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	Chapter 1 – A Wet Birthday Morning

	 

	 

	 

	 

	“Happy Birthday Petey!” my wife Stephanie exclaimed, leaning over to wake me out of my slumber. “mmmph”, I replied, with drool coming down my cheek. “Aw, does baby want his pacifier out?” she said, reaching down to untie the ribbon that held it in place, now nightly for the past few weeks. The large adult sized pacifier fell out of my mouth and I blushed. I still was having a hard time getting used to this baby treatment that I had been subject to for the past 2 months.

	 

	“Thanks Step… uh mommy,” I grumbled, not looking forward to another day of work especially since it was my birthday today. Steph always made me wear diapers to work and lately had been insisting on the extra poofy, large, overnight diapers as well. At first the diapers were kind of exciting in a strange way but after 2 months of wearing them I was starting to feel seriously self-conscious and even more infantile. And this morning…

	 

	I reached down to my hips and felt a very soggy diaper. Shit. I was wet! What was worse, I hadn’t remembered peeing myself last night! Steph saw that I was absorbed in thought about it and started grinning. She reached into the crotch of my very infantile looking onesie (with the ducks on it) and into the crotch band of my diaper. “Baby’s wet! Yay! You’re making such good progress on your reverse potty training baby! Congratulations, you’re an official bed-wetter!” She clapped her hands like she was talking down to an infant. My face went red. Crap. She was right. I was a bedwetter.

	 

	Steph had made me drink 2 glasses of water every night for the past 2 months. Through force of will I had managed to avoid wetting until the morning but something must have released inside me last night, whatever adult conditioning I had worked so hard to develop over my early childhood years was now slowly being undone. I had found lately that even in the daytime, I was releasing into my diapers more and more unconsciously without knowing it. Steph loved it when I told her that. She enjoyed the powerlessness I was starting to feel as the diapers little by little stripped me of whatever manhood I had left inside of me. Her dominant streak had really grown in the last 2 months since we started this crazy game.

	 

	“Steph, I don’t know if it’s a good thing that…” I started to tear up. “Call me mommy, baby, I don’t want to have to remind you again, ok diddums? And it’s a very good thing you wet yourself last night. It means you’re truly starting to become more of the baby that you really are.” She pulled out a rattle and started to shake it in front of me, cooing and laughing. I pulled up the covers trying to hide my infantile state. I was really embarrassed. “Oh baby, don’t be shy! You are just going to love your birthday presents later! They’re perfect for a real baby like yourself!” Great, I thought. Just great.

	 

	“St… uh mommy?” I said, pulling my head out from the covers, “can I please just wear my normal underwear today? Since its my birthday?” Steph looked down at me with a grin, “of course not sweety! We wouldn’t want to go backward now in your training, especially since we’ve come so far. No, I’ve got extra special diapers picked out for you today. They’ll make you feel extra babyish at work! Get up and lets get you on your changing table.”

	 

	My changing table. A “lovely” piece of equipment that her friend Mary’s husband Steve had installed for us a couple weeks back. A ridiculously large replica of a real baby-changing table, complete with babyish smelling plastic pad and drawers full of diapers and changing supplies. And the worst part was… It had these horrible straps on it. “So baby doesn’t fall off and go boom!” Steph had said at the time. Ya right.

	 

	Reluctantly, I peeled off my covers and waddled over to the table. I looked over at the long mirror. I looked ridiculous. My duck covered onesie couldn’t hope to hide my extremely large and soggy backside. I don’t think I ever got used to crinkling now when I walked either. Some part of me wanted to just go back to my old life when I wore underpants and stood over a toilet to pee. I wanted to be a man again. Didn’t I? Why did I subject myself to this?

	 

	“Up.” Steph commanded. I rolled onto the table facing up, my face red. I never really got used to these changes. They made me feel so small, so vulnerable, so childish, so helpless. Especially when… Steph guided my arms up over my head and I felt the now familiar feel of the buckled restraints going over my wrists, binding them tightly. I started to sniffle a little bit. Steph smirked at me, undoing the snaps at the crotch and arms of my onesie, removing it. She felt my swelled crotch. “Ooohh… Baby is definitely wet. Poor baby just can’t control himself anymore can he?” she grinned. Damn, she was wicked. “Maybe he wants a little birthday rubby?” I looked up, conflicted. I knew that it would feel great to release if she let me but it would also make me hate the diapers more once my libido was gone and I knew I wouldn’t be getting out of the diapers anytime soon so part of me didn’t want that. Steph knew my dilemma. She was enjoying the fact that sexual release for me was now conflicted. She was enjoying the fact that I couldn’t now release anymore like an adult. I had only had my sexual release into my diapers now or during changes for the past 2 months. I was starting to not remember what it felt like to be inside her. She loved it in her dominant way.

	 

	Steph grabbed the front of my soggy diaper and began stroking. My very tiny cock throbbed up in response. Given my cock was only 3 inches erect it was hard for her to find hold under the thick folds of the plastic. Nevertheless I pushed forward into her hand, effectively humping my diaper. She grinned down at me and pushed another pacifier into my mouth (she had many of them laying around the house now). I started sucking furiously, humping my diaper against the pressure of her hand. Steph was laughing. Oh God, it did feel good. It felt good to be in diapers didn’t it? Didn’t it? Oh. Oh. My eyes started rolling back as her stroking increased. “Come on baby, humpy humpy!” She laughed as she continued to stroke faster and faster. Just when she saw I was nearing release she pulled off. No! I humped into the air, my hips bucking up off the table in frustration. Damn! She could be so cruel sometimes! “No cummy for baby this morning! I want you a bit frustrated today baby. And you are much more babyish when you don’t have your cummies anyway. I promise tonight I’ll let you have your creamy ok honey?” she said. I sucked my pacifier in frustration, my face red with humiliation.

	 

	Steph started to take off the tapes. Her long red painted fingernails looked so lovely stripping my wet diapers off. I was starting to get confused with her. She looked so beautiful, so hot like my wife but now I was starting to think of her as my mother too. It made me feel small, so under her control. I felt powerless to disobey her now with anything, even though I fought against it. The cool air hit my wet crotch as the diaper came off. My tiny penis was still throbbing, now against the air. I heard the familiar opening of the trash-can and the loud thump of the wet diaper hitting the bottom of the can. Steph opened the Pampers wipes and pulled out several. They smelled so babyish, even from here. In fact the whole room was starting to smell like a baby’s room. The wipes felt cool against my crotch as she cleaned me up, lifting my bum like I was just little. The lotion came next, adding to the smells. I always worried about the smells. I think people at work must have noticed that I wasn’t smelling exactly manlike. Instead of men’s cologne, which most men smelled like, I had that distinct odor of baby wipes, lotion and powder! Steph teased my penis a little with her lotioned hand, making me suffer a little longer at her teasing.

	 

	Steph then held up my new surprise. “Look sweety! New diapers! I just got them yesterday through the mail. Your favorite adult baby supplier makes these new ultra thick disposables with the cutest babyish designs! Just like you wore when you were little!” My face went even redder looking at them. They had the most sissy little childish prints all over them and they were thick. Damn. How would I get through work in those today? Usually she let me wear thinner diapers to work. Damn! She opened it up and then lifted me up by my ankles. I felt the familiar feel of the diaper go under me, except this time I felt the extra padding too. O man. I was in trouble.

	 

	Steph pulled out the powder and held it up to me letting me smell it. My cock throbbed a little, betraying my true intentions. I felt so conflicted about this whole thing. Then it came down, like a snowstorm, covering every inch of my tiny cock and crotch. She lifted me up to do my bum. I was so humiliated. She took her time with the tapes, drawing it out, making me really feel my diaper change. She loved to prolong it, to draw my deepest hidden desires out to the front, to make me embarrassed. The last tape went on and I was secured once again in diapers. A grown man in diapers. I was a grown man who let his wife keep him in diapers.

	 

	She teased my crotch again a little and then announced that she had another birthday surprise for me. I almost lost it when she pulled out the plastic panties from the drawer. They were yellow with balloons on them. I blushed as she started to pull them up my legs and over my very thick diapers. “I think you’ll like these plastic panties sweety. They have an extra special surprise on them.” I shook my head, not understanding and then it dawned on me as she pulled the waist tight, reached her hands under me and I felt a lock click into place behind me. Shit!

	 

	“Locking panties sweety! So baby can’t take them off! Not that you ever do anyway but trust me today you might want to so I thought I’d give you extra incentive to keep them on. Oh don’t you look so precious!” She mocked me with a fake mother’s look and then started laughing. “Oh my God, Pete, if I had known you were going to be so easy to keep in diapers I would have done this to you long ago. It really takes your manly bullshit down like 100 notches, don’t you think? What’s that? Can’t talk with the pacifier in your mouth? Aw…” She laughed more. I struggled with my bonds, obviously not able to go anywhere but trying nevertheless. My face was burning hot. These diapers felt huge and I looked ridiculous. I looked down at my totally shaved body, which Steph made me keep bare now constantly. I looked completely infantile and sissy, especially with the yellow plastic pants and bulky diapers underneath. I sucked my pacifier and tried to calm down. It was amazing how much that seemed to help lately. I was becoming more and more dependent on it to relieve my stress. Steph loved that. Oh boy.

	 

	I was finally released and let down from the changing table. “I have another surprise for you sweety! Looky here! She held up a satin onesie. Satin? Oh shit. It was baby blue. And the words on it. What did they say? I looked closer. Happy Birthday Diaper Baby! Babies love their diapers! And it had little babies in huge diapers playing with blocks on it. Oh my God. I couldn’t wear that! When I saw the look on Steph’s face though, I knew she meant business. I hung my head, reaching behind to test the lock on my diaper pants. No chance. Damn. They were definitely staying on me today. I submitted to her and felt the cool softness of the satin go over my arms and down to my crotch. She reached down and buttoned the snaps at my crotch. It was super snug and my diapers gave me a massive butt. I looked over at the mirror and was horrified by the reflection. The onesie had short elastic sleeves, which held tight to me. I felt ridiculous.

