaces were dirty and grimy. It took me awhile to get them undone and then I had the problem of trying to get high tops off her feet! I had to almost bite the heel to pull them off. When they finally came off I was treated to another intense smell (I had had plenty of them today). Her shoes and feet were totally ripe, she hadn’t taken off her shoes all day. The smell burned into my skull. She laughed and told me to keep my face in one of her shoes for the next little bit, to get used to the smell. I lay there on the floor smelling her shoe while she casually watched tv. My eyes were watering, I felt utterly stupid and humiliated, smelling a dirty shoe, lying on the floor wearing diapers and other shameful attire. 

 	Next she told me to remove her socks with my teeth. I did so and as the socks came off the smell of her feet hit me full on. I almost gagged. I was then forced to give her a long slow foot rub. She was bossy as all hell, ordering me to do many specific things and then finally she told me to start smelling and kissing and licking her feet. 

 	At the first taste, I almost gagged again. My cock was at its full tiny mast. The acrid, salty, sour taste of her feet was overpowering. Her shoes must make them even worse. I began to wonder how often she wore those shoes. 

 “Clean in between the toes.”
 “That’s it. Good, now suck on the bottoms and the heel.”
 “Take the whole foot in your mouth like you would take a large cock. Good!” 
 “Use your teeth, scrape the gunk off the bottoms. That’s it. Good.” 	Many comments like these. My tongue and mouth were soon exhausted. I was forced to lick her feet until the smell was entirely gone. It took about an hour. 

 The taste in my mouth was foul. My tongue burned. But this was only the beginning. 
 Rachel got up and went to the closet. She pulled out a strange looking chair. It looked almost like a toilet. 
 “Get down on the floor lying face up Maddie.” 	I obeyed. The chair was placed over me and my face was secured firmly face up through what appeared to be the seat. A few adjustments were made and I realized I couldn’t move my head. Oh shit. 

 My hands were then firmly secured by straps to the side of the box. Oh man. 	“Comfortable Maddie?” She grinned down at me through the seat. I gasped as she then pulled her pants and panties down showed me her ass.

 	“You should be grateful. This is your first chance to really worship me proper. Honestly I shouldn’t even let you considering how badly you did with your toilet cleaning skills. But you did take your caning well. Proves how much you really do want to be my brownnoser, my ass kisser, my little piggy boy.”

 	When she sat down I had no way to escape. Her ass went right over my nose. She leaned forward a little so I could see it first. The smell hit me strongly. My nose burned. The smell of shit was overpowering. I tried to move but couldn’t, my arms and head were held fast. My cock throbbed. She rubbed her ass up and down the length of my nose and over my mouth, wiping her ass on my face. The smell was 
 overpowering. I coughed and gagged a bit. She was laughing. 

 	“Smell good? I haven’t showered since Thursday and I’m not the best wiper. I bet I’m pretty ripe back there. Fitting for your first worship session. That’s it, just take it in. Smell me. Smell my stink.” 

 	She rubbed my nose some more and then pulling her ass cheeks apart, sealed her asshole right over my nose. I could only breath through my mouth, my mouth on her pussy. 

 “Don’t you dare lick my pussy. Not now. Keep your mouth closed. Just breath my shit.” 	I tried as much as possible to breathe through my nose but it was hard. The smell burned, I was breathing her deep hole. Her residue was all over my face. 

 	This went on for at least 10 to 15 minutes. I was almost delirious. My cock was insanely hard. I almost came, but for the fact that I had come so much already in the last day. My bladder did manage to release again though and my diaper started to get wet. 

 	Finally she moved her ass closer to my mouth. “Ok sissy boy. First of all I want you to clean the crack. Slow, even strokes with the flat of your tongue. Everywhere around the hole. Stay out of the hole. For now.”

 OMG. Utterly humiliating. I was being given instructions on how to clean her ass with my tongue! 
 I began the duty. 	The first lick was horrible. She obviously hadn’t cleaned well. Bitter, acrid, shitty. I hated it. How utterly humiliating! I was licking this woman’s asshole, the hole that she shat from. Today even! Unnnghhh.. Strangely though, deep down I loved it. God what a sick bastard I was becoming…

 	I kept licking, one stroke at a time. Slowly and surely cleaning her crack. It was disgusting. It was delicious. Small bits of tp left over. Residue. The smell. I was hypnotized with the taste of her stink. 

 	“Now my hole, go deep, deep as you can. I want your tongue buried full hilt. Clean me thoroughly. If I stick my finger back in, it should come out with zero smell.”

 	I went for it. My tongue went in. Images of the toilet hit me again. My face, in the toilet, my face, in her ass. Overpowering. I almost fainted. I felt like I was cleaning her toilet directly with my tongue. God she was dirty. I swooned. 

 	“Deeper!” she cried. 
 I thrust even deeper. My tongue felt things and I just cleaned, cleaned for all I was worth, licking, sucking, swallowing. I got into a fervor. I was delirious with her asshole. Then came the worst part. 

 She farted. 	I was totally unprepared. Suddenly I felt a strong burst of wind go right into my mouth. My tongue was already buried deep, my mouth held in a strong seal against her nether hole. The foul wind hit my mouth and went straight in. I pulled off gasping and coughing, but there was nowhere to retreat. The smell made me cough, gag, wretch. Oh no. Unnngggg… I tried to break free but no dice. I was held totally fast. Rachel was laughing hysterically. 

 	She farted again, even louder and longer. She mashed her ass right into my face and I nearly passed out. I coughed more. Retched. 

 “Get back to work. You’re not done. I would estimate you have another 45 minutes or so…”
 Oh man. No. 	I slowly, hesitantly stuck my tongue back out. She opened her asshole to receive my tongue and I resumed my horrible task. The memory of what had just happened burned into my skull and the stink residue remained. 

 	The next 45 minutes were long ones. She laughed as she watched a comedy on tv and I busied myself to the task of cleaning her completely. She farted twice more and I nearly vomited on the last one. By the time I was done, my tongue was exhausted and utterly coated with her stinky residue. When her show was over, she finally pulled up and looked down at me. She stuck her finger into her ass and smelled it. 

 	“Pretty good. You did a good job at cleaning me. At least you’re good for something. Get used to it. This will be a nightly ritual.”

 I groaned. “Tired?” she asked. “Yes.” I replied. 
 “Thirsty?” “Yes.” I replied. 	“Well it’s your lucky night. I have one more surprise for you. Tell you what you are going to get a little taste of my pussy tonight. I want you to open up wide. If you spill a drop of this I will kick your ass.” 

 WTF!!! No way. I didn’t sign up for this. No way. I struggled and bucked and tried to break free frantically at this point. Her pussy descended.
 The wet ripe pussy rubbed right over my mouth. I could taste her sex.
 “Open up Damn it! Or you are going to get another 50 strokes!” 
 I meekly opened my mouth. Her pussy sealed right over it. 
 I wasn’t prepared for what came next. 
 A full torrent of piss, right into my mouth. “Swallow Damn it, swallow!” 
 I choked. I gagged. I swallowed. It went all over my face. It kept coming. 
 I had never done this before. My cock was raging. 
 It was utterly disgusting. I was utterly humiliated.
 It kept coming. I drank it. I swallowed it. I choked more. I almost puked. 	She lifted off. Thank god. Oh wait. Her pussy twitched. It opened again as the final squirt went straight between my eyes. I screamed out as she busted up laughing even harder. She squatted above me as the final drips came down, splashing onto my face. She sat again lightly and made me briefly tongue clean her. 

 She pulled up and smiled down at me. 	“I’ll let you sit there for a while and contemplate your recent fate and the glorious joy of what you were just allowed. Guess you did get a little of my pussy after all. How lucky of you.” 

 	The lid of the toilet box was closed and I was left in darkness. I could hear the TV and Rachel’s laughing. She was no longer paying attention to me. I still couldn’t move. My head was drenched in piss. It was all I could smell. My face and hair were soaked. My mouth was filled with the taste of dirty feet, shit, and piss. My tongue was raw. My ass was still on fire. My diaper was full. I ached. I was tired. It had been an extremely long day. 

 Chapter 18 – First Night at the Apartment  	I was finally let out of the box at quarter to twelve. I had been in there for at least two hours. I stank. I was exhausted. Thankfully, Rachel let me out to shower. Unfortunately she didn’t let me brush my teeth. My mouth stank bad too. Her taste was on my face, lips, and tongue, my tongue completely raw. My throat felt a strange coating on it. I finally near crawled to my bed. Another nighty was laid out with a fresh thick disposable diaper. I cringed. I didn’t think I could wear another diaper. My ass was still raw and burning. My dick was totally shriveled up from a day in diapers. She wouldn’t have it. After pulling the nighty over me she handed me a very large mason jar full of water and told me to drink the entire thing. I managed to force it down and then as I lay back she put the pacifier in my mouth. I was told to keep it in all night. Rachel made me lie back and get another slow humiliating diapering. She completed this with securing me in another bright pink pair of locking plastic pants. Shit. There would be no way to sneak the diapers off tonight. Damn it, that is why she made me drink all that water! She knew I would have to pee at some point! 

 	“I am going to slowly condition you to unlearn your basic toilet training Maddie. You will drink a lot of water every night. I expect your diapers to be full in the morning or there will be consequences. To assist with this, I am also going to play your subliminal cd recordings every night. I transferred your computer files to a cd. We’ll just set it on repeat.” She grinned the most evil grin. 

 	Damn, I couldn’t escape the recordings. And they seemed to be working. My bladder was feeling weaker and weaker by the day and it seemed that my desire and dependence for diapers was growing. I had only been listening to them for maybe half an hour a day, I couldn’t imagine what would happen if I had to listen to them all night! 

 With that she reached over and turned on a CD player next to my bed.
 “If I come in and find this off at any point during the night, there will be hell to pay.” 
 Damn. What the hell was I getting into? Why was I letting her do this to me? Why? Why? Why? 	She left me there in the dark and to my further dismay I heard a click and knew that she had just locked the door. The window in my room was two storeys up and there was no way out there. Damn. Damn. Damn. 

 The music played. It felt strangely comforting. 	As I lay back my mind swarmed with the events of the day. I had never even closely experienced anything like it. Stuff from my wildest fantasies had honestly seemed much more intense and not so entirely enjoyable in real life. Try as I could though, I just didn’t seem to be able to say no to Rachel. She had the strangest power over me. I felt like I was her bitch, her pansy, her pussy boy.

 	I couldn’t sleep. I tossed and turned. The feeling of being in diapers was too new. Too strange. The bulk. The heat. The slight dampness. Man, they were more uncomfortable than I thought they would be. Why were they such a turn on though? What the hell was wrong with me? I mean I was 25 years old! A grown man in diapers! What the fuck! 

 	Shit, I felt my bladder talking to me. Something inside of me just let go. I tried to hold it but something deeper just released. A small torrent released into my absorbent diapers. My face went red. What was I becoming? Squirt. More. Oh man. I lay there pounding the pillow, my bladder giving out. Tears came to my eyes. My cock started to get hard. All of the thoughts of the day built up in me. I thought of the taste of Rachel’s asshole. Oh god. I was so hard. 

 	I turned over. I began to slowly hump the bed. I grabbed my pillow and placed it under me. I pictured myself in the toilet box, licking, cleaning. Pictured my wet full diapers. Myself dressed as a sissy bunny in the mirror.

 	No. No. No. My mouth opened in a silent scream. My arms flailed out in the sissiest way possible as I humped the pillow. I bit the other pillow with my mouth and my diapers were flooded with semen as I blew my load hard.
 Shit. Shit. Shit. The humiliation. I wanted the diapers off. Now. Damn it. Why did I come like that? No. No. No. 

 	I pulled at the plastic panties. They wouldn’t budge. Damn it. Damn it. I peed again. Damn it. My diapers felt a full wet sticky mess. Damn it. I knew somehow deep down that I would never get to cum outside of a diaper ever again. The thought horrified and excited me all at the same time. I would be in diapers the rest of my life.

 I cried myself to sleep.
 Chapter 19 – Sunday Morning  	I woke to a completely filled diaper. Were those recordings making me wet myself at night now? My cock was at full attention again. The events of the past day came crashing down on me as I realised where I was, how I was dressed. Oh man.

 	I got up. I looked in the mirror. I looked terrible. It was about 8:00 am. I had to pee. Damn it. What time did Rachel get up? Why did the door have to be locked? Why did I have to be locked in diapers? They were starting to feel not so comfortable. Could I turn that infernal cd off yet? Maybe I shouldn’t. Argggg. My bladder let loose. The diapers were starting to seriously sag. I looked like a total freaking sissy. 

 I waited for two hours.
 I wet myself twice more. 
 I was leaking.
 Rachel, (the bitch), took her sweet time getting up (it was, after all, Sunday morning she said.) 	Finally, I was let out. I was told however that I had to wait on the diaper change until I had made her a good breakfast and we’d both had some coffee. I could take my morning dump in these. 
 Great. Just great. God, I was going to have to get used to shitting myself daily from now on. What a thing to look forward to in the morning…

 	Rachel was sitting reading the morning paper, I was dressed in my evening wear still while she was fully dressed in jeans and t-shirt. 

 	“We’re going to the mall today to get you some new clothes. Afterwards we have a lunch date with some friends.” She announced. 

 	Oh no. What did she mean by new clothes? Mall? Lunch? God did that mean I had to go out wearing… Wait. I don’t think I can do this. No. 

 	“Uh Rachel. If we go out today, can I at least put on some different ‘underwear’, say at least some panties or something? The diapers are starting to get to me I think.”

 	“You signed up for it pal. It’s what you wanted. The answer is no. Get used to it. Get used to the fact that you’re gonna be in diapers for a long time to come.”

 “Rachel. Come on!” I pouted. 	“You talking back to me bitch? Do I need to pull out the fucking cane again and show you whose boss around here?” she stood up and got in my face. 

 My bladder released a little. I cringed from her like a total sissy. 	She slapped me hard across the face. I cowered. “Do we understand who is the boss here pansy boy? Huh?”

