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	Chapter 1 – Potty Training

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The first few days were the hardest. The humiliation never seemed to end with me. Red faced I finished screwing together my new single bed. Steph had made me buy one at the local Target, informing me that my new training period was not going to be complete until I was fully “potty trained” as well as “man trained”. That meant no accidents and no babyish behavior for 1 full week. And I had to learn how to perform like a man again in the bedroom. I hadn’t had a very good time of it so far. Me, a grown man, reduced to this, after months of living the life of an adult baby, now I was being forced to go through potty training and having to relearn how to be an adult man.

	 

	Steph made me take off a week of work. I hadn’t managed to stay dry the first few days. I couldn’t seem to regain the control that I once had as I had been so used to using diapers all the time for the last several months. My bladder and bowels had gotten lazy being in diapers all the time. In addition, Steph had made me undergo intense conditioning training with an evil dom doctor friend of hers. Every time I tried to think about going to the bathroom in the old way, like an adult, it just brought me strange sweating and pain. Somehow it felt more natural now to just let go at any time. Which really scared me.

	 

	At least the crib and the changing table were out of “my room”. It still stank of baby powder and dirty diapers though. I couldn’t seem to get the smell out, no matter how many times I’d scrubbed and cleaned that day. The associations brought me to a place where I was shaking, even sweating, almost as though I were going through withdrawal. Because I had a secret. I still really liked the diapers. But the man inside me had said no. It was time. Time to really be once and for all out of diapers. I was going to do it. I was going to be a man.

	 

	“So you really want to do this huh Petey?” Steph said with a smirk, that last evening when Caroline had been over, after the weekend that I’d been humiliated completely for the last time. I’d been firm in my response, telling her that I was done with diapers, that I didn’t want them anymore. I was going to be a man once again. Steph had grinned at me, “We’ll I wouldn’t say you’ve ever really been a man, but maybe we can try to get you to proper toddler age and see how things go.”

	 

	I’d gotten nasty at that point, but only until Steph had reminded me that Caroline and her friend had taken some very revealing and utterly humiliating pictures of me, which she would be more than happy to share with the world if we didn’t play this out exactly as she wanted. I’d pouted at that point, unbelieving that she’d do it but a quick session over her knee that soon had me balling quickly proved that I maybe did have a bit of growing up to do.

	 

	I’d sulked in the corner for a bit, trying to hold my bladder, which unfortunately wasn’t for very long. Steph had laughed at that, teasing me about my small bladder and about the fact that my conditioning was all but lost. But then she sat me down, dried me, and comforted me. I felt like a school kid being talked to by his mother. I went red in the face as she laid out the new rules for me.

	 

	“Ok Petey, if you really want to get out of diapers we are going to do it my way.

	 

	First of all, this first week is going to be your potty training period and you need to prove to me that you don’t need or want diapers anymore. It’s going to be black and white. Either the diapers or your manhood. Think hard on this because I’m either going to have a full man or a baby. Not a man one night and a baby the next… You have two weeks to regain your bladder control. Then, if by the end of week 2 you can’t potty train its back into diapers.

	 

	Second. You better take this first week off work. I will take off too, as I have some vacation time still saved. I’m not sure you’re bladder and even bowel control is up for going in to work yet.

	 

	Third. You continue to obey me all week long, no buts about it. Any disrespect and you go over my knee.

	 

	Fourth. You’re still just a little boy to me until you prove that you can stay dry and clean and can demonstrate to me that you belong out of diapers.

	 

	Fifth. When you have to go to the bathroom, you’re to let me know and I’ll help you out this first week. I’m going to clean you up like I would any toddler. No complaining.

	 

	Sixth. You stay shaved, not that you have much body hair anyway, but you’re to stay shaved until you prove to me that you’re a big boy.

	 

	Seventh. You’re sleeping in a single bed in your old room until you can prove to me you’re acting your age. Until then, you’re still my little Petey, lets just say toddler Petey!

	 

	Eighth. I know that you want sex with me again so one of the conditions of your release is going to be that you fuck me like a man. No diapers. One week might be pushing it with you on that so I’ll give you some time to find your manhood again. Your cock is really pretty pathetic but I’ll give it a go. But you have to cum without any babyish items around. Something you haven’t done in a really long time, considering you haven’t had an orgasm outside of diapers for several months now! And if you succeed in this task I won’t ever bring up the diapers again. Well, unless you’re pissing yourself. That’s right, you manage to fuck me proper like a man and you manage to stay dry, we end this whole baby thing right then and there.

	 

	And ninth, last but not least, if I catch you wearing a diaper for any reason at any point this week or from here on out, this whole deal is off and you’re going back into diapers for good. Understand? Lets see if you can really get over what I know to be your true feelings for diapers…” Steph laughed at the last one, “So do you agree to these terms Petey? Not that you really have a choice…”

	 

	I blushed bright red in the face. I wanted to be a man and just stand up and slap her but truthfully I felt my balls shrivel and it felt like my cock got tinier. I didn’t know what to say except, “Ok Steph, I agree to the rules.” What kind of man was I? Potty training? Training to be a man in the bedroom again?

	 

	So here I was putting my new bed together. Humiliated at my failed attempt at sex last night. I wasn’t able to get it up. For some reason I was too conditioned to having my release in diapers now. I tried to not think about it, put it out of my mind for a moment. I sat back down, not used to hard work like this. Some handy man I was. At least my speech felt more adult around Steph now, as I had been working like crazy to overcome the strange conditioned need I felt to speak to Steph in baby talk. That crazy Doctor Lainie she had taken me to had really worked me over and done some things to me. But somehow, I knew with my willpower I could override the conditionings. Or could I?

	 

	Just then Steph came in and handed me a glass of lemonade. I took it and immediately spilled some of the contents right onto my shirt, causing her to give me a look and a word of disapproval, “What? Can’t you drink from a glass now Petey? Too long on the bottle and sippy cups?” I blushed red. I really hadn’t drunk out of many cups other than plastic ones for the past months and most of them had been bottles.

	 

	I shrugged it off and opened my mouth, hoping not to get yelled at, “Steph? Can I at least change my clothes? I mean…” It was the look I was expecting. The no look. Steph shook her head, “Do you need to go over my knee young man? What did I say about questioning me? Until you can perform in the bedroom and keep your pants dry you’re staying in these clothes and that’s final young man!”

	 

	I bowed my head deferentially, feeling that familiar twang of humiliation mixed with strange excitement. I did like the feeling of submission. Well, I’d grown to like it after months of being kept as a servile adult baby. Some of the humiliating times had been like a strange high and part of me wondered if I did want to do this. To leave my diapers forever. It did feel strange now to be without them for the first time in months. But… My clothes. I was wearing my toddler jeans, bright red keds and a ridiculous Captain America t-shirt. At least I had a pair of underpants on. Although, I wasn’t sure where she’d gotten the underpants. They had dinosaurs on them…

	 

	“Steph?” I asked, suddenly feeling that urge. “Yes sweety?” she answered. “I have to uh, you know, go pee?” I felt totally stupid telling her. I felt like I was 3 years old. But I did have to go. I was actually amazed that I was recognizing it. “Ok, hurry honey. Lets go to the potty. Come on,” Steph took my hand and let me down the hall. I found myself pinching my crotch, just like I’d seen many little ones do it. I couldn’t believe how bad I had to go suddenly. It came on so fast. But my toddler pride didn’t last long. I suddenly felt something. Wetness. We hadn’t even taken more than a few steps down the hall. I looked down in horror to see the huge wet spot on the front of my jeans. And I nearly burst into tears.