	 

	Steph helped me get dressed in my work clothes. I thought about the shirt I would wear. White wouldn’t work. It would show these ridiculous onesie designs too easily. Then Steph came out with a blue shirt that almost matched the onesie. “I thought this would look so cute on you sweety!” It was a bit feminine, baby blue in color but at least it might hide the designs. I put it on. It almost hid the onesie. Almost. Damn. You could see them but only if you looked. I was getting nervous. But I really became dismayed when I tried pulling on my khaki dress slacks. They would hardly fit over my diapers. These diapers were huge. Oh man. I finally got them on but they didn’t even come up over the top of the plastic panties. I tucked in my shirt and pulled the pants tight with a belt. I looked again at the mirror. I would need a jacket. My butt and hips were huge.

	 

	It wasn’t to be though. Steph shook her finger as I reached for my jacket. “Not today honey. I think it’s a bit warm out and I don’t want you to be too hot.” She grinned an evil smile at me, knowing I would be twice as embarrassed without my jacket at work. Damn! Why didn’t I have the balls to stand up to her? Of course I didn’t have any balls though. I mean, I was in diapers, and I had let her diaper me, just like every day for the past 2 months or so.

	 

	When I came to sit down for breakfast I again got a shock. No! Stewed prunes and oatmeal! “Uh… Mommy? Please, can I eat something else today? You know what these prunes make me do. Please?” Steph only grinned at me and handed me my sippy cup of lukewarm weak coffee with milk. “Eat up baby boy. You have a big day ahead of you! She then spoon fed me my breakfast, teasing me all the while like she always did. I was regretting not doing a number 2 earlier when I could have. This might mean trouble later on, I just knew it.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2 – A Stinky Day at Work

	 

	 

	 

	 

	All the way on the drive to work I felt nervous. This whole lifestyle was getting out of hand. I mean, I hadn’t even read an adult book in over 2 months! I spent my time at home watching kid’s movies or playing with toys while Steph did her adult thing. She was really into the domination thing now and she knew she had me. Occasionally she would let me please her like I used to, orally, but it wasn’t as often as I liked. Forget about sex. Jeez. It was just sex with diapers for me now. Mary, her dominant friend had given her many new ideas, which Steph took to readily. Steph felt more like a dominatrix lately than the wife I thought I knew. Part of me secretly enjoyed it but part of me still couldn’t get over the shame and humiliation. What to do?

	 

	I came out of my strange reverie when we were pulling up. I tried to hide my face. I was sucking my pacifier and buckled into the back seat as usual. I didn’t want any of my co-workers to see me like this though. My eyes pleaded with Steph as I whined in the backseat. “Oh, ok, you can take it out now. Put it in your front shirt pocket though ok sweety? That way you’ll have easy access to it if you get nervous for any reason at work today!” She giggled. Relieved, I pulled the pacifier out of my mouth and stuffed it into my shirt. Just then I felt a release down below. Damn! I didn’t even notice until it came out! I was starting to piss myself without even realizing it! I tried to clamp down but I didn’t feel much response. It was no use, the pee was flowing without my control! Damn. I was truly starting to become incontinent wearing these diapers all the time!

	 

	I didn’t tell Steph about peeing myself but just got up out of the seat after she unbuckled me (she insisted on always buckling and unbuckling me…). I gave her a kiss and then started off. “Petey!” I heard her say. I turned around. “Happy Birthday sweety! I won’t be by today for your regular noon time change but don’t worry. I think those diapers will hold everything till this afternoon ok?” I nodded glumly. Damn. My diapers were going to be soaked by this afternoon and I had no way to take them off. She grinned and blew me a kiss, getting back into her car. I walked, or rather waddled, into work.

	 

	I tried to walk fast to get into my office but ran into Brenda my secretary. Brenda unfortunately knew about my diapers since my wife had told her near the beginning of this strange adventure. Brenda thought I had true incontinence and pretty soon I guessed, she would be right. “Hi Peter, here are your papers and messages for the day. There’s a staff meeting at 11:00. You doing ok?” She gave me a funny look and I couldn’t help but notice her eyes drop to my hips to check me out. She almost always did that now. Her eyes went even wider today though, obviously noticing my larger than usual hips and bum. I also reeked of baby powder. I think Steph had put an extra dose on me today. “Cute shirt Pete, what’s this?” She started to push against my shirt and I realized she might be able to see the designs underneath. Damn. I blushed a little, stammering some short response and then went into my office quickly, closing the door. I heard a little laughter from her on the other side of the door.

	 

	I fell into my seat frustrated. I was still a little horny from this morning and embarrassingly; the diapers actually were turning me on. I only felt it when I wasn’t immediately in a humiliating environment with them and it was hard to admit it. But it was true. Somewhere deep down I had wanted this. Steph hadn’t let me release in awhile. I was hoping tonight for my birthday that we might play a little at least. Anyway, I had work to do so I set to it, trying not to let my new large diapers distract me. It was hard going, as I felt them shift at every move and they were loud.

	 

	By 10:30 I had to go really bad. I mean number 2 and yes, really bad. I didn’t know how I would make it through that meeting at 11. I called Steph. “Uh, mommy?” I whispered, trying to sound quiet, even though Brenda probably couldn’t hear me on the other side of the door. “Yes sweety?” “I uh, I really have to go, you know…” “What sweety?” she said. Damn. “I have to go, uh you know, uh poo.” “Aw, baby has to go poopy? Well good thing we have those extra thick diapers on you today then isn’t it sweety?”

	 

	I knew I wasn’t going to get anywhere with her on this. She wasn’t going to come change me. “Please mommy, please… Please let me out. I can’t go poopy at the office. Please!” I pleaded with her. “Baby, don’t make me angry or I might have to come spank you in your dirty diapers later. I don’t want to hear any more about it. I’ll pick you up at 4 ok?” Four O’Clock. Damn. That was five and a half hours away! Could I hold it? Those damn prunes! Steph knew. She loved to torment me like this, loved to humiliate me! I reached into my pants waistband and tugged on the chained waistband. It was no use. I pulled out my pacifier and started sucking on it, trying to calm down. I needed some plan or I was in trouble today.

	 

	I went into the meeting later holding one of my briefcases over my butt, trying to hide my large hips. I did this often but today I really needed it. I was distracted all meeting long, shifting in my seat and trying to hold the now overpowering urge to mess myself. Bob, the director looked over at me at some point. “You ok Pete? You look distracted today.” I nodded, “Ya, I just have a lot on my mind today. You mind if I leave early Bob?” I asked, hopefully. “Sure, just give us a few more minutes Pete. Hang on will ya?” I started to squirm uncomfortably. Then I farted. Shit. Did something just come out? I started to panic. I could smell it. A couple of the guys twisted their noses. “Who farted? Jeez.” Someone said. I managed to make it a few more minutes and then Bob said I could leave. I felt supremely self-conscious semi-waddling out of the meeting with eyes on me. I hoped no one noticed my huge butt.

	 

	I was shaking as I walked down the hall. I had to go so bad. And then Brenda stopped me. No! She started asking me questions and I felt something release. My bladder and my bowels were both starting to go. I went red as I started to smell something. “Excuse me Brenda. I have to go now.” “Wait Pete, I need you to sign this for me.” I was squirming hard as I waited for her to lay out the paperwork. My embarrassment must have showed as I definitely didn’t smell right. Brenda twisted her nose and giggled a little bit. “Here you go Petey.” Did she just call me Petey? After I quickly signed the paperwork, Brenda looked at me with a grinning eyes as I almost ran into my office and slammed the door.

	 

	I fell to my knees and it all came out. I felt an explosion erupt into my diapers. Those damned prunes! It seemed like something more too. Like Steph might have put something in my coffee that morning which she did occasionally on the weekends to have fun with me. I knelt there and let it all go. I couldn’t hold it anymore anyway. My face burned with intense humiliation. I was near tears. The whole office stank. I was screwed.

	 

	I called Steph again, sitting gingerly in my chair. I didn’t want to sit fully as I knew the load in my diapers would spread everywhere and maybe even leak. “Hello sweety? Why are you calling again?” “Steph. Please. I just. I just… I just…” “You just what baby?” “I just pooped myself. Please come change me. Please!” I pleaded with her. I was fumbling with the damned lock on my plastic pants again. This was horrible. “Hmmmm. Oh baby, you sound so sad! I’ll tell you what. I’ll come change you. But you owe me.” I owed her? She did this to me! “Ok, Steph,” I said, “I’ll do anything.” “Anything you say? Hmmm. Well ok. I’ll remember that for some time in the future ok sweety? I’ll see you in about an hour. Bye.” “Wait Steph, no! An hour is too long to wait! Wait! Steph?” It was no use, she had already hung up. Damn!

	 

	The next hour was miserable. I couldn’t sit down and my office reeked. I couldn’t believe it was my birthday and I had crapped myself and was sitting in my office in a really stinky diaper! Luckily it was the lunch hour. I was cursing my whole initial fascination with diapers and wishing I had never secretly ordered them months ago. This was too much. Too much!