 “Yes.”
 “Yes what?”
 “Yes, you are the boss, Rachel.” 
 “And what do pansy boys wear who can’t control themselves? Huh?”
 “Uh, uh, pansy boys wear diapers.”
 “And are you going to wear diapers for me pansy boy?”
 “Yes Rachel, I am…” 
 “Yes Rachel you will what?”
 “Yes, Rachel I am going to always wear diapers for you…” 
 “Good pansy boy, now make my breakfast.” 	About 45 minutes later, we were sitting and finishing our breakfast. My ass was clammy, cold and sore. I could still barely sit down. I had to semi kneel on my chair. My wet cold diaper was hanging on my hips and a sloshy mess. I was so uncomfortable. My bowels were starting to stir. Damn coffee.

 	Rachel could see it. See me squirming.
 “Ok sissy boy. Let’s get through your morning dump and then get ready to head out. Go stand in the center of the kitchen. Get on your knees. Hold out your arms to the sides with wrists turned down like a sissy fag and then chant ‘I’m a sissy’ while you shit yourself. This will be our routine every morning.” 

 No. No. No. Damn no.
 I protested. 	Rachel was up like lightning and I was over the table getting spanked through my wet diapers. Normally it wouldn’t have hurt but my ass was wet and also chaffed raw from last night’s beating. She furiously beat my ass. I was soon crying. 

 “Ok! Ok! I’ll do it. Please let me go Rachel!” 
 She let me up and threw me to the kitchen floor. I got on my knees. 
 “Look me straight in the eye as you say your magic mantra pussy boy.” 
 I could barely do it, as my head was hung in utter shame but finally managed to look at her.
 “Arms.” 
 I stuck my arms out. 
 “Like a fag boy.” 	I bent my wrists like a total flamer. 
 “Make sure you say it with a lisp. Like a fucking sissy. Put on a pouty sissy face.” 

 I made myself look as close to a faggy boy as possible and lisped out “I’m a sissy.”
 “Again. Keep saying it.”
 “I’m a sissy. I’m a sissy. I’m a sissy” I started to grunt and push.
 Oh my god. It was coming. I pushed. My face went red. Rachel was in hysterics. 
 “I’m a sissy. I’m a sissy.” Here it came. 
 I pushed harder. I began to take a huge shit. The diapers creaked and crackled. 
 My face was burning red hot as I chanted “I’m a sissy”. 
 The room stank. My diapers were totally full. I couldn’t believe I just shat myself. 
 “Good boy. Now get over the table again.”
 I meekly got up and bent over the table again. 	Whap! Another spanking. Rachel spent the next couple minutes spanking and smearing the shit all over my ass, distributing it full on throughout the utterly messy diapers. I was a horrible stinky mess. 

 “I should make you go out like this. Want to?” I shook my head no. 
 “That’s for disobeying me. Now get to the shower and get cleaned up. Here’s the key.
 Oh and don’t bother walking. Crawl.”
 Chapter 20 – The Mall 	It was midday Sunday. We were driving, me in the passenger seat. I was diapered. Again. Just a thick disposable and no plastic panties this time. At least I had more normal outer clothes on but the bitch had made me wear my shortest shirt. It barely covered the top of my jeans. Man, at least I was dry. For the moment. My bladder was already stirring. Damn coffee. Man, could I really go through this? My cock stirred. Damn cock. Damn desires. Arrgghh. 

 “What you thinking Maddie?” Rachel asked. Wow, her nice self again… 
 “Nothin.” I replied. 
 “Hey, I only push you as far as you will go. You know that right?” 	Hmmm. In some ways I suppose she was right. I mean I really was allowing her to do this crazy stuff to me. I mean what kind of real man would allow this kind of thing. Guess it said something about who and what I was. A total sissy. I loved it. I loved it. Such a strange existence… 

 “So what’s the plan today Rachel?” 	“Well I think you need some clothes that reflect your true colors a bit more. We’re going to shop for a bit and then we have a lunch date lined up with some folks.” 

 	“I have to tell you Rachel, I’m a bit nervous. Especially about meeting other folks dressed like this. I really don’t know if I can do it.”

 “Sure you can. You will. You know deep down you want to. Don’t you?” she smiled. 
 My face was totally red. 
 “Yes. Uh. Yes. No. Fuck I don’t know. It’s all so crazy. This stuff.” 	Rachel rubbed the front of my pants, patting my diapered crotch. My cock sprang to attention. She smiled. 

 “Here we are.”
 ……… 	I felt ridiculous walking through the mall. I still couldn’t get used to the feeling of the tightness and bulk around my hips and legs. The sound. The damn sound. Rachel didn’t let me wear my baggy jeans, saying they hid the diapers too much. I had to wear my khaki pants, which not only showed the bulk more but they were much thinner and thus… Crinkle. Crinkle. Crinkle. With every step. I felt like I was a walking Depends advertisement. 

 	At least the mall was loud. I was totally self-conscious though. I kept trying to pull the back of my shirt down but it just wouldn’t go down far enough. The white plastic of the diapers kept creeping up over my belt line. I tried to slow my walk to a shuffle to somehow minimize the back outline but I don’t know if I was successful or not. People didn’t seem to be looking but I couldn’t help being paranoid.

 The first stop was Wet Seal or some other teeny bopper style store. 	Man. She wanted me to get women’s jeans, tight ones as well as some different colored women’s dress slacks. 

 The worst part was that she asked if I could try them on in the dressing room. 
 The youngish looking salesgirl smirked at me, looking me up and down and led us to the dressing room. 	It was utterly embarrassing trying on the pants in the dressing room. Rachel left me there to find some shirts. She came back with some women’s long and short sleeved t-shirts that were maybe barely passable for a guy. Sports style shirts with numbers and other stupid styles. I looked in the mirror and it seemed a gay boy was looking back at me. I looked totally gay. Rachel told me that was the point. She wanted to pick out clothes that were not over the top drag, but still obviously not something a normal straight guy would wear. I almost would have preferred a dress! We ended up with many items, some of them too sissy to describe at this point. The worst though, was that I had to wear the silver jeans and the light blue t-shirt out with her. And no, the t-shirt did little to cover my pants top. In fact if I moved too fast the shirt pulled up. The jeans were lower cut as well. Damn! At least though she didn’t make me wear the white or tan slacks. They would have been worse. And at least she didn’t make me wear one of the three satiny and lacey blouses. The worst part came though when the sales girl asked if we wanted a bag for my “boy” clothes and Rachel told her no, just throw them in the trash, I wouldn’t be needing them! I almost died of embarrassment. The sales girl smirked at me. My bladder clenched and I squirted. The diapers took it in easily although I squirmed, looking down to check. 

 “You need some socks and shoes next. Oh and we need to stop in at the Victoria’s Secret.” What? “You need a bra.” 	A bra? No way. No way. No way. Precum began leaking into my diapers as my cock strained and betrayed my true thoughts. 

 She grabbed my crotch. 
 “Thought so.” She confirmed smiling. 	I was totally red faced and embarrassed walking out and being made to pay at the register. The sales girl was trying not to laugh but not succeeding very well. I looked like a total fag. And I think my diapers were showing. Damn it! 
 As we left the store we heard the full on laughter of the sales girls as they bust up into hysterics. My face was so red I thought it would burst. I was so humiliated I wanted to run, run far away. My bladder released a little bit. What was going on? Squirt. Damn it! Was I really starting to lose control just in one day of this craziness? 

 	The next stop was a women’s shoe store. The sales girls here were older and didn’t seem to care as much that I wanted to try on shoes. Maybe it was my clothes, they thought I was gay.

 	I tried on different styles but ended up with a pair of pink and white women’s sport sneakers and a pair of dressy short heels that could almost pass for men’s shoes, a sort of green/black in color.

 	The frilly socks that were picked were definitely not subtle. I was made to wear a pair of white lace and nylon knee highs and my new women’s sneakers. 

 	Now I really looked like a fag. Oh man I looked gay. My cock was at full mast. And of course my old shoes went into the trash. Damn! 

 On to Victoria’s Secret. 	I was strangely starting to get into it. Even walking a bit more gaily with a slightly more effeminate manner. How could I not? My face was still burning though. 

 	The smell of Victoria’s Secret made me lose control and squirt a little more. I swooned looking at all of the pretty things. I almost wanted to lose control and do a little sissy dance in the middle of the store.

 What the fuck was happening to me? What was coming over me? 	The salesgirl here definitely smiled at the suggestion of trying on a bra here and said that we had to be a bit more discrete and go in together, as if it was for Rachel. 

 	Walking to the dressing room, the sales lady asked snidely if I would be needing any panties to match. Rachel told her that wouldn’t be necessary as we all stepped into the dressing room and started to pull off my shirt. I almost died in horror as I realized that my diapers were a full several inches showing above my jeans line!

 “Are those diapers?” The sales lady asked almost cracking up. 
 I turned redder. 	Rachel explained to her that they were. That they were my preferred underwear although I did wear panties from time to time. But no panties today please.

 	“Ah huh. Ok. I guess no panties then. (she was having a hard time not breaking into laughter at this point) Any other colors or styles of bras you want? Maybe some to match your diapers?” She cracked up. The rest of the bra fitting was slow and 
 humiliating. The sales lady seemed to enjoy measuring me and teasing me a little. 

 	Rachel picked me out five different bras, in different colors and fabrics. Of course, I had to end up wearing a blue satin one out. The shape was definitely visible under my shirt. Fuck. To make things worse, Rachel picked out a few nightgowns and some women’s pajamas for me as well. To top it off she spritzed me with the perfume sample pretty generously. I smelled like a total girl now! Damn! 

 Oh man. As much as I liked this I was so fucking embarrassed. How could I do this? 	The sales lady was smirking and chuckling as she checked me out. Her associate was trying not to break into full laughter. She had to leave the room and I heard her break into hysterics. The other customers nearby were grinning. My knees were buckling. The credit card machine was taking a while. The sales girl looked at me with a knowing smile, laughing a little more. My bladder released. I was totally peeing. I had to hold the counter to avoid collapsing with fright and humiliation. Oh god. Get me out of here. Hurry machine. Hurry! The approval came and I quickly signed. I shuffled out of there as quick as Rachel allowed me. She snapped the bra strap on my back. I jerked and almost cried. I peed some more.

 	Oh man. Oh man. Oh man. Get me out of here. Little did I know the day’s humiliation was only just beginning. 

 Chapter 21 – Sunday Lunch 
 My diapers were totally soaked. “Rachel, can I please change my diapers before lunch?”
 “No Maddie. I think I’m going to enjoy you sitting in your wet diapers for this lunch.”
 “Rachel, what’s going on, where are we going and who are we meeting?”
 Rachel turned around and slapped me. 	I almost lost it. People were looking at us, some of them laughing. I must have been quite the sight, a totally faggy looking dude with bulging sagging pants, just having been bitch slapped by his bossy girl. 

 	“Don’t fucking question me. You’re going to stay wet and you are going to stay nice and submissive and sweet, ok? Or, the next outburst and the pacifier goes in the mouth.”

 I shut up quick. I followed her to the car. 	I was totally quiet as we drove to a nearby large restaurant. Hmm. Laura and I used to come to this one. Wait a minute. 

 	Oh no. Rachel smiled as we pulled up next to a familiar looking car. No. No. No!!! 
 Laura was just getting out of her car, smiling and waving. Wait, who was that? Oh my god. It was Jason! That fucker! Jason! Laura was with Jason! 

 	Jason was a total dickhead guy from my old work. We didn’t like each other much. Laura knew him and occasionally talked with him at parties. Or so I thought. Had she been seeing him? How long? What the fuck! 

 Damn it, I was dressed in diapers! In women’s clothes! A fucking bra!
 “Rachel, no, please, no, please. No. I can’t do this. Please. No. Please. No!”
 Rachel reached into her purse and out came the pacifier. I was so in shock my mouth took it right in. 
 Right as we pulled up.
 Next to Laura. 
 Laura grinned at me with the most evil smile. I felt my bowels loosen. No! 
 I clenched them with all my might and managed to hold it. 
 Laura opened my door. 	“Hi Maddie. Lookin cute. New clothes? Nice fucking pacifier.” 
 She broke into hysterical laughter. Jason was grinning from ear to ear. 

 “Wow Rachel, you broke him in fast.”
 “He was pretty easy. I mean c’mon would a real man let you do such things to him?”
 I ripped the pacifier out of my mouth. 
 Rachel slapped me. 
 Jason said “oooh, she schooled him!” Laura burst out again. 
 “Put it back in.” Rachel ordered. 
 I was shaking. Rachel slapped me again. 
 I put the pacifier in. 	I looked like an utter dork walking into the restaurant. My head was hung. I was shaking. I was in near convulsions. My cock was almost bursting. 

 I was glad at least that they picked a booth in the back. 
 I kept my head hung, silent. Looked out the window. Rachel ordered for me.
 Jason looked across the table at me. 
 “Dude, how could you let a chick treat you like that? 	You look utterly gay! Dude, a pacifier? And are you wearing a fucking diaper? What’s up with the clothes?”

 Laura turned to him. 	“Rachel’s always been a kinky one. Obviously Madsen has too. That’s why I couldn’t ultimately stand it with him. I told you before he likes wearing panties and diapers and looks at all sorts of weird kink on the internet.”

 Jason looked at me and told me straight on “Dude, I been fucking Laura since you two were together.”
 Laura laughed. 
 “What!” I cried, my pacifier dropping from my mouth. 	“What do you expect Maddy, your cock never did it for me and who wants a dude in panties anyway? I thought you were cute at first but I quickly learned. This gay look quite suits you. You ought to stick with it. By the way, I like the adult baby thing too. You are a fucking baby. Although I think that some babies have bigger penises. By the way Maddie, you should see how big Jason’s cock is. Makes yours look like a pea in comparison!”

 Jason laughed and then got up. 	“Ladies and Pussy Boys I’m outta here. I got better things to do than to sit with faggy sickos like this. Dude, what is uppppp?”

 	Jason looked me up and down and then spat at me. Rachel laughed and put the pacifier back into my mouth. 

