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	Chapter 1 – Dreams of Manhood Shattered, A Very Messy Morning

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I was a strong man, virile and muscular, in my stylish suit drinking a fine cocktail. I had 4 gorgeous women around me at the bar and we were laughing. The women were fawning over me. One of them was noting how she loved my large cock and couldn’t wait for me to take them all upstairs. I smiled, like the cavalier I was, knowing I would soon be bedding all of these lovely ladies. Ah the taste of drink and the sight of pretty women. I was a man. Yes a man.

	 

	Then all of a sudden something began to feel different. I began to feel my cock shrink. It felt like my balls were shriveling up. Wait a minute! What was happening? No! No! I suddenly felt a large wet spot appear on the front of my trousers. I was peeing myself! The women started laughing at me and pointing at my crotch. Wait! No! I wasn’t wearing trousers! I was wearing… No! I suddenly started crying. What was that gagging me? Something plastic and large… I smelt the smell of baby powder and heard a large crinkling sound echoing through the bar. What was that feel of plastic? Why were the beautiful women suddenly laughing at me? I felt myself growing smaller. Smaller. They were laughing at me. I felt damp and soaked between my legs. It felt like I had something large and bulky around my hips. Crinkly plastic. I was wearing… I was wearing…

	 

	I awoke to the realization that I was peeing into a thick diaper. I suddenly remembered my recent attempts at control and clamped down hard to stop it, just barely making it, but ashamed at the fact that I was now a little wet. The trapped heat of the plastic onesie covering my torso, hips and bulky butt emphasized even further my babyish condition. A thick line of drool trailed out of my mouth and down my chin, covering my large adult sized pacifier, which was held in place by a strong piece of ribbon. I recalled my dream, suddenly wishing that it could have continued. And one of the worst parts about coming out of the dream? I remembered. I didn’t have a large cock. On the contrary, it was quite small.

	 

	Anyway, I was lying in bed (my crib) that Saturday morning. I looked down at myself. My hands were bound in lockable mittens and my totally shaved body was covered in this utterly ridiculous baby print plastic onesie, which was obscenely bulging at the hips and butt due to the presence of my very large overnight sized adult disposable diapers. Steph kept me in very large diapers all the time now. In the early days she had let me get away with discrete smaller diapers a lot of the time. No longer. She loved how the larger ones seemed more baby-like and made me waddle like a true toddler. I couldn’t even hardly remember at this point what it was like to not have a little waddle to my walk. I could never close my legs with these damned large diapers!

	 

	Sucking on my pacifier, I looked up through the bars of my crib. Most cribs wouldn’t have had a locking barred top on them. Mine did, given that my wife was a seriously dominant kinky type who had enjoyed babifying me, and keeping me in diapers for the past 6 months.

	 

	The sound of the crinkling plastic sheet under me as well as the loud diaper crinkle brought to sharp intense awareness the state of my new life. I couldn’t escape it. The strong smell of baby powder and lotion permeated my room and of course myself. I smelled just like a real baby.

	 

	I fought to control releasing further into my diaper. I did have to pee horribly. Especially since Steph always made me drink so much water the night before to get me to go in my sleep. It had been like a game lately. Steph didn’t let up on my baby treatment, loving to live the life of a dom/sub relationship 24/7. Which meant I hadn’t even been able to use a toilet for 6 months! That in itself was quite an adjustment. My bladder had started getting lazy at about month 2 and at that time when I realized I was headed down the road of bedwetting, I decided to attempt to regain control. So somewhere about a month or two back I started to work like crazy to regain my control, as I was desperately afraid of growing permanently incontinent. It had worked a little bit, I had control a lot of the time but evenings were still a little spotty, since I always went to bed with a tummy full of water. Steph didn’t like it when she found out I was dry in the morning. She saw that my attempt at asserting some sort of control and she decided that if punishment wouldn’t work she would try a different tactic. Her goal was for me to be totally and completely bladder and bowel incontinent. She wanted to strip me of one of the few functions that distinguished an adult from a baby.

	 

	To further that end, today Steph was taking me to a doctor she knew, someone from the S & M community who wanted to try some “experiments” on me and see if she could get me “loosened up”. I shuddered to think what that meant and tried to think about other things.

	 

	Why did I let her do this to me? Why was I in diapers? Good question. I had fallen prey some how to the initial desire about 6 months ago when she had brought up the topic of different kinks. Something about it at the time had turned me on in this strange way. And then when we started living this life, somehow… Somehow (I’m so embarrassed to admit it), I really liked it! Somehow, the intense humiliation turned me on. Somehow I began to actually like the feeling of diapers, as embarrassed as I was to admit it. It didn’t help that Steph had masturbated me into them quite a bit during the early days, conditioning me intensely to associate sexual pleasure with them. But it was also really mixed for me. Part of me, that part that I considered the “man” in me, hated it and felt ashamed that my desires were so odd, that I could actually let my wife take away my manhood, strip me of my boxers and bring me back to a life of diapers and even forced babyhood. It was the “man” who had decided that if I was going to wear diapers and enjoy them that I didn’t have to become a total baby and use them for their intended purpose all the time. Well, that part was hard, given that I was wearing them 24/7. Steph loved to enjoy watching me lose that battle, because honestly I didn’t have a choice about where I went to the bathroom. It was in my diapers or hold it. Lately I had decided to hold it a lot to prove I could still be a man of sorts. The “man” fought it but deep down I felt like the diapers were winning and with the continued wearing of the diapers on a daily basis for the last six months I felt my resistance slowly waning. A large part of me was getting used to them, liking them a lot, and starting to really adapt to this life. It was hard for me to admit that to myself. Steph knew this and continued to work on conditioning me. My diaper fetish and adult baby desires were getting stronger under her masterful attention. I was really starting to not feel much like an adult anymore. Not only was I attached to wearing diapers, I was extremely attached to my pacifier and I was actually starting to like playing with toys again.

	 

	Nevertheless, sometimes the “man” in me still tried to rebel. It was usually when I had some sort of sexual release (which was always in my diapers now, or when I was getting changed). Steph realized this pattern and had really cut down on my “creamies” in order to keep my sexual intensity heightened. She didn’t even need to keep me in something like a chastity device as she knew when I cheated and had masturbated, because my desire for babying diminished intensely. At these times I would be punished severely or humiliatingly teased back into my diapers.

	 

	For example, sometime about a month or so back, I had fought with Steph. It had occurred after she had masturbated me into my diapers and had really teased me mercilessly about having to wear diapers to achieve orgasm. I actually stood up (from crawling), ripped my diaper off, and screamed at her that I couldn’t take it anymore. Well, that didn’t last long. It didn’t take long before I was over her knee getting the spanking of my life and before I knew it, she had teased my cock back to life with baby lotion, using her seductive “motherly” ways to get me to admit that I really did want to be in diapers. Within minutes of that, I was back on the diaper changing table begging to be changed. She really drew it out too and I was almost in tears begging her, much to her joy. To make it worse, she strapped me down and made me endure a deeper humiliation by slowly diapering me and then stroking me off again! Deep shame hit me full tilt as she laughingly brought me to release for the second time that day right into my diapers, knowing that I would really want to be out of diapers afterwards. Once I had cum that second time the humiliation ran twice as deep and she enjoyed sitting in the chair and teasing me, as I lay there tied up on the table with cum filled diapers, unable to move, and completely spent and wanting to get out. She left me there for several hours until my libido had built up again and I had pleaded like a child, promising her that I would be a good baby for her, that I really did want to wear my diapers. Oh, how crazy it all was!

	 

	After that incident, Steph had really started to work on me and my conditioning. She was pretty obsessed with it and I think it really turned her on to watch my defenses break down slowly. To make my life even more babyish, I wasn’t allowed to stay up past 6:30, I couldn’t watch movies unless they were G rated, all of my adult books and items were thrown away, I was only allowed to eat baby food or “kid’s menu” items if I was lucky, and slowly I found my adult life being stripped from me. Sex was a thing of the past. However, she did love to tease me with it constantly. She would sometimes play with herself around me. Humiliating me turned her on fiercely and made her extremely wet, which in turn got me going (in my diapers if I was lucky). And then there was my favorite, my “feedings”. I craved “booby time”, where I was allowed every night (and more sometimes) to suckle Steph’s beautiful boobies (I can’t even call them breasts anymore or she will punish me). It brought me a strange comfort and sometimes she even let me have my baby creamies in my diapers while I sucked on her boobies. I never considered myself much of a breast, er boobie man before but after the last few months I am a convert. Steph’s boobies are on my mind almost constantly as it is one of the few places I can find somewhat “normal” sexual relief. Well, ok, maybe it isn’t that “normal” for an adult to be in diapers and suck his wife/mommy’s boobies, but it was great for me!

	 

	And this morning was Saturday. I knew Steph wouldn’t be up for awhile. I always woke up early as my bedtime was so early. Steph had stayed up last night with her friends though. I had been forced to listen to their loud talking and music. The “adult” sounds of drinking and dining and having a good time. While I had sucked on my pacifier in my crib, trying to get to sleep. Steph loved to humiliate me like that, to make me the “little kid” that had to go to bed. Sometimes while I lay in my crib the “man” in me would try to think of as many adult thoughts as possible, to try to override my deep conditioning, which I both loved and hated. I just worried about falling down that rabbit hole and not being able to come back to full adulthood someday. Would I ever be coming back? I was sleeping in a crib and hadn’t worn any underwear other than diapers for half a year!