	 

	Then I heard Steph outside my office. I went to the door and listened. She was talking to Brenda. “Yes, I came by to change him. He had an accident. You know. A little poop accident?” They both started giggling. “Ya, he was kind of stinky earlier. Kind of funny! Big boss man pooping himself! Why do you change him Steph? Can’t he change himself?” “Oh I suppose he could you know, but ever since his incontinence developed, he’s kind of taken to this infantile thing. So he feels better when I change him. You know what?” I heard her start whispering but I could still barely hear. “What Stephanie?” Brenda asked, obviously with a very curious voice that loved gossip. “Well,” Steph said, drawing it out, “he even likes to suck a pacifier.” “No. Oh my God that’s just priceless. I’ve got to see that sometime.” Brenda gasped, giggling. Steph giggled too and soon they were both laughing out loud.

	 

	My face went seriously red. I was horrified. My secretary now knew that I was into sucking a pacifier! I suddenly realized I was sucking my pacifier and quickly took it out of my mouth. Jeez, did I not even realize that I had that in my mouth? I heard more whispering but I couldn’t make anything out. And then more laughter. Then Brenda’s voice, “I’ll be there. Sounds fun!”

	 

	I backed away from the door and Stephanie came in. Brenda looked in with a knowing smile on her face, winking at me. When Steph came in she plugged her nose. “Eww. Stinky!” She shut the door. “Oh baby. You really did a messy in your diapers didn’t you?” I hung my head. “Here, I brought your changing pad. Lay down on it.” I saw the diaper bag then. Jeez. Had she walked in with that? Embarrassed I lay down on the adult sized changing pad and let her strip my pants down. She unlocked my pants and slowly pulled them down to my ankles. I hated poopy changes. And this one was bad. And at work!

	 

	I shed a few tears as I felt her first unsnap my satin onesie and then un-tape the diapers and fold them, setting them down. My nose burned from the smell. I held my hips up and let her wipe me with baby wipes. It took a lot. I was still amazed that Stephanie would do this for me. But I think she liked how humiliated I was so she was willing to do it. “What a stinky baby! Pee yew! Baby made such a mess! Stinky pants baby!” She kept teasing me as she finished wiping me. I tried to look away, to hide but I couldn’t escape the situation. My wife was changing my poopy diapers. I then felt more powder and another large diaper placed under me. The diaper was pulled into place around me and the tapes were quickly pulled tight and secured. Then I felt my plastic pants go back up, locked in place. Then she pulled my pants up, buckling my belt. I felt like a little kid getting dressed by his mother. I cried a little more. I realized I had my pacifier in my mouth again and it helped to stifle my gentle sobs.

	 

	Steph came over to hold me. “Its ok baby. Mommy liked having a little fun with you this morning and you did really well. Don’t worry baby. I have a really nice surprise for you later for baby’s birthday! That’s right baby, you just suck on that dummy. It’s ok.” I cried for a while in her arms, happy at least to be in a fresh diaper.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 3 – A Quick Change

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The rest of the day at work I was subdued. A bit ashamed that I had messed myself at work. I tried to focus on work but it was no use. I couldn’t get much done. To top it off, I wet myself a couple more times without realizing it until the flow had started. I really was becoming a baby. I was glad when Steph finally came to pick me up from work.

	 

	As she buckled me into the back seat I tried to hide my face again, still afraid my co-workers might see. Just as we were pulling out of the parking lot Brenda waved and grinned at me. Shit! I had my pacifier in already! I tried to pull it out but it was too late. She saw and started laughing. How embarrassing!

	 

	I tried not to think about it on the drive home. Steph played a kid’s music cd on the radio making me even more embarrassed. “C’mon baby! Clap your hands for me to the music!” Humiliated, I complied, clapping my hands in a babyish way to the sounds of Old McDonald Had a Farm. What was I becoming? Becoming? Who was I kidding? I already was a total sissy baby…

	 

	We parked at the local store and Steph told me she had to run inside to get my birthday cake. I waited for her, trying to be discrete about sucking on my pacifier in the back seat while I waited, thinking about what kind of cake she had gotten me. When she finally came back she put the cake in the trunk and then came over to open my door. Surprised, I looked at her. “It’s ok baby. I just wanted to get you changed into something more appropriate before we go home ok?” Puzzled, I started to take out my pacifier to ask her why. “Shhh… Baby, its ok. Don’t question your mommy. Here let me take off your seatbelt so you can put on a new shirt. What? She unbuckled me and handed me a baby blue shirt. Embarrassed I took off my dress shirt and pulled the new t-shirt over my onesie, quickly so no one would see.

	 

	I was totally humiliated when I looked down at it though. It had a strange diaper design on it and it said “Birthday Baby”. I didn’t have time to think about it long though as Steph pushed me down on the back seat and started unbuckling my pants. Was she going to change my diaper now? I could probably use a change but this parking lot was packed! She removed my shoes, socks, and pants and then reached down to check my diapers. “Aw baby’s wet again? Can’t hold it like a big man anymore can you Petey?” she smirked. “Well it doesn’t look too bad, we can change you later. Let’s just get you dressed for now.” She quickly replaced my pants with some ultra babyish terry cloth shorts, which matched my baby blue shirt. They snapped on and looked huge over my diapers. Not discrete in the slightest. They did not look at all like adult shorts but rather like an oversized diaper cover. Damn. I felt some ankle socks go on and then I saw my adult sized white and black soft leather baby shoes go on. I looked like a total young toddler now. What was she planning? I hoped she wasn’t going to take me out like this!

	 

	I was rebuckled quickly and then we drove off. I sucked my pacifier furiously wondering what she had in store for my birthday evening. I was sure it wouldn’t look anything like last year…

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 4 – Birthday Surprise

	 

	 

	 

	 

	We pulled up to our front drive. I was anticipating that we would have a nice quiet birthday dinner at home, hoping desperately that Steph might let me have some “big person food”, like maybe a steak or something substantial. She only ever fed me baby food or chopped up vegetables with occasional meat. And of course milk out of my baby bottle, which I had taken to using at almost every meal. So I really hoped that tonight might be different. Maybe she would even let me have sex with her again tonight! I did find my outfit strange though. Why didn’t she change me when we got home like she usually did?

	 

	It didn’t take long for me to find out. Steph opened the front door and whispered to me, “I want you to crawl into the house tonight ok baby?” Puzzled but feeling compliant I got down on all fours. The house was dark but I started crawling in. I couldn’t believe how she made me do this sometimes. I felt totally stupid crawling like a baby in our own home. Just then I got the shock of my life.

	 

	“Surprise!” The lights went on. Everyone was there. Brenda, Mary, Steve, and someone I didn’t know, a gorgeous younger woman who looked like she was right out of high school. They were all grinning at me there on my hands and knees in a ridiculous baby outfit. “Happy Birthday Baby!” They all cried at once. I was suddenly very weak with fear and humiliation. I wet myself suddenly and uncontrollably, which only made it worse. Extreme self-consciousness and fear suddenly filled me and my face went totally red. Steph came over to me, looking down at me, and said “Happy birthday Petey! I thought you might like a surprise party on your first birthday!” My first birthday? Oh shit.

	 

	Mary, Steph’s dominant friend, who had a large role in encouraging her to continue babying me, was grinning down at me. “Love the outfit Petey! What does your shirt say? Birthday Baby? Aw… Who’s the baby? Coochie coochie coo! And those shorts! Oh. My. God. And I see you still love your binky!” Shit. I still had my pacifier in my mouth! For some reason though, I couldn’t take it out. I sucked on it frantically, trying to calm myself. Tears started to form in my eyes. I was so embarrassed. I started to wet myself some more. Steve, Mary’s husband was chuckling to himself. Brenda had a huge smile on her face and was giggling, like she just loved the idea of seeing her boss in diapers and baby clothes. The other woman who I didn’t know had an evil smile on her face.

	 

	“Come on in Petey!” Steph motioned me into the living room, which was filled with balloons and party favors. I blushed hard when I saw the letters on the balloons, which read Baby’s First Birthday. I started to stand up when I felt Steph push me down again giving me a stern look. “Baby doesn’t walk yet Petey. This is your first birthday remember?” A few tears streamed down my face. This was too much! But something inside of me stirred. I felt myself get a little stiff in my diapers. I flushed with embarrassment, glad they couldn’t see my little pee pee so stiff under all the layers of plastic and clothing.

	 

	The women came up to talk to Steph, almost ignoring me at this point, like I was a total child. The women started giggling. Steph looked down at me, “Baby here has been looking forward to his birthday for some time now. Its so sweet you could all come over to share in it!” Brenda laughed, “Oh I wouldn’t have missed this for the world. Those clothes are just too much Steph. Look at him blush!” Steph answered, “I know Brenda, don’t they just look so precious? His cheeks are usually that color but he does look extra red right now doesn’t he? Aw is baby embarrassed? Its ok baby! We all know your secret!” The girls started laughing again. Steve looked revolted and went to get some drinks for everyone.

	 

	I was simultaneously terrified at being seen like that and also secretly enjoying the humiliation. It made me hot and seriously red in the face though. I was a bit panicked at Brenda seeing me like this. And who was that new girl?

	 

	Steph announced that we would start the party by opening presents. Presents? I looked over to the living room table, which was filled with a huge pile of presents. Steph led me over reluctantly (as she made me crawl) to sit by the table while the “adults” took their seats in the couches surrounding the table. “Baby want to open some presents?” Mary asked in a condescending babyish tone. Damn, I hated Mary. She was like an evil dominatrix. Why did she have to be Steph’s best friend?

	 

	Shame faced, I stared at the presents. “Open them up sweety!” Steph grinned down at me from the couch. Steve started serving people cocktails. I was burning with humiliation when he handed me my bottle, filled with apple juice! “Here you go “big” guy,” he winked as he gave me my juice. I didn’t know what to do so I reached out to the presents. Mary handed me hers first. “Open this one baby boy.” I opened it up to find a strange pair of gloves that looked like mittens with buckles on the wrists. I looked at Mary puzzled. “Oh sweety, don’t you know what these are? Here let me help you into them and you can find out!”