 I was near crying. Laura and Jason. The bitch. My cock was so hard it ached. I thought I might lose it. 
 Laura leaned over and gave Jason a long passionate hot kiss and said goodbye to him. 
 She gave me a big sneer after and then her and Rachel began to talk, utterly ignoring me. 
 Rachel began to update Laura on all the events of the previous day to my utter horror.
 I couldn’t believe this was happening to me.
 Laura was in near hysterics, laughing. 	“So you’ve really got him in diapers Rachel? I mean I knew he wanted to wear them, and God knows he needed them, but really didn’t think he’d go through with actually wearing them! I mean the panties were bad enough, but diapers?”

 	“Oh ya Laura, and he likes using them too, don’t you Maddie Waddie? Why don’t you pull down your pants for Laura so she can see?”

 No way. No way. 	Rachel began to undo my pants. Thank god we were in a semi private booth and the waitress was at the other end of the restaurant. 

 “Pull your pants down to your knees.”
 No please no. 	Utterly humiliated I pulled my pants down and Laura burst out laughing so hard she was almost in tears. “Oh my god! That is just so fucking hysterical! Maddie in diapers! And dude, are they wet? Oh my god they are! You need a changey wangey sicko baby?”

 I was almost in tears, shuffling nervously. 
 Rachel told her about the shopping trip and even lifted my shirt to show her my new bra. 	Laura was utterly cracking up as she pulled out her iPhone and started taking pictures of me. 
 I was horrified. I started to pull back up my pants but it was too late. 

 	The feeling of what I was going through combined in the worst possible way with the totally soaked feeling of my wet diapers. They hung to me like a clammy cold plastic prison, reminding me fully of what I was becoming. The bra straps cut into me reminding me even more so. And my shirt and pants and shoes just made it worse. The pacifier topped it all though. At least Rachel let me take it out to eat (keeping it right next to my plate). 

 Finally the ordeal was almost over. 	“Rachel you are definitely a weird chick but it is pretty funny watching you school this utter loser like you are. Definitely keep me posted on things. It’s better than US Weekly! Don’t ask me why but part of me definitely gets off on seeing him like this.” Laura exclaimed. 

 Laura finally looked over at me: 	“How those diapers feel? Well you got a new ass to kiss so I suppose you’ll be pretty happy from here on out. Oh I almost forgot. I have a present for you. A little present for you.”

 She handed me a wrapped package. 
 I squirmed. What could this be? 	I opened it. Oh man. It was a clear pack of 8 or so diapers with totally sissyish looking print on the top. There were the words ‘baby’ and ‘little angel’ over and over on the front panels in colored blocks and other childish pictures like pacifiers , unicorns, and teddy bears. I nearly died. 

 	Laura cracked up. “I found this adult baby diaper site Little Angels. Aren’t these just about the sissiest things you’ve ever seen? Rachel and her burst out laughing. “Rachel has the rest of the case I ordered you at home sugarkins! Oh and here’s another package, try this one!” She handed me another small package. 

 They were a small package of adult size pacifiers. 
 “I thought you could use some. They might fit you better than the little baby one you’re using.”
 I nearly burst into tears.
 Laura and Rachel burst out laughing even more. 	“By the way, I still have your credit card numbers. I bought all of these items with your own money Maddie! Oh I almost forgot, you’ll really like this one.” 

 Laura handed me yet another present. What now? 
 I opened it. It was a pair of men’s boxers. Wait. They didn’t seem new. 	“They’re Jason’s. I thought you could make a little altar for them and contemplate how you will never wear anything like these again. You can even smell them from time to time. After all you might grow to like boys.”

 She held them up to my nose. I could smell his manliness in them. They were dirty.
 I about lost it. I was shaking. My cock was twitching. No. She burst out laughing again. 	As Laura got up to go she thanked me for getting the lunch (fucking bitch, of course Rachel was making me buy everyone’s lunch!) and opening my new package of pacifiers held out one for me to take in my mouth.

 	No. Rachel gave me a look. My cock was twitching strong at this point. No, not now. I almost cried as I slowly opened my mouth. Laura stuck it right into my mouth laughing. Oh god, I felt it coming up. Not now. The pacifier went in. She quickly then pulled Jason’s underwear over my head so his crotch was right at my nose. 

 	I came. In a short quick spasm. I tried to hold my composure but I think she knew. I was shaking. A few more short spurts. Damn it. Why now, with this bitch! I ripped the underwear from my head. 

 	“Nice to know I still have that effect on you! Or was it thoughts of Jason’s cock? Or maybe his ass? Wonder what it would be like to lick a man’s ass? You were sure good with mine! Fucking pussy!” Laura turned around and flashed her ass at me and winked pointing to her butt. She broke out laughing and walked off.

 “Bye Baby!” 	Rachel smiled at me and got up to go, telling me to pay and warning me not to even think about taking the pacifier out of my mouth. She patted my crotch and laughed. 

 	It took a humiliatingly long time for me to pay the check, as there were several folks in front of me. The new pacifier was even larger and totally obvious. I looked like an utter sissy. Please, please, please get me home fast. Now. The looks were unnerving. 

 	I walked to the car shaking and Rachel leaned out the window. “Hey sport, it looks like you forgot your presents.”
 Oh shit. I forgot the fucking diapers and the package of pacifiers and Jason’s stupid fucking underwear. She didn’t really mean for me to go back in and get them did she? No way.

 “Rachel, you don’t really expect me to…”
 She started to gun the car and back up. Shit. 
 I motioned for her to wait and she stopped. She motioned for me to go back. 
 Well, at least I was taking out this stupid pacifier from my mouth. 
 I went back in and went to our booth avoiding the stares. Shit. The stuff wasn’t there! 
 Damn. Damn. Damn. 
 I found our waitress. I asked her if she found some things at our booth. 
 “What kinds of things?” She smiled.
 Damn it. “Uh, there was a package of uh, dd..ddd..diapers and some other stuff.”
 “What was the other stuff?” 	“Uh a package of p…ppaa…pacifiers and uh uh a pair of boxers…”
 “Hey Lennie” she shouted back, “did you find a package of diapers, some pacifiers, and some boxers at booth 9?”

 Lennie responded from the back. “Just a second,” she said and went back. 
 She came back with a grin on her face holding and looking at the diaper pack. 	“Cute. Very cute. Little angels? Like the pacifier look too. Which underwear are yours?” she said holding up the package of diapers and the boxers in the other hand. She was seriously teasing me. 

 “Let me have them please ma’m.” I said. 
 “You didn’t answer my question.”
 “Neither” I said, “please give me the items ma’m.”
 “Could have fooled me with the pacifier in your mouth. Have a nice day baby boy.” 	She “accidentally” dropped the packages. Shit. I was forced to bend over and get them and my shirt immediately lifted revealing my diapered condition. She burst out laughing. 

 I was horrified. Many folks were watching. Some laughing. Could she have been louder? 
 I shuffled out fast and got to the car. Rachel told me to get in and we took off. 
 Chapter 22 – Sunday Afternoon Coffee  “Hey Maddie” Rachel said as we drove, “I know you’ve had a rough last couple days. 
 Let’s go talk over coffee. What do you say?”
 At least she was being nice. 
 “Can we go someplace where I won’t stick out so much Rachel?” 
 “Sure.” 	We ended up at a little hole in the wall coffee shop with various hippies, freaks and others that really did make me not feel so nervous. 

 	It did suck that my diapers were wet and sticky though. I kept shifting uncomfortably. I was also concerned about drinking more coffee today. Now that I was in diapers 24/7, coffee didn’t seem like the best thing as I knew my diapers would be even more full within the hour. 

 We had the most lovely conversation ever up to that point in our “relationship”. 	Rachel actually put her arms around me and comforted me, letting me know that even though she had been putting me through all this craziness that she was actually quite fond of me. 
 We talked for a while about other things, life, our childhood, schooling, other interests. I actually got to see the more normal side of Rachel. 

 I was almost in tears I was so happy that we were actually connecting on a friend level.
 I was pretty beat with the humiliation stuff, needed a break. 
 I swooned when she leaned over and gave me a light kiss. 
 She smiled. 
 “What do you say we take a break with all this stuff and go to a movie?”
 “Oh Rachel that sounds great. Is there any way I could change clothes?”
 “Don’t push your luck Maddie, I like your new look.”
 “Well uh Rachel, I have to go uh, you know… The coffee and all…”
 “Have to take a crap huh?”
 “Yeah. Can I maybe just use the bathroom this time?” 	“No, but I’ll tell you what, I’ll make it nice for you. After you go you can clean up in the bathroom here and then put on one of those nice Little Angel diapers that Laura gave you.”
 My stomach turned. That bitch Laura. Diapers with ‘baby’ and ‘little angel’ written all over the front! A grown man in baby diapers! 

 “Rachel, where the hell can I go? It will smell too much in here!” I whispered to her.
 “Just go in the bathroom. Here, I have one of the diapers in my purse.”
 Sweet. She would never know. I would just crap in the toilet like a real man. Sweet! 
 “Oh Maddie be sure to bring me the dirty diaper when you’re done with them.”
 She smiled. 
 Damn it! She knew I wanted to use the toilet. Arrggghhh. 	I tucked the Little Angel diaper under my shirt and went into the bathroom and locked the door. At least it was a single bathroom.

 	I looked into the mirror, and stuck out my hands like I was starting to do in the morning. I felt utterly humiliated as I grunted and shat a big load into my diapers. God this was humiliating. The door rattled. Shit. Someone was trying to come in! 

 	“Just a minute!” I called! 
 Damn. I grunted some more and pushed out the rest. It was super messy. Damn it. How was I going to clean myself? 

 It took me at least 10 minutes to clean myself. The guy banged on the door a few more times. 
 “Fall in or something?” he shouted outside the door. 	“Give me a minute Damn it!” I shouted back. I had my pants down and was leaning against the wall to try to get my diaper on. 

 	I looked in the mirror. ‘Baby’ written all over the front of the diapers. How humiliating. They were ultra soft just like I remembered the old diapers from my childhood being. It took me back. They were also much bulkier and larger than the store brand diapers. These were some serious diapers and I doubted I would be able to much hide the fact that I was wearing diapers with one of these on under my jeans. Without even thinking my thumb went in my mouth. My cock got hard. Fucking Laura. At least she couldn’t see me in them. They did give me a strange hard on though. 

 The door banged and opened. Shit the lock! 	“Whoah what the fuck’s going on in here? Some weird shit?” Some guy with a beard was looking straight at me. I pulled my thumb out of my mouth quick but the guy could definitely see my diapers and the print on the front. 
 Damn, my luck today was horrible. I quickly pulled my pants up but they were hard to pull up over my large diapers, since they were so tight. 

 The dude was laughing at me. I hung my head, grabbed my shitty diaper and got out fast. 
 Rachel told me to pay and meet her outside. Great I had to pay with a stinky fucking diaper in my hands! 
 I got more than a few stares and a few crinkled noses. Man, would the humiliation never stop? Outside, Rachel patted my backside and pulled back the front waistband of my jeans to look. 
 “Cute!” she said, smirking. “The baby look suits you Maddie. My little angel.” 
 She popped my new pacifier back in, breaking into laughter. 	I blushed. She kissed me lightly on the cheek and led me to the car, taking my dirty diaper and throwing it into the trash. She made me give her the keys back. 

 Chapter 23 – Sunday Evening  The rest of the evening was mostly uneventful. 	We had a great time in the movies, the only really humiliating thing that happened was that she pulled out a baby bottle and poured root beer in it for me to drink. I felt self conscious drinking from a bottle but no one seemed to see me. We actually snuggled a little bit amazingly. I think she sensed I needed a break. The new diapers actually felt strangely good. I can’t believe I was really starting to get into this. 

 	We got home and were both pretty tired. I thought we would go straight to bed but as I started to get ready, Rachel asked me if I was forgetting something.

 	She told me to follow her into her bedroom. She stripped her pants and underwear off, lay face down on the bed with a magazine and told me to give her a footrub and a good ass cleaning. Man. Well, at least I wasn’t in the toilet box tonight. 

 	I rubbed and licked her feet clean for about 20 minutes and then she had me lick and clean her ass for only about 10 minutes tonight. 

 She wasn’t as dirty as the night before but it was still pretty stinky and humiliating. 	At the end of it she kissed me lightly on the cheek and told me to go change my diapers, to put on one of my new ones. In my room, I saw the one of my drawers was now full of the sissy looking Little Angels diapers. I put one on. 

 	I changed and came back. She pulled up some clear locking plastic panties and locked me in. Great, you could see the sissy designs on the diaper right through the plastic. She smacked me on my ass and told me to get some good rest as tomorrow we both had work. 

 I shuddered. How was I going to deal with work, wearing diapers? 
 She seemed to read my mind and said: 	“Don’t worry Maddie, you can wear your new Little Angels tomorrow. You can wear them with your nice new white slacks!” 

 White slacks? Oh man… 	“Goodnight Maddie! Don’t forget to play your CD tonight. Your training is coming along nicely.” Man. 

 	At least she didn’t lock the door that night. Unfortunately she did tack Jason’s boxers to my nightstand though and I had to look at them as I fell asleep to the music of my subliminal recording…

 Chapter 20 – Monday Morning  Monday morning brought a new level of humiliation. I guess my break was over. 
 My morning “sissy dance” was becoming more ritualized. 	After coffee I had to flay my arms like a fag, do a little dance, stick my ass back, and my head forward, open my mouth and repeat 

 	“I’m a sissy, I’m a sissy, I’m a sissy. I wear pampers. I wear pampers. I wear pampers. I love my diapers. I love my diapers. I love my diapers. Please mistress, may I poop my diapers? Please mistress may I poop my diapers? Please mistress may I poop my diapers?” And other horribly degrading things. 

 And then I had to completely shit my diapers flailing like a total sissy. 
 She clapped and laughed. She caught it on video this time. Damn. 	To make it worse, it felt like my bowels were getting looser, like my control was diminishing. I think those recordings were really doing something, especially listening to them all night. 

 	I cleaned up and then it was time to get dressed. Black silk collared shirt with matching scarf, thin white dress slacks, and my new dress shoes. And the totally sissy Little Angels diapers. Fuck. 

 	At least the shirt covered them partly. Oh man. But they crinkled. My pants were thin. And the diapers were quite thick. Damn. And the bra. Satin. White. Thin, true but you could see the tell-tale lines though the thin satin of my shirt. WTF! 