	 

	Now it was early morning and something pulled me from my attempt at adult thoughts. I started to feel that feeling of needing to go number 2. I didn’t want to wake Steph as I knew she might get mad. I had no way to get out of my crib either, and taking off my diapers wasn’t an option (I had no way to remove my onesie, especially given I had locking mittens on, Steph would have punished me horribly anyway if I even thought about taking them off). I started to stir in my crib, whining a little bit. I could feel the pressure build inside of me. Damn! I sucked on my pacifier trying to think of something. I didn’t want to make a stinky right now. It never felt comfortable and I knew I would probably be sitting in it for some time before Steph got up. I was in a serious dilemma as the pressure on my bladder was increased now too. I was horribly uncomfortable but the “man” in me really felt like fighting it today.

	 

	I started to crawl back and forth in the small space I had. I looked over at my changing table, at the duckie mobile hanging over it. I looked over at my toy chest, filled with toys. I looked at my diaper pail, filled with dirty diapers. There wasn’t anything adult about my room or about me anymore. I felt myself needing to pee really bad now. I didn’t want to do it but knew that it was pointless trying to hold it and it also might relieve my backside pressure, so I held it a little just to give myself the idea that I still had control and then released just a small burst of pee into my diapers, enough to relieve some of my pressure. I told myself that I was still a “big boy”, that I could still control my bladder, trying to ignore the fact that I’d almost peed myself in my sleep. My bowels subsided for a moment. Then the pressure started to build again. I almost cried, knowing I couldn’t fight it much longer.

	 

	When the pressure began to mount I tried breathing different, tried to shift position. I could get it to hold and subside momentarily but then it would come back with force. I was almost in tears. I knew there was only so long I could hold out. I tried thinking of other things. Nothing was working. Should I call out? No. It wouldn’t help. Steph wouldn’t be sympathetic. She wanted me like this. I knew it.

	 

	By some miracle of God, suddenly the door to my nursery opened. It was Steph! “Mommy!” I cried out into my pacifier. “Baby!” Steph said with a smile as she came over to the crib. She looked extremely sexy in her long red nightie. I felt my tiny penis stirring in its diapered prison. Steph could tell I was getting excited looking at her. “Aw that’s cute! Is baby excited about seeing mommy in her new nightgown? Too bad you can’t see the matching panties baby! But baby doesn’t think thoughts like that does he? No, he’s too little. Just a baby!” Steph mocked me, twirling around and teasing me from outside my crib, my cage. I felt my tiny penis go hard as a rock, pushing to try to escape, somehow, anyhow. It was no use. It only came up against the very wet walls of the inside of my diaper. I grabbed the bars of my crib with my mittens and pressed my face between two bars, trying to get a better look at mommy’s night gown. Steph cruelly came over to me and rubbed her long pristine, colored nails across my baby smooth face, grabbing the ring of my pacifier and holding it there, smiling. “No, baby is just a baby isn’t he? He probably doesn’t even remember about women, and sex. Doesn’t remember what its like to be a man… He doesn’t remember about his wife’s hot pussy…” She reached up under her nightgown into her panties and stroked herself, then bringing her glistening wet fingers out and rubbing them under my nose. I went crazy, smelling her, smelling that which I wasn’t allowed to have anymore. “No, baby just likes his diapers and baby clothes now doesn’t he?” She laughed wickedly.

	 

	I was trembling. Shaking with excitement. The “man” in me wanted her so bad. The sissy baby me loved being in my crib helpless and my tiny cock near burst with the humiliation. Somehow the humiliation was starting to really get to me, to fire me up. I felt so babyish, so sissyish. And shamed to say that somewhere deep down I loved it. Steph could see how I was getting excited. Then I suddenly remembered something. I felt a cramp and went red faced as I farted loudly into my diapers. Steph laughed. “Oh my. Does baby need to make a stinky? You aren’t holding yourself are you baby? Let me check your diapers… Hmm. You don’t seem to be wet enough. Why are you still trying to pretend you’re a man, baby boy? We’re going to fix that starting today. We’re going to work on your pee pee and poopy training today when we go see Doctor Lainie! Its going to be so much fun to continue your conditioning training! Especially since you’ve had this silly idea in your head lately that you’re really a big boy! Do big boys wear diapers? Huh sissy pants?” She mocked me with a teasing face and I felt a wave of intense humiliation mixed with desire for her. I shuddered. “Answer me sissy boy. Do big boys, do men, wear diapers? Huh?” The humiliation was intense. Looking down at my plastic onesie, my bulky diapers, my pacifier, my mittens, and contemplating the fact that I was sleeping in a crib at night now, in a nursery, brought home the fact that I was no man… I shook my head no, shamefully, much to my dismay. Steph cackled with laughter. “No they don’t. So just do what baby’s do Petey, and use your diapers like the man that you are not.”

	 

	The pressure wave hit me again. My face went red trying to hold it in. Steph stood there outside the crib smiling at me, knowing what I was going through. I tried not to look at her and thought about work, something to take my mind off the feeling. Work. God, my co-workers, if they only knew the kinds of things I had to deal with. My manhood was totally gone. I thought about Brenda, my secretary. Things had really changed there. I’ll tell you about that later. ARGGGHHH!!! No! I could feel it coming… My bladder finally fully released and a torrent of pee came bursting forth, causing my bowels to loosen. I clenched my butt as hard as I could but it wasn’t helping. No! My eyes were tearing up. Steph looked at me almost hysterical with laughter and reached through the crib, rubbing my belly through the plastic of my onesie as she said, “Its ok baby, you don’t need to feel embarrassed. All babies have to go pee and poopy. They don’t have a choice. Just let it go baby. Just be the baby you are. The wet and stinky pee pee poopy baby Petey!” Looking at her grinning face, I finally I hung my head in resignation and let go completely of my bowels. I was already soaked at this point. And I had no choice. What could I do? I was a total slave to my mommy now…

	 

	The mess came suddenly and with intense force. I felt a huge blowout in the seat of my diapers. Small tears streamed down my cheeks as I smelt it. That was always the worst. Smelling my mess. And knowing that I was such a baby that I couldn’t even keep from pooping myself. It came out strong and filled the entire seat of my diapers. Carefully, I avoided sitting down at this point as I knew it might spread and get messy. My bladder released the rest of its contents. My diapers were totally and completely soaked and messy. And just when I thought it was over, another wave hit me and my diapers filled some more, much to my embarrassment. Steph was giggling.

	 

	She was wrinkling her nose. “Pee Yew, baby boy! Someone sure had to make a stinky didn’t they? Your diapers look twice the size now sweety! I’m not sure if I’ve ever seen you sagging so much in your seat! Aw, don’t look so embarrassed Petey boy! Widdle baby’s starting to make poopies just wike a widdle baby!” The “man” in me hated when she talked baby talk to me but the sissy baby part of me felt more safe. I smiled through my tears, feeling the feeling of the messy wet diapers which I shamefully actually secretly enjoyed, much to my inner “man’s” dismay, sucking strongly on my pacifier for comfort. The smell was strong. With the smell of baby powder and poopy it smelled like a real baby’s room.

	 

	“Aw baby made a mess. Well since you tried to hold it I’m going to have to give you a mild punishment this morning baby. I’m going to make you stay in your crib for another hour while mommy gets some coffee, showers and gets ready for the day. You can lie in your wet messy diapers in your crib and think about how you need to start just letting go like a real baby for mommy. That’s what she wants you to do.” She smiled down at my horrified face. No! I didn’t want to sit there in a poopy wet diaper for the next hour! I wanted out! I sucked furiously on my pacifier as Steph continued, “That’s right baby boy. Next time maybe you’ll just obey mommy and go pee and poopy in your diapers just as soon as you feel it come on. Anyway, your training session with the doctor today should help out with that. Aw don’t look so sad baby! Tell you what. If you lie here like a good baby, maybe mommy will let you go creamy in those dirty diapers when I come back! Would you like that baby?” I both loved and hated having orgasms in my dirty diapers. Unfortunately, Steph was making me do that more and more lately, to condition me to liking my diapers dirty. Strangely, it was starting to work. I felt myself get hard again and then shamefully I nodded my head. Steph patted me on the head through the bars and then blew me a kiss. “Pee Yew. Whoa, that was a stinky one Petey!” she laughed as she walked out of my room and closed the door. I fell back onto my bum and cringed as mess spread quickly like mush through the seat of my diapers.

	 

	The next hour and half (Steph always takes longer than she says) was a long one. At least Steph came back at some point with a bottle of milk for me to have (Oh boy, my breakfast…). I sat there in my poopy diapers and drank my milk, waiting for Steph to get ready. I could hear her play some music, hear her singing and having fun making breakfast and coffee for herself. Then she took forever in the shower. She was drawing out my humiliation. She probably played with herself thinking about my condition and helplessness. I was starting to really feel uncomfortable. Dirty diapers weren’t that fun. Well, at least the “man” in me thought so. I tried to find a comfortable position but couldn’t. Finally I was forced to lie down again so my mess didn’t spread any further. Already it felt like I might be really close to leaking, and I knew that would be a disaster.