	 

	Don’t ask me why, but I let Mary fit them over my hands. She buckled them on and it was only during the second buckling that I realized in horror what they were. They were locking hand mittens! I couldn’t use my fingers now! I spat out my pacifier and screamed out “hey! What the hell is going on here?” Steph looked over at me and said, “Baby! We don’t talk like that! You thank Mary properly and in your best babyish voice ever or you’ll be over my lap faster than you can say sissy!” I gulped, trembling. Steph had been making me practice baby talk lately. I hated it. “uh… tank U Mewwy,” I said in my best imitation of a child’s voice. They all laughed. I looked in dismay at my now useless hands. “Its ok Petey, here you go,” Mary said, taking my pacifier and putting it back into my mouth. They laughed some more. “Open more presents sweety!” Mary said.

	 

	At this point I was really the joke of the party as I couldn’t hope to open any more presents with my mittens on! They all laughed as I attempted to open the presents. I must have looked utterly ridiculous. Brenda and Mary were taking pictures of me, much to my dismay. Steph had to help me open them finally. The tears of laughter were rolling down her face. Mary had gotten me a few more items. The next to open was a strange yellow leather harness looking thing. Again I sat there puzzled. I was horrified once again as Mary demonstrated to me how it worked. I started to struggle as Mary fitted it to me, over my chest and waist. They were baby reins! “Come on baby! Lets go for a walk!” I was horrified as Mary then yanked my “leash” and led me crawling around the room like a dog! My big butt crinkled loudly as I crawled and I just wanted to hide in a corner. Everyone was in tears, they were laughing so hard at this point, Brenda especially. I bit down hard on my pacifier, trying to hold back my own tears. Steph looked over at me with a wicked smile, “they fit you perfectly sweety! We’ll have to take you for a walk at the park with them!”

	 

	I was forced to leave my reins on as the next present was opened for me. More diapers. Styled in a replica Pampers print. “Aw, baby loves his Pampers!” Mary said in that condescending voice. “How long have you had him in diapers now Steph?” “Oh, it seems like its been about 2 months now Mary! He’s taken to them quite well, like a natural baby. I’m not even sure I could ever get him back in underwear by now.” More laughter. More presents. Baby wipes, lotion, diaper rash cream, a baby puzzle toy. I was shaking with humiliation.

	 

	Brenda looked over at me and said, “Pete, or maybe I should call you Petey now? God, this just too funny watching you suck a pacifier and wear baby clothes. Your wife has been telling me some of these things for a while now. It took me some time to process the fact that my boss was an overage toddler, or really a big baby… I mean, you look ridiculous Pete. I wonder what the guys at work would say? Maybe I should show them some of these photos?” Everyone laughed. “That’s a great idea Brenda!” Mary said, looking at the picture on Brenda’s phone and chuckling. Brenda continued in a very condescending baby talk accent, “Diddums, I got you a present too. You want me to open it for you?” I blushed. I couldn’t believe Steph invited my secretary to the party and now she knew that I was a total freak and was talking to me like a baby! I watched as she opened up a box of cloth folding diapers with large sized diaper pins and handed them to Steph. Steph smiled as she held them up for everyone to see, smirking wickedly at me.

	 

	“Steph told me you were into disposables but I thought all babies should at least have a few cloth diapers too.” She grinned at me, winking. Mary said, “Great idea Brenda! These definitely won’t be mistaken for adult diapers. Aw look, the pins are cute colors! We should get you into one of these Petey!” Steph chimed in, “You know Petey, Brenda and I have been talking. She’s open to the idea of changing you during your lunch break. Of course she would have to be compensated. We’ll talk about that later sweet boy.” Her and Brenda laughed. I couldn’t believe it. My secretary change my diapers? This was definitely going too far!

	 

	As I was pondering the nature of my future at work, Mary introduced me to the mystery person. “Petey, this is Caroline. She’s in her first year of college at State. She’s also an apprentice dominatrix with our local S & M club. She has an interest in learning about AB’s and wanted to come along tonight. We’ve all been talking about…” Steph interrupted Mary, “That’s right Petey. Caroline is going to be your new babysitter!” They all laughed and Caroline looked down at me with one of her evil grins, which I would soon learn to know well. Her look made me weak between my legs and I felt myself let go again, a trickle escaping into my diapers. I felt my legs and arms also go weak looking at her. She was beautiful and deadly looking, her eyes large and mysterious. Long dark blonde hair, pert breasts, lightly made up. She looked utterly hot in her tight jeans and t-shirt. Her presence made me feel small. Something inside of me cringed thinking about her babysitting me. Babysitting me? What the f? Why would I need a babysitter?

	 

	Caroline opened her present for me, giving me a strangely seductive look. I flushed red when I saw the clear yellow plastic romper with short flouncy sleeves, attached bib, and locking top, with the words “baby loves his diapers” and some alphabet blocks on the bib front. I was shaking as she grinned at me with that seductive look and came over to hold it up to me, making a sarcastically evil face like she thought I would look sexy in it, much to the laughter of the rest of the group. She teased me with it, “Oooh baby, this is going to look so hot on you! So manly! What a bull stud you’ll be in this hot yellow plastic suit! All the women will go absolutely crazy for you!” They all bust out laughing even harder. I couldn’t believe this! It was all so dreamlike. Suddenly I realized I was hard. My tiny cock was hard! I was enjoying this humiliation! Is that why I couldn’t just rip off my clothes and stand up like a man? Sitting there in my humiliation as she held up my new baby clothes I peed myself once more. “I’ve got one more for you too baby, although this one is really for Stephanie.” She handed Stephanie her present. Steph laughed as she opened it. “Oh this will be great baby! For when you get out of line!” I almost cried as I saw what she was holding up. A bright pink leather paddle. For spanking me.

	 

	Steph saw me fretting and came over to give me a big hug. “Aw baby. Don’t cry. I saved the best presents for last! Come on everyone! Lets go see what Steve installed today in baby’s new room!” Baby’s new room? What? Wasn’t I going to sleep with Steph anymore? I started to panic. I crawled as the others walked, Mary leading me by my new reins, yanking me along like her dog and we went down the hall. Mary teased me on the way, “Crinkle! Crinkle! Ha ha ha!!” Brenda laughed, “His diapers really are loud, God the crinkling sound is pretty loud, much louder than at work Petey! Oh, and Steph, I think the baby may need a change? Look at how his butt is drooping.” Mary laughed. Steph noticed and said, “wow, you are wet! Much wetter than when you came in! Did you wet yourself while we were opening presents?” My look of shame confirmed it. “Just as I thought. We will have to change those diapers Petey.” I looked up, horrified, hoping that at least I would get a private change. My diapers were starting to feel uncomfortable and clammy, clinging to my wet bum.

	 

	We got to the guest room, or at least what I thought was supposed to be the guest room. I looked up. No. It was painted bright baby blue and there was a large white crib in the corner! I mean a really large white crib, complete with blankets and a very childish mobile above it. It looked slightly strange though. Oh my God. It had bars across the top! It looked more like a cage! What the … ? “Do you like your new bed baby boy?” Steph said laughing. The women were oohing and ahhing sarcastically over the crib, checking it out. Mary lifted the undersheet and said, “Ooh, look ladies, nice touch, plastic undersheets, since we know baby apparently wets the bed now!” What? Steph had told them! She’d told them I was a bedwetter now? I flushed with shame.

	 

	I looked around some more. My changing table had been moved into this room. There was a large chair, which Steph had laid the paddle on. Gulp. That would be my spanking chair I supposed. Steph opened up the changing table to show the ladies my diapers. There were loads of them. She then opened the closet and revealed some of my latest baby outfits. Brenda asked, “Does he always wear baby clothes at home Steph?” Steph answered, “Yes Brenda, he does wear his baby clothes all the time at home now, don’t you sweety? You feel so much safer wafer in your baby clothes don’t you diddums? And of course he hasn’t been out of diapers for over 2 months. Have you baby? You just wuv your diaper wiapers!” She said squeezing my cheeks and talking down to me in baby talk.

	 

	Brenda laughed. “This is just so damned funny.” “Does he play with toys Steph?” She asked looking down at my toy chest. “Oh yes Brenda, its pretty nice really. Don’t need to worry about who gets to watch what on tv anymore. I get to pick all the channels now while he sits and plays. Pretty infantile huh? A grown man playing with toys?” I grimaced, totally embarrassed at Brenda knowing about my toy collection. It was truly pathetic that I had regressed in such a way.

	 

	Just when I thought we might be able to get out of there, Steph announced something to everyone. “Would you all like to see how Baby Petey gets his diapers changed?” They all laughed and clapped their hands, “Yes!” No! Not in front of these people! I bit down hard on my pacifier. This was so humiliating! Steph unhooked my baby reins and then lifted me up and placed me on my changing table. I looked pleadingly at her not to do this. “Oh come on Petey, you do need a change. You’re all wet!” Mary knew what the cuffs were for and suddenly I felt her raise my arms above my head. Brenda laughed, “Wow, he even has baby straps on his table?” “Of course Brenda,” Steph giggled, “so he doesn’t fall off!” Fall off. Ya right. Mary fastened the straps securely, much to my ignored protests. I soon found myself bound on the changing table at the mercy of four dominant women.

	 

	“You know Caroline,” Steph said grinning, “since you’ll be babysitting here soon, do you want to try diapering him?” No! Please no! Caroline grinned an evil grin, “Oh I would love to change the baby’s diapers Steph!” “Why don’t we try one of those new cloth diapers that Brenda got him?” Mary asked. “Great idea Mary!” Steph said and ran off to grab the new diapers. I lay there on the changing pad waiting anxiously, looking up at these three dominant women, fear in my eyes. Mary looked down at me. “God, Petey, you are such a fucking sissy. Way more than I thought you would ever be. It’s just amazing that you would let us even do this to you. Not much of a man any more, are you? Course you never were much of one even before the diapers.” Caroline laughed wickedly and took up a rattle and shook it in my face. “No. He’s just a babesy wabsey huh little baby?” She tickled me, causing me to squirm in embarrassment.