	 

	Steph saw my anguish and tried to suppress a giggle. “It’s ok sweety. This is going to take some time. You’ve been seriously conditioned not to use the toilet, not only because we went to that lovely doctor and ran the conditioning program on you but also because you’ve worn diapers now 24/7 for months! Aw, there, its ok.”

	 

	I tried to put on a stoic face but the feeling of being in wet pants was too much. How the hell was I going to do this? The pee was running down my legs and filling my shoes now. My pants were soaked.

	 

	Steph led me into the bathroom and began stripping my pants and underwear off. I felt another wave of embarrassment, as I stood there naked and damp, my tiny penis shriveled up and glaring at me as another reminder of my lack of adulthood. She could tell I was embarrassed, and decided to mock and tease it a little, flicking it with her finger, “Aw, its so cute. Widdle pee pee.” Then to my horror I realized I wasn’t done peeing. A small stream of pee shot out onto the floor, causing me to gasp. Steph burst into laughter. “Just like a little one…” she smirked, “I think we still have a ways to go…”

	 

	I stood there in embarrassment as she then wiped me down with baby wipes. “To get all of the pee pee off of you, these baby wipes do make the best sense,” Steph grinned as she finished cleaning me off. I shuddered and tried to suppress my excitement as she took a little extra time on my penis, causing it to stiffen. Steph laughed, “He still doesn’t get very big does he, even when he’s stiff? Come on pee pee, get big for me! Oh! Is that all? Come on pee pee! Ha ha ha ha ha!” I went deep purple in the face but held onto the toilet, trying to contain myself. It did feel good.

	 

	“Toddler Petey wants to make a widdle squirty doesn’t he? Does that feel good Petey? When I rub it like this with the baby wipes? Feel good to be out of diapers?” she skillfully manipulated me right to the brink, smiling that wickedly seductive grin, and at the word diapers I almost came. “Pathetic that this is the only way you can cum now, are you sure you want to be out of diapers Petey?” she teased. I was moaning. This was pure torture and bliss at the same time and I couldn’t even respond. But Steph pulled off at the last second, something she was very skillful at. I cried out in agony, wanting her to finish. She only laughed and gave me a spank across my bare cold bottom causing me to jump and turn red. “Here lets get another pair of underpants on you mister. But first, maybe you want to try tinkling into your potty first? Does Petey have any more in there?”

	 

	Shamefaced, I was forced to stand there in front of this awful “big boy toilet” which was actually a large version of a kid’s training potty, until my penis went down and let her hold it, waiting for more pee to come out. Sure enough, within a few minutes a few trickles came out, making a little puddle in the bottom of the potty. It was like I had grown used to peeing all the time. I didn’t know how I was going to avoid wet pants. I couldn’t stop blushing as she made me step into the Transformers underwear. She pulled them up tight and snapped them over me. Then she held out another pair of boy’s “jeans” for me to step into. “We’re going to have to either get more clothes for you Petey or I’ll be doing the wash quite a bit, unless you can get your bladder under control,” she said, winking at me.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2 – Afternoon

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I was in the garage. Steph was in the kitchen cooking. I’d been told to “go out and play.” I felt stupid sitting there in our large backyard in my kid’s clothes and playing with some dumb dolls Steph had bought me. I still felt horny from Steph’s touch earlier and it evoked the strange associations of the diapers again for me. It felt so weird being in underwear.

	 

	So I went into the garage. I looked at them. They were in a large box. My diapers. My baby clothes. There was my crib. My changing table. My high chair. My playpen. My box of toys. My old life. The man in me suddenly surfaced, wondering what the hell I was doing in there… I wasn’t going there anymore! But then I noticed something blue and shiny poking out of one of the boxes. I went over to look. Just a look. It couldn’t hurt.

	 

	I picked them up. The pair of shiny blue plastic pants, which I knew so well. God, it had only been a day, why was I already reminiscing? I felt a familiar feeling in my groin and felt myself stiffen again. Panicking, I started to put the pants back when I heard her at the door. “What do you think you’re doing mister?” Steph was glaring at me, the wooden cooking spoon in one hand, tapping the other. I gulped and then blushed bright red when I realized the plastic pants were still in my hand.

	 

	“Do you want to go back into your diapers mister? Is that why you’re out here? Huh? Answer me!” Steph gave me that look that caused me to shake. Cursing, I suddenly realized I was leaking again. I went even redder, realizing I was having a hard time even knowing when it was coming. Steph looked down at my pants and laughed, “You know maybe we should just call this whole potty training thing off and just put you back into a diaper now. What do you say Petey? Ready to go back in diapers?”

	 

	I gulped again and put the plastic pants back while Steph eyed me. I started walking slowly out of the garage under her hard stare and felt a sharp stab of pain as she swatted me on my behind, now wet with pee. “Stop right there mister. Bend over the cabinet.” I cringed when I realized what was coming. I knew better than to disobey though. I bent over. Then I felt the onslaught. Steph was wicked with the wooden spoon. It stung extra through my wet pants and I was horrified when I realized that at about stroke 10 I was peeing again. My pants were soaked again. By stroke 20 I was bawling.

	 

	Steph pulled me up and looked me in the eye with that domineering mother look, “That’s for exploring where you shouldn’t be exploring without permission. And you can just stay in your wet pants for another hour while I finish dinner mister man. Maybe that will teach you not to go rummaging around in your baby stuff again!” Steph pulled me by the ear and walked me over to the box of diapers. “I want you to choose right now. Diapers or big boy pants. Which is it?” she said, pulling my ear sharply making me wince with pain.

	 

	I stammered out a quick, “bb… big boy pants…” Steph smiled at me, “Good boy, ok then. I want you to walk the box of diapers out front and set them on the curb with the trash. Right now.” “B.. But… The neighbors might see my wet pants and… and… the box of diapers…” I gulped. “I don’t care. That’s your problem mister. Would you rather I put them back in your dresser?” I just shook my head and meekly walked the box down the drive to the curb. Steph followed me holding my ear. I felt like a little kid being scolded. When I got to the curb I blushed as I saw Emily across the way smile and say hi to Steph. Oh no. Steph had told Emily about my diapers and baby life a month back. Emily thought it was hilarious. I usually dreaded seeing her.

	 

	Steph called hi back to her. I shuffled my feet nervously, wanting to get back in the house immediately. The diapers were poking out of the top of the box. My pants were soaked. Emily started walking over. Emily gave Steph a hug and then turned towards me grinning. “Petey being a bad boy?” she laughed. Steph answered, “Yes he was. He thought he’d try to get into his diapers again after a few days of potty training. But he knows its either diapers or big boy pants. He can’t have both. So I gave him a spanking right on his bad boy bottom. But we’re wondering if perhaps he should still be in diapers. He’s not doing too well with his potty training. Lift your shirt and show her your pants Petey.” Burning red I lifted my shirt, knowing better than to disobey Steph.