	 

	Finally Steph came back. She looked hot as usual, in tight blue jeans and a simple but revealing top. Lightly made up, she looked the clean and smart house wife. And here I was in a crib in a dirty diaper! She came over to me grinning. “Aw did baby have to lie in his poopy pants diaper? Here baby, lets take out your paci and you can talk some goo goo gaga talk for mommy while she helps you go creamy in your poopy butt dipeys!”

	 

	I lay there in my usual submissive position as Steph reached through the bars and untied my pacifier, pulling it out of my mouth. I felt vulnerable now without it and I briefly whimpered as I felt the pacifier leave my lips. “Its ok baby, I’ll give it back to you soon. I know baby loves his binky doesn’t he?” I nodded, with a red face, feeling my tiny penis start to grow under all the folds of plastic as Steph began to slowly rub the front of my diapers.

	 

	“Tell me how much you love your diapers baby boy. I want to hear how much you love your diapers,” Steph said, grinning down at me, teasing me. She loved to humiliate me, especially during my “creamings”. I began to stutter, “I… I… wuv… I wuv my d… ddd… diapers. I wuv my diapers. Pwease, make me go cweamy in my diapers mommy!” It was totally embarrassing speaking out like that but I knew Steph wouldn’t allow me to cum any other way and I wanted release so bad, even though I knew it would probably make me want to get out of my diapers fast once I came. I kept the baby talk going, my diapered penis pushing forward into her masterful hand. If I didn’t speak proper baby talk during my creaming, she would oftentimes pull off and make me wait a whole week until my next try. She had me by the balls (my tiny balls).

	 

	“Tell me how much you love pooping your diapers for mommy baby boy! Tell me how much of a stinky baby you are. Pee Yew! Such a stinky baby! Ooh, I think I can feel your little baby nub under there. Wait, is that it? Yes, I think it is, it’s so small I can hardly feel it under these thick diapers!” She laughed, looking at me to start talking. I trembled as I spoke, “Mommy, baby wuvs going poopy in his diapers. Baby wuvs poopy stinky diapers. Pwease mommy, baby always wants to pee pee and poopy in his diapers.” I was growing even redder, especially now that Steph was chuckling loudly as she stroked me, listening to my pathetic baby talk. It felt intense lying there in a squishy dirty diaper as she rubbed me towards orgasm. The associations just felt strange but I couldn’t help it. I had to have release, even into a dirty diaper.

	 

	I started to push harder into her hand, humping my diaper against her. “Not so fast baby boy. Don’t get greedy. I’m not even sure I’m going to let you have your creamy yet. You were a very bad baby trying to hold in your pee pees and poopies earlier. Are you ever going to do that again baby? I need to know, because I’m pretty sure real babies don’t know how to hold their pee pee and poopies.” I was totally shame faced. I stuttered again, “uhh… uhh… Yes mommy, yes… I pwomise to go poopy whenever I need to… I pwomise!” Steph smiled, “Are you a stinky baby?” “Yes, I’m a stinky poopy baby…” “Tell me how stinky you are, tell me what you did in your poopy pants diapers. Tell me, are you a big boy?” Her stroking was increasing. I was starting to shake with anticipation. I hadn’t released in at least 2 weeks and I was extra horny today. “I’m a stinky baby! I’m a poopy baby! I peed and pooped my diapers today mommy! I’m not a big boy! I’m a baby!” I began to furiously hump my diapers against her hand, hoping desperately that she would let me cum.

	 

	Suddenly she pulled off laughing. “Oh, looks like you forgot to talk baby talk just there Baby Petey. Too bad, you were doing pretty good at first, guess you just got too excited didn’t you baby? Did you forget to talk baby talk? Aw… Don’t cry. You know the rules. Guess we’ll have to wait til… Lets see… Maybe next week?” “No!” I cried out, “No! Please mommy please!” I started to tear up, turning over to hump the bed in frustration. Steph was laughing hysterically by now but got a look of deadly seriousness on her face. “Stop that right now little mister! If you go creamy in those diapers right now, I’ll make you stay in that dirty diaper the rest of the day! And you’ll be visiting the doctor in a dirty diaper!” I stopped humping the crib bottom, knowing that she would make me wear these diapers the rest of the day if I didn’t stop. And they were already horribly uncomfortable and they smelled terrible. Damnit! Why did she have such control over me? With tears in my eyes I rolled over and submitted to her.

	 

	Smiling a victorious knowing smile, Steph unlocked the top of my crib, and slid a side part down so I could get out. Freedom at last. I had been in that crib for well over 12 hours and now I felt really ripe and dirty. I looked over in the long mirror on the far wall. I looked ridiculous in my baby print plastic onesie with obscenely large bulky butt and hips. Luckily I couldn’t see how dirty my diaper was. It felt like total wet mush. My poor penis was still throbbing and definitely unfulfilled. I looked at Steph’s hot womanly body, still smelling her scent under my nose, knowing I wouldn’t be able to touch her like a man again any time soon. I recalled my dream from that morning with longing, well at least the first part of the dream.

	 

	“Snap to it baby. C’mon, stop day-dreaming and get up on the table! We have a busy day ahead,” Steph barked at me, commanding me to get up onto my diaper changing table. I waddled over to the table, feeling the mush between my legs and gingerly got onto the table, trying not to spread my mess further. Steph laughed and just pushed me down, causing another squishy feeling between my legs. She grinned as she pushed another pacifier into my mouth, which I readily accepted like the non-man that I realized more and more that I was.

	 

	Getting diaper changes when you are dirty is especially embarrassing. There is nothing that makes you feel more vulnerable and infantile than your mommy wiping your dirty butt clean, after you have peed and pooped in diapers, and then having to lay there as she changes you like an total baby. Luckily at least, even though my mommy was wicked, she could also wipe my bum with a smile and some occasional loving touches. Nevertheless, it was embarrassing and I tried to look the other way as I felt my onesie snaps pop and heard the tapes of my diaper get undone. Then I was lifted by the ankles and I heard Steph groan and even giggle a little at the sight. It must have been bad. I heard the diaper get balled up and then the sound of wipes being pulled out of the box.

	 

	It took a lot of wipes. The smell and feel of the baby wipes always turns me on a little now. Well, the changes themselves do. Its one of the only times mommy touches my little penis anymore and she always does it so well when she wipes me! Steph giggled at my “teeny peeny” as she poked it and teased it, causing me to gasp. I felt her wipe my bum hole more, even inserting her finger a little once it was clean and then stroking me a little more. “Baby wikes it in his bum bum doesn’t he baby?” she teased. I gasped and nodded, biting down hard on my pacifier, trying to not lose myself (if I even came without her permission Steph had some really unusual punishments. It wouldn’t have surprised me if she taped me back into that dirty diaper if I came just there…). “Good baby. Knows when to hold it, “ she smiled.

	 

	Finally I was all cleaned up. I smelled like a large Pampers wipe. Then came the lotion. “Aw baby looks like he was starting to get a rash. Maybe next time he’ll listen to mommy when she tells him to be the baby he is.” I endured another few minutes of teasing. The lotion was the hardest part. I almost lost it when she squeezed my penis through her fingers. It didn’t take much of her hand to rub my little “peeny”, just two fingers and her thumb, I was so small. I whimpered and Steph smiled, pulling off. “I think we need extra powder today. I want baby smelling extra babyish today! Sound good baby?” I cringed. I hated the extra powder days. They really did make me smell “extra babyish”. Steph unfolded a bulky disposable diaper and began to literally dump powder all over into the diaper. Then I was lifted and completely powdered. I coughed a little from all the powder dust, smelling the intense babyish smell. Steph rubbed it in, all over my penis, hips and bum until I was saturated white with powder and then repeated the process two more times. I was totally coated. Then she spanked the side of my bum, signaling me to lift up. I did and the diaper went under me. Steph gave me that typical seductive look until my cock got hard again (she loved it when I was hard during changes) and then she slowly, teasingly pulled the diaper up between my legs, rubbing it a little against my aching cock. Then she pulled it tight, securing me nice and snug as she expertly applied the tapes. The now familiar feel of being in diapers once again hit me.

	 

	“I think we need some extra babyish plastic panties today, sound good sweety?” I cringed as I saw the ones she picked out. Lately she had been into making me wear more girly colors to make me feel even more humiliated. I winced as I saw her pull out the pink pair of plastic panties with fairies on them. All I could do was suck my pacifier though as she made me lift my legs and pulled them on tight over my diapers. I looked totally ridiculous. And I smelled like a baby powder factory. Steph noticed but said it wasn’t enough. I needed to smell even more babyish. So she proceeded to rub more lotion all over my smooth body and then powdered my body, which she sometimes did to make me feel even more embarrassed. I thought to myself, smelling my babyish scent and feeling my babyish feelings, it’s going to be one of those long days…

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2 – The Drive to the Doctors

	 

	 

	 

	 

	It was later that morning, a Saturday, and I was strapped into the back seat like always and we were driving down the highway to go to “my first trip to the doctors.” It was some doctor that Mary had recommended, one who was into the S & M scene. I couldn’t even think about that yet though as I was trying to wrap my head around the fact that Steph had not dressed me in anything remotely resembling adult clothing today. It both excited and terrified me.