	 

	Steph came back with the cloth diapers. “Here you go Caroline. Have at him.” Caroline looked down at me wickedly as she started to undo the snaps on my baby shorts. “Oh my God. What is this Steph?” She asked looking down at my baby print onesie. She lifted up my shirt to get a better view and all the women laughed more. “Oooh. Pretty satin! Although I wonder if it should be in pink since he’s such a sissy,” Caroline commented, “and what does it say? Happy Birthday Diaper Baby! Babies Love Their Diapers. Oh my God. Steph, you have got this guy more sissified than anyone I have ever seen at our S & M club. Petey takes the sissy prize definitely!” “Ya, he is pretty well trained isn’t he? That’s my baby!” Steph answered.

	 

	Caroline undid the snaps of my satin onesie and then they all had another good laugh at my locking baby print plastic panties. “And locking panties too!” Caroline was wiping tears of laughter from her eyes. Steph handed her the key and she unlocked me. Down came my plastic panties. Brenda remarked, “Wow. He really is wet.” Steph said, “that’s why I’ve decided to keep him in the full sized overnight disposables mostly from now on. He can’t seem to hold it like he used to.” I couldn’t believe how they were all talking like I wasn’t there. I continued to suck my pacifier. I felt somehow safe behind it, like it protected me somehow. I couldn’t remember ever being so embarrassed and also strangely excited at the attention given me by these four dominant women.

	 

	Caroline slowly undid my tapes giving me that teasing seductive look, biting her lip and grinning. Damn. Her look somehow made me hard and then when the diaper came off I had nowhere to hide. Laughter ensued when they all saw how hard I was. Caroline couldn’t help it. “Oh. My. God. No wonder you have him in diapers Steph. I mean, is that even a penis? Look at it!” she said flicking it with her long fingernails. I was so embarrassed. “How big is that thing anyway? God Steph, did you ever have sex with that?” Caroline asked. “Ya, but it wasn’t very good as you can imagine. Petey tried hard to be a man but I mean, what kind of woman could get off on a three inch dick?” “Jeez, it doesn’t even look 3 inches to me Steph,” Brenda commented. “Oh Petey, I think some things are going to be changing around the office, no pun intended.” The women all laughed more. Brenda continued, “Steph told me it might be more appropriate if we start reversing roles a little there. I mean, what kind of boss man has a three inch pee pee and gets off on wearing diapers? Wonder what the others would say huh?” I shuddered at Brenda’s second round of threats, looking at Steph for help. Steph only grinned though. “She’s right sweety. Don’t look at me. I wouldn’t want a tiny dicked diaper-wearing boss either. I mean, what kind of respect could you truly command? Just think about what they would all think!”

	 

	I jerked quickly as I felt Caroline’s quick hand slap the side of my leg. I raised my butt in the air fearfully as Caroline swiftly put a cloth diaper under me. “You know, on second hand maybe we should double diaper him! What do you think ladies?” Caroline asked. A unanimous “Yes!” resounded and then Caroline spanked me again and I was forced up one more time. A second large fluffy cloth diaper went under me. “His wipes and lotion and powder are under there,” Steph said. Caroline reached down for the supplies. She whispered something to Steph. Steph whispered back. They both giggled. What was going on?

	 

	Caroline gave me an evil grin and took out a wipe, wiping me clean. Then she took the lotion and applied a liberal amount to my crotch. Caroline looked me in the eyes with a teasing stare, “Steph tells me you love your diaper changes baby boy, is that right?” I nodded, red faced. What could I do? Then I got the shock of my life. “She tells me you like your little pee pee rubs sometimes when you get changed. Is that right baby?” I nodded, gulping as Caroline started rubbing my penis! “Lets see if we can get this little guy any larger, shall we?” she said wickedly. Oh my God, her hand felt so… so… “Does baby like it when I rub him like that?” Caroline teased. I nodded, biting down hard on my pacifier and pushing into her hand. Oh no. I started to feel it coming. I was so horny. It had been too long. But Caroline was intuitive. She could feel right when I was about to cum. She would pull away and then they would all laugh. “Oh my goodness, little boy. You can’t last very long can you? Your wife needs a real man, not a little baby. You just can’t help it though can you baby? You like this?” Caroline asked. I nodded, pleading for her to finish me. Caroline would stroke me 5 to 10 times and then let off. Soon I had tears in my eyes. “Aw. Baby’s crying! Look girls! He has little tears in his eyes! Wanna cummy baby boy?” I nodded, humping her hand quickly. She pulled off. “Hmmm. Should we let him ladies?” Mary shook her head no. Brenda said, “No, I’m kinda liking him like this. Maybe not.” Steph chimed in, “Nope. Maybe if he’s lucky and is a good boy for us I’ll let him cum in his diapers later.” Caroline then looked down at me, stroking me one last time, “Well baby, guess its not your lucky time.” I thrust hard into her hand and she pulled away laughing. I dry humped the air like I’d done earlier that morning and all the women started cracking up. I was totally red-faced and blue-balled, tears pouring down my cheeks. I sucked my pacifier feverishly.

	 

	Caroline pushed me down and then I felt the powder go on. My legs were lifted and my bum powdered. Then Caroline quickly pulled the diapers up over my crotch pulling them tightly between my legs. The cloth diapers were much thicker and I had a hard time closing my thighs. The other women helped hold me down as I was squirming. Caroline slowly and sweetly held up one pin at a time for me to see it before she expertly pinned the folds shut on my diapers. She looked at me with that sexy look, a diaper pin in her mouth as she folded the last fold and pulled it tight. Taking the pin out of her mouth she winked at me, blowing me a sexy kiss, “Here it goes you sexy man-baby! Ready for your diapers you big dicked stud?” Caroline joked with me in a horribly sarcastic way as she put in the last pin.

	 

	I looked ridiculous. The double diapers spread my legs extra wide. I didn’t know if I could even walk but it didn’t matter, as I knew I would be crawling tonight. Then I felt the plastic panties go up my legs. They just barely fit over the large diapers, making me obscenely huge between the legs. I was still horny and humped into the diapers, making the women laugh more. “Aw baby, didn’t get any relief did he, little man?” Mary teased as she high fived Caroline, who was grinning at me evilly.

	 

	“Great job Caroline,” Steph announced, “I think you’ll be a great sitter for him. You gals hungry? I’m starved. Maybe we should have dinner? They all nodded. Steph released me from the table. Caroline looked over at me. “You know Steph, maybe the baby would look better in his new romper? And it does have a bib, considering we’re eating soon.” “Great idea Caroline! Maybe we can have Steve put him in it?” The girls bust up laughing. Steph stripped me out of all my clothes except for the diapers, plastic panties, and my socks and shoes. “On the floor baby, lets see how your butt looks as you crawl in those double diapers!” Red-faced I began the crawl of shame back down the hall to the cat calls of the women. “Crinkle crinkle!” Brenda joked laughing, “you know this is pretty fun watching my boss crawl in a diaper!”

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 5 – A Spanking to Remember

	 

	 

	 

	 

	As I crawled back into the living room Steve, who had been waiting there, started cracking up. “Oh my God Pete, you are just too much. Those diapers feel good?” Mary gave him a look, “be nice to the baby Steve. I think he wants you to put him in his cute new yellow “man” suit. I looked up at Steve. No way. I wasn’t going to let that asshole do anything with me. I started to make a face at Steph and spat out my pacifier. “I don’t want him touching me,” I said. Steph gave me a look. “Are you questioning your Auntie Mary, Petey?” “Fuck this,” I said. I had had enough. Sometimes the shame and humiliation just got to be too much for me. I tried to get up but it was hard to stand in the huge diaper I was wearing. I started to walk to our room to change. I needed to get out of here. Steph walked in front of me. “Don’t you disobey me mister stinky pants.” I pouted my lip. Steph pointed down. Indicating she wanted me back on my hands and knees. I was shaking. “Now” She commanded. I scowled at her and then all of a sudden my ears were ringing. She slapped me! I scowled again, thinking I could somehow get away. Another slap! Ouch! The girls were giggling. Steve was laughing, “wow, your wife really put you in your place, huh Petey?”

	 

	“I’m going to do more than that Steve, its time this little guy learned his lesson. Caroline? Would you hand me that paddle? Get over here across my lap, now Petey!” Steph went to take the paddle from Caroline and sat in the easy chair. I stood there red faced, a grown man in diapers. Could I do this? I sat there with tears streaking down my face staring at my mommy, who looked utterly hot in her black dress over her dark jeans hitting her paddle against one hand. “I’m waiting Petey. I’ll take that promise you gave me earlier when you promised me anything if I would change your stinky diapers. Otherwise we can do this another way and you’ll wear those double diapers to work for the next month.” Oh no. She mentioned my “stinky” change earlier! I didn’t want the others to know I pooped myself that day earlier. I couldn’t deal with the shame! It was bad enough I was in diapers but to poop them? Mary and Steve had already seen me do that once and the memory was pretty horrible.

	 

	The next thing I knew I was over her lap, my plastic panties were being unlocked and I found my diapers being pulled down to my knees. “Would you mind holding his wrists Caroline please?” Steph asked. “With pleasure,” Caroline responded. I suddenly found my wrists held forward by this young strong woman. The others sat down to watch.