	 

	Emily started laughing as she saw my wet pants. “Wow. Pissed his pants huh? I agree. Are you throwing those diapers away Petey?” she asked when she saw the box of diapers. I nodded. “You may want to hold onto them a little longer Steph. Otherwise you’ll be doing a lot of laundry…” Emily said grinning. Steph laughed, “Well we’re going to try it aren’t we Petey? Maybe throwing the diapers out will act to further break his diaper habit. And I think he was just scared anyway. And he always gets a weak bladder when I spank him.” Emily laughed, “I can’t imagine. I try to picture my man Michael in diapers or spanking him and the thought makes me laugh. He would slap me and turn me around and fuck me like a horse if I ever suggested it. He’s so alpha.” Steph grinned, “Not Petey. He’s just little. But he’s learning. Aren’t you Petey? You going to be a bit more manly some day Petey?” Steph teased. I nodded, but my wet pants didn’t really make me feel so manly.

	 

	Suddenly Michael yelled from inside Emily’s house, “Emily! Are you going to finish dinner or what? Get you ass in here girl!” “Gotta go! My man’s calling!” Emily smiled, “Good luck with the potty training Petey, give me a call Steph, lets do lunch soon.” Emily and Steph hugged again and Steph told me to drop the box. I left it by the trash. Part of me sank watching the diapers go bye bye. Steph grabbed me by the ear and pulled me down the driveway. She led me to the backyard again and went in to cook dinner. “No more trouble mister man,” she said as she left me there with my toys. I called back to her that my pants were still wet, asking her if I could change. “No,” she said in a very matter of fact tone, “Sit in your wet pants for awhile and think about whether you want to really be a big boy or not.”

	 

	I stood there in the middle of the lawn grateful that at least the sun was out. I couldn’t believe I’d wet myself again. How was I going to get my control back? I kicked a ball that was lying there and then sat down to read a Hardy Boys mystery that Steph had left for me. Lying on the grass in wet pants with a stinging bottom wasn’t exactly my idea of a good time but I knew better than to argue with Steph.

	 

	About a half hour later I suddenly realized that I had to go again. But I didn’t have to pee. I really had to go. I started coming back inside the house and Steph stopped me at the kitchen, “And just where do you think you’re going little man?” she demanded. “I… I… have to go poo poo Steph. Please. Can I go to the toilet?” I stammered. I was quivering, trying to squeeze my butt cheeks together to hold it. It felt like I didn’t have long.

	 

	Steph stood there grinning. “I should just make you go in your pants after that sly move in the garage, but… I really don’t want to clean it up. Ok, lets go mister, but take your pants off first. You’re getting the kitchen all wet. Come on!” Embarrassed, I let her undress me yet again and walked shamefully down the hall, trying urgently to hold it in as she smacked me again a few times with the wooden spoon, causing me to yelp.

	 

	When I got to the bathroom I fell onto the plastic potty quickly as I knew I probably didn’t have much time. I felt it all come out of me in a quick motion and sighed in relief. Steph curled her nose, making a face at me and then told me to get up and bend over. I almost said something, wanting to tell her that I could wipe myself but I realized that that would be a useless endeavor. So, instead, my face burning with humiliation, I let her bend me over the toilet while she wiped me. Then I felt a few wipes with the baby wipes once again, causing my face to burn hot with shame. I couldn’t believe my wife/mommy was wiping my butt! I couldn’t even wipe myself!

	 

	On went another pair of underpants and pants. I went into the kitchen to sit down to a horrible meal of mac and cheese. I started to open my mouth to complain but realized after one look that Steph wasn’t going to have it. She ate her steak and salad smiling, knowing that it burned me inside to have to eat a kid’s meal. I suppose it was better than the baby food, which she had been feeding me for some time now though and kept silent. Steph teased me at dinner, saying that she had thought earlier in the day about letting me attempt to fuck her but that after my incident in the garage and pissing myself that she didn’t really want to. “I don’t want to fuck a pants pisser,” she grinned, causing me to blush.

	 

	After dinner Steph told me it was my bedtime. She took me first to the bathroom and made me stand there again while she held my “pee pee”. Embarrassingly, some pee did come out. I couldn’t believe that I still could barely feel it when it came on. I was hoping that my control would come back soon. She brushed my teeth and made me put on my super-heroes pajamas. I felt like an oversized toddler.

	 

	I wasn’t very tired but allowed Steph to tuck me in anyway. I blushed when I saw the sheets, covered in kid’s dinosaur motifs. Turning over I tried to sleep. I noticed then that I was nervously fidgeting. I didn’t have my pacifier. Steph had taken it away with all of the baby items. I had slept with a pacifier for months now and had been conditioned to use it also during times of stress. I suddenly missed it. Cursing myself for being such a baby I tried to think of something else. I heard laughter in the other room. Steph must be on the phone, I thought. Maybe she wouldn’t notice. I bit my thumb a little, letting it crawl into my mouth. Strangely that felt better. I began to suck on it. And slowly I fell into sleep.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 3 – The Next Day

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The smell of baby powder and diapers in the room caused me to have dreams of cribs and crawling. Dominant women were standing over me laughing. I was sitting there in a big messy diaper and Caroline, Brenda, and the women from the mall were all laughing. Pointing at the “baby”. I was crawling for them…

	 

	“Oh my God, you really can’t control yourself can you mister!” What? Where was I? It was morning time… Oh no… I felt that uncomfortable wet feeling again. Steph was standing over me with a stern face. My sheets were soaked. I realized I still had my thumb in my mouth and drool was streaming down my face. I pulled it out quickly, turning red. “Need your pacifier still Petey? Big boys don’t suck their thumbs. I don’t know about this Petey… How am I supposed to wash the sheets and your clothes this many times a day? Get up!”

	 

	Embarrassed I crawled out of bed, my pants soaked. I wiped the drool from my face and watched Steph pull the sheets off the bed. “If you can’t stay dry, we’re going to have to put you in training pants mister, or maybe better yet we should use some pull-ups for awhile. Maybe you’re not quite ready for underpants.”

	 

	The day was uneventful. I thankfully managed to make it to the bathroom without wetting myself and Steph didn’t make good on her threat about the pull-ups. I’m not quite sure how I did manage to start regaining control. It felt like my bladder was the size of a walnut. But somehow I began to feel it happening and some old memory had come back, allowing me to start clenching my muscles down there. The muscles felt really weak though.

	 

	Finally it was bedtime. I was scared. I knew I had to perform and didn’t exactly feel very manly after peeing myself the previous day, and being forced to sit on a training potty, and wear toddler clothes.

	 

	Steph was into it though. She called me into the bedroom, her bedroom, and was lying there in some of her finest black lingerie. I gulped. I told myself, “I know how to do this. I used to do this. I can do it!” At Steph’s command I stripped, hoping to God I wouldn’t leak on the carpet or something utterly embarrassing like that. I’d made sure to pee on the potty 5 minutes before hand just in case.

	 

	I probably looked ridiculous standing there, a totally shaved adult man. I didn’t even have hair on my balls or groin. I must have looked totally infantile. Steph just smirked as she looked at me. She thought it was funny. “Ok big boy. Think you can handle mommy tonight?” she said as she slipped off her bra, revealing her gorgeous breasts. I gulped. I think my fear kept my cock at half mast. I tried to think quick of other things that I knew excited me. In a panic, thoughts of my pacifier went through my mind. Then the man inside woke up. What was wrong with me? I think they had conditioned me in that crazy doctor’s office, done something to me. Why wasn’t I raging hard for my wife? Why did I feel so weak?