	 

	I wore a bright yellow short sleeve shirt with the words “I Love My Mommy” on it and had a pair of light blue shorts, the kind that had the elastic waistband and some room in the seat, which was good, because of course I had my bulky diapers on underneath. At least the shorts weren’t the super short kind but they weren’t exactly long over my knees either. I hated wearing shorts because they showed my bare, shaved legs and revealed my diapers more. Also, Steph usually made me wear stupid knee high socks, which made me look even more infantile, as she had done today… To top it off were a pair of blue keds sneakers that definitely looked more like kid shoes than adult ones. The worst part though, was of course the fact that anyone who looked at me for more than a few seconds would immediately be able to discern the fact that I was in diapers. If the shirt didn’t give it away, then they would only need to look down. My t-shirt didn’t even remotely cover my butt. I would be lucky in fact if I could even keep it over my waistband. My butt and hips looked huge in these shorts! I looked like an ‘adult’ toddler.

	 

	Steph had long ago given up caring about us being seen in public like this. Sometimes people gave us funny looks, sometimes people laughed (which Steph loved), but rarely did they get aggressive or anything like that. Steph mostly just really enjoyed watching my discomfort going out in public. It turned her on intensely to watch my humiliation. Which was huge. Strangely, I was becoming more and more turned on by it though too. Even though it terrified me, somehow I also got a certain thrill, especially when we were around sexy women. Somehow the beauty of seeing women that I couldn’t have gave me a mixed signal, a crossed signal of desire for sex and the enjoyment of my diapered babyish state. It was like my inner “man” and my inner baby were simultaneously turned on, but the diapers always won. I wouldn’t be having sex anytime soon with a beautiful woman, but I knew that I would be with my diapers. So deliciously humiliating and frustrating at the same time... Steph had introduced me to many beautiful women in the last few months, which only reinforced these strange contradictory feelings. All of these women had a certain air of dominance and I was always very low on the pecking order of things, which I had become accustomed to in the past few months. I was far from being the alpha male…

	 

	I sucked my pacifier, ignoring the occasional looks from passing cars and thought more about my new life. The baby me did like being in diapers. He did actually like wearing clothes that weren’t exactly adult (ok, they didn’t even remotely resemble adult clothes). He liked having a dominant mommy. Even though she was a strict one and a tease and enjoyed humiliating me, she also let me have cuddle times sometimes. She let me nurse every night to calm me down at the end of the day, sometimes even letting me nurse at other times too. She let me have my occasional creamies (although not as often as I liked), and my diaper changes were usually exciting. I thought about her often as I felt my diapers. I did feel more dependent on her now, like I truly was a kid. Steph looked over her shoulder at me, smiled and winked, as if to confirm my thoughts. I sucked on my pacifier and smiled with my eyes, savoring my babyness.

	 

	The humiliation was difficult at times but something in me obviously craved it. I mean, I could leave at any time right? Why did I choose to stay? Obviously I was getting something out of it. I would have to think more on that.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 3 – The Waiting Room

	 

	 

	 

	 

	We pulled up into an office park and Steph parked the car. I started to get a bit nervous. Steph noticed and leaned over the seat saying, “Oh its ok Petey. Don’t worry. I know baby’s first trip to the doctor’s is always a bit scary but you don’t have anything to worry about. Dr. Lainie is a special kind of doctor and she has some really interesting things to try out on you. When we’re all done with our special treatments, you are going to be able to be even more the baby you truly want to be. Steph saw my puzzled look and just smiled, “You can’t fool me baby. I know you love your new life. You pretend not to but I can see it every time I change your diapers. You were meant to live the rest of your life in diapers. You were meant to live your life as a true baby. I want you to just stop this attempt at being a big boy ok?” I went red in the face, my old “manhood” trying to come up and assert itself. The baby in me felt a stirring in my loins and chest though and I sucked my pacifier in response, realizing that she was right. Or was she? Ahhh! I was so conflicted!

	 

	I waddled into the clinic at mommy’s side. Everything seemed so big. I felt really small, holding her hand tightly. I was scared but glad it was Saturday. Given it was the weekend, it didn’t seem that there were many people around and I began to wonder why the doctor was seeing us on Saturday. It was good that there weren’t many folks around as my diapers were crinkling pretty loudly in these quiet medical building halls. My infantile shorts didn’t do anything to muffle the sound. We got to the office and thankfully there was no one else waiting. The receptionist (a young 20 something with cute short brown hair, who grinned and tried to stifle a laugh when she saw me) gave mommy a clipboard to fill out. “You can fill out his information here and the doctor will be right with you. The bathroom is down the hall if either of you need it.” She must have been sarcastic with the last comment as could obviously see that I was thickly diapered under my shorts. There was just no way to hide it today and I went totally red. Steph was delighted and played along with her. She grinned at the girl and said, “It ok honey, I’ve already gone this morning and he hasn’t learned to use the toilet yet. He’s still in diapers. Aren’t you baby?” Steph looked over at me with a smirky grin. I blushed fiercely, shuffling and trying unsuccessfully to hide my diapered state.

	 

	The girl tried to suppress a giggle and said, “Well, there is a changing table in the bathroom if you find you need to change him but it may be a bit small. You could always change him here on the floor here if you needed to. Oh, and baby,” she said, looking over at me, “there are some toys over in the corner if you feel like playing!” They were both giggling at this point. I was burning red in the face. Steph could see my building stress as she came over to sit next to me. “Oh stop baby. You know you like it. Its ok sweety. These people aren’t going to judge you. Here, why don’t you suck on your binky.” She pulled the pacifier out of her purse and before I could protest, it was back in my mouth. The receptionist turned, obviously trying not to break out into total laughter at this point, glancing briefly at me with eyes that said she was really enjoying this. I felt my bladder clench a little. I tried to assert my manliness and hold it. Frustration set in though, knowing that I wouldn’t be allowed near a toilet anytime soon. I decided to be stubborn though and just hold it anyway.

	 

	Steph smiled at me as she filled out the paperwork. She pointed over to the toys in the corner and said, “why don’t you go find something to play with dear, while I fill this form out.” I started to get nervous again and shook my head no. Steph gave me a stern look that said, “you better do it now,” and reluctantly I went to the corner and started to look through the toys, picking a few dinosaurs to play with. The receptionist was really trying to stifle her giggles now as she watched me. I felt suddenly extremely self-conscious, sucking on my pacifier. My diapers felt like a huge neon badge, proclaiming, “I’m the biggest sissy in the world!”

	 

	A few minutes later the back door opened and a gorgeous woman in a doctor’s coat was standing over me. She had long dark hair, lightly made up face and even through the coat you could tell she had a body to die for. My clothes suddenly felt very confining and I felt even more self-conscious. The pacifier fell out of my gaping open mouth. My little cock tingled, looking up at her. She was lovely. The doctor looked down at me and smiled saying, “Oh hello sweety! You must be Petey! Welcome. I’m Doctor Lainie. Here sweety, you dropped this.” She then reached down, picked up my pacifier and before I could protest I found it back in my mouth, with her lovely hand at the other end pushing it in firmly and holding it there, as if to emphasize her immediate dominance over me. Part of me wanted to scream in humiliation and another part of me got strangely excited. My cock was at full attention underneath my plastic layers. “Hey Stephanie, good to see you!”, Dr. Lainie said, with a slight smirk towards me, “You both wanna come on back? Its ok Petey, you can bring your dinosaurs to play with back in the office ok sweet boy?” The Dr. winked at me and suddenly I felt my bladder clench again. I fought it with every ounce of strength I had. Some part of me felt like I wanted to be a real man around this doctor. I had a vision of me in boxer shorts, with a large cock, spreading her legs and bedding her. Yes. I was a man, I was a…

	 

	“Petey! Stop daydreaming and get up! Come on sweety! Lets go in.” Steph grabbed me by the hand and gave me a light spank on my diapered butt, causing a loud crinkling echo to resound throughout the office. The receptionist was chuckling, the doctor was smirking, and I was led waddling like the child I was back into the doctor’s office.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 4 – The Exam

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I was led nervously through the back hall into a large examination room. The crinkling sound of my diapers down the back hall compounded my already growing embarrassment. Dr Lainie didn’t say anything about it at least. As soon as we were in the exam room Dr Lainie turned to look at me. “Ok sweety. I need to talk to your mommy for a bit, and we need to get a few vitals and check you out a little first before the full treatment ok honey? Melissa, my assistant is going to help out today and will take your vitals. I need you to take off your pants for me though, ok sweety?”

	 

	I didn’t even mind the condescending babyish tone that she was speaking to me in (as most of Steph’s friends now used that tone with me). But I definitely didn’t want to take off my pants in front of this person! I mean… I mean… I didn’t want her to see my diapers! Steph saw my stress and came over to me. “It’s ok honey, Dr. Lainie is a doctor and had seen babies like you before. It’s ok. She knows your “secret”. She knows you’re wearing diapers. That’s why we’re here baby. To help you learn to use them properly.”