	 

	The first strike stung like crazy. I cried out. “Here, let me help with that horrible crying Steph,” Mary said. Suddenly the pacifier was back in my mouth and Mary was looping a long ribbon through it, tying it to the back of my head. The second blow hit and I started to cry. “Damn, he can’t take much can he?” Steve said, laughing, “what a pussy.” Steph started swatting me with the paddle. It hurt a lot more than her hand and brush, which I was used to. “You know Petey, I was planning on maybe giving you some fun birthday spanks tonight but as you’ve been a bad boy these are really going to hurt. You’re being punished for being such a naughty boy and disobeying your mommy. Are you going to behave the rest of the night Petey? Huh? Tell me!” I nodded my head, crying. Steph gave me a total of 10 hard spanks. I hoped my punishment was over after that, but it got far worse.

	 

	“Ok Mary, its your turn. Since Petey was being rude to all of us, we each get 10 strikes.” They were laughing. “Oh this will be fun,” Mary said. I started to struggle. No! Not all of them. That would be way too embarrassing! Steph lifted me up and Mary slid into place. I found myself down on her lap, smelling her expensive perfume. I found myself suddenly getting hard. Damn! Mary noticed and said, “I think your sub boy likes me Steph!” They both laughed. Then Mary’s brutal assault on my ass began. “I’m a pro sissy boy. Get ready.” The first strike was intense, at least twice as hard as Steph had hit me. By round five I was crying into my pacifier loudly and they were all laughing. I was near delirious by the time she finished.

	 

	“Ok Brenda your turn.” Steph said. No way. Not Brenda! No! When Brenda slid under me she laughed. “I can’t believe that I’m getting a chance to spank my diapered boss. Not so bossy now are you big guy? I’ve never done this before but I think I’m going to enjoy it. Ready?” I shook my head no. Then her hand came down. Ouch! She hit pretty good! “I think he’s still hard girls!” Brenda giggled, noticing my tiny erection. I couldn’t help it. Being spanked by my own secretary really did something to me. She went really slow. I started to rub my penis against her leg and then she grabbed me by the hair. “I wouldn’t do that if I were you bossy boy.” Caroline let go of my arms and stepped in. “Here, let me tease him a little.” Suddenly I felt Caroline’s hand on my penis giving me slight strokes as I got spanked by Brenda. I couldn’t believe it. Caroline brought her teasing sexy face right up next to mine as she stroked me masterfully. I was totally hard, all three inches of me. I began to thrust into Caroline’s hand, feeling a mix of pleasure and pain at Caroline and Brenda’s hands. They were giggling. “Baby likes it doesn’t he!” Caroline teased. I would hump her hand forward, feeling her cool lovely hand and then felt another strike hit me hard, crying out. It made me delirious and frenetic to cum. Caroline reached to the base of my tiny balls and milked my tiny penis from the base. My eyes rolled back into my head. Just as I was about to cum Brenda hit the 10th strike. I gasped and tried to thrust forward and suddenly Caroline released her hand again. I cried out in agony. No! Please!

	 

	Caroline laughed wickedly as she quickly traded places with Brenda. Brenda now held down my arms as Caroline got into place. Something about this didn’t feel good. Caroline untied my pacifier and pulled it out. “I want to hear you say something every time I smack your ass ok sissy boy? Nod if you understand.” I nodded, gulping. “Say I love my diapers nice and loud so every one can hear ok?” I gulped again and nodded.

	 

	Smack! “I love my diapers,” I squeaked. “Not loud enough! That one doesn’t count.” Caroline announced. They were all laughing. No!

	 

	Smack! Ouch! She hit hard! “I love my diapers!” I cried a little louder. “Not loud enough sissy. I want the neighbors to hear you scream it! Otherwise we keep going ok?” Damn, Caroline was wicked.

	 

	Smack! “I LOVE MY DIAPERS!” I screamed at the top of my lungs. “I know you do sissy. Why else would you let your wife diaper you?” Caroline mocked me.

	 

	Smack! “I LOVE MY DIAPERS!” I screamed again. “Yep, pretty pathetic, dude, you are a grown man who wear diapers. Diapers.”

	 

	Smack! “I LOVE MY DIAPERS!” I shouted again, almost in tears. “Yep, and apparently your wife hasn’t given you any release outside of those diapers for the past 2 months isn’t that right sissy?” I nodded with shame. They all laughed.

	 

	Smack! “I LOVE MY DIAPERS!” I shouted again. “Big babies like you who have tiny dicks belong in diapers don’t they? Tell me sissy don’t they?” I nodded. “Say it. Say why you have to wear diapers for us.” Humiliated I started to stammer, “because I’m a big baby and I have a… a… tiny dick.” “That’s right, sissy, you do have a tiny dick. I can’t think of one woman who would want that inside of her!”

	 

	Smack! “I LOVE MY DIAPERS!” I shouted, nearly choking with sobs. Caroline hit so damn hard! “And what do you like to do in your diapers besides make little cummies huh baby? Steph and Brenda told me what you did in your diapers earlier today. What was that Petey? Tell us.” I was totally shame faced. I couldn’t tell her. Please no… “Tell us or I’ll spank you 50 more times myself and trust me it won’t feel nice…” Caroline demanded. I broke down and confessed, “I… I… p… pooped in my diapers.” They all laughed. Brenda said, “Ya, he was pretty stinky today. I’m glad he hid in his office. Hey wait Caroline. Listen to this. I recorded him on my cell phone. He didn’t know the intercom was on when he called Steph today. Steph?” Steph nodded, laughing. “Here listen… Uh, mommy? Yes sweety? I uh, I really have to go, you know… What sweety? I have to go, uh you know, uh poo. Aw, baby has to go poopy? Well good thing we have those extra thick diapers on you today then isn’t it sweety?.... and then here’s the next bit when he actually did go poo! Listen up… Hello sweety? Why are you calling again? Steph. Please. I just. I just… I just… You just what baby? I just pooped myself. Please come change me. Please!” They all started cracking up hysterically. Brenda rewound and played one section over and over on a loop “I just pooped myself. I just pooped myself. I just pooped myself.” Mary was on the floor in hysterics. Steph said, “I shouldn’t have changed you. I should have made you wear your poopy diaper the rest of the day! God that was a filthy change, you gals should have seen it.”

	 

	“Glad I didn’t,” Caroline said, “A grown man. Pooping in diapers. What kind of man shits himself? What’s the matter sissy? Can’t control your bowels? Maybe we should call you stinky pants? How about that? Should we call you stinky diaper boy?” I shook my head no. I was getting really uncomfortable now on her lap. “Hmm.. Well you sure seem like a stinky poopy boy. Ok, we have five to go. Ready?”

	 

	Smack! “I LOVE MY DIAPERS!” I screamed out. “Yes, you do baby boy and you will be in them the rest of your life apparently since you can’t seem to control your bladder and bowels and love to dress like a baby.”

	 

	Smack! “I LOVE MY DIAPERS!” I screamed. I was bawling now. “Crybabies like you Petey belong in diapers. Ok pamper boy here comes another!”

	 

	Smack! “I LOVE MY DIAPERS!” I screamed, tears pouring down my face. “Tell me Petey, are you a man?” I nodded. “Wrong answer.” Smack! “That one doesn’t count. Tell me again. Are you a man?” I shook my head no. “Answer me.” “No.” I stated glumly, choking with sobs. “What are you then?” Crying, I answered, “A baby.” “Is that why you wear diapers baby boy?” I nodded. “Good boy.” She giggled.

	 

	Smack! “I LOVE MY DIAPERS!” “Tell me baby boy, why do you think Steph is going to hire me as your babysitter?” I shook my head, not understanding. “Oh the baby isn’t smart enough to get it. Let me ask this in another way. Since you’ve just admitted you are not a man, do you think you have what it takes to satisfy her sexually?” I thought about it, and lay there helpless. I didn’t know what to say. “That’s why baby. That’s why. She is going to start seeing other men to get the real dick. Yours just doesn’t satisfy. Besides, who wants to sleep with a dude in diapers anyway?” They all cracked up and Steph grinned at me. What? Another man with Steph? NO!!!

	 

	Smack! “I LOVE MY DIAPERS!” “That was your last one baby boy. Now for the final question. Where are you going to be sleeping at night when your mommy is out fucking a real man?” I was bawling. Choking out small sobs I stammered, “my crib.” “That’s right baby, your crib. And Auntie Caroline will be over to diaper you.” She pushed me off of her and I fell to the floor in a lump. She high fived Mary again as she got up and the two of them started cracking up.

	 

	I lay there bawling while the ladies laughed at me. Mary said, “Well, guess who’s turn it is now baby?” I looked up, teary eyed at Steph, pleading no. Steph grinned at me, “It’s only fair we give Steve a turn darling.” Mary said, “You know, I think we should make this more interesting. You know baby, my slave Steve here has a horse’s cock. He’s my slave too but I use him as a proper man. You want to see what a horse cock looks like baby?” I shook my head in despair as I saw Mary signal over to Steve. He began to unbuckle his pants, revealing his thick package underneath his tighty whiteys. No way. No! I lay there in a pool of tears as I saw him take it out. It was…

	 

	It was huge. Oh my God. Steve did have a horse cock. My manhood, well, whatever I thought of my manhood, which was very little, was suddenly shattered. If Steve was a slave to Mary, then what kind of slave was I to Steph? Caroline came over and pulled me up so I was upright on my knees. “Lets compare sizes!” She pushed me closer to Steve and I knee-waddled over, encumbered by the thick diapers still pinning my thighs together at the knee. My little cock still unfortunately stood out straight, much to my embarrassment. Why was I still hard? “Look ladies, the baby is still hard! Does the sight of a real man’s cock get you excited baby?” Caroline mocked. My head was hung in total shame. “Look! Steve’s cock flaccid is still at least 3 times the size of baby dick’s hard! Bwahhhaaahaaahhaaa!!!!!” The ladies bust up laughing, Brenda almost in tears.