	 

	Steph took my tiny penis in her hand and began to stroke it, attempting to get it hard. She began taunting me, “Most men would be rock hard looking at this body Petey! Yet here you are, all soft… Maybe I should just get you in a diaper and we should call this whole potty training thing off?”

	 

	I tried to summon my manhood. “I can do this,” I said, not quite sure of myself. “Well then do it sweety. Do me. Take me like a man. Come on! I’m waiting,” she said lying back on the bed, pulling her panties down and turning around on all fours. “Take me like a lion would take his mate. Take me like Michael takes Emily next door. Come on stud. Let’s go!” I stood there and furiously began to stroke my cock, trying to get it harder. I managed to get it a little harder but embarrassingly I found myself thinking about being on my old changing table.

	 

	I tried to force the babyish images from my mind and moved up behind her, starting to move my cock against her pussy. She was wet, but probably not from the sight of me. She always got wet humiliating me. I tried sticking it in and began to grab her and pushed. “Is it in yet?” she asked. I gulped. I was all the way in. I felt myself going soft and it slipped out again. I was nearly in tears. My face was burning red.

	 

	Steph laughed and turned around. “Aw baby, its ok, we can try again tomorrow. Here, lets try it this way.” She threw me on the bed and got on top of me. Reaching over to her bedside table she pulled something out. I blushed when I saw what it was. No! It was one of my adult sized pacifiers… Teasingly she drew it across my lips, causing me to blush even brighter red. No, we couldn’t do it this way… I shook my head no.

	 

	“Come on Petey? Are you sure? It would be so easy to just go back to being a big baby… I mean, you wet your pants yesterday how many times? And you almost didn’t make it a couple times today. I think I did see some pee stains in your underpants mister. Don’t you think it would feel nice going back into diapers?” She was goading me. “Something has to get you hard,” she said, teasing me, “how about you just suck your thumb for me? We’ll let it slip just this once. We’ll pretend you’re an adult that likes to just suck his thumb while his wife fucks him. Go on…”

	 

	I don’t know why I did it but I was feeling so frustrated that I let her guide my thumb into my mouth. It did make me feel better somehow. And then horrified, I realized what was happening. I was getting erect! Steph grinned down at me, gloating. She loved making me like this. Suddenly she mounted me, my tiny erect penis. “That’s better, but I can still barely feel it Petey… Come on, fuck me baby! That’s it, suck your thumb you big baby. Give it to mommy. Let’s go baby. You haven’t fucked me in how long? Several months? This is kind of fun actually.”

	 

	I began to thrust up into her, trying to be manly but it was really her dominant attitude and the feeling of the thumb in my mouth that was turning me on. Steph reached down to squeeze my nipples and I gasped. “I bet you miss being on that changing table don’t you Petey,” Steph said as she fucked me, masterfully working my tiny cock with her taught wet cunt, “Does my pussy feel as good as a big fluffy diaper? A diaper. A diaper. Diapers. Diapers.”

	 

	Oh no. I couldn’t help it. As she kept repeating the word diaper, I started spasming and felt myself suddenly about to lose it. Just then Steph pulled off, laughing, as I gasped out loud, nearly crying, I ended up spurting all over myself. I turned bright red at the state of my ruined humiliating orgasm and being forced to cum at the word ‘diaper’. I quickly took my thumb out of my mouth, but was too embarrassed to even look at Steph.

	 

	“Aw, don’t want to suck your thumb anymore baby? Could have fooled me… And it looks like it’s another night in your little boy bed tonight. You’re going to need to learn to fuck way better than that if you want to regain your “man status” anytime soon. Go on, get up, let’s get you ready for bed in your little boy bed.” Steph laughed. Humiliated, I stood up and flinched as she spanked me hard on my bare bottom. “Lets go brush your teeth and use the potty before your beddy byes ok diddums?” Steph said as she took my hand and led me to the bathroom.

	 

	I sulked the rest of the night, terrified at my failure in the bedroom and wondering if I was ever going to be able to grow up.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 4 – Sunday

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Don’t ask me how I did it but somehow I really started to regain control that first week. I mustered every ounce of inner strength I had and practiced clenching my bladder muscles whenever I thought about it. I sweated a lot. It was painful. I did have a few accidents but overall, it seemed like I was coming along.

	 

	It was still incredibly humiliating to have to use the little kid potty. Somehow the control of my bowels had come back much more easily but I still couldn’t believe how embarrassing it was to have Steph wipe my bottom when I went poo.

	 

	I had to fight back the sweats when I passed by the garage or when Steph sent me out to get something there, even though the diapers were gone. I could still see the crib and the changing table. I tried to avert my eyes from the baby furniture and I fought to restrain my erection that suddenly appeared whenever I thought of diapers. I had to regain my manhood. I just had to!

	 

	Finally Sunday rolled around. I wasn’t looking forward to going back to work but on the other hand I was ready to be out of the house and finally wearing adult clothes again, which Steph promised I would be able to wear at work. I had only had one small accident yesterday and none today so far.

	 

	Tonight was my big chance to prove to Steph that I was going to be able to be a man. She had promised me a chance to fuck her. Steph had left the house on an errand and I found my chance. I went downstairs to get on my computer. I was going to look at some porn to see if I could start resurrecting my manhood by looking at hot women screwing on the internet. I figured it might be good for me to get stimulated by something that didn’t involve a pacifier in my mouth or a diaper around my hips. It had been too long…

	 

	I took down my pants and began to pull on my tiny penis, finding some good sites to look at. I actually started to get into it. Yes! I could do this! I could find that man inside me again. I knew I could… I remembered suddenly some of my old feelings and started to feel the intensity build in me.

	 

	I got so wrapped up in the sites I was looking at that I didn’t hear the door open at the top of the basement stairs. Nor did I hear her walking on the stairs. Suddenly, while watching a man take a woman from behind and screaming out loud, I heard her voice. Steph. Shit. “Oooh that position looks good Petey… You going to try that with me tonight?” Flushing bright red I closed my laptop and turned to face her. She was snickering and sneering at me, “thought you’d get some practice in Petey? Ok, well here’s your chance… Take me. Go on. Bend me over the table down here and give me a good reaming. Fuck my brains out. Take me in my hot wet pussy. Can you do it? Tell you what. If you can fuck me good right now we’ll call it all good. Otherwise I’m going to take you over my knee and give you the hardest blistering of your life right on your baby smooth bottom. You won’t be sitting down very well at work tomorrow either… You’ve done pretty good regaining your bladder control but can you take me like a man? Can you?”

	 

	Suddenly I froze and didn’t know what to do. I was shaking, like a caught mouse. But I summoned my courage. The inner man in me stood up. I was going to fuck her brains out. I pulled myself up, lunging for her. And then I realized I had forgotten to pull my pants up and went sprawling onto the basement floor. Steph laughed wildly. “Is that the best you can do Petey? Come on. Try again. I’ll give you a second chance. Although I’m starting to feel the itch for blistering that bottom of yours…”

	 

	I pulled up my pants and grabbed her. I realized I was still hard. The porn had really excited me. I felt myself one of those studs in the movie I was watching. Taking his hot bitch. I was going to take my wife something fierce. I pushed her over the table. Steph was still laughing. Why was she laughing? I started to fumble with my pants again, trying to get them down once more and she taunted me, “Hurry up alpha stud, I don’t have all night. Are you sure you don’t want to just take your spanking? We could go get some diapers from the store and pull out your changing table...“ I was gasping. No! Suddenly I realized I was leaking and her taunting was confusing me. I fumbled with her jeans, trying to get them down.