	 

	Before I could complain, the doctor and Steph were taking off my shoes and Steph pushed me back onto the table. I felt my pants get yanked down, and went immediately beet red as I saw the grin on the doctor’s face. “Such cute “pants” Petey! So big boy!” They were both smirking and giggling at that comment. My pink plastic pants were the farthest thing from “big boy” ever…

	 

	Just then the receptionist walked in and I realized who Melissa was. Damnit! That horrible receptionist could see my embarrassing plastic diaper pants! And she was definitely laughing now. “Did you lock the front door Melissa?” the doctor asked. Melissa nodded, smiling a slightly devious wicked smile at me as she stared at me lying there on the exam table in my diapers and “I Love My Mommy” t-shirt. I wanted to hide in a corner somewhere, or bury my head like an ostrich.

	 

	Dr Lainie looked over me and said, “I’m going to step outside to talk to your mommy ok Petey? Mellissa will take care of you while we’re gone. We won’t be long. Be good for her ok diddums?” She made a cooing sound at me and I blushed deep red. Melissa looked over at me smiling wickedly and I started shaking nervously. She scared me. Steph kissed me on the head, smiling, and left with the doctor. The door closed and I was alone with this beautiful young receptionist.

	 

	I started to daydream about myself and the receptionist. She was slowly undressing, taking off her clothes revealing sexy lingerie. My manhood was intact, my large cock ready. She stripped down to her beautiful naked body and begged me to take her. I was so virile. So manly. I was going to take her. She was slowly pulling off my manly boxer shorts to give me a... a…

	 

	“Ok baby, I need you to turn over ok sweety? I have to take your temperature.” I shook awake out of my daydream and pulled out my pacifier. “Uhh… Maybe we could just skip that,” I said, knowing where she wanted to put the thermometer. I felt Melissa’s strong arm take the pacifier and place it back into my mouth, holding it there. She looked down at me, smirking, with deadly dominant eyes. “Baby’s shouldn’t talk. And you will be getting this thermometer right up your butt. I’m going to enjoy every second of this. Turn over. Now!”

	 

	Frightened, I turned over. Great, instead of the hot blowjob of my daydream I was going to get a thermometer up my butt! What was this place? Who were these people? Were they all S & M ers? Friends of Mary’s? I hated Mary, that bitch of a friend who had gotten Steph all turned to the dominant side so long ago. If it wasn’t for Mary, I might not even be in diapers! I felt two strong hands on the sides of my plastic panties. My diapers were suddenly being yanked down to the bottom of my butt cheeks. I was forced forward. I felt so helpless, so vulnerable. My butt felt cold and exposed.

	 

	“So funny, an ‘adult’ man dressed like a baby. I mean diapers? Oh my God… This is just too much. Love the pacifier thing too… But the diapers? Diapers? Dude, you’re wearing diapers! Jeez, I don’t know how your wife does it. Does she even get any pleasure from you? And Oh. My. God. Look at that. Is that your penis? Look at this little thing! And totally shaved too! You don’t have hair anywhere on your body do you?” I was totally red-faced. A jolt of fear shot through me as I saw and heard her slip on a pair of latex gloves. Then I shuddered with a mix of delight and embarrassment as I felt her cold rubbery hands take a hold of my penis. “Look at this. I can hardly hold your cock. Its so small!” Melissa had my tiny cock in between two of her fingers and thumb, just like mommy did it, squeezing it. Shamefully, I started to get hard. Her humiliation of me combined with the touch, which I hadn’t gotten much of lately, had me rock hard. Well, maybe pebble hard.

	 

	“Aw, does that feel good baby?” Melissa teased, laughing, as she squeezed my tiny penis and started stroking it slowly. I was moaning. “Does diaper boy like getting a little nubby rubby?” I was about to lose it when she pulled away laughing. “Ok, time for the thermometer. I better get you a bit loosened up first though. I was shuddering at the failed climax and then turned red in horror as I saw her lube her finger up with Vaseline.

	 

	Suddenly I felt my butt cheeks getting pulled apart and then I cried out into my pacifier as I felt her very cold lubed finger touch the opening of my butt. She drew it out. “Like it baby? Does baby like nursy’s finger in his bum bum? Come on baby tell me. Beg me for it.” I was totally shamed and couldn’t even help myself. Something about this felt so good and yet so crazy embarrassing at the same time. Sometimes mommy played with my bum bum too and it did feel good as shamed as I was to admit it. But the “man” in me was totally repulsed, terrified, and shamed at the thought of being probed like this.

	 

	The sissy baby in me won out. I was so horny. I lost it and started even talking like a baby, “Ppppwease Mewissa…” I stammered through my pacifier, “pwease put wor finger in my butt…” Melissa was laughing as she drove it home. I squealed loudly as I felt it go in, the “man” in me humiliated beyond belief. She probed around for a while and pushed on my prostate, causing me to leak a little out of my “nubby”. She laughed at that. I also started to feel the pressure in my bladder increase and remembered I still needed to pee. “Prostate feels fine, although you feel like you haven’t had sexual release in awhile lately. Your mommy must keep you on a tight regiment, huh? Poor baby.” She lingered for a while, drawing out my humiliation and then just before pulling out, she drove it deep, causing me to squeal loudly. She laughed and pulled it out fast, causing me to gasp. I shuddered and felt something leak out of my penis. Damn! I just peed a little bit!

	 

	Melissa was laughing hysterically at this point. “Looks like we need those diapers on again pretty fast huh pee pee pants? But I haven’t taken your tempy yet so try to hold on a little ok big boy?” I went even redder as she made me lift up and toweled the table off where I had peed. She wiped me a little and then forced me back down onto my front. “Here it comes. This will be a little easier ok sweety?” The lubed thermometer was suddenly up my butt and I let out a smaller gasp. While she let it sit in there she came around to my front and looked down at me smirking.

	 

	“How does it feel to wear diapers all the time, huh baby? Do they make you feel big boy? Those pink pants are definitely pretty hip and manly, ” she said with utter sarcasm. I didn’t have anything to say, turning so red in the face that I thought I would explode. Melissa scared the crap out of me and excited me at the same time. I tried to turn my head, hoping to God that my mommy would soon come back in the room. “That’s ok, you don’t have to answer baby. I can see you like it anyway. I mean, if you didn’t I don’t think you’d be here wearing them would you?” The truth of her statement stung me and I contemplated it briefly before feeling the sudden pull of the thermometer out of my butt. “Looks normal. Ok let’s get your other vitals. These will be easier.” Whew. The butt examination stuff appeared to be done. I felt the diapers come back up over my hips and Melissa turned me over, pulling them all the way up. She grinned at me as she patted the front of my diapers, causing me to get hard once again.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 5 – The Doctor’s Experiments

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The next 20 minutes were taken up with the basic blood pressure, throat checks, and so on. The only super embarrassing thing about the next bit was the fact that my shirt was finally removed and I didn’t exactly feel great about showing off my hairless chest, which Melissa didn’t fail to tease me about. Of course, I was a ‘man’ in diapers so maybe you think that would have been pretty minor but somehow I did want to be a man around Melissa and it just didn’t seem to be working out…

	 

	Finally my mommy and Dr. Lainie came back in, both of them giggling. I had no idea what was up. Dr. Lainie talked with Melissa about something, which I couldn’t hear while Steph came over to me and rubbed my bare back. “Doing ok sweety?” She asked. I wanted to tell her that the exam with Melissa was pretty horrible but thought it better to stay quiet. I just nodded and sucked on my pacifier. I was starting to have to go pee pee though and started to fidget a little bit. Steph noticed.

	 

	Steph asked me, “Do you have to pee little man? Hey Dr. Lainie, should we tell Petey what’s going to happen?” Dr. Lainie nodded and spoke, turning to me while Melissa left the room for something, “Well you don’t have to worry much longer about deciding to hold it or not any more Petey. You don’t have to worry about the responsibility of trying to be a man any longer. I have a very powerful technique that I have been developing that can override various conditioning processes. In your case, your wife wants to see you go back to that lovely state of carefree babyhood. In other words, she wants to see you not have to worry about holding in all that yucky pee and poo poo. Probably doesn’t feel good trying to be such an adult while your wearing your didis does it Petey boy? Well worry no longer. We’re going to strip whatever manhood you have left from you. Not that that is very much.” They all giggled. I couldn’t believe it. I kind of knew what might be going on but I didn’t imagine that there might be some sort of technique to strip me of my continence and “manhood”!

	 

	The doctor saw my disbelief and continued, smiling, “Oh yes, baby boy. And there is more. Steph wanted a few other things conditioned in you. It’s going to be a long afternoon baby. That’s why we closed the office today after you came in. Why you’re here on a Saturday. Melissa will assist with a few things. Ah, here you are Melissa.” Melissa walked in holding what looked to be straps and cuffs. Oh no. This didn’t look good. The doctor smiled. “Its ok baby. We just need to secure you so you don’t fight the technique we are going to employ. It will be ok. I promise.” She gave me a slightly evil smile and I shuddered, suddenly feeling very cold and wanting to get out of there.

	 

	Steph smiled at me and started to push me back onto the table. The doctor nodded at Melissa and suddenly I found my wrists pulled over my head and being strapped together with thick leather restraints. Melissa giggled a little and suddenly my arms were pulled taught over my head. I looked at Steph with tears starting to form in my eyes, sucking my pacifier furiously. Steph looked at me with those mischievous eyes of love and said, “Its ok baby, its for the best. Just think, you can really be the baby you know you really want to be deep down inside.” Did I really want that? Did I?