	 

	“Ok Steve, you can spank him now. Just your underwear on please. I think the ladies are getting a little excitement here finally. Obviously there is only one adult man in the room here.” Mary said. Steve grumbled, pulling up his underpants and shucking off his jeans, obviously not wanting to even touch me. He gruffly pulled me shaking like a total sissy into his lap. I could smell his manly aftershave and deep man scent. It was a total contrast to my powdered, lotioned, babified smell. He was strong. I could feel his manhood under his shorts and being that close to it made me feel even smaller, like it was alive with a power that I would never have.

	 

	Steve pinned both my arms behind his back with just one of his powerful hands and soon was bare-hand spanking me furiously. “You are such.” Whack! “A fucking” Whack! Oh my God his hand hurt more than the others combined. The tears were flowing down my face. “Sissy!” Whack! I was struggling hard, trying to escape. His hand hurt like total hell. I cried out for him to please stop. “Fucking sissy! I’m gonna make your ass redder than its ever been!” He was intense. He lost count of the ten he was supposed to give me I think. I went delirious in the head. And then suddenly one of the most embarrassing events of the night occurred…

	 

	I started peeing. I think I was so scared that I just lost control of my bladder. Or was it that I had just truly lost control? I don’t know. All I knew then was that I felt myself voiding. All over his legs. The ladies were hysterical. It only made Steve madder. “What the FUCK sissy! You are so dead meat now!” Suddenly the blows increased and I was full on bawling like a total child as the blows rained down on my poor, sore aching bottom. I kept peeing, totally frightened of this monstrous man.

	 

	All of the women were rolling on the floor at this point and Steve finally released me, right into my own pool of piss. My face was totally red with tears of embarrassment, humiliation, and pain. Steph, still laughing, came over to pull me out of the pool. “Aw, poor baby had an accident didn’t he? Normally baby I would punish you for this but I think you’ve had enough already.” She held me for a moment, putting the pacifier back into my trembling mouth. I cried into her arms for a few minutes. Brenda got her a towel and they towel dried me. Still crying, I felt someone pull my diapers back up. Thankfully the dreaded plastic pants were pulled off. But why?

	 

	As I started calming down with the help of my pacifier, Steph turned me around towards Steve, who was now holding out my obscene plastic onesie that Caroline had given me. He was holding it out for me. I gulped as Steph told me to thank Steve and also apologize to him for peeing on him. Apologize! The man had brutally spanked me! My voice trembling I blurted out, “thhhhh… thh… thank you Stttt…Steve forrr… forrr…for spanking mmmme… I’m sssso…sssoorryy for pppeeeing on you!” Steve gave me a disgusted look and wiped his legs off with the towel. Mary was grinning. Steph continued, “Now ask him politely to put on your new onsie that Caroline so graciously gave you for your birthday sweety.” No. But this evening couldn’t get any worse could it? I felt another trickle escape into my diapers.

	 

	“Pllease, ppp put mm my onesie on me Sttteve…” I choked out with tears in my eyes. Steve grinned down at me, “Damn, I’ve never seen anyone as sissyish as you Pete.” Steph laid me down on the floor and then Steve came over to me with the onside and I felt his strong hands start to pull the plastic onesie up. This onesie didn’t have crotch snaps. As soon as my arms were through it I suddenly realized why the plastic pants hadn’t gone back on. I heard a lock click behind my neck and realized that Steph had now locked me into this horrible baby suit! It felt strangely comfortable but ultra humiliating. The plastic crinkled loudly. They made me kneel before all of them and I heard the sounds of several pictures being taken. “Aw, isn’t that cute,” Caroline sneered. Brenda was in hysterics, laughing. I looked down. Mary looked at me, “Aw, Baby Loves His Diapers! And I love the attached bib. But the poofy plastic sleeves are definitely the best part. You should dress him feminine more often Steph, considering he’s not a man.” Steph just laughed and said it was time for dinner.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 6 – Dinnertime

	 

	 

	 

	 

	My bum was far more sore than I had ever remembered, red heat trapped in the thick folds of my diapers. My large diapered butt swung from side to side and I crinkled loudly as I crawled. I was embarrassed more than ever wearing this ridiculous new plastic romper, following the women on my hands and knees to the dining room. Of course, Mary had not forgotten my reins. She had insisted putting them on me again before we left the living room and so I found myself as her dog once again, her yanking on the “leash” at the end of the reins, making me heel like her babified pet. I sucked my pacifier frantically, trying not to panic. But then I about fainted when I saw what was there for me in the dining room.

	 

	“Look baby! Its another present!” Steph exclaimed with joy. No. Just when I thought this evening couldn’t get any worse? What was waiting for me at the table? A large adult sized high chair complete with babyish plastic tray! “Oh my God, Steph, this is too damn funny!” Brenda exclaimed, “and just perfect for him! Come on baby, come get into your chair!” They were all giggling. Embarrassed, I let Brenda help me into my chair and then felt the tray click into place at my chest. I was horrified though as suddenly I realized what else the reins were good for. Caroline was securing them to the back of the chair! I was trapped in the chair! More pictures were taken. It was my birthday dinner and I was sitting in a high chair! Something told me I wouldn’t be getting any steak tonight. And to make things worse, my poor bum couldn’t take sitting down. It was incredibly sensitive after that awful spanking I had just received.

	 

	All the women started sitting down and Steve, grumbling started serving the food from the kitchen. Apparently he had been preparing some food for us while I had been getting my diaper change earlier. A nice table was set and the ladies were poured an excellent looking red wine. Steve grinned as he handed me another bottle of juice. Juice! On my birthday! And they got wine!

	 

	The first course of salad was served and the ladies ate and talked about various subjects, almost ignoring me for a while. I clumsily tried to suck on my juice through the bottle nipple. It was extremely difficult to hold the bottle with my mittened hands. The ladies laughed at my attempts. “Just like a real baby huh Petey,” Steph exclaimed grinning, “I love those mittens that Mary gave you. I think you’ll be wearing them often.” No! I hated them! I couldn’t hold any thing properly…

	 

	My stomach was grumbling and my mouth was watering watching them eat real food. Steve served me up a small bowl of berries. How would I eat this? I tried picking up a spoon with two mittened hands and could barely hold the spoon, much less get it to my face. Brenda grinned at me as my face quickly became a disgusting berry mess. The front of my bib was splattered with food. More of it was on my onesie than in my mouth. I started to tear up. “Aw baby, let me help you,” Steph said and started spoon-feeding me some of the berries. It was totally humiliating being spoon-fed by my own wife in front of these women! And to top it off they took more pictures of me!

	 

	The worst part was when the steak came. Steph knew I liked steak but never let me have it any more. I had to endure watching these women eat the most mouth-watering steak while Steve brought me 2 large bowls of baby food! Apples and pears! Pureed carrots and spinach! Sobbing, I tried to eat again with my spoon. Steph wasn’t helping as she was devouring her steak. Soon most of the pureed vegetables and fruit were all over my face, bib, onesie and the floor. The women took no notice of me again, absorbed in some conversation about the local S & M scene, which Brenda was now considering getting into also. Steve ate in the kitchen, enjoying a nice whiskey.

	 

	I tried to wash down what little food I had eaten with my juice and then cried out when my bottle dropped to the floor. I started crying. “Oh baby, stop it! It’s ok. Here,” Steph said holding the bottle to my mouth. I sucked for all I was worth, trying to get a drink before she took it away. I heard another picture being taken and then the women were laughing at me again. I must have looked like a total baby, with food covering me and me sucking from a bottle.

	 

	I felt myself let go again, wetting myself. These cloth diapers felt strange. They didn’t absorb pee in the same way. I felt really damp, much wetter than with the disposables. My sore bum started to burn more with the dampness of my pee, pooling all around it. These diapers felt wet and heavy and I didn’t feel so comfortable, totally covered in food.

	 

	Finally it was time for dessert. Steph cleaned my face up with a wet rag and wiped down my “clothes” a little bit, also wiping my tray. Then the lights went dark. I got a little scared. Then Brenda came in with a birthday cake. One candle was on top. The all started singing happy birthday. “Happy Birthday Dear Baby Petey!” They all sang. Finally when they were finished the cake was set down on my tray in front of me. I went red faced as I looked down at the cake. It had a diaper decoration on it and in big letters it said, “Happy First Birthday Diaper Boy!” “Make a wish baby!” Steph said. I thought about it. I just wanted this night to be over. I was exhausted. I blew. The candle went out. The lights went back on. Everyone cheered with mocking baby voices, clapping their hands. “Clap for us baby!” Caroline shouted. Steph looked at me like I had better obey and so I started clapping my mittens together like a total baby, looking utterly ridiculous as more pictures were taken.

	 

	The cake was cut and passed around and then the women watched as I made another total mess of myself trying to eat the cake. By the time I was done, I was once again covered in food, this time with frosting and cake bits. Steph cleaned me up with another wet rag. She announced to the group, “well baby is looking really tired. I think we should get him down for bed. Its already past his bed time.” Bed-time? I mean I was tired. Tired of all this! But my bedtime! I looked over at the clock. It was only 7:20! “When is his bed time Steph?” Brenda grinned. “Well, I think we are going to start shooting for 6:30. It’s definitely past baby’s bedtime. I’m going to go tuck him in and then we can all have a few more drinks. Do you want to say goodnight to everyone baby?” Steph started to undo my rein bindings from the back of my chair and let me down, instructing me to sit on the floor while the women came over to me to say goodnight.