 	I was completely self-conscious. How the hell was I going to get through work? I was going to get fired or something! I looked really gay. Like a gay man wearing diapers. 

 I wanted to complain to Rachel but she wasn’t going to have it. 	As a “reward” for being so good dressing this morning I was “allowed” to kneel next to her while she took her morning business on the toilet and then do the finishing clean up job after she took only a couple short wipes. I almost retched. She didn’t let me even brush my teeth afterwards. 

 We drove to work together and I was gearing myself for what I would say to folks. I had no idea. 
 Chapter 24 – Monday at the Office  	On the way to the office, Rachel explained some things to me which started to make the whole picture about office life at the ad agency seem to make more sense. 

 	Apparently Diane and Sean, the managers had hired Rachel and some of the others from contacts they knew through the local S & M scene. I didn’t realize that Rachel went back a ways with Diane and Sean, apparently that’s how she became their manager. Apparently they were all doms. 

 	To make it worse, apparently Diane and Sean knew also about our current involvement, Rachel had called Diane last night to prep her. 

 And the four of us were having a meeting today first thing. 	After coffee apparently. Shit, Rachel was stopping at the Starbucks drive-through for more coffee. How much coffee could I take? I had to watch it with these diapers. 

 I tried to avoid sipping my coffee but Rachel made me drink it all down. 	And by the time we got to the Diane’s office that morning I had to take another shit. Fuck. I held it, trying to keep it in. It felt like I may not be able to hold it for much longer though. My control was definitely dwindling. I had already peed once in my diapers that morning, without real control. Damn. Damn. Damn. 

 	Diane and Sean were both there. Diane was a later 30 something hotty and Sean was a shaven headed man in his mid 30s, very handsome with a muscular thin build. They were sitting down. 

 “Sit down Rachel. Madsen, will you get us all some fresh coffee please?”
 More coffee? And what was I now? The coffee bitch? 	On the way to the coffee station, I definitely received a few looks. Charley commented on my shirt and some of the women giggled. They could totally hear the crinkle of my diapers. They were unmistakable. I tried to walk so they didn’t crinkle but no dice. And what was worse, because of the bulk they gave me an ever so slight waddle as I couldn’t easily close my legs. 

 Thank god I didn’t know them all very well.
 When I came back into the office they were all seated talking. 
 “Sit down please Madsen”, Diane said firmly. 	I sat down slowly to minimize the crinkle of my diapers but wasn’t sure if they heard or not. Sean gave me a funny penetrating look. It made my bowels stir more. I had this strange picture of taking in his cock. Gak! What was I thinking? I wasn’t gay!

 My thoughts came back to the present as Diane began to talk: 	“Madsen, as you know, Rachel and I go a ways back. Sean and I have been informed that you two are now in a ‘relationship’ (she winked) of sorts and so we have called this meeting to set forth some ground rules so that the professional nature of this business is not compromised. You are probably aware of our scene outside of work. We need to maintain a separation of these things with the work environment so that this business can function effectively. Your new wardrobe is sure to attract some attention but this is only because the employees have not previously thought of you as homosexual. The diapers we can talk about in a minute. (She knew! I kept my mouth shut and continued to listen.) There is to be no indication given to others that the two of you are in relationship. The two of you entering and exiting together can be put down to simple friendship. And I am proposing that we create a new job for you Madsen. Rachel has been pretty overwhelmed with her duties lately. Sean and I have decided as of this morning to make you her assistant. So you will now be the assistant’s assistant. (WTF!! How humiliating. My face went red. I started to open my mouth but at a look from Sean I decided to keep it quiet.) Madsen, I know this may come as a slight shock but it will make the relationship between the two of you a little more inconspicuous. You will take the main desk out in the center of the main room (great, in full view of everyone) and start answering the main phone calls and doing any work that Rachel finds necessary to help her out in her job. You will also answer directly to Sean and I from time to time. Does all this sound satisfactory to you?”

 “Uh, yes Diane, that will be fine.” 	My face was burning. I was shifting uncomfortably in my diapers. I needed to take a crap. My bowels were twitching. Diane sensed my discomfort. 

 	“Off the record Madsen, it is not up to me to say what you can and can’t wear for underwear but between us, if you are going to wear diapers to work, you better be damn discrete. If I find any weirdness going on that compromises this business you will be out of here so fast your head will spin. And the public bathrooms here are not for diaper changing. So you either better get used to holding it or you better have some pretty damn absorbent diapers. Oh, and if any one does ask we will just let them know that you have and incontinence problem and blame it on that. That’s it. Both of you get to work. Madsen, clean out your desk. Julie is getting her desk ready for you. She’ll be taking your old job.”

 	I squirmed and started to get up. Sean motioned for me to come over. 
 “Madsen, after you get your new desk set up, see me in my office. I have some things for you.” That funny look again. My bowels were really twitching now. 

 What the hell? What was all this? I was now the fucking secretary!
 As I started walking out, Diane made a light crack: 	“Madsen, you may want to think about getting some diapers that are less noisy as well. I can hear you coming from all the way across the room. Like the shirt though.”

 Ouch. 
 Chapter 25 – Meeting with Sean  	It took me an hour or so to move my things to the new desk. I shuffled slowly, both to minimize the sound of my diapers crinkling and also because I didn’t know how to hold it any longer. I had to go desperately at this point. I couldn’t stand it any longer. I was about to make the move toward the bathroom, when Sean called me to come into his office for that meeting.

 I asked him if I could just run to the bathroom first. 
 “What the hell do you need the bathroom for? I need you in here now Madsen, it won’t but take a minute.” 	As I came into Sean’s office, he grabbed me in a hold, closed his door and threw me face down over his desk. I felt handcuffs go on and suddenly I couldn’t move my arms behind my back! 

 “Sean, what the hell is going on?” 	“Shut up.” A ball gag was forced into my mouth and buckled tightly. Oh no. I began to pee. My bowels were really fighting now. I was scared as shit. Where was Rachel? 

 I was pushed to the floor and I felt ankle cuffs go on and then my hands were pulled taught with my feet. I was hog tied! 
 Sean sat down on his couch and grinned at me. 	“You are the biggest fucking sissy Rachel has ever brought home and you are going to be fun as hell to break in.”

 What was he talking about? Were he and Rachel in on something? 	“Let’s get a few things straight. Diane and I operate a little differently. Nothing of what goes on in this office gets repeated to Diane. Both she and I have soundproof rooms as well so it will be difficult to find out. I know Rachel has some pretty ‘interesting’ photos of you and so I don’t think we’re going to be getting any formal complaints with you soon. Everything will be just honky dory if you obey me explicitly. You will be working with me regularly and I expect a few extra ‘perks’ from my secretaries. You’ll come to know them well. Get to practicing your cock sucking and ass licking skills because you’ll be using them frequently with me. And I want you to start using this “ He pulled out a large butt plug and placed it in front of my face. I was horrified. It was very large and it frightened the hell out of me! 

 	“This is to train yourself. I swing both ways but expect you to be made up very pretty. Rachel will explain the rules to you more. Do we have an understanding?”

 He held my chin. I was shaking. He forced me to nod. 	No. Not now. My bowels were stirring. I couldn’t hold it. He could see I was in discomfort and watched me. Right then Rachel came in. She locked the door. She smiled looking down at me. I pleaded to her with my eyes and to my horror, she turned and embraced Sean! They were soon entangled in the most intense kissing and fondling!

 Sean had his hand up her shirt and she was pulling off his pants. 	They were going to fuck while I watched, bound on the floor, hogtied in diapers and women’s clothes! My cock was straining. My face burned not just with humiliation but total jealousy. How could she do this to me? Wasn’t she my new girl? 

 	In a matter of minutes his pants were off. His cock was huge. I mean huge. It must have been 9 or 10 inches. I gasped. She stroked his cock for a bit and then he bent her over the desk. O my god. Her skirt was up and her pussy was glistening wet. 

 	“See how wet a real man makes me Maddie? Let me tell you straight up, there is no way in hell you could ever make me this wet. Your puny cock couldn’t come close. Watch now as a real man fucks me.” 

 	He entered her. She grimaced. As Sean fucked Rachel she looked over at me grinning. She teased me with her looks as if to say ‘you will never be a man like this.’ My bladder couldn’t take it. I peed. What was worse, my bowels were about to give. 

 	He was a total master, a stud, a bull. He had complete control and grabbing her hips he rode her strong for the next 15 minutes banging her hips, driving his monster cock home. My bowels couldn’t hold it much longer. I started to slip. I tried with all my might to break free and run. No please not now. Not now. I farted. No. It was coming. I started to shit myself. It came on full. No. I couldn’t control it. My bowels were giving out. I hopelessly shat myself right as Rachel had a blistering orgasm. My bladder gave some more as well and I was a total mess. 

 As I lay there bound in my humiliation I realized that Sean didn’t come. How could he hold it? 
 “You didn’t come” Rachel said. 
 “I’ve got someone else I’m holding out for” he smiled at me with his evil grin.
 Rachel looked over at me “Maddie you didn’t just…” 	Sean grimaced and waved his hand in front of his nose “peeaauuhh. Whoah. Dude you just shat yourself while I was fucking the girl of your dreams! You are the biggest fucking sissy I think I’ve ever met. Where’d you get him Rachel?”

 Rachel laughed. 	“Rachel, get your sissy fuck cleaned up. He’s stinking up my room. Besides, I want him clean for what’s coming next.”

 	I was mortified. I stank. I couldn’t move. My diapers were fully loaded. 
 Jealousy burned into me at that moment. I fought to escape but to no avail. I shat myself more as I struggled and they laughed. 

 	Rachel came over to me and smiled stroking my hair. She asked Sean to loosen my leg bonds. She kept my arms bound behind my back and kept the ball gag in. 

 	Looking me in the eye she said “You owe me for this one Maddie, I won’t be changing you like this very often.” 

 	And then pulling some supplies out of a backpack, she proceeded to clean me with baby wipes, powder me with baby powder, and re-diaper me with a fresh disposable Little Angels diaper. All in front of Sean. He was cracking up. I couldn’t believe I was getting a diaper change in front of Sean. 

 “Dude, little angels? Baby? Those diapers are beyond sissy…” he sneered. 	I tried to establish eye contact with Rachel to plead with her to get me out. She acknowledged me but kept shushing me like a baby and making goo goo sounds at me. What the hell was going on? 

 	I couldn’t even look him in the eye. I felt like my manhood was utterly destroyed. He could see how much I liked it because my tiny cock was hard the whole time. He made several comments about the size of my ‘cockette’. 
 Rachel finished taping up my diapers and then started pulling back up my pants. Sean told her to leave the pants off. She did, handing them to him. He put them down on his desk. He asked her to unbutton my shirt and pull it back to my bound hands. She did so and he made snide comments and laughed at me in my bra. 

 	I was totally naked except for a diaper and a bra, bound on the floor, in front of Sean and he had an evil look about him. I was in serious trouble. 

 	She kissed me lightly on the cheek and then left the office, after briefly exchanging some silent
 communication with Sean. She winked at me before leaving.

 What the hell was going on?
 As soon as Rachel was gone, Sean locked the door and began to unbuckle his pants. 
 No. No. No. What the fuck? I’m not gay! 	“Ok Maddie, I like the sound of Maddie better than Madsen anyway. Suits you more. Ok Maddie. I’m going to break you in a little today just so you are one hundred percent certain who is boss around here. Get up and over here and on your knees. Now. If I have to count, trust me you will not like it.”

 	Something about the way he said that made me believe him and I managed to get up on my knees and waddle over. 
 “Let’s start with a good old fashioned ass kissing. I hear you’re pretty good at it and besides, it gets me really in the mood.” 

 No way. No way. He wasn’t. 
 He was. He first unbuckled my gag warning me not to make a sound or he would beat me. I stayed quiet. 
 I started to pee more, I was so scared. 
 Sean then pulled down his pants and boxers and stuck his naked ass right into my face. 	“Lick it like it was ice cream. Clean it like it was the sweetest thing you’ve ever tasted. And get your tongue deep. Do a good job and I won’t utterly kick your ass.”

 I was horrified. I hesitated. He slapped me so hard my head rang. Oh man. 	I tried to pull away again and he smacked me across the other cheek. Shit, he was strong. There was no way I could get away from this. If I yelled out and someone came in, they would see me dressed like a total sissy! I decided to obey him.

 	I dived in. It was disgusting. I was licking a man’s asshole. What the hell had I become? He wasn’t clean. He was hairy. He stank. Like a man. A fucking dirty man. Me made me clean and suck his hairs, lick around the sides, and then totally bury my tongue to the hilt as far up his ass as it would go. 
 “Deeper, deeper bitch, clean out my shit you fucking sissy! Fucking toilet bitch!” 

 	I ate his asshole for all I was worth. It was hands down the most humiliating event of my life, even with all of the other crazy stuff I had done in the past few days. Rachel’s ass tasted like cinnamon compared to Sean’s. I almost vomited numerous times but he held me firm. Somehow I just obeyed him, both out of fear and humiliatingly out of a deeper excitement. Yes, somehow even this sick shit turned me on. 

 What was I becoming?
 But that was only the beginning. 
 When his asshole was clean to his satisfaction, he turned around. 
 No. No. Not the cock. Not this cock. 
 It had to have been 9 or 10 inches and a few inches thick. God, he was a monster! 	“What’s it feel like to look at a real man, huh Maddie? You know in some parts of the world they say that only the man who gives head and gets fucked is gay. If that’s the case I guess we know who is the real fag here, huh?”

 I hesitated. He held my nose until my mouth opened and then he thrust it in. 	I had a monster cock, in my mouth. In my mouth. I was sucking cock. Me, sucking cock! 
 He warned me to not even think about touching it with my teeth or I would get a brutal thrashing. I believed him and tried my best.

 As it was, I wasn’t very good and got smacked hard a couple times across the face. 
 I tried harder. My jaw ached. He pushed it deep. I gagged. 	He made me lick and suck his balls. His man scent horrified and simultaneously turned me on in a twisted way. I started to get into it after a while. 