	 

	“Of course we’d have to buy some more plastic panties. And more pacifiers. You always loved sucking your pacifier while I diapered you. Then I could make you sit in the middle of the room and hump your diapers. I know you always liked that best. The diapers always felt so much better to you than pussy…” I was nearly in tears. Her words were driving through me. I was going to fuck her silly. She couldn’t talk to me like this. Not any more. I wasn’t a baby. I wasn’t a…

	 

	Just then I realized I was going to have to fuck her fast before I lost it. I could feel myself building and her humiliating words weren’t helping. I quickly pulled down her pants and saw her lacy black panties. “Go on stud. Fuck me. Can you do it?” she taunted. I pulled down her panties. I put my cock against her wet pussy. I held her hips tight. I was going to take her down. Oh God, I felt it building. I wasn’t even in her yet!

	 

	Laughing, she taunted, “Or should we get your spanking over with and get those diapers out?” I started to thrust into her and she pulled forward, causing me to lose my hold and I suddenly found myself crying out and convulsing with a sudden spasm. I lost it and my load shot out all over the back of her legs. I fell to the floor shaking.

	 

	Steph was laughing hysterically, “Oh Petey, just give it up. You never were really that good in bed. Why do you think I started trying to convince you about trying the whole baby thing in the first place? I knew you’d be perfect for it. And I love you like this honestly. Get up. Its time for your spanking now.”

	 

	Rage started to course through my veins and I lunged upwards at her. I wasn’t going to take this anymore! But Steph was too fast for me. Just as I came up, pain shot through my head and I found my ears ringing. She had slapped me! Stunned, within seconds I suddenly found myself bent over the table, my arm bent painfully behind my back. I was screaming in pain. I had forgotten how skillful Steph was at wrestling.

	 

	I cried out, “Steph let me go! Come on, please? Can we just forget all of this? Please?” I sounded pathetic. My wife had schooled me within seconds after my failed attempt at fucking her like a man. Steph started to speak, her dominant voice causing me to quiver, “No. You need to stay face down on this table. I’m going to go get something. If you aren’t face down on this table when I come back down, in this exact position, you’ll be going to work tomorrow with double extra thick diapers and locking plastic panties. Got it mister? Keep your nose down and think about the spanking you’re about to get. Tell me ‘yes mommy’ if you agree to this. Otherwise it’s the diapers tomorrow…”

	 

	I gulped. I felt whatever manhood I had attempted to summon suddenly drain away from me. “Y…yes, mommy…” I stuttered, nearly in tears. “That’s a good boy,” Steph gloated, “I’ll be right back. Keep that ass high in the air just like that…”

	 

	I felt utterly stupid face down on the table with my butt in the air. My pride was demolished. And suddenly I felt panic as I realized I had to pee. Oh no. I started sweating. I couldn’t bear any more humiliation tonight. I clenched down as hard as I could, trying to fight that urge that was coming on. My bladder still felt so damn tiny and I knew that I would need to get to a bathroom soon. I felt like a weak bladdered girl.

	 

	Steph only took 3 minutes. “Good boy,” she said as she came back grinning with some items that I couldn’t see due to my nose being face down on the table. “Any real man would have gotten up from the table and turned me over for the spanking. But not you huh Petey? You know your place. Arms out front. Now!”

	 

	Without thinking I put my arms out in front of me and then suddenly regretted it as I realized that she had two noose knots ready for my wrists. With the quickness of a lithe cat, she encircled my wrists, pulled the knots tight and I found my arms pulled forward, bending me strongly against the table and pinning me down. It only took her a few minutes to tie off the other ends at either corner. Quickly she came around the other side and within minutes I found my legs bound tightly as well to the corner legs closest to me. I was not in a good position…

	 

	I gulped and spoke up, “Hey Steph, I forgot to tell you, I really have to pee… Could we wait on this till I use the bathroom? Please?” Steph just sneered, “But Petey? Certainly you can hold it… You’ve been practicing! Big boy’s potty trained now isn’t he? All ready to go back to work tomorrow? Yes you should be able to hold it. You might not be able to sit down tomorrow though… Especially after you see what’s coming after the spanking!” I gulped again. No. What was she talking about ‘after the spanking’? I started to scream out.

	 

	“Oh stop your whining,” Steph said, “I thought you’d protest Petey so I brought along something to make you feel a bit more comfortable. It’ll help you feel more your age too…” She grinned as she pulled out… No! It was one of my old pacifiers! And it had string looped through it as if… Without hesitating, Steph thrust the pacifier into my mouth and pulled the strings on either end taught around my head tying it off at the back. I cried out and tried to spit it out but it wasn’t going anywhere.

	 

	Within minutes the blows started raining down. And they weren’t light. I screamed into my pacifier gag at even the first blow. She was using the leather paddle and she wielded it well. “You’re truly a simpering sissy Petey,” Steph began as she continued the steady rhythm of blistering my bottom, “I mean I just put the idea in your head in the first place way back when but it was you who ordered the diapers. And then all these months you’ve just let me and the other women tease and humiliate you. Don’t try to deny it… It’s you who’s chosen this life for yourself. And now you want out? Do you really think you can stop being a pants pisser now? Can you really ever truly not want to wear diapers for your underwear and sleep in a crib?” My ass was stinging. It was on fire. Tears were starting to pour down my cheeks. And then I realized with horror that something more terrible was coming.

	 

	I started peeing. I lost control. Somehow the spanking had opened me up and I couldn’t stop peeing. It went all over my legs and onto the floor. Steph was hysterical with laughter, “Oh my God Petey! You really couldn’t hold it could you? See what I mean Petey baby? A real man would take a spanking like this without crying. A real man wouldn’t piss himself. Should we get those diapers out now?” I shook my head no violently. I wasn’t going to let her do it! “No? Are you sure Petey?” Steph asked as she cracked the paddle extra hard. I felt another squirt escape me. I shook my head no again. It was unbearable. Beyond humiliating.

	 

	“Well, we’ll see. I’m going to give you another week anyway I’ve decided as I think its fun watching you break like this. Trust me. You’ll be in diapers by the end of the week. Maybe even by tomorrow. Yes, you’re not going to last too long in underpants I think. But first, I think I need to show you how to fuck. So we’re going to go to the next part of your humiliation here as my arm’s getting tired. Think of this next bit as not so much a punishment but rather a lesson in how to fuck…”

	 

	Horrified I looked back and saw Steph pulling a large strap on dildo up her legs and firmly attach the harness to her hips. The large realistic looking phallus caused me to cringe. No. No. No!! I bit my pacifier in frustration. My ass was still on fire. I couldn’t take anymore, and definitely not that!

	 

	I felt another sharp slap on my ass and then the coolness of what I could only assume was some sort of lubricant. My face burned with deep shame at what came next. I felt her fingers push inside me and I cried out. It felt so violating. “We haven’t done this before have we Petey? I’ve actually been wanting to do this to you for some time and I think now’s the perfect moment. I’m going to show you how to fuck a woman proper now so pay attention…”

	 

	I gasped again as her fingers came out. But that was mild in comparison to what came next. I nearly felt my eyes pop out of my skull as my backside hole started being forced open to receive the pushing head of Steph’s massive cock. I cried out. It was too painful. I couldn’t do this… “Slow your breathing down Petey. Just relax and take it like a girl. That’s it. That’s right. Like a girl… Here we go!” And then she pushed. I cried out in agony as it went home, suddenly feeling fuller than I ever had in my life. I tried to force it out. It was too painful but Steph wasn’t having it. She was pushing deeper. I felt like I was being cut in half.