	 

	I next saw the doctor pull out some strange looking cables and one very odd looking dildo with cords attached to it. “Ok baby, Stephanie, your mommy has told me that you have been resisting going to the bathroom naturally in your diapers. Well that’s about to stop,” the doctor began, “we’re first going to start on the bladder incontinence training. I’m going to place some of the wires on your head, and one in your bum bum. We’ll put your diapers back on so you don’t pee over the table. I understand you had a little ‘accident’ earlier with Melissa.” I went red. Wait. Did she say ‘bum bum’? No! I didn’t want anything else in my bum! Please no!

	 

	Suddenly Steph was pulling down my plastic panties and untaping my diapers. I heard the diaper go into the trash and heard her unfolding another one from my diaper bag. But my eyes were on that horrible large strange dildo. Melissa put a net of wires over my head. It felt like a strange hat going over my head. The doctor was lubing up the strange dildo and suddenly my legs were lifted up and spread apart by both Steph and the doctor. The fresh diaper was placed under me and as the two women held my legs apart, the doctor put the dildo right up to my bum hole. “This will only hurt for a second baby. Just try to relax.” Relax?

	 

	“Unnnggghhhhh!!!!!” I cried out into my pacifier as the dildo went home straight away. The doctor didn’t even go slow! I started to cry a little, wanting to push it out. It was so big! This was much worse than Melissa’s treatment. Then it was in. “There, all better. Just keep that in baby boy. If I have to take it out, we are going to be here much longer and you won’t like the second option.” I gulped, not wanting to think about it. It felt bad enough, like I had to go poo poo. The pressure on my bladder was increasing. I was actually a little grateful that I was lowered onto the diaper and quickly rediapered. It was a bit strange though. There was a cord out of the bottom of the dildo, which came up my backside now out of the back of my diapers. My plastic panties were pulled up and then my legs were secured in the same way as my arms, pulled tightly down to the base of the table. I felt completely helpless and my bum was starting to hurt.

	 

	“Ok baby. I can see that you want to go pee right now. It’s obvious with all of your fidgeting. I just need you to concentrate on that feeling of holding it for me ok sweety?” I didn’t know what to think of this experiment when suddenly Melissa was pushing down on my bladder, literally forcing me to think of holding it. I shuddered and started to resist peeing with all my might. Suddenly the doctor flipped a switch and I felt an intense electrical shock go through my brain and bum bum. I lifted off the table as much as I could, electrical pain shooting through my body. Melissa let off laughing and Steph smiled at me, stroking my arm as I started to tear up. The doctor said, “Almost done with the first round, Petey. We need to run the negative reinforcement a few more times to stabilize it. Ready? Try to resist peeing again.” I couldn’t do anything to stop it and didn’t have time to think. Melissa started pushing down again. I felt the pee start to come and then tried to stop it as best I could. Suddenly the electricity shot through me again. I near went numb with the pain and intensity. My bladder almost lost it but somehow I held on. Part of me “wanted to be a man” and really hold it so I thought I was doing a good job, resisting the electricity. Little did I know that I was playing right into the doctor’s game. She repeated this procedure 3 more times and by the end of it I was gasping, ready to get up, to go, to get out somehow.

	 

	“Ok baby, we’re about ready for the good part. I’m going to make you feel really nice right now, but I need you to do something for me ok sweetheart?” I nodded. Anything. I would do anything to not feel that again. Steph continued to hold my arm, comforting me, but smiling that wicked smile of hers. I sucked my pacifier fast and hard. “Ok, here goes sweety. I need you to let go now and just pee in your diapers.” No. I didn’t want to. I looked up at Steph and she just nodded for me to do it. I tried to resist though. Damnit, I was a man, wasn’t I? But I didn’t really have a choice. After a minute of waiting, the doctor looked over at Melissa and nodded. The next thing I knew I felt Melissa tickling me and pushing on my bladder. I fought it. I really did. I think this was the last true time that I ever felt the ability to hold it. To hold it like a man. I was a man. Right? The pain hit me again as I resisted and finally I decided to let go, hoping to God the pain would stop.

	 

	Then the first trickle came out. When the pee started flowing suddenly I felt a strange buzzing in my head and I felt the most intense pleasure of my life. A lovely little buzz was flowing into my bum bum too and suddenly peeing myself felt like the best thing in the world. It felt like I was cumming, having the most intense creamie. I lay back in bliss as my diapers were suddenly flooded. I almost didn’t even feel it. It felt like I was on a cloud of total joy.

	 

	In a few minutes I suddenly came out of it and the women were all clapping. Apparently I had done something right. My diapers were soaked. I hardly remembered peeing, just the total joy and bliss. I wanted more of that. I looked up at mommy and she grinned down at me. Melissa was laughing. The doctor was taking a few notes and then turned to me.

	 

	“Now we’re ready for stage 2 baby boy. That was really good. You did so good baby! Ok, now this next stage is in two parts. We need to keep the bum bum plug in for a bit longer on this first part ok sweety?” I just nodded. I was still feeling blissful. The doctor began to remove my plastic pants and diapers and mentioned to the other women, “Lets just hope he got most of the pee out of him because he won’t be able to control his bladder from here on out.” What? Of course I would. What was she talking about? I didn’t really understand what was going on here but I did want more of that blissful feeling so I decided to keep going along with it.

	 

	Steph held up my legs and I felt the doctor holding the dildo now up into my bum bum. Melissa was over by the console that the doctor had been using earlier. “Ok sweety, now, I’m going to push into you. Concentrate on the feeling of fullness ok honey?” The doctor started to push into me and flipped a switch on the dildo. Suddenly I felt it expand inside of me. I started to feel extremely full. I panicked a little and suddenly I felt that intense pain as the electricity shot through me. I gasped and cried out. But before I could react the doctor told me that the pain would turn to pleasure if I pushed it out. I started to push out like I was pooping and suddenly that yummy feeling shot through me, in my brain and bum bum. I felt high, totally blissful, like I was taking the shit of the century.

	 

	We did this again and again. The doctor would push the inflated dildo into me and then shock me and let me have the pleasure as I pushed it out. I started to really love the feeling of pushing the dildo out, as it brought huge bliss. I hated the feeling of fullness. Soon I was so blissed out that I didn’t even notice the alternating cycles and lay there in a strange trance as the cycles felt like they continued almost automatically. It was like a dream.

	 

	Suddenly I awoke and realized I was diapered again. What happened? Where was I? I remembered and it felt really strange and funny. The women were all looking down at me again, with smiles on their faces. “Ok sweety,” the doctor began, “we are on the second part of stage 2 now. While you were out of it, I inserted a few suppositories and a couple large bananas into your bottom. They should be coming out soon into your diapers. Feel free to fight it and try to hold your poo poo if you want to ok honey?”

	 

	I did suddenly realize that I felt full, a fullness which I assumed was the dildo. Upon realizing what truly was in my bum though, I didn’t even have time to think. All of a sudden I felt my bowels begin to evacuate. I couldn’t even fight it. It was like the control was totally gone. I started to panic as I realized that I was pooping myself. I attempted to clench but when I did pain shot through me and I couldn’t hold it. I had lost all control! My diapers began to fill completely and then I felt it continue, like I was totally letting loose. Tears started to streak down my face but suddenly I felt that yummy bliss hit me as the slimy poo hit my diapers. It was the strangest feeling of being both humiliated and blissful at the same time. I lay back in a euphoria, forgetting my inner “man” and feeling like it was the best thing in the world that I had just pooped my diapers. The women were clapping and laughing.

	 

	“Ok baby, great job! You just pooped your diapers! Does it feel better to let go of those remaining “manly” thoughts? That’s right baby. Babies don’t try to hold it. Well, ok. We have gotten through the easy part. Now I’m going to do a few more things to make sure your conditioning is complete. We’re going to recondition you to strongly dislike adult clothing, love your baby and toddler wear, love to talk in baby talk, obey your mommy, and then the real good one, the last one, which I call the humiliator.” I looked up at the women in puzzlement. First of all I couldn’t believe all of this crazy mad scientist stuff but what was the humiliator?

	 

	“Its ok baby, the humiliator is a fun idea that your wife suggested to me. She doesn’t want the intense pleasure of these various things to take your brain over. So we are going to combine that pleasure now with intense humiliation. So you really truly feel totally humiliated by peeing and pooping yourself, and that you feel that way for the rest of your baby days. I know this baby stuff already obviously humiliates you but with this conditioning process, it will be even worse.” The women started laughing and suddenly I got a bit scared. This was crazy stuff!

	 

	“I mean look at you baby. You’re totally tied up and we made you mess yourself. You’re an adult male dressed like a baby in a diaper and you just pooped yourself.” The doctor kept taunting me, making me feel extremely small. I started to grow totally red in the face, suddenly realizing what the hell I was doing. And then the bliss started hitting me again. The women taunted me, teased me, joked about my penis size and about how I had to wear diapers and then the bliss would crank up full volume. I began to really feel the pleasure of being humiliated, like the humiliation was something that I really wanted. Really craved. My cock was rock hard as the women taunted and teased me and the headset shot bliss through my body.