 	He began to thrust in and out, like my mouth were a large cunt, just existing for his pleasure. He grabbed my hair with both hands and was pummeling me. Brutally fucking my face, violating my mouth.

 	It went on for what seemed like hours. This man definitely had no problems holding it. And he did hold it, both for his own enjoyment and for the sake of breaking me down and humiliating me. 

 It worked. I was broken. I was his bitch. 
 Then I could feel it. He was building. I tried to pull off to no avail. He smacked me and held me tight. 	I could feel it coming. O man, it was like a rising earthquake, something about it told me this was going to be no mild load. 

 	He came like a fire-hose. It burst open like a dam into my mouth and I couldn’t escape. I choked. I cried. Tears were streaming down my face. I couldn’t escape. I couldn’t escape. It kept coming. Hot. Sticky. Salty. Bitter. Lots of it. And more. And more. It burned like hot fire going down. 

 God, wouldn’t it stop?!! 	He held me fast until he was sure that I swallowed every little drop. Then he made me stay on the end of his cock, kissing it and making sure I got the last bit. 

 I was in tears. He laughed at me. My ordeal wasn’t over yet either. 
 As I sat there his dick got a little softer and then he made me open again. I was puzzled. 	“Open up again. I’ll show you one more thing that I like that feels great after a good bj. Don’t even think of spilling a drop or I’ll beat your sorry ass.” 

 No. God no. No. 	Yes. He peed. Straight into my mouth. He had masterful control. Giving me short squirts so I didn’t spill. I tried to vomit but he threatened me again.

 	I had to take several mouthfuls of his acrid piss and swallow. It was utterly and horribly disgusting. Could my life be any worse now? 

 	Finally he pulled off. My mouth tasted terrible. My stomach churned with its nasty contents. With his dick pointing straight at my face, he released one final squirt, right between my eyes. Piss dripped down my faced and he laughed his ass off. 

 The tears were streaming now, burning with the piss. 	Sean had forced me to lick his ass clean, and then proceeded to blow his huge load and piss down my throat all in the space of the last hour and a half. 

 My mouth ached, my throat was sore. I felt like I had just gone through the wringer. I stank. 
 He laughed at me, undid my bonds, and told me to get dressed.
 Humiliated, I got my things on, finally able to cover my diapers and bra. I wiped my face with some tissues. 
 “You’re dismissed. Don’t even think about talking to Diane. I’ll expect you in tomorrow for another report.” 
 O man. O man. O man. How was I going to continue to work here? 
 I left the office with a totally disheveled look. I felt like one of the bimbos in an old porn movie. 
 Bimbo Maddie. That was me. The new office bitch. 
 Part 2 
 The First Three Months 
 Birth of the Ultimate Sissy Interlude 
 It was 3 months later. Our “anniversary”. 	Rachel had on a lovely silver satin nightgown. I had on a very wet disposable diaper covered with new humiliating locking plastic pants, with unicorns and hearts on them, and on the top I had a cropped white satin blouse with puffy sleeves. My now longer hair was pulled into pig tails, tied with pink ribbons. 

 	I had my face buried in Rachel’s ass, my tongue deep inside. She was sprawled on the bed, me on my knees on the floor. 

 	In honor of our 3 month anniversary, she hadn’t taken a shower or wiped much in 3 days and was enjoying teasing me. 

 	She tasted horrible. Much more so than usual. I don’t think she had ever been this dirty. I had already been cleaning her for the last 15 minutes and she still tasted as bad as when I started. 

 	Our ass worship sessions were nightly occurrences. Sometimes they would even happen after she had done her business in the mornings. She would make me clean her on these occasions so I didn’t forget what her ass was and what it was used for. I was utterly humiliated. Sometimes afterwards she would make me kiss the toilet seat after she had used it or make me clean the bowl with my toothbrush, ‘cleaning her throne’ she called it. These sessions weren’t getting any easier or more enjoyable. She was definitely dirty tonight. My tongue was getting a workout. 

 She was enjoying reminiscing on some of the highlights of the last 3 months. 	“Maddie, it really has been an interesting few months. You’ve really come along with your training, wouldn’t you say? You don’t even resemble the ‘man’ I first met. Well, I guess we couldn’t really even call you a man then huh? I mean really. Laura knew. That’s why she left you. Oooh ya, lick a little more to the left. Swirl your tongue like you know I like. That’s it. God I must really be filthy! I don’t know how you can stand it! Where was I? Oh yah. You could barely hold your bladder when I first met you, I mean, really. Remember when we found out that Mistress Delilah, the great hypnotist mistress was coming to town? Diane told us about it. We had to make an
 appointment didn’t we? Poor you. You absolutely have NO control now do you?”

 I cringed, thinking back to the beginning of my real loss of control… 
 Mistress Delilah Comes to Town 	It was several weeks into our ‘relationship’. 
 Somehow, Rachel found out that Mistress Delilah was coming to town for an S & M seminar and talks as well as private sessions. She had contacted her and found out more about her services. 

 We were sitting at breakfast the morning after Rachel had talked to her. 
 “You know Maddie, those recordings have definitely been having an effect on you.” 	Didn’t I know it? I was having a hard time holding my pee in and it was hard to hold my bowels too. It felt like I was on constant dribble. Being in diapers all the time, I had no incentive to hold it anymore either. Rachel had made sure one way or another that I was in diapers 24/7 so I never got a break. I sometimes wet at night without even waking up now. It was frankly kind of scaring me. And on a deeper level, I felt a strange joy.

 “Rachel. I know this diaper thing has been fun but I worry that I won’t be able to go without them now.” 	“Don’t you think that’s the point silly? Haven’t you deep down wanted to really just need diapers? To truly be dependent on them just like when you were a baby?”
 I blushed. My cock grew. I peed. 

 	“Thought so. Listen I think Mistress Delilah can help you out. She told me that in only 2 or 3 in-person sessions she can basically wipe out your toilet training for good. She said that it is good that you prepared the ground work for her by listening to all the recordings.”

 Yah, thanks more so to Rachel who had made me listen every night for the last few weeks. 
 “So what do you say? She has an appointment available next Wednesday at 5:30 pm.”
 What was I going to say, no? 	“It’s settled then. Ok, we’ve got work in 45 minutes. Let’s see your little poo poo dance! Do the funny move you did yesterday! 

 Oh man. 
 ….. 	Next Wednesday came quickly. We met Mistress Delilah at her downtown hotel room. I was totally intimidated. She was a gorgeous brunette in her late 30s. We found out that she had extensive psychology training and obviously was into some serious kinky mind training. She had trained people in all sorts of ways. I felt utterly embarrassed and intimidated as Rachel had made me wear my loudest brand of cheap disposable diapers under my thin pants to the meeting. The Mistress obviously knew. 

 She asked us what we wanted. 
 Rachel did most of the talking. 	“As you know, Maddie has been listening to your recordings for some time in order to make himself incontinent. It has also had the effect of making him a serious premature ejaculator, although that may have already been somewhat present. We would like the incontinence to be made permanent so that he is made utterly diaper dependent. I might like also to explore some other requests too, if you have time.”

 I was curious about these but she didn’t say.
 Mistress Delilah responded “Do you want to be bowel incontinent as well Maddie?” 	“I feel like I’m losing control of most things right now. I don’t ultimately know but if Rachel says yes then I suppose. I just worry about losing control of my bowels in public.”

 Rachel said “How about 50% loss of bowel control, so we won’t ever be really sure?” 	Mistress Delilah replied “Sounds interesting. And perhaps you should do just a 90 percent loss of bladder control so maybe sometimes Maddie will think he can control and succeed but most of the time will fail?” 
 Rachel got excited at that idea. I thought it was pretty mean but humbly said ok.

 Mistress Delilah looked at me face on: 	“Ok Maddie to get you in the mood I want you to remove all of your clothes but your diapers. Lie on the couch over there and make yourself comfortable.”

 	I was totally embarrassed undressing to only my diapers in front of a stranger. To make it worse they were already wet and a little saggy. Mistress Delilah noticed this and asked if I wanted a change. 

 	To my horror, Rachel said she would change me so I got the further embarrassment of getting a diaper change in front of a stranger! 

 	Finally I was on the couch. Rachel asked me if I wanted my pacifier. I nearly cried but took it totally red and shamefaced. 

 The session began. 	I went out. The only thing I remember was a loss, a feeling that I was losing something that I had worked hard to obtain in my youth. Images of toilets, pee, smells, diapers filled my brain. 

 I also had strange visions of Rachel’s ass, her toilet, and large cocks, and total humiliation. 	I woke to the sound of a bell.
 Mistress Delilah asked me if I felt ok. I replied that I had. 

 Rachel had a funny grin. 
 “What?” I asked her. 	Mistress Delilah told me that Rachel thought it would be good if she reinforced certain things for me through hypnosis, namely my attraction for Rachel’s ass, cleaning her house (and especially her toilet), as well as giving me more attraction for cock sucking.

 	I started to get mad but realized she had also sapped my will a bit in showing any sort of disrespect toward Rachel. Arrgghhh. The humiliation was still there though, in fact it seemed almost stronger. 

 Rachel told me she wanted my humiliation to sting even more. 	“Man, you just want to mess me up huh?” I nearly cried but my cock was loving it, I burned with a strange joy. Humiliation and joy mixed in a strange combination of bliss. 

 We took our leave after I paid the Mistress. 
 …. 
 It took 3 sessions with Mistress Delilah. 	I lost complete control, or should I say almost complete control of my bladder. The moments when I did have control were like fleeting teases of my former life, in effect mocking me with a remembrance of what it was like to once be a man who could use the toilet without worries. I almost always woke from sleep now with wet diapers. 

 At this point Rachel told me that I could wear diapers or not it didn’t matter to her. 
 Bitch. She knew I had no choice at this point.
 But I tried. I tried wearing panties again sometimes. It rarely worked. 	One night we went out to dinner and I got bold and told Rachel I was going to wear a pair of panties that night (I didn’t have any men’s underwear left, and they wouldn’t have gone with my ultra gay outfit anyway…).

 Rachel laughed at me but said ok. 	I actually managed to make it half way through dinner. Then I felt it come on. I got up quickly thinking I could make it to the bathroom but then I looked down in horror to see that my cute jeans were soaked. Literally soaked. I had a huge wet spot in my crotch all the way down my legs. I started to cry.

 	Rachel was sweet, but also laughed. She even paid the bill that night bless her heart! While I nearly ran to the car in humiliation. 

 	In the car Rachel looked at me and said: 
 “Understand now? You can’t go back. You will be in diapers the rest of your life. Just accept it and be happy with it.” She grinned. 

 I hung my head. She pulled out a fluffy white disposable diaper from under the seat. 	“Hey, I brought a change of pants for you too. What do you say you let me diaper you here in the back seat and we can go see a movie?”

 I smiled and got in the back seat, lifting my legs for her. 	“Yah, that was quite a week. Took you a couple more tries to realize that you couldn’t get away with wearing underwear anymore didn’t it Maddie?”

 I muttered an incoherent assent with my tongue up her ass. 	My tongue was getting tired. Rachel had me way up her asshole eating her out really well. The taste was still pretty bad but I was managing to clean it. Or at least whatever was on her ass was now in my tongue and mouth. My mouth tasted like a dirty toilet. The worst part was, after that last hypno session with Mistress Delilah, I liked the taste of ass even more. It was funny. It tasted horrible but so good at the same time. Everything was a crazy juxtaposition and strange paradox. I took her whole asshole in my mouth and sucked for all I was worth. 

 	“Ooh that feels good. Suck my asshole you naughty bitch. Clean out all my shit… Unnggg. Yep, crazy last few months Maddie. Oh my God, remember when you lost your virginity?” 

 I about died thinking about that incident. Oh man.
 My Virginity is Taken 	Rachel had been preparing me for a week. It had begun one day during my cleaning duties when Rachel entered the room and ordered me to my knees. I obeyed. Rachel came around behind me and my plastic pants were unlocked and my wet diapers pulled down to my knees. I was forced forward into the floor. I felt something cold at my asshole and realized she had rubber gloves and was inserting her lubed finger into my asshole. I moaned in pain and discomfort. My ass felt violated. 

 	I had fantasized about such things before but had never experienced this kind of intrusion. She rhythmically began working my asshole with her finger. I was near to coming when she pulled her finger out. My relief was short lived however as I felt something even bigger being forced in. Oh my god, it was a butt plug, and not a small one. It took the better part of 10 minutes to work its way in. I was squealing like a little girl to her amusement. Finally the plug got pushed in past the wide base and I gasped. My face contorted in pain as spasms hit my asshole. I was shaking. Rachel told me to hold still. I obeyed. I felt the wet diapers pulled back up and refastened in place over my hips. My plastic panties were pulled back up and locked. My plug was now trapped between layers of diapers and plastic. I was moaning in discomfort. 
 “Feel better? You will be wearing the plug this week in the afternoons to help get you ready!”

 Ready? I thought. What now? Oh God that plug was big. I tried to get up but it was hard to walk. 	Between the thick diapers and the plug I was now waddling. I winced it hurt so bad. Rachel burst out laughing. 

 	“Sean has decided he wants to take your virginity this week. He’s going to take us on a double date this Friday night! We’ll have to get you a new outfit for the occasion!” 

 “What? Rachel, I’m not gay. I mean…” 	“Maddie, you’ve sucked his cock on several occasions now. You’ve even licked his dirty asshole clean! If that isn’t gay I don’t know what is…”

 “Uh… well those occasions weren’t exactly voluntary.” 	“Sure. Sure. You know you liked it.” She came up to me and held my chin up looking into my eyes. “You know you like the taste of cum.”

 I blushed and turned away, humiliated and excited at the same time. 	“Thought so.” She said. “It’s a date then. I am going to be getting you ready for him this week so we have to prepare your man-pussy.” She reached down and pushed my plug in more. 
 I winced and jumped. She laughed. 

 …… 	I was uncomfortable all day long with the large plug up my ass. That evening Rachel took me to the bed and made me lay down. I had on my satin maid’s uniform still. My diapers were soaked. My ass ached. 

 “Spread out your arms and legs Maddie.” 	I obeyed hesitantly and then got nervous as Rachel began to cuff my wrists to the head board. My plastic pants were removed and then my ankles were cuffed to the foot posts of her bed, but in a position where they were lifted. My wet diapers were removed. 