	 

	Tears poured down my face as she moved in and out, spanking me more as she fucked me hard, pinning me to the table. I pulled on my rope bonds but they were securely fastened and didn’t give me any room to escape. I bit my pacifier to try to calm down and then slowly the pain started to subside. I began to go into a strange trance space and then to my horror I realized I was getting another erection…

	 

	Steph noticed and continued reaming me, “I see somebody likes this! Thought you would Petey… I should have done this to you a long time ago. Look at you… Taking it like a bitch. Funny that you’re the one getting fucked like that slut in the video you were watching huh? This is how you should have fucked me when you had the chance. Think you could do it? Not likely. No, you’re the bitch here. My sissy baby hubby all tied up and getting fucked like a bitch… Should we make you cum again Petey? Would you like that?”

	 

	I shook my head no. I didn’t want to cum like this. Not like this. I felt so emasculated. A large plastic cock buried deep in my behind. It was so utterly humiliating. I couldn’t cum like this. Not like this. The inner man in me was rebelling. “Yes,” Steph taunted, “I think maybe you have one more in you tonight baby. I especially like watching you afterwards too, when you’ve lost the libido and you have to deal with the humiliation without the excitement…” No. She wasn’t going to… No! She did, suddenly reaching her hand down under me and I gasped. No! Her hand was slick with something. Not…

	 

	Steph kept taunting me, “That’s right baby! I have baby oil all over my hand! Recognize it? Its what I used for lube too! Oh that baby oil… I know you love it. Reminds baby of his diaper changes doesn’t it? Makes you think of being on that changing table and me pulling out your diaper and talking baby talk to you…”

	 

	I realized in panic that her goading was driving me over the edge again. I didn’t want to… I didn’t want to… I didn’t want to… I had to fight it… “Changing table… diapers… crinkle crinkle… diapers for Petey…” Her words burned into my skull… I didn’t want to… Oh my God her slick hands felt so…. “Arrhhgghhhhhh!” I cried out into my pacifier gag, burning red hot as I felt my loins fire and for the second time that night I lost my load, spurting my pathetic load all over the floor under the table. She laughed as she continued thrusting into me and pumping my tiny cock empty of its contents.

	 

	I screamed again as she pulled out, my bottom intense with the pain. I heard the harness drop from her hips. She came around to the front of the table and looked down at me, utterly beaten and defeated. “Did you pay attention Petey? Maybe when you grow up, if you grow up, you can fuck me like that some night. I think I’m going to go upstairs and have a drink now. Stay down here awhile and think about tomorrow. Whether you want to go back to work in diapers, or go in like a man. And think about whether you even can be a man ever again…” With that she left me. I tried to cry out to tell her to release me but the words only came out muffled. My feet and legs were covered with the mess I had made, a cruel reminder of what I had become. Could I still extricate myself from this mess?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 5 - Work

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Steph left me on the table for well over 3 hours. I had rushed to my potty as soon as she released me. Needless to say, I slept in my ‘little kid’ bed that night as I hadn’t exactly managed to prove my manhood to her yet.

	 

	I slept miserably but at least I managed to not wet the bed. I had managed now about 4 nights without wetting in my sleep, miraculously. I was starting to feel some inkling of manhood returning although when I thought about being bent over the table last night, big shudders ran through me.

	 

	I breathed a sigh of relief when Steph held up my business clothes for me in the morning. It felt good to finally have some adult clothes to put on. Steph seemed in a good mood, glowing from her victory over me the night before. I balked a bit at my little kid underpants that Steph handed me. “You still haven’t proved you’re a big boy yet Petey. They stay on until you’re either a man or you’re back in diapers. Your choice.” She laughed at how tenderly I putting them on. My backside was still blisteringly sore.

	 

	Steph dropped me off at work and I was amazed that she actually let me sit in the front seat. She told me it might help boost my confidence. She laughed at how hard it was for me to sit down. “Try to take lots of potty breaks today Petey. Did you bring an extra change of pants like I told you?” I nodded glumly, hoping to God I didn’t need them.

	 

	Luckily I was early and managed to avoid the guys. I was still trembling in anticipation about seeing Dave, my manager. I knew he was going to rib me about the weekend with Caroline but hoped that I could summon more strength now that I wasn’t in diapers anymore.

	 

	Brenda greeted me as I walked into my office. She had a sly smile on her face. “How was your vacation time Petey?” she asked with a sultry teasing voice totally inappropriate for a secretary. But I couldn’t say anything. She knew too much about me and was Steph’s friend. I mumbled, “It was great, glad to be back,” and tried to duck into my office. “Hmmm,” she muttered. I turned to ask, “what?” “Oh nothing,” she said slyly, giggling, “ just don’t hear that telltale crinkle anymore… I was starting to enjoy hearing it!” I blushed and turned to go into my office. I closed the door and took a large sigh.

	 

	On my desk was a large plain box. Curious I went to open it. It was strange, as I usually didn’t get packages that large at the office. There was no label on it and I started to wonder what was going on. I suddenly recoiled as I opened the box. No. There was a smaller wrapped package inside and… a large package of adult disposable pull up diapers. What the hell? Panicking, I opened the smaller package. Oh no… no!

	 

	It was a framed picture of me wearing a little girls dress with large bulky diapers on, easily visible. I was bending over and you could tell that I had messed myself. It was one of the most compromising pictures that Caroline’s friend had taken of me a couple weekends ago at that horrible photo shoot. I started sweating as I nervously tried to cover the picture up again. Had Caroline brought this picture in?

	 

	Just then the door knocked and Brenda walked in before I could even tell her to come in. The bitch! She had a wicked smile on her face, “Here’s your reports for the day Petey. I see you got Caroline’s package…” I quickly closed the box and put it down behind my desk, blushing furiously. “Caroline? What was she doing in here?” I stammered. “Oh Dave let her in. You know they’ve been seeing a bit of each other now right?”

	 

	I sat at my desk, trying to pretend that nothing was the matter, waiting for Brenda to leave. She smiled at me on the way out and as I heard her close the door, I heard her break into laughter. What the hell was going on? I taped up the box again and pushed it into my closet. I had to go to the bathroom. Damn. It felt like I just went a half hour ago.

	 

	I groaned when I ran into him in the bathroom. It was Dave. I tried to keep my cool. Dave smiled at me and asked how my vacation was. “Ok,” I muttered, “how’s it going Dave?” He just grinned at me, telling me I had a lot of work to do today, and went to the urinal to start peeing. When I made motions to go to the toilet, Dave suddenly looked at me and said, “Where you going Pete?” “To the bathroom…” I answered, suddenly realizing that maybe I didn’t want to unzip and potentially risk showing Dave my humiliating underpants. They had Disney characters on them. Dave answered, chuckling, “Oh, its just, I thought you didn’t use the bathroom here. I mean I never see you come in here. I mean I thought… Well you know…” He tried to not break into laughter. I started to get flustered and couldn’t continue. Embarrassed, I just stood there hesitating. Dave said, “What’s the matter Petey, can’t come over to the urinal and actually pee like a man? You know Pete, at first I was pissed off that we had a guy like you working at this branch of the company but the more I think about it, the more I realize it’s going to be fun having a joker like you around. I started to get embarrassed and opened the door to leave. Dave said, “Wait Petey. I didn’t say you could leave. Last I checked I was still the manager around here and you don’t have spine enough to stand up to me. Especially when I was fucking Caroline several feet away from you while you had your baby sleep…” I was shaking. Dave came up to me grinning. “What’s the matter Petey? About to piss your pants? Forget your Depends today? Ha ha ha… Aw don’t look so green. Can’t you take a joke? Anyway, on a more serious note, you got a lot of work to catch up on. Enough to keep you busy all day. Those reports are due soon. Nathan’s breathing down my neck about them. You don’t want to piss me off. Get back to work and get on them. Hop to it!”