	 

	“That’s it baby. Baby loves to creamie in his diapers doesn’t he? He can’t fuck women like a real man. He gets to fuck his dirty diapers doesn’t he? And he loves it!” The bliss current ran through me as I felt the intense humiliation and sexual associations. I realized all three women were stroking me off through my diapers, causing me to feel an intense sexual desire grow fiercely for my diapers. I wanted to release, to have the biggest creamie in my diapers. I pushed forward into their hands but they didn’t let me cum. The bliss continued to shoot through me. The “man” which I still felt buried deep inside of me was horrified that I was being seriously and totally conditioned to associate all sexual pleasure with my diapers. Yet… Yet… Oh God, it felt SO good to be in diapers. SO good to get beat off into my diapers. I wanted to cum SO bad! The pleasure hit so strong that I passed out again.

	 

	Finally I came out of it again. I felt an even deeper embarrassment and humiliation than before if that was possible but my diapers, my poopy diapers felt really good. It wasn’t to last though. Steph began to change me again. I almost felt sad that I was being changed. I didn’t know what the hell was happening to me.

	 

	Then I suddenly realized that I wasn’t being changed into another diaper. Steph had my ankle cuffs off and was pulling a pair of boxer shorts up my legs! Melissa suddenly pulled the pacifier out of my mouth. I lurched for it but then suddenly the thoughts of manhood began to fill me again. Yes! Maybe this was all a bad dream!

	 

	As soon as the underwear went on I felt the worst shock of my life. I cried out loudly. The underwear came down and I felt a diaper go up between my legs and the pacifier went back into my mouth. The bliss hit me full force. I shuddered as a wave of humiliation and pleasure went through me. My face went red but I felt so happy. The diaper came off and the pacifier came out. A pair of manly jockey shorts were pulled up my legs. Intense pain shot through me as soon as they covered my hips. They were pulled down. The diaper was pulled up between my legs, the smell of baby powder, the pacifier in my mouth. Intense pleasure hit me.

	 

	This went on for some time and various objects were employed. It was like the strangest dream. I felt like I was in Clockwork Orange, getting totally brainwashed. Finally I woke again. How long had I been here? I was being pulled off the table! I was free. I suddenly felt and saw the women helping me into a nice designer suit. Wow. It was like my dream all over again? Wait a minute. The suit felt nice, it felt… Arhhhggg!!!!! The pain went through me and I almost fell over. That stupid wire device was still on my head! Then a strange small collar/necklace was put around my neck and the bliss current was shot through my body. I fell back. The necklace was taken off and the women forced me to look at myself in the suit facing the mirror. The intense pain shot through me again and I fell.

	 

	I woke again, obviously after fainting. I think we had done that last set several times more before I had passed out. The doctor explained that if I didn’t have my special collar on when I wore my work clothes like I would when I went to work, that I would now associate wearing adult clothes with intense pain. I couldn’t believe it! Steph was totally laughing, “Just think baby! You won’t have to worry about wanting to wear adult clothes anymore, unless you’re at work! In fact you won’t want to wear them at all!” They were all busting up with intense laughter. The deep humiliation I felt then brought on another small wave of bliss and I fell backward to the table and felt myself let go and piss myself some more. It was probably good I had the diapers on underneath my suit.

	 

	I was shaking as I lay there and then the familiar feel of being re-diapered hit me and I realized that Steph was standing over me and slowly diapering me. When my toddler clothes went back on another wave of intense pleasure hit me. My clothes somehow just felt right. Pleasure flooded through my system. I felt safe. Happy. The pacifier went into my mouth and the pleasure doubled. I lay there in my diapered bliss for some time. The women covered me with a blanket, giving me a break. I heard the doctor say, “Let’s give him a break, there’s more conditioning work to do, like the obedience training and his food and other associational preferences but I think that’s enough for the first day. He’s responding pretty well. Three to five more sessions should make it all permanent.”

	 

	Finally I felt someone take off the wires from my head. I was exhausted. The doctor and Steph helped me walk out from the office to the car. Melissa grinned at me and said, “till next time baby! Wet dreams!” Next time? I wasn’t really coming back here was I?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 6 – Home Again and a Decision to Make

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I woke up in the car. I must have slept the entire drive. It was starting to get dark. Steph was unbuckling me. Drool covered my chin and pacifier and I looked up into her loving eyes. I felt that I was totally soaked and hadn’t even realized I had peed myself. Steph pulled me out of the car and helped me into the house. I was totally exhausted. I remember being on my changing table getting changed again and feeling the nicest feeling of pleasure but also feeling very self-conscious and slightly humiliated. I remember mommy’s boobies in my mouth. I suckled for some time. Then I think mommy fed me a lot of water in my bottle and some yummy baby food with a spoon, holding me so sweetly. Then I don’t remember anything more.

	 

	The next morning I woke up in my crib. I didn’t know where I was at first. It felt nice and cozy. I had my blanky and was all cozy warm. I was wearing my plastic onesie and a large disposable. Something felt so nice about that but I also felt a bit embarrassed. Especially when I realized I was soaking wet. Damn! I had peed myself overnight! I hadn’t done that in over a month! I struggled to recall the events of yesterday. It seemed like such a dream. It was like there was a part of me that was just going bye bye. It was like my inner “man” was disappearing. Where was he? I felt a trickle start to leave me and felt myself squirt into my diapers. It felt so nice to just let go. Then I remembered. Wait. The inner “man” was still there! But he was buried so far down! Wait a minute! I needed control! Control. I tried to clamp down, to bring back my control. When I tried to control the flow suddenly I felt a queasy painful feeling and it almost left me nauseous. No, it felt much nicer just to let go. Like a river into the ocean. Just let loose. I realized I didn’t even need to think about it. Somehow I was just peeing. It was almost like I didn’t even need to think about it. No, I wasn’t thinking about it! What the hell? I tried to clamp down again and then the pain hit. I couldn’t control myself! By the time I was done peeing, my overnight diapers were totally wet. I couldn’t believe how much I had peed.

	 

	I sat up and tried to move the crib top. No use. My hands were in the locking mittens, which somehow felt nice today. It felt nice to not have to rely on my adult dexterity. Another blast of pee escaped me. I almost couldn’t feel it. Then I heard the door. It was mommy! I got up excited to see her. Steph, er mommy grinned down at me. “Baby, you’re awake! Are you doing ok? Yesterday was a rough day for baby at the doctors wasn’t it? Here lets check you. Lets see.” She put her hand into the leg waistband of my diapers and felt me. A big smile appeared on her face. “Yay! Baby wet himself! No more manly attempts at holding it! Such a good baby! Does baby remember wetting last night?” I shook my head, pouting my lip a little. “Aw, that’s ok baby. Just think though, you’re becoming a real true baby!”

	 

	Suddenly I felt something deep inside me, slipping and sliding. The pacifier dropped out of my mouth and I stammered, “Oh my God Steph, I think I’m going to… no!!!”

	 

	Steph smiled at me, watching as suddenly I lurched forward against the crib bars. I tried to block it but when I did that intense pain wracked my system. Suddenly it blew out of me. I was pooping myself! An intense wave of pleasure hit me as my diapers filled with the stinky poop. Suddenly I felt extremely humiliated and my face started burning. Tears were streaming down my face as the deeply buried “man” in me fought and railed against this total degradation. And yet, yet… The sissy baby in me just felt SO good to be in a poopy diaper. Steph looked down at me and laughed a loving laugh. “Oh baby. Why do you fight it? I’m only trying to help you be you. Petey, why do you even try to be adult? Just let go and be your baby self!”

	 

	Steph let me out of my crib and the next thing I knew I found myself in Steph’s arms bawling like a total baby. I stank and was embarrassed as hell but somehow it didn’t matter. Steph took me into her arms and held me, holding me as she sat in the comfy chair. I found her guiding my head to her nipple and within seconds I was latched on and was suckling her boobies. The most intense pleasure wave hit me. It was like I was attached to her boobie. I cried softly as I sucked mommy’s boobies. “That’s it baby, just let it all out. You can suck on mommy’s boobies as long as you like.”

	 

	Later when I was cleaned up, we were sitting at the dining room table, me in my high chair with my duckie print yellow plastic bib. Steph had just finished feeding me my baby mush. I looked up at her and asked her if we could talk. She saw that I was serious and she let me down and we went to sit on the couch in the living room. I felt a bit ridiculous in my baby shorts/overalls, spider-man t-shirt, and thick diapers but also strangely comfortable.

	 

	“Steph… I… The last 6 months have been strange and wonderful but I just… I just…” “You just what Petey?” “I just… worry about… well what I mean is that at first I thought I wasn’t sure if I wanted all of this and then so much of it felt good, even with the intense humiliation and then the diapers started to really feel good but then I… I… I started to think about being a man again and taking you like a man and being a man and… and…” I started to tear up. I pissed myself, barely even realizing it. “See! I just peed myself and I couldn’t even control it! Steph… I’m not a man anymore! I’m a baby! You’re turning me into a baby and I… I… like it…” I started bawling. “Shhhh. Its ok baby.” Steph held me close. “You know. I know deep down you want this, that deep down you love to submit to me, that deep down you know you belong in diapers. I’ve only even been trying to get you to admit that to yourself my sweet baby boy… I know that this has been hard on you but know that you can go farther. Your training is only starting dear boy. I want you to be the best ‘adult’ baby slave in the world. Totally submitting to your mommy. You think about it a little bit tonight. We can discontinue the training sessions with the doctor but I think deep down you know you want to continue them. I want you to continue them. I love being your mommy. It turns me on and gets me so hot!