 	Plop! They hit the floor. Rachel took out some wipes and cleaned my bare penis and hips. My little cock rose to attention. Rachel smiled. She rubbed it a little just to tease me. I was gasping. Wow. Was she actually going to play with me? She hardly ever touched my penis! We had never actually had sex although I fantasized about it often. She excused herself and went into the bathroom. I waited for a bit and then just about died of shock when she emerged from the bathroom with a large pink strap-on pulled tight around her hips. Rachel had a large plastic cock! Oh shit. 

 	I gulped and started to protest. Rachel came over to me and pulling out a pink ball gag, made me open my mouth and then proceeded to securely fasten it, buckling it tight behind my head. My jaw ached, my mouth totally forced open. I couldn’t speak or complain. My eyes gave away my fright. My bladder started to spasm a little. 

 As if she read my mind, she got a couple towels and placed them under me. 	“In case baby can’t control himself!” She grinned. She began to lube her large cock. It was at least 4 times the size of my own pathetic excuse for a cock. I winced. 

 	She then slowly began to pull the large plug out of my ass. Oh my god. It hurt just as bad coming out! Getting it past the wide base I screamed out into my gag. My ass released it as I shook with a minor spasm. Oh my poor ass. She threw the gag to the floor next to my diapers. 

 	Looking me dead in the eye, she pushed the plastic cock against my sphincter. I gasped into the gag. Slowly, she started to push in, with a slow rhythm. I tried to escape, pull away, but my bonds held me tight. Oh fuck. No! She took her time, working it in. 

 	Unnnggghhh! I moaned into the gag as the cock pushed in. Oh my god. No. I was being totally violated, my asshole filled with the plastic cock. No. 

 	She made me look her in the eye. I had never been so humiliated. I was being ass fucked by a woman. Sissy style she called it. My legs spread wide to accept her. I looked down briefly at my wet diapers and butt plug on the floor. God I really was a sissy. She yanked my head back, looking at me as she forced it home. 

 	I screamed into my gag. URHHHHHH! It was buried to the hilt up my ass. My eyes rolled back into my head. Oh no, when will it stop! 

 But it was just beginning. She began to rhythmically pump in and out. I was her bitch. 	The worst was when my bladder gave out. Rachel began laughing her ass off as I started to pee. I couldn’t help it. The pressure of her large cock and my fear made me lose control. I completely peed all over myself. 

 	“Maddie, you really are such a fucking sissy. Look at you. You just peed while I’m fucking your ass! Sissy bitch. Sissy bitch!”

 	She was rhythmically chanting ‘Maddie is a sissy bitch’ Over and over as she raped my asshole with her plastic cock. 

 	I began to lose it more, laying there in my own piss, getting fucked up the ass, I could feel it build. No, not now. Rachel was smiling at me. She knew I couldn’t hold it. My little cock was pointed straight up.

 	I spasmed. I came. Like a total sissy. I burst like a little dam all over my belly as she fucked me, plugging my hole, thrusting in and out, making me scream like a sissy bitch into my gag. She was laughing and smiling, watching me burst. Pulling her cock out, I squirted a little more, at which point she laughed even harder. 

 	I muttered into the gag that I wanted to be let loose but Rachel decided she needed a glass of wine and left me there in a puddle of cum and piss. I was there for over an hour, humiliated beyond belief before she finally came to release me. 

 … 	“That was only the build up for the real violation however wasn’t it Maddie? “ Rachel smirked back at me as I continued to clean her asshole. It was tasting a little bit more clean now, I had scoured out her inner sphincter walls aggressively with my tongue as we had been reminiscing. Although her asshole was a bit more clean, the same could not be said for my tongue which tasted like it had multiple layers of sticky foul residue coating it. My mind was shocked quickly back to the present as Rachel blew a loud nasty fart right into my mouth. I gagged and choked, my tongue pulling out quickly. Rachel began laughing
 hysterically. “Get your fucking tongue back in there, I don’t think it’s clean enough yet! C’mon, now!” Meekly I submitted to her request, my nostrils still burning with her foul smell. Just as I pushed my tongue back in, she farted again. Like a good servant I tried to hold my composure but I couldn’t help gagging again. Bitch. 

 	… That week of the strap on incident was only the warm up for Friday night. Rachel took me every single night that week with the strap on. I got used to getting ass fucked and Rachel told me that my ass was getting nice and stretched out.

 	Friday afternoon came and I gasped when we got home and I looked at my outfit that Rachel wanted me to wear that night to our “date”. 

 	The outfit consisted of a long sleeved light pink satin blouse with poofy shoulder sleeves and very feminine trim tan slacks. White lace ankle socks and pink low heels rounded out the ensemble. A white satin bra lay on the ensemble. I shuddered when I saw the diapers though. They were a pair of the crinkliest white disposable brand diapers I owned. This particular brand was the loudest of the lot and also didn’t hold much, being a very cheap brand. I would be heard by everyone with those pants and I would probably leak if she made me drink much water. Rachel knew this and liked me to wear these when she really wanted to humiliate me. I couldn’t do it. No way. I couldn’t face Sean wearing this get up. 

 	Rachel wouldn’t take no for an answer. In fact she decided I needed a good old fashioned whipping to make the point. I was soon tied face down to the dining room table crying as she caned me for 20 lashes. I was still in tears as she lubed my asshole and pushed the largest butt plug we had right home. The tears kept coming as the loud disposable diaper was fitted securely around my hips. I cried even more as I felt my cock get hard. Damn it! 

 	The tears continued to streak down as she untied me, made me stand up and then looped the satin bra around my arms, securing it behind me. The satin blouse went on and then the slacks. Looking back into the mirror I almost cried more. You could totally see my diapers through the thin material. It sounded like the crinkling of 20 garbage bags as I walked, my face was totally red. The socks and shoes topped off the outfit. The worst came when Rachel made me up very lightly, definitely not enough to make me look like a woman but enough to know that I looked like a man with makeup. The light pink lipstick took the cake. My hair was put back into a pony tail. I looked like a total prize sissy. Rachel took multiple pictures. I felt like I was waddling, not only from the bulk of the diapers but from the large plug filling my ass. It felt like I kept having to go to the bathroom. 

 	Rachel gave me a bright pink purse to match my outfit. I looked ridiculous next to her in her hot black simple dress. 

 	I was almost in tears waiting for her to finish getting ready. My bladder leaked and I peed a little. Damn! I didn’t know how I was going to make it through the night in these cheap diapers. They already felt damp and clingy and the night hadn’t begun! I got up the courage to ask Rachel about it. 
 “Oh poor baby? Don’t like the choice in diapers? You know damn well I want you totally uncomfortable tonight so tough shit. However I will relent a little. You can have one extra diaper in your purse for a changing later if needed. Sound good baby?”

 	She laughed and went to get one of the same cheap diapers, crinkling it under my face, rubbing it on my crotch (I almost came), and then depositing it with a wink into my purse. Damn, I was so hard. How did I get off on this shit so much. My face was burning.

 	“Oh I almost forgot, I have to use the bathroom real quick Maddie! Too bad you can’t do the same.” She winked. 

 Rachel made me wait by the bathroom door. 	The stink began to fill the hall. Whew! I hated when she made me stand by while she crapped. I began to worry when she gave me that look. 

 	“Looks like we’re almost out of toilet paper Maddie! I don’t have time for a shower and I need to be REALLY clean for Sean tonight. Guess you know what that means.”

 	She snapped her fingers pointing me to the floor. I gulped. I meekly kneeled, my cock even harder, my impulses fighting it but knowing inside I couldn’t refuse.

 	She wiped once very lightly and then got off the toilet seat and bent over the bathroom counter, sticking her dirty ass right into my face. She snapped her fingers again. 

 	My face went in. It was foul. She hadn’t wiped much. She made me lick her asshole out until she was completely “sparkly clean”. 

 	I stunk and she knew it and laughed. She brushed her teeth, telling me I wouldn’t be given that privilege tonight, laughing. 

 	“Yep, you are going to have some foul breath tonight Maddie!” She leaned in close to my face and then made a gagging sound. Laughing. 

 	“Ok shit breath, let’s get moving.” She patted my diapered butt and then we left to meet Sean at the Restaurant. 

 …… 	I was dreading the date the whole way there. My mouth tasted foul, my diapers were already wet, I was in one of the most sissy outfits I had ever worn, and I knew I would be getting it from a man tonight. I was scared shitless. 

 	We were at a fairly expensive restaurant and luckily one of a fairly liberal clientele, considering how I was dressed. I didn’t get too many stares but enough to make me uncomfortable. My diapers were loud but luckily there was a lot of background noise to muffle them a little. 
 Sean burst out laughing when he saw me. He was already there, seated at our table. They had picked a table in the center of the restaurant so there wasn’t anywhere for me to hide. He made me turn a twirl and patted my diapered bottom, snapped my bra strap, and poked my plug. I almost cried in shame. He told me to sit. Rachel sat too. 

 	We ordered drinks. The cocktails helped on some level to ease my fear. Of course my diapers were getting more and more full, as I leaked almost continuously. I was worried about them holding. Conversation was some about work and some about other things, Sean didn’t seem to pay much attention to me. At one point though he told me to get up and go freshen my makeup! I was horrified. Which bathroom would I use? I was obviously not a woman and the men’s room would not be a place for someone dressed like I was. Sean told me to use the men’s room. 

 	I was shaking as I walked to the men’s room. Damn, it wasn’t a single. There were 2 urinals and a stall. One man was in there already. I tried to look as casual as possible pulling my makeup out and applying more lipstick but started to shake with even more fear as the man washed his hands and gave me a dirty look. Even worse you could totally hear my diapers crinkle in the bathroom. 

 	“Fucking sissy” he said as he walked out. My bladder gave. Shit! I think my diapers were getting maxed! I knew they wouldn’t hold… I looked to the door but there was no lock on it. I quickly went into the stall and tried to undo my pants. I was shaking bad. I pulled my wet diapers off and some pee dribbled into my pants. Damn! I quickly tried to pull out and unfold my one remaining diaper just as I heard the bathroom door open. Fuck! Fuck! Shit! 

 	Tears were starting to come as I tried as quietly as I could to diaper myself against the stall wall. It was SO obvious what was going on, either that or it sounded like I was doing something very loud with a trash bag in a stall. I heard voices and then laughter. There were some comments.

 I tried to wait in the stall until they left but more people came in! 
 Someone started banging on the stall wall.
 “Fall in or something guy?” 	I was shaking. I put my wet diaper in my purse, then opened the door, keeping my head down. I hurried to the door to a few whistles and catcalls. The men were laughing. 

 I was blushing furiously as I went back to the table. 
 Sean asked me what took so long. I told him.
 “You fucking pussy, I didn’t tell you to change did I?” he questioned me with a penetrating stare. 	Rachel was smirking “give him a break, I did put him in pretty thin diapers tonight..”
 Sean smiled. “So how does it feel to wear diapers all the time anyway Maddie?”

 I shuffled in my seat, they were feeling clammy and tight already and my face went red. 
 “I asked you a question girly boy.”
 “Um, well they feel uh… well.”
 “Is your little dickie hard in there?”
 “Um… well, c’mon Sean don’t make me talk about them ok?” 	“Rachel told me about your visit to the hypnotist. She says you can’t even control yourself anymore. How’s that feel? And look at that getup that Rachel put you in. You like wearing women’s clothes? You really look like a total fag in that getup you know. The fact that you’re wearing diapers to boot really takes the cake. And do you know what you’re going to be doing later?” 

 I was shaking. I began to pee a little. 
 He made a motion with his finger into an enclosed fist, making fucking motions. 
 My sphincter tightened around my thick plug. My ass felt suddenly very uncomfortable. I peed some more. 	“You are going to get it so hard up the ass tonight you won’t be able to walk for a week Maddie. You’ll really be needing those diapers when I’m through with you.” I blushed even harder and took a gulp of my drink. Rachel was smirking. How did I get into this situation? How did I allow this? My cock was rock hard, what little there was of it… 

 ……. 	It was 2 hours later. Sean was pretty drunk. Rachel was too. We were on coffee now. Dinner had been excruciatingly long. I myself had had a few and was trying with all my might to hold my bladder. I wasn’t very successful. My diapers were utterly soaked and I didn’t have another. I was worried I was going to leak at any moment. Not to mention I had to take another crap as we had been drinking coffee. I was squirming in my seat. I was grateful for the plug at this point but my bladder was about to let loose.

 	“Uh Rachel, I really don’t think I can hold it much longer and I don’t want to make a mess here in the restaurant.”

 “That’s what your diapers are for silly!” 
 “But Rachel you know they aren’t going to hold up, c’mon when are we going to leave?” 	“Tell you what Maddie, why don’t you get the bill? Sean and I will meet you in the parking lot in about five minutes.”

 	Me? Get the bill? Fucking bitch, we must have spent over 300 dollars with drinks and dinner! And I had to pay for her and this dickhead who was going to rape my ass later? What? 

 	I started to complain and Rachel gave me a look. I immediately was put in my place and I meekly consented. I squirmed more, shit I don’t think I could hold it much longer. Pee started gushing out. My face went red and then I looked down in horror as I felt an uncomfortable wetness spread across my bottom. Damn it! The diapers were leaking! I felt my seat get wet. My bottom was soaked! 

 	Rachel looked over the table edge as she could see what was happening. She burst into laughter and got up. 

 “C’mon Sean, this will be good.” 
 I was horrified. And I had to pay and walk out of here? 	I watched them both leave the restaurant and tried to keep my cool. My bottom felt soaked and clammy, my face burning red. 

 	I waited for the check and signed for it. I tried to wait until no one was watching but as I got up I felt all eyes were on me. I tried to cover my ass with my purse as I walked out and almost started to cry as I noticed the leak go down my inner legs. My thin tan pants revealed everything. I totally looked like a sissy who had peed his pants. 

 	There were definitely a few stares. Hushed whispers. A few rude comments. I hurried out of the restaurant and was terrified to see that Rachel and Sean had left me! 

 The car was gone. 	I was at least 15 miles from home. My bowels were stirring. My bladder let loose more and completely soaked my pants. I started crying. 