	 

	Dave laughed as he pushed me out of the bathroom. I squirmed, clenching my bladder as I watched him walk off laughing. I knew Dave talked and joked about the diaper thing but I still wasn’t sure if he actually knew or not. I assumed he was just ribbing me, making jokes. No, he probably didn’t know… At least that’s what I told myself.

	 

	Then I remembered. I still had to go! I managed to pull myself together thinking that now that he was gone I would go back into the bathroom. But just then, the head boss Nathan walked by. A larger, older man who was a bit off his rocker but a nice guy. He saw me and came up to me quickly. “Pete! Good to see you again, how was your vacation? Good. Good. Hey, look I need those reports done this afternoon. You’re way behind and we’re late on that deadline. I don’t want to see you taking any more breaks today until that report is finished and on my desk. Got it?” I groaned. “Uh sure Nathan, I’ll get right on it. I just have to run to the bathroom first…” “Didn’t I just see you come from there Pete? What the hell’s the matter? Come on! I need those reports. You’ve had a week off. Lets go!” With that he took me and walked with me back to my office, discussing the details. He finished by saying, “That report really needs to be finished today Pete. Even if you’re here till Midnight… Good boy. Good boy. Till then….”

	 

	I started to sweat as Nathan left. I was starting to feel a really strong urge. What could I do? Hmm… I had to get these reports done too. The amount of work I was facing today. My bladder suddenly was screaming. Damnit! I couldn’t risk going out to the bathroom again. Just then Brenda came in. She had a big grin on her face. “Nathan told me under no circumstances am I to let you out of this office until those reports are done Petey. Personally, I would take that to mean even a trip to the bathroom… Good thing you just went! But just in case, there’s always that package that Caroline left you. You could put on some… protection.” She giggled and winked at me, closing the door again. What? Brenda knew? What was going on? And why was she talking to me like that? Like she was going to keep me from the bathroom? I thought about that package in the closet. The diapers. No. I couldn’t. No one would know though… Maybe if I just did it quickly and took one off? Why did my penis have to get hard thinking about it? Well, it would save another embarrassing trip down the hall…

	 

	I put it out of my mind for a bit. But the urge to go was getting stronger. I was sweating big time, shuffling my feet. I couldn’t concentrate on the reports. It wasn’t even 10 O’Clock yet and I was looking at at least 10 hours of work on my desk. I had to take that trip to the bathroom.

	 

	I stepped out of the office. Brenda stood up and blocked me. She looked at me grinning, “Can I help you Petey?” “Umm… Hey Brenda, I just need to run down to the bathroom real quick…” I felt like an embarrassed school kid asking a teacher. My face turned bright red. I felt like I was about to pee my pants. Brenda looked into my eyes fiercely which caused me to gulp and almost pee myself right there. “You aren’t even going to think about going to the big boys bathroom right now Petey… Well, lets just say, not unless you want that lovely picture of you in that pretty little girl’s dress in the box in your closet to be hanging in full view over my desk this afternoon…” She was looking at me with an evil gleam in her eyes. What the hell? How did she know about the picture? Was there a conspiracy against me?

	 

	“Did Caroline put you up to this Brenda?” I asked angrily, but then suddenly regretting my tone, as I realized that she was holding some deadly cards right now. She smiled at me calmly, “No, I just love watching you like this Petey… Although I have to say, I did enjoy a certain lunch with Caroline this week. We laughed for hours over those pictures you took. Very embarrassing photos I would say. I especially love the ones with the pouty look on your face after you shit yourself. Yes. That’s right… I’ve seen all of them. Yes, you might want to have a bit more deferential tone with me.”

	 

	I was shaking, suddenly very fearful of my secretary who was standing here preventing me from leaving my own office. I gulped, not wanting to know where this was going. Brenda continued, “Aw, are you getting embarrassed Pete? What’s the matter? Truth hurt? You know something? I’ve totally enjoyed watching Steph regress you over the past few months and now I hear you’re trying to go back? Go back to what? That arrogant man who used to boss me around like a total jerk? I don’t miss that guy Petey… You used to talk big and act all hot shot around here but all you really wanted was a woman to put you over her knee and then diaper you and tuck you in your cute little crib while she went out and fucked a real man. Isn’t that right? Oh, truth hurts doesn’t it? Aw, baby’s getting red!”

	 

	I was bright red. And not only that… Brenda suddenly reached down and grabbed my cock through my pants and I squealed. I realized my penis was totally erect. She knew. She knew I wanted to be in diapers. “You love being humiliated Petey, don’t you?” she said, continuing to stroke me. I gasped as she pulled off and continued talking, smiling wickedly, “That day Stephanie invited me over for your birthday surprise was the funniest day of my life. Real eye opener. No, I’m not about to look at you like a man again any time soon buster. Now get your toddler ass back into the office before I go tell Nathan you’re out wandering like a bad little boy. I’ll tell him you’re sleeping in your office or better yet, I’ll tell him what’s in your closet. I don’t care if you piss and shit yourself in there. And if you want me to come put one of those diapers on you I will. But I’m sure you’ll manage just fine on your own now won’t you? But if you pop your head out of that door one more time for any other reason than to ask me to diaper you I’m going to take that picture from the box and hang it in the employee lunch room. Today. And oh ya, don’t even think about locking your office door today… I might feel like coming in and checking on your progress. Keep you in line…”

	 

	With that, she pushed me back inside my office. Before the door closed she suddenly got a wide smile on her face as she gazed downwards towards me. It looked like she was about to burst into laughter. “Hey Piss Pants,” she cackled, looking down at my trousers, “you might want to think on your plan sooner than later! I noticed you had an extra pair of pants lucky for you... One more chance…” She winked at me and slammed the door. Horrified, I looked down and noticed a large wet spot forming on the front of my pants! No! I suddenly realized that I had started to pee and began clamping down with all of my might, doubling over to stop it. Panicking, I tried to regain control and finally managed to stop the leak. But that didn’t help the fact that my pants already had a large pee spot on the front and partway down both legs. And I was still hard. Damnit!

	 

	I wanted to lock the door but didn’t want to push Brenda any further. Nearly in tears I took down my pants, stuffing them into the closet. I pulled on my dry pair of pants, glad on some level that I had managed to pee but also realizing that I hadn’t finished peeing. At least the urge wasn’t huge now though so I tried to put it out of my mind and set to work on my reports.