	 

	But just in case you don’t want this baby life anymore, I’ll figure out a way to reverse what conditioning we’ve already done. Tell you what. I’ll leave your crib top unlocked tonight, won’t put your locking mittens on, and I’ll leave some of your old adult clothes out with the deconditioning collar on the chair. If after I tuck you into your crib you decide tonight that you don’t want to be a baby, that you want to be an adult, then you get out of your crib and put on your collar and the adult clothes. You might want to keep on your diapers still though as I don’t think you’ll have control but we can always do potty training again and get you back into your old boxers.

	 

	If you do decide that you want to go ahead with the training, prepare yourself as the next level of training is going to take you deeper into this world. Be prepared. You may not have as easy of a time leaving next time I give you this choice. But I’ll tell you what, every so often I’ll give you this option to opt out. I want this baby world to be your choice. Not mine. I want you to know that you have chosen diapers. I want you to know that you have chosen to be a baby. It actually turns me on that the biggest humiliation of your life is that you have chosen this with your own free will!

	 

	I looked up at mommy with tears in my eyes. I hugged her close. She led me into my room and changed my diapers. She let me suckle her boobies a little bit more. Then it was my bedtime. 6 O’Clock. She tucked me in after laying out my adult clothes on the chair and I lay there for some time looking up at the ceiling instead of the locking bars tonight. I was choosing this? I felt a trickle fill my diapers. Jeez. I really didn’t have control any more. Could I go back to my old life? Could I do it? I started to think about being a man, about fucking my wife, about having drinks, talking it up with the men at work.

	 

	The inner “man” in me fought. Fought hard. He railed, screamed, complained, tried to convince. Thoughts of hot women, me fucking like a stud, wearing manly clothes, drinking drinks, watching ball games, telling sex jokes with my co-workers while we teased the secretaries, driving fast cars… I peed myself some more. I kept sucking my pacifier. The inner “man” fought it. Slowly… Slowly… I brought up my hands to my pacifier. It felt like moving a mountain, taking the pacifier out of my mouth. I couldn’t believe how much I wanted it. I gasped for air. I managed somehow to climb out of my crib.

	 

	I stood there in front of the mirror. It felt like the most painful thing in the world to take off my plastic onesie, almost as if I didn’t know how. I stood there in front of the mirror in my large, bulky, wet disposable diapers. It took all of my remaining strength to undo the diaper tapes and let the wet diaper fall to the floor.

	 

	Suddenly, Steph opened up the door and looked in. She was wearing a silky red robe, cut knee high. My cock throbbed suddenly. She saw me, in the worst dilemma, fighting myself. She was twirling a pair of boxer briefs in one hand and held a large disposable diaper in the other hand. I stood there and looked at her. Looked at myself. Trying to decide what to do. She had a grin on her face. The inner “man” in me lept as Steph suddenly opened her robe, revealing the sexiest pair of lacy red panties and bra. I shook, throbbing with desire. “Tell me baby. Do you want to be a man? Just think. You can fuck me like a total stud. If you want that life we’ll dismantle the crib, clear this room. You can go back to your old life. We’ll work on deconditioning you and getting all of your manly control back. If you want that, just come take these boxer shorts from me and take back your old bedroom. You won’t ever sleep in a crib again. You’ll piss into the toilet standing up like a man. Throw me on the bed and fuck me like you want to! I’ll give you the hottest blowjob. Let you fuck me doggie style. You can have me all night, tonight and every night. You can go back to eating steak, drinking beer, being a man.

	 

	However… She started talking in that babyish condescending tone… Maybe you’re just a little baby? Maybe you really don’t want to be a man anymore? Your penis is pretty small. Pretty babyish. And maybe you don’t want to use the toilet like a real man anymore? Maybe you just want to pee pee and poo poo in your diapers and have all your relief like the sissy baby you really want to be? You can wear toddler and baby clothes the rest of your life, except at work, where you can enjoy the comfort of large diapers under your business suit! You can eat your baby and toddler food and suck on your bottle. You can have your pacifier all the time, thinking baby thoughts. I’ll humiliate you like a total sissy baby. Just think! You can suck on mommy’s boobies while you get your only sexual relief, your creamies in your wet, poopy diapers! If you want that life, come over to the changing table and beg me to diaper you with this diaper. Well baby? What life do you want? Its your choice.”

	 

	I couldn’t believe it. I was being offered a choice. It felt like it might not be the easiest choice given I had just been through the clockwork orange treatment the previous day. But I did feel my inner “man” come alive. Steph was so hot. That lingerie. I looked at the diaper in her hand. Was I really a man? The diapers did feel pretty good. Could I give them up? I knew she wasn’t going to let me have both worlds. I felt so conflicted!

	 

	I went into a deep day dream. I thought about Steph, naked on our bed, her legs spread. My penis wasn’t small anymore. It was huge. I was a bull stud. I was taking her. I was… Wait, why was I wearing a diaper? I was peeing. Mary and Brenda and all of the dominant ladies were standing over me teasing me. Laughing at me. I suddenly woke from my daydream to the reality of Steph’s laughter and realized that I had pee running down my legs. There was a pool of urine at my feet.

	 

	No! It wasn’t fair! I wanted to be a man! A man! Steph was laughing. Laughing. I was going to take the boxers. I was going to fuck her silly tonight. This baby business was over with! I walked over to her, my legs dripping. I was going to take the boxers. I was going to… I reached out… I reached out… I took the… I took the…

	 

	I took the diapers. I couldn’t help it. Steph beamed at me, giggling, knowing that there was no way I could have taken the boxers. She led me by the hand and laid me down on the changing table. I had tears streaming down my face but inside I was happy with my decision. The inner “man” in me was screaming but it felt like he had been locked up in jail, and was wearing a thick diaper. I cooed and beamed as mommy strapped me to the table with the restraints, lotioned, powdered, and re-diapered me.

	 

	She stood over me and gloated for a while, causing me to burn with humiliation. “I knew you couldn’t do it. I knew you would take the diapers. Just think. You could have fucked me silly, had my hot, wet pussy. But instead you chose diapers. But I’ll tell you what baby. I’ll let you have a little creamie tonight. Would you like that sweety?” I nodded. “Beg me for your pacifier,” she teased as she held it out for me. I began to beg. “Uh uh. Baby talk. You aren’t a man, remember?”

	 

	“Mommy, pwease. Pwease. Binky. Binky!” I begged in the best baby talk I could muster. Mommy teased me, stroking my diapered cock firmly as she put the pacifier to my lips and then pulled it away as I reached for it. I was going crazy! Here, I could have been fucking my wife tonight and instead I found myself tied to a changing table in diapers and humping my wife’s hand begging for a pacifier! Bliss shot through me with the delicious humiliation. My eyes started to roll back into my head. Mommy knew she had me. I rubbed, pushed, humpy humped her hand. I wanted to have the biggest creamie in my diapers. Oh I wanted it so bad. I wanted to be a baby. A big baby. A big sissy baby. “Mommy! Pwease! Pwease! Binky! Binky! Cweamie! Cweamie!”

	 

	“Ok baby, here you go.” The pacifier went into my mouth just as I burst into the front of my diapers, coming in one of the best orgasms of my life. Load after load of creamie shot out of my tiny penis into the folds of my diapers. I wanted it to last forever but I soon came crashing back to earth. I shook and pulled hard at the tight restraints but they held. As my orgasm died down, I realized what I had done. It all came crashing down. Steph knew and grinned.

	 

	“Aw, did baby lose his libido? Still like the decision you made baby? Too bad, you’re going to stick with it…” Before I could protest, she tied the pacifier in place with a strong ribbon, gagging me. I suddenly didn’t feel so comfortable. “Tomorrow, we go back for more conditioning at the doctors. I told Brenda you would be taking a week’s vacation this week. She said it was fine, that you’ve been pretty useless at work lately anyway. The doctor says 3 to 5 more sessions this week, starting tomorrow. We didn’t finish all of the conditionings and needed to reinforce some of the ones we did today. And given tomorrow is Monday, we will probably see more people out too so we better make sure you have on your largest diapers and your most babyish clothes so everyone can see!” Steph laughed as I winced, suddenly not feeling so hot. Then the humiliation led to a strange bliss and I fell into a light trance, looking up at my mommy with eyes of love and knowing that I had in fact made the right decision. The inner “man” in me hung his head in shame and let go. A nice long stream of pee pee right into my waiting diapers.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Afterword by Author

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I hoped you enjoyed this story and might take time to give it a good review on Amazon. It is purely a work of fiction and meant for entertainment purposes only for those who enjoy humiliation, fetish, and diaper/adult baby play. Remember that you are all loved. Even though we enjoy reading these stories of humiliation and dominance / submission we should never truly feel bad about ourselves. We are all beings of light and love at heart. Even with all of our strange and wonderful modes of expression, sexual or otherwise, may we all remember our true self worth and have inner strength, even with our fetishes, to be who we are and create good in the world. May all beings be happy and loved and may you spread love into the world around you. Kisses and Hugs.

	 

	Madeline

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	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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