 	I started walking. I didn’t know where to go, maybe try to call a cab, but then I would have to deal with the cabbie.

 Relief went through me as I saw them pull up. They were cracking up. 
 I got into the car totally humiliated. 
 ……. 	We were finally home and I pushed in to go to the toilet. I couldn’t take it. I had to shit and there was no way they were going to make me do it in some weird way. Rachel came in to the bathroom, banging the door open. My plug was on the floor, my pants and soaked diapers around my ankles. 

 “You are in trouble mister. You know you aren’t supposed to be on that toilet for any reason.”
 I was wiping my ass and flushing as Sean came in. He was unbuckling his belt. 	“Let’s teach the sissy a lesson. I’ll show him how he can use the toilet from now on.”
 They had me face down in a matter of moments. I was struggling but they were too much for me. Suddenly I found my hands cuffed together around the base of the toilet. This pinned me directly over the now nasty toilet bowl! Sean lifted the seat lid and pulled it down over my head and shoulders pinning me further! My arms were hugging the nasty sides and the smell wafted up. Fuck. 

 	I felt my diapers and wet pants being pulled off my ankles. I winced and jumped but the cuffs held me bound. 

 	I struggled but to no avail. Then I began to get worried as I looked back and saw him taking his belt off. Shit.

 “Start counting. If you miss or fuck up we get to start over. You’re getting 20!”
 20. No. Not from Sean. Not from the belt. 
 WHAAAACKKKK!!!! 	“Arrggghhh!!!” I cried out. My ass was on total fire. I pulled to get away but the cuffs held me firm. My head spun. 

 “Guess we start over. Better start counting bitch!”
 WHAAACCCKKKK!!!!!
 “Uhnngggghhaaaaaaahghghh… ONE!” I shouted. WHAACCKKKK!!!!! 
 “Oh pleasssseeee….. TWO!” 	I was crying. Struggling. Trying to break free. Rachel had pulled up a seat from the other room and was drinking a beer. Smiling. The bitch.

 	I was delirious by 15. The pain was unbearable. My ass must have had permanent welts. Sean was vicious. I felt like I was in a trance. Of course my little cock was rock hard. Which he noticed and teased me about. 

 By 20 my head was in the toilet and I was in near shock. They were laughing. 
 It was unfortunately only beginning. 
 Rough hands began to rub cold lube into my anal sphincter.
 No. He wasn’t going to fuck me here. No. Please. No. 
 “How’s it feel to lose your ass virginity in the toilet huh Maddie?” 	I looked back out of the toilet and saw his huge cock at full mast. It looked gargantuan. Fuck. I was so fucked.

 He started to push it in. Oh my god. He was huge. He pushed in slowly to let me adjust. Thank God. 	My asshole felt like it was being ripped apart. I struggled more but to no avail, especially resigning myself when he started to spank my sore cheeks telling me to be still. Tears were pouring out of my eyes as his huge monster cock pushed into my now open sphincter. I gasped out. 

 “Bite the toilet seat bitch.”
 I shook my head no but he spanked me harder. 
 I bit the toilet seat. 	How humiliating. He was fucking me up the ass while I was face down in the toilet biting the seat. Rachel went to get the camera. No, you bitch! 

 	Sean began to rhythmically pump in and out. He pushed and buried his cock to the hilt. I squealed like a pig. Like a total bitch. A sissy bitch. 

 	My insides felt like they were being torn out. His cock was so huge. My eyes rolled back into my head. I began to moan. 

 “That’s it bitch. Tell me who your master is.” “You’re my unnngghhh. My master…. Unnhhgg”
 “Say it, say Sean owns my ass!”
 “Unnggghhh…SEAN OWNS MY ASS!! ARRRGHHHH!!!” I screamed. 
 Rachel caught it on video. Fuck. 	I was Sean’s little toilet whore. He made me say many more degrading things to the camera for the next 10 minutes while he pummeled my sore asshole. The next thing caught me off guard. I felt Sean’s hand on the back of my head and he laughed. Oh no. 

 	My head went in. I could almost taste my own shit, the water was still a little dirty. My head came up soaked. They were both laughing their asses off. I was in tears at this point. My ass felt like it was about to break. 

 And then it happened. 	I could feel the build. I remembered from his blow jobs. It felt bigger though this time. That deep volcanic build up. Sean was grunting “Oh ya bitch, get ready for the load of your life! I’ve been saving it for a week in preparation of tonight!”

 	I struggled, tried to get away but the bonds held tight. He thrust, hard and fast. I felt like I was about to break. 

 He pulled my hips back to him like I was his bitch. He went deep. 	I felt it hit my insides like liquid fire. It felt like the cum shot to my brain. I gasped out and cried, whimpering and wining like a sissy pig.

 	Multiple shots filled me, the spasms blowing load after load of cum up deep into my bowels. I cried out again and again. Rachel was hysterical with laughter. Finally after what seemed like an eternity the spasms stopped. It felt like a gallon of cum had been pumped into my asshole. 

 I was now a true sissy. A serious faggot sissy. I hung my head in shame as I felt his large cock pull out. 	My head was down in the bowl and then I felt it. No. The tears came more. Sean’s piss blew all over my dirty head. I tried to escape but to no avail.

 “Just thought I’d clean you off you dirty slut.” 	I felt a new diaper being pulled between my semi soaked legs, the tapes secured firmly. Trapping Sean’s seed in my ass and on my crotch. They probably knew the first thing I would want to do would be to blow his load out of my ass. I was probably looking forward to a night of a sticky diaper filled with Sean’s semen now… 

 	To make it worse, they made me sleep chained to the toilet that night while they went to have an after dinner drink and fuck some more. That night was a long one… 

 	“Yep, that was a pretty amazing date, huh Maddie? Lost your virginity and whatever resemblance of manhood you had left eh? Oooh yaaa. Keep going. It must be getting a bit cleaner now huh?”
 I had been licking her ass for almost 2 hours now and yes, it was pretty clean. I could still taste slightly foul air when I buried my tongue deep though and it was almost as if I craved it, working it in harder and harder. My tongue was tired at this point. It still tasted horrible as well.

 “Switch to kissing it now Maddie, nice and slow.” 	I began to kiss slowly all over her butt cheeks. Sometimes she liked me to do this after her cleaning. It was nice to give my tongue a break. My nose unfortunately wasn’t about to get any break. Rachel farted again. One of the worst yet. 

 	“Oohh man, you are getting it good tonight Maddie! I guess dinner didn’t totally agree with me did it? What else happened this last few months? Oh my god, what about when I had Laura come over to ‘baby sit’ you?!! That was so fucking hysterical!”

 Rachel started laughing so hard she farted again. My nose couldn’t take much more. 	“You were so fucking embarrassed. I think you felt even worse being diapered by her than you did getting fucked by Sean! And to think that Jason came over later and they fucked right in the next room! Something you never got with her huh?”

 I continued to kiss her ass as she related the story…. 
 The Babysitter 
 The night of the babysit was one of the worst of my life. 	It started out ok, as all day at work, Rachel hinted that we were going to play “baby” that night. She teased me all day at work, rubbing me through my wet diapers when we managed to get alone. She would push my pacifier in my mouth for short stints, frightening me that others would see. 

 “Oh what’s the matter? Baby nervous?”
 She told me she had a big surprise for me that night. I could barely wait. I was so excited! 	That night we got home and Rachel told me to take off my clothes down to my diapers. She told me that I was a baby that night and that babies didn’t walk. I was totally embarrassed as I was forced to crawl in my soaking wet diapers. Rachel led me to my room and told me to close my eyes. The pacifier went in my mouth. My little cockette was totally hard. 

 	I was allowed to open my eyes to a shocking scene. My bed had been replaced with an oversized crib! The walls had nursery print wallpaper and there was a large plastic changing pad on the floor covered in ridiculous babyish sissy designs. The room smelled of baby powder. 

 My pacifier fell from my lips. “Uh Rachel, do you think maybe this might be taking things a bit too far?” Rachel smacked me in the back of the head. 	“Is that any way to show gratitude you fucking wimp? I had to go through a lot of trouble to have this stuff delivered and put it together myself! I think you should be thanking me!”

 	She smacked me again and snapped her fingers pointing to her ass. The jeans and panties came down. Damn. She didn’t look very clean. 

 	Within the minute I was between her cheeks with my tongue, apologizing profusely and thanking her for making me such a babyish sissy room. Cripes, what was wrong with me? Why was my cock so hard? She tasted terrible… 

 	Within 10 minutes I was on the new changing pad being changed. I was powdered with the most babyish powder and then perfumed with some of Rachel’s perfume. Next came the diapers. I was taped into one of the largest disposable diapers I had ever seen. They were a brand I had been wanting to try. To top it off, Rachel fitted me with 2 inserts so I could barely even close my legs. To complete the diapering, large sissy yellow plastic pants with nursery prints were pulled up my legs. Of course they had the usual waist locks. I was fucked. But that wasn’t the worst

 	Within a half hour, I was dressed in the most ridiculous outfit ever: a baby blue satin sailor outfit with short shorts that barely covered my huge diapers. The white satin blouse covered one of my bras which was stuffed with false breasts. My hair was pulled in pig tails, something which Rachel had taken to lately, as she was making me grow my hair out. She had put fake freckles on my face with embarrassing blush, lipstick and eyeliner. To top it off I had lace socks and mary janes. She teased and taunted me as she dressed me in the ridiculous outfit. 

 	While she dressed me she fixed me some coffee. She told me she wanted me nice and “loose” for our baby games coming up. Oh man. I drank 2 cups for her, getting a bit worried. 

 	Once I was completely dressed and totally
 emasculated she then told me she needed to get dressed and wanted me to try out my new crib. I wasn’t so sure about this but climbed in anyway. I felt utterly ridiculous. Especially when I allowed her to cuff my hands behind my back. A short chain was led from my cuffs to the bars at the crib side, effectively locking me into my crib. Wonderful. Fuck. I sucked my pacifier furiously waiting for what was to come next. My bowels stared to stir. Damn. 

 Rachel winked, telling me she was going to go put on a hot outfit. 	I sat in my crib waiting patiently, my cock hard and straining in its diaper prison. I peed myself, barely even noticing. Damn, my incontinence was getting worse… My bowels were starting to complain too. I tried to hold it but didn’t know if I could go much longer. 

 	Rachel came back in looking totally fucking hot. I almost lost it. The old memory of a man inside of me wanted to rip off my clothes and throw her down and fuck her. She could see this and began to tease me. 

 	“What’s the matter Maddie, wanna fuck?” She began teasing me, grinding her hips, licking her lips and lifting her skirt to show me her panties. She began playing with herself and rubbed her pussy scented finger under my nose. I began to go wild. I tried to move but my bonds held me tight. I squirted more pee into my diapers. Damn! 

 	“Aw what’s the matter sissy? Can’t fuck me like a real man can, can you? Why’s that? You’re just a fucking sissy baby. And babies can’t fuck can they? Why?”

 She rubbed the front of my diapers driving my wild. 	“Just look at you, look at what you are wearing! Diapers! Baby clothes! Dude, you’re in a fucking crib! And you let me put you there!”

 I almost started crying.
 “Tell you what baby. I’ll give you a little surprise if you do something for me!”
 “Whatttt?” I stammered out of my pacifier filled lips. 	“You know, I want you to prove to me what a total wimp you are. Give me a load in your diapers! If you do, I’ll maybe let you suck on my breasts. Would baby like that huh, widdle baby?”

 	I was almost in tears but knew she had me, yet once again. And maybe she would actually let me lick her gorgeous breasts tonight if I complied! 

 I began to strain and push. 
 “Wait Maddie, let me get the camera!”
 Oh fuck. No, like she didn’t have enough bad evidence on me already! 	When she came back in with the camera whirring, I could barely hold it anymore. I let go, totally shitting myself. The room stank. I was humiliated. Damn. How could I even think about fucking her now?

 	“Pee YEWWW!!! Damn that’s disgusting Maddie, how do you expect me to play with you when you can’t even control your bowels!”

 Rachel was laughing hard at this point. Damn it! 	“Tell you what Maddie, why don’t you rub yourself on the crib floor and cum in your diapers. Then I’ll really give you your surprise!”

 	Fuck, she had me, I was so horny. She had conditioned me over the last few months to enjoy cumming in my shit filled diapers too. I rarely came any other way now. Damn! 
 I lay on my stomach, my hands bound behind me and began to hump my diapers. 

 I must have looked totally ridiculous. Rachel continued filming me as I humped away. 
 The padding of my thick diapers was so much it was hard for me to get friction. 
 Rachel teased me mercilessly. 	“C’mon baby cum in your dipey wipeys for me. C’mon stinky girl! Look at you fucking your diapers. It’s the only sex you will ever get!”

 	Suddenly I froze. I heard the doorbell ring. Rachel looked at me and told me not to worry that it was only the pizza man. That we were going to have a nice dinner after I came. 

 	I relaxed a little. Rachel told me to keep going that she wanted to see me fill my diapers by the time she came back.

 	I humped furiously at my crib. The smell brought back early childhood memories. I felt utterly shamed at the same time as I felt totally turned on. 

 	I was building speed and getting a rhythm going. I wanted to please Rachel. I was on the verge of coming when I saw Rachel poke her head around the corner. 

 	“C’mon stinky cum for me! Then I have a real surprise for you!” 
 I was building, building, Oh my god, I was going to cum something fierce. 

 And then I saw her. Saw him. No No
 NOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!!! 	It was Laura and Jason. In my doorway. They were the surprise. They were utterly laughing with the biggest grins on their face. 

 	I couldn’t hold it. I came with the most ridiculous expression on my face, whining like a girl out loud as I burst into my shitty diapers. 

 	My cock spasmed for what seemed a minute as I buried my head in the crib like I was trying to bury my head in the sand. I had NEVER been this humiliated. Even with Sean. 

 	Laughter filled the room. I stank like shit. My diapers were filled with my own cum and I was depleted, completely losing the intensity and desire. I wanted out. Fast. I was struggling, trying to pull away, anything to get out of there. Tears filled my eyes. I spat out my pacifier in an act of defiance trying to get out somehow, anyhow. 