	 

	I felt embarrassed as Mary came over to me and said goodnight in baby talk, putting my pacifier back into my mouth, “Goodnight widdle baby! Had a fun time wichoo! Hope you don’t wake up too wet tomorrow!” She laughed. Brenda came over to me and looked down at me grinning, “I’ve got to say Petey, this definitely changes our working relationship. I mean, I’m never, and I mean never, going to be able to look at you the same again. See you at work! Nite baby!” Her giggling face left me totally embarrassed. I couldn’t say a thing but just sucked my pacifier and stared at her with worried eyes. The last over was Caroline (Steve didn’t really give a shit about me and had gone into the kitchen to clean up). Caroline looked down at me and said, “looking forward to babysitting. Its been awhile since I’ve done that and I’ve got to say that you are a bigger baby than any other that I’ve sat, including all the real ones. You take the cake. That onesie definitely suits you. Night night sissy-pants. Enjoy sleeping in that crib…” She sneered at me, causing me to wet myself again in fear. She definitely scared me a little. I was glad when Steph said she’d be right back to the party after tucking me in and took me by the reins, leading me down the hall.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 7 – Bedtime For Baby

	 

	 

	 

	 

	“Mommy” led me away with my baby reins from from the table, making me crawl back to my “new room”. “I think I like these new reins baby! Its fun leading you around on a leash!” Steph teased. It felt totally humiliating with Steph guiding me along. The straps held me tight and closely under her control.

	 

	We stopped at the bathroom and then I had to endure the humiliation of Steph wiping me off with a hot wet cloth. I was still totally dirty with food. “You sure make a mess baby. Did you enjoy your birthday baby?” She asked. I nodded. “I thought so. You did really well baby. Here, let me wipe that frosting off your nose and cheeks. Good boy. Now lets brush baby’s teeth ok?” Steph made me open my mouth and started brushing my teeth. It was embarrassing not even being able to take care of my basic functions tonight. “Steph, uh mommy? Can I take off these gloves now?” I asked. Steph gave me a look. “No, baby you cannot. I want you to have them on all night so you don’t fiddle with your diapers. And don’t ask me again.” I looked down glumly. “Cheer up baby, Mommy still has one more present for you ok?

	 

	I crawled into my new room with Steph over me holding my reins. I stared up at my new bed that I would be sleeping in for some time to come with a sense of dread. I was going to be sleeping in a cage! “Baby excited about his new bed?” Steph asked. I nodded, but I knew that I would miss sleeping with my mommy tonight. I felt Steph unlock first my reins and then my new onesie and she slowly pulled it off of me, revealing the wet state of my bulky diapers. Steph snapped her fingers pointing to the table. “Lets get you changed baby. Your diapers are very wet. They’re drooping pretty bad. C’mon. Upsy baby!” I climbed up onto the table, reflecting over my long day. It had been one of the most humiliating of my life. Strangely though, I found myself comfortable with my new lot in life. My new life in diapers. It felt right somehow though, even with all of the humiliation, being Steph’s sub and wearing diapers 24/7. I didn’t really feel much like a man anymore. How could I?

	 

	Steph looked down at me with strange eyes of love. Her kind of love was definitely not the usual! She tickled me. “Coochie coo baby boo!” she teased. I squirmed, smiling for the first time that night under her sweet hands. “I bet baby wants a little last present this evening doesn’t he? Something to help him sleep better?” I nodded, sucking on a new pacifier, which she had just placed in my mouth. “Ok sweety, let’s get you out of that wet diaper first ok diddums?” I nodded, contentedly sucking. I didn’t even complain when she took my mittened hands and bound them as usual over my head.

	 

	My diaper pins were removed. I was soaked. “We’ll save these cloth diapers for special occasions. I’m not much one for doing diaper laundry baby. Maybe I’ll make you do that. How humiliating for you, washing your own diapers huh baby?Besides, “ she said, squeezing my cheeks and making a face, “I know my diddums loves his disposables doesn’t he?” I flushed with embarrassment and nodded, sucking loudly. My wet diaper came off and Steph set it aside. It was soaked. Steph cleaned me up with some wipes and then lifted my legs up, exposing my red bum. “Ooh baby, we really did a number on you today didn’t we? Poor baby! I don’t know how you managed to sit down tonight after that spanking!” I didn’t either. “Here baby, let me rub some cream into that bum bum. Maybe that will teach you to obey mommy more next time won’t it?” I nodded my head, submitting to my mommy.

	 

	Steph took out one of the new large disposables, unfolding it, lifting me up and placing it under me. “Well baby, even though you were a bad boy tonight, mommy is still going to give you that nice birthday present I promised. You Ready?” I nodded, excitedly. Grinning, Steph squeezed some baby lotion in her hand and started to stroke me. I cooed into my pacifier, enjoying the lovely feeling of her masterful hand. The scent of the baby lotion drove me crazy now, as I always associated it with my “creamies”. My eyes rolled back as I delighted in her stroking. “Baby just loves his diaper changes doesn’t he?” she laughed. I nodded. “Good boy. I bet you’d like something else tonight too wouldn’t you baby?” she said, pulling aside the front of her dress revealing her beautiful breasts, covered by her red satin and lace bra. My little penis got even stiffer once I saw her breasts, what she wanted me to call her “boobies”. “Baby see something he likes? Wanna nurse little baby? Wanna nursy nursy from mommy’s boobies baby boy?” I nodded quickly, gasping into the plastic pacifier, drool coming out and down across my chin.

	 

	“Aw, baby’s drooling for mommy! How cute! Ok baby, spit it out, come to mommy!” She undid her bra from the front snap and her boobies popped out, making me almost lose it right there. She knew and slowed down her stroking. I latched on to her left booby and started sucking like a proper infant. I suckled hard, moaning with pleasure and she increased her stroking. “That’s it baby, you nurse on mommy’s boobies. That’s it. You’ve had a hard day.”

	 

	I suckled her for about 10 minutes, starting to feel calmer and calmer. I loved it when she let me “feed” on her breasts, especially before bed. It calmed me so much. And I was really excited too. My little penis was about to explode. Steph could tell and started to increase her stroking. I moaned with pleasure, sucking her harder and faster and then I felt it. I lost it completely and cried out into her boobies as spurt after spurt shot out of my tiny cock onto my belly. Steph laughed with pleasure as my whole body spasmed, releasing my load all over. “Oooh. Baby made a mess didn’t he? Time to clean you up baby boy!”

	 

	Steph pulled away and I started crying out, not wanting her boobies to go bye bye. I felt a tear go down my cheek as she tucked her boobies back into her bra. I suddenly realized I had lost my libido but I didn’t even care as I felt her lovingly wipe and powder me and then pull the diaper up tightly over my crotch and now flaccid penis. I felt the tapes go on tight and secure and I was once again in diapers. I didn’t even complain as Steph pulled a fresh pair of plastic panties up over my diapers. I was grateful they weren’t the locking kind. I knew I wouldn’t be taking them off anyway. Otherwise I might wake up with a very wet bed, which I knew I would have when Steph next brought my baby bottle full of water up to my lips right then. ”Drink up baby, I want baby’s diapers all nice and squishy wet tomorrow for momma ok diddums?” I blushed, sucking down the water through the large nipple. Steph smiled at me as I dutifully finished the bottle, handing me a second one.

	 

	Steph unlocked me and let me down after I finished my second bottle. My tummy was already gurgling and I knew I would wet soon. I climbed a stool and rolled over the bars of my crib. It felt funny being in a crib again. I felt really like the baby that I truly was. I stuck my face up against the bars, my useless mittened hands trying to hold them but finding no purchase. Steph guided me to lie down and covered me up with a large fuzzy blanket, and then handed me a stuffed animal, which I sometimes used. I couldn’t hold it very well… Steph placed my pacifier back into my mouth, tying it in place with a ribbon, and I started sucking. I looked up just as Steph closed the barred lid and then secured a lock. I was caged in my crib! My face flushed a little bit with embarrassment but I was tired. Steph blew me a kiss, looking down at me smiling. “Good night baby boy.” I cooed to her and she went to the door and closed it after turning out the light. I was glad she left the night light on.

	 

	I lay there, listening to the laughter outside, the party continuing without me. Some part of me didn’t even mind that I had to go to bed early tonight. In nights to come I definitely would regret the fact that I was forced to go to bed so early. My late nights were now a thing of the past. But tonight, even through all of the humiliation, I felt safe in my new crib, in a fresh diaper, and sucking on my pacifier, clutching my stuffed animal, with a cozy blanky over me. I fell fast asleep, dreaming of dominant women and diaper changes.
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	My New Life in Diapers – Book 1 The Beginning

	 

	Learn about how Baby Petey started this whole lifestyle with his dominant wife Stephanie.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	More Volumes of My New Life in Diapers coming soon!

	 

	 

	 

	The Babysitter

	 

	- Baby Petey is in trouble when Caroline comes to babysit and his wife decides she might need a real man for her pleasure

	 

	 

	 

	Baby’s “Business” Trip

	 

	-Baby Petey has to go out of town on business. His secretary Brenda comes along with much advice on what babies need from Mary and Steph. Petey will find that the old roles are not quite what they were in this business relationship.

	 

	 

	 

	Baby Bondage Games

	 

	-Mary teaches Steph some more devious ways to humiliate baby after she installs a new playpen in their basement. She has many wicked plans up her sleeve to make Steph bring out her inner dominatrix with Baby Petey.

	 

	 

	 

	Potty Training

	 

	-Baby Petey tries to get out of diapers and Steph leads him on a new journey of big boy potty training. Can Petey really get out of diapers?

	 

	 

	 

	Baby on Film

	 

	- The women decide to start filming Baby Petey and pretty soon he finds himself a new adult baby internet film star, taking his humiliation to whole new levels.
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