 	“Whew, you really take the cake now Maddie!” Laura grinned at me. With one hand she held me to the crib bottom and with the other she pushed and rubbed my diaper backside, effectively smearing my shit all over. 

 	“Damn you stink! This really fucking takes the cake.” Jason was laughing and taking pictures with his camera. 

 “Dude you are such a sicko fuck!” Jason spat at me. 
 Rachel was standing over me with a big grin. 
 “Like your surprise Maddie?”
 “Surprise? This is a surprise Rachel?” 	“Why yes Maddie, Laura and Jason are going to babysit you tonight! I am giving them free rein over you tonight while I go out with Sean. I’ve got a hot date with a real man!”

 	I was really crying now. I knew I wasn’t getting anywhere near Rachel’s breasts tonight. The bitch. The fucking bitch! The doorbell rang. 

 	“Oh there’s the pizza guys, I’m out of here. You can feed Maddie the baby food in the fridge and make sure he gets to bed by about nine. Don’t worry about being too loud out there. And don’t worry about changing his diapers unless you feel like it! Oh, and there’s some special formula in the fridge as well! Well have fun guys!”

 Rachel and Laura hugged laughing their asses off. Jason left the room to go get the pizza. 
 Rachel winked at me and gave my shitty diaper ass another good rub and smear. 	“Thank me for your surprise Maddie.”
 I wanted to hit her to lash out. But the only thing that came out of my wimp lips were “thank you for the surprise Rachel.” 

 I bowed my head and closed my eyes. The horror was only beginning. 
 ….. 	After Rachel left, the chain locking me to the crib was released and I was led to the dining room table, forced to worm my way along the floor, with my hands bound behind me. Tears filled my eyes as Jason made me squirm to the table. He would put his shoe on the back of my diapers and make my shit smear even more. His ridicule burned into my deep psyche. 

 	I was tied to one of the chairs and being forced to sit, my shit smeared even more. A gag was forced into my mouth, a penis shaped pacifier gag that Rachel loved to use on me sometimes. I was made to watch as Laura and Jason ate their pizza dinner in the other room in front of a movie. When they were done, the gag was removed and a bowl full of disgusting looking baby food was placed before me. A bottle full of disgusting milk was placed in front of me. 

 	Laura finally spoke to me. I had been glad she hadn’t talked much before. I looked at her. She was so hot. Her ass was tight in those jeans and her tight shirt showed off her great breasts. Here I was in a cum and shit filled diaper… Anyway, she finally spoke. “Nice fucking outfit Maddie. I have never seen anything so fucking sissy. Just look at yourself! You know what’s really funny Maddie? Jason and I didn’t want to really baby sit you but when Rachel offered us your entire 2 week salary as payment how could we refuse?” 

 I about lost it. WHAT!!!! Rachel paid them my last paycheck! The bitch! 
 I squirmed and went red but stayed quiet. 	“I want you to eat and drink all of this now Maddie. If you don’t I will be punishing you and you don’t even want to know what that will involve but suffice it to say it will involve you thrown outside in these clothes!”

 I shivered. Fuck! 
 “Oh and one more thing. We are missing another ingredient in this bottle!”
 The next scene was burned in my brain and will be there as long as I live. 	Laura proceeded to give Jason the most amazing blow job I had ever witnessed (God knows I have never received one like that).

 “I know you always wanted me to give you one like this Maddie!” 	I was forced to endure for the next half hour an achingly long blow job. My cock was totally hard again. Laura teased me endlessly about how I could never have given her this. Jason’s cock was huge. Pulsing. He had such masterful control over himself. He held out for a good half hour, taunting me, humiliating me. 

 	Finally the worst part came. Laura pulled off and directed Jason to cum in the bottle of formula. He came in buckets. NO!!!!!!!!!! NO!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! I couldn’t do it! No way!

 Jason gave me a scathing smile and went to watch TV again. 	Laura looked at me with an evil grin. She screwed the bottle top back on. To make matters worse she presented a laxative formula to my eyes which she then mixed a generous amount of into my baby food. No way. No way. No way.

 	The threats of being forced out on my ass seemed very real though. What the hell could I do? I was totally fucked.

 	The gag came out and I ate the mushy baby food first. It was awful. And to make it worse, Laura spoon fed me the food making me eat it like a total baby. 

 “Here comes the airplane. C’mon baby open wide!” 	And other horrible taunts. Fucking bitch. Why was I so hard! Damn my cock! I had never been so
 embarrassed, being forced to play baby with my evil ex-girlfriend. 
 The worst was when I had to swallow the formula. It tasted disgusting. Strangely familiar (I had after all already proven my cocksucking skills with Sean and knew the taste of cum). 

 	It was utterly horrible. And to make it worse, when it was done, she rinsed the bottle and made me finish it completely. 

 I had the worse taste in my mouth. I had eaten my rivals cum! Damn it. Damn it. Damn it. 
 Jason laughed from the other room. “Like the taste of my cum, you sissy fag?” 
 And my bowels were firing. No. Not again. The laxatives were acting fast. I felt a loss of control. 
 Laura could see it and began to sneer at me. 	“You are suck a fucking sissy Maddie. This is what you wanted? Just look at you. Look at you. Fucking pathetic.”

 	I squirmed to the side of my seat unable to hold it. I began shitting myself helplessly. It was horrible. Laura sneered more. Jason told her to get me to the bedroom so they didn’t have to deal with me anymore. 

 I was untied and forced to squirm my way back to the crib. I was then put in and re-secured in the crib. 	I begged Laura to change me or to at least allow me to change myself. I begged her.
 Laura told me to shut the fuck up and re-secured the penis pacifier gag in my mouth, buckling it tight to my head. 

 	“You know what, I think I will change you Maddie. Disgusting as it is, Rachel told me that if I changed your shitty diapers that she would pay me an extra 200 dollars out of your account! You seriously owe me pansy ass.”

 200 dollars more! That bitch. I squirmed as she made me lie on my back on the changing table. 	The next 10 minutes were the sum total of the last few months of humiliation. My ex girlfriend cleaning my ass and diapering me. 

 She made the humiliation sting. 	Her nose was crinkled as she undid my diapers. The thought of this hot chick above me, one that I never did really have, that I had always desired, standing over me and putting me in diapers was too much. Why did my cock have to be hard? 

 	My face burned with shame as she wiped my dirty bottom with a hot wet cloth. Old feelings from long ago, being changed by my mother flashed through my brain. 

 	“What kind of man allows this Maddie? What kind of man gets off on shitting himself? Allowing a woman like me to change his diapers! Diapers, dude. Diapers. You are wearing diapers. I am changing your diapers! But this is what you always wanted huh Maddie? To be back in diapers? Well, looks like you got your wish and then some huh? Diapers or a hot woman? You would take diapers any day, because deep down you are just a fucking baby. A baby that can’t get it up or give any woman what she truly needs. A fucking baby. Sissy fucking baby.”

 Baby powder was dumped generously on my crotch. 	Laura even teased my aching hard cock with her fingernails briefly watching me shudder. I lunged toward her hoping for more but she quickly dismissed my infantile needs. 

 	“You can save it for your diapers. You gave up the privilege of being with a woman the moment you decided to be in diapers again.”

 A new disposable diaper was opened up. A large one. She crinkled it with an evil grin and held it to my face. “Tell Auntie Laura what you want. Tell me.”
 “Uh. Pllll…. Ppllll… Plueasee… Please Laura put me in… in… in..” 
 I was so embarrassed I couldn’t speak. My face burned with total shame. 
 “Tell me Maddie.” She crinkled the diaper in my face more. 	“Please put me in diapers Laura. Please.”
 “Ok sissy. You want it, you got it. Here goes baby, lift your legs for Mommy!”

 	My legs were pulled up. The diapers were placed under me. Old feeling overcame me. Somehow the feeling of Laura diapering me was just too much. I was crying. 

 	“Oh don’t cry baby. You know you belong in diapers. Aw poor baby. Here, I have a little something to make it better.” 

 Oh no. I felt something cold and slimy enter my ass. I squirmed. 	“Hold steady it’s just a suppository. Figured you would want something nice and smelly in your diapers while you make love to them tonight listening to Jason and I fuck in the next room. Rachel told me you love getting it on with your dirty diapers.”

 	She broke out laughing as the diaper came up, my legs were forced apart and the tapes were securely fastened. Once again I was secured firmly in my white plastic prison. Diapers. I was again in diapers. Laura looked down at me laughing her ass off. 

 	“Well Maddie, this has truly been a victorious moment. I mean how humiliating for you. The sick thing is that you probably love it.”

 	The next moment took me by surprise. Laura actually lifted me off the changing pad, with my arms still bound behind me and literally dropped me into my crib. I felt the crib ties being refastened to my bonds locking me in. My ankles were cuffed and were brought up to my hands behind, effectively hog tying me in my crib. 

 	Laura laughed as she pulled her camera from its hiding place and played it for me. Oh my god. I saw on the mini screen the scene of the last 10 minutes. She caught the diapering on video! 

 	“Good blackmail material, in case Rachel doesn’t have enough. Jason and I will be laughing at this one for years to come. I’ll send you a copy by email!” 

 	I squirmed and struggled and started to complain but I was quickly silenced with a large pacifier gag which Laura expertly buckled into place around my head and securely in my mouth. 

 	“Oh and enjoy the sounds of Jason and I fucking tonight. Enjoy hearing what you never were able to give me. Oh almost forgot. Thought I would give you a little sniff for old times sake!”

 	Her pants came down. Her panties came down. Her beautiful ass was inches away from my face, staring at me through the bars of my new crib prison.

 “Sniff it bitch. Enjoy. Oh and I purposely didn’t wipe much today thinking you would get a good whiff.” Through tear streaked eyes, I nudge my nose through the bars. 
 Laura pulled away. She laughed. 
 “You wish mother fucker. Take a look at what you can’t have.” 	She spread her ass cheeks. I could see her hole. I was delirious with excitement. Oh if I could only get one lick! 

 	She could see my desperation and teased me for another 10 minutes, letting me think I could get at her ass and then pulled away at the last second. I was left in total frustration. 

 	Finally she took pity on me and dug her finger into her ass. She wiped it under my nose leaving me with a scent of her dirty ass heaven. 

 	“You are a fucking pig. Enjoy your diapers sissy boy. Have fun tonight! Oh, I’ll leave your dirty diaper in the trash so you can smell your shame tonight as we fuck. Of course you’ll probably be loading your diapers again here pretty soon huh Maddie? Bye loser!” 

 	Laura laughed at me, turning the lights off and closing my door, leaving me in the total dark. Smelling my own shit. 

 	Within the hour I was listening to Laura and Jason fucking. Filling me with jealousy, fury, rage, helplessness, despair, excitement. All in one. While Laura was crying out in ecstasy having the orgasm of her life, my bowels released again, filling my diapers with a horrible stinky mess. I furiously began humping my dirty diapers. Again. 

 Dreaming of a life I would never, could never have. Ever. 
 Epilogue  	After relaying the most humiliating events of the last 3 months I was exhausted. My diapers were extremely damp and my tongue ached. Rachel told me to turn over. No. Not now. Not now. 

 	“C’mon, I don’t want to move, that was the best ass licking ever. You are getting quite good you know. Maybe I should whore you out as the best ass licking sissy around huh? Alright open up.”

 	I obeyed. As I always did now. I was getting pretty good practice at this but I still couldn’t get used to the taste. Rachel got up and sat on my face. 

 My mouth sealed around her pussy. This was the only time it was allowed there. 
 She peed. Full on. I swallowed. Quickly. Every drop. 	I still couldn’t get through the whole process without gagging or coughing or wanting to vomit. My eyes watered. The taste was terrible. Rachel smiled at me. 

 “My little piss whore. Good job, you are getting better at this!”
 “Now my little sissy, since you have been so good I want you to play with yourself in your diapers!” 	I got on my knees in the position Rachel liked me in and began to rub the front of my diapers furiously. Rachel teased me for awhile and had made me stop from time to time as I was about to cum. I had gotten a little better about holding it, going more on her command. 

 “Ok Sissy boy, before you come you know what I want in those diapers.”
 Rachel knew me, that I usually had to go number 2 a little in the evenings. I had been holding it. Damn. 
 “Rachel please. No.” “Do it for me. Poop your pants like the sissy you are. Tell me what a sissy you are as you do it too.”
 Damn bitch. No. My cock was so hard. 
 I was grunting, pushing. My face was red. I began to shit myself. 
 “I’m a sissy. I like to shit my diapers like a real sissy. I’m a sissy.” 
 Rachel had me trained so well. Bitch. 
 “Say it again. Keep saying it as you come.”
 “I’m a sissy. “ 
 “What kind of sissy?” 
 “I’m a diaper wearing sissy.”
 “Are you a real man?”
 “I’m not a real man.”
 “Why not?” Rachel smirked. She knew I hated this. 
 “Because real men don’t…” “Don’t what sissy?” 	“Real men don’t lick ass like I do. Real men don’t drink piss. Real men don’t clean their girl’s toilets like I do…”

 “And what don’t real men wear Maddie?”
 Uhnnnggghnnnn. No. NO! I couldn’t hold it. I was coming. 
 “Real men don’t unhhhgggg… Real men don’t wear diapers like I do!!” 	I burst into my wet and shitty diapers, coming like I had never come. I shuddered. Shaking. Collapsed. Rachel laughed her ass off.

 	“You know Maddie that’s my favorite way to make you come, with a big load in your pants. I think from now on that’s the only way I’ll let you release. I mean you rarely cum any other way right now anyway. What do you think? Perhaps you will grow used to and learn to really love shitting yourself. What kind of man gets off on crapping himself?”

 I was horrified. I hated sitting in my stinky mess diapers. Especially after I came. 	Rachel came over to the side of the bed and looked down at me. 
 “Nice job Maddie. As a reward I am going to let you sleep in that diaper tonight. You can go to bed in your crib after you do the dishes and clean the living room and bathroom. Spend a little extra time on the toilet cleaning tonight too, kay? Maybe use your special brush?”

 She leaned down and pecked me a kiss on the cheek. 
 It was going to be a long night… 
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