	 

	It was only a half hour later when the urge became strong again. Damnit! I couldn’t work like this and Brenda was playing dominatrix secretary outside my door so I couldn’t run to the bathroom. I thought about the diapers. Hmmm…

	 

	Hoping to God no one came into my office in the next few minutes. I opened the closet and looked at the box. I gulped. If Steph found out, I would be fucked. I would get thrown back into diapers full time. She wouldn’t let me fuck her again. I would be Petey the baby again. I couldn’t let her find out. It was a good thing she was working today. I was squirming. Why did I have to pee so much? My bladder still felt so small. I didn’t have a choice. I broke open the package. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. It was only just this once I told myself. I had to go so badly.

	 

	Then it suddenly dawned on me… I could just open up one of the diapers and pee into it without putting it on! Of course! Why didn’t I think of that sooner? It was perfect! I quickly pulled out one of the large disposables, forcing myself to ignore the strange thrill and shiver that went through me on touching it. I opened it up and put it on the floor. My aim better be good I thought. I pulled my pants and underwear down and started peeing. Pretty good I thought. I was so clever…

	 

	Just then the door opened and I panicked, freezing, my stream cut off suddenly, some of the pee hitting my pants and the floor. Brenda was standing there smiling, a long wooden ruler in her hand. She came in and shut the door, locking it behind her. She barked at me, causing me to squirm, “So… Somebody thinks they can just act like a child and pee anywhere? Is that how it is Petey? And what is that? A diaper? On the floor? Pissing on an open diaper? Tsk tsk tsk… That’s not how diapers are meant to be used is it Petey? Bet the others in this office would just love it if I called them in here right now wouldn’t they? And just look at you with your pants around your calves… So adult… Have you ever seen other men pee like that? Not me, usually I only see 3-year old boys who are learning how to pee take a whiz like that… Ha ha ha ha!!!”

	 

	I started to panic. “Brenda please…” I stammered, suddenly realizing I was peeing like a child. I must have looked idiotic with my pants and underwear around my knees like a little child peeing. I hadn’t even realized that I had been conditioned over the past week to pee like a little kid with pants pulled down. It had just become second nature with Steph in the house watching over me. Brenda barked again, “Get over the desk. Don’t give me that look Petey. It’s punishment time. Now! I’ve been wanting to do this the entire time I’ve known you. I’m going to really enjoy it too… I think Steph would definitely approve…” She looked serious. “Brenda, please,” I pleaded. I felt my penis shrivel up suddenly. I still had to pee more too. My bladder clenched.

	 

	“Bend over now. I’m not going to ask again,” she said with a deadly tone, “unless you want me to call Steph right now and tell her what a bad boy you’ve been…” Whimpering, and suddenly fearful of a phone call to my wife, I began taking mincing steps over to the desk, impeded by the underwear and pants at my calves. Brenda took me roughly by the shirt and forced me over the desk, scattering many of my reports as I fell forward. She slipped off my shoes and yanked down my pants and underwear, pulling them off my feet, causing me intense embarrassment. “You won’t be needing these anymore will you Petey boy? No, I think even the Disney underpants are still a little old for you.” Brenda took the underpants, grabbed a pair of nearby scissors and began cutting them into shreds. Not that I really liked those underpants but Steph would kill me if I didn’t have them on later… I gulped. Brenda continued, ”And look! Look at this nice blistered red ass of yours! Did Steph give you a good schooling last night baby? Your ass already looks like it had a really good beating last night! Poor baby, two spankings in 24 hours… Get ready. This is going to really hurt.”

	 

	My face burned red with intense humiliation as she held me down over my own desk, my bottom fully exposed to her. Then it began. Brenda was brutal. I cried out loudly as the first strike hit my bottom. She wielded the ruler with a fierce intensity and my ass was still sore from the night before. “Hurt Petey? That’s only number one. We’re going to do one hundred. You better get a grip on your screaming or the whole office will know what a true sissy you really are. In fact, why don’t you suck your thumb for me? I already know what a sissy you are and it will make this so much more enjoyable for me watching you act more like your true self. Go on. Now!”

	 

	Not even thinking, I put my thumb in my mouth. I felt cowed. The second strike hit and I flinched hard, biting down on my thumb. My face flushed with blood. I couldn’t do anything. That picture. Of me in that stupid dress and the messy diaper. I was fucked. The third strike hit. The pain was scorching. Brenda didn’t give much break between strikes. She kept whacking me with a deadly seriousness.

	 

	By strike 40 I was delirious with pain and tears were coming down my cheeks. And suddenly… It was Brenda’s intense laughter that made me realize it. I couldn’t even feel it other than the wetness on my legs. And I could hear it hit the floor. I was peeing. I had never managed to go all the way before and now the floodgates were truly open. I tried to pull back, to get up, to stop it but the pee kept flowing, soaking my legs and the floor. Brenda just laughed though. “No Petey. Stay down. Just face it. You’re a pants pissing sissy. 60 more to go…” She pushed me forward, pinning me down. I couldn’t believe how humiliated I felt.

	 

	By the time the blows were over with, I was a shriveling, crumbling mess. My face was burning hot and wet with tears. My thumb was sore from biting it so hard. My ass felt so sore it was near numb. I could barely walk. But I didn’t have long to contemplate that as Brenda pushed all of the reports off the backside of my desk, causing them to scatter.

	 

	I tried to choke back the tears as Brenda forced me onto my desk. No. She wasn’t going to... No. I felt beaten. Not a man. My dick shriveled up as I looked up at her. She looked so powerful. I felt my nuts contract as I saw her pull a fresh diaper out of the box and hold it up for me to see. She had a wide grin on her face. “Are you ready to go back into diapers Petey?” I shook my head no, horrified. She just laughed, dismissing me, “Too bad Petey, little boys belong in diapers and we have just proven that you’re no man. Diapers it is then…”

	 

	I shook my head. “Brenda please, I can’t go back into diapers… I’m trying to give that up. No please!” She wasn’t hearing it. She smacked the side of my buttocks telling me to lift up. Out of many months of habit I raised myself, assuming the position. The diaper went under me. No! She pushed me back down and then horrified, I realized, as her smile widened, that I was getting erect. “Pathetic… Erect at the thought of getting a diaper change. And here you were pretending to be such a big boy today. Tsk. Tsk. Tsk.”

	 

	The diaper was pulled up between my legs and then mockingly slow, grinning at me, she began to pull the first tape and close it, drawing out the agony of my first diapering in over a week, “Steph’s been giving us regular updates on your potty training all week long. Did you know that sissy? Caroline and I laughed at lunch this week after hearing about how much Steph had to wash your pissy pants all last week. I mean, you’re nearly incontinent, why not just face it Petey? But you want to be a big man don’t you?” She did another tape. The diaper started to close. “Sounds like your wife schooled you last night though. Showed you who was boss. Who’s the one who fucks like a man in your family Petey?” Another tape. The diaper was almost fully on me. Tears continued streaming down my face. “That’s right Petey, Steph texted me this morning about your little ‘deflowering’ last night. Feel good having a big cock up your bum Petey? Steph said you loved it, that you came like a girl… Ha ha ha ha!!! Oh my God that’s so hilarious… You know Petey, Caroline and I made a bet last week how long it would take to get you back into diapers. I told her you wouldn’t make it far into this week. And it looks like I win.” The last tape went on, sealing me once again in diapers. I was a shriveling mess… It got worse. Horrified, I watched Brenda take out her Iphone and take a picture of me. “I’ll just send this to Caroline right now. She’ll want to see it for sure! What do you think? Should I send one to Steph?” She was grinning. I shook my head no. I started begging her, “Please Brenda don’t! If you send that to Steph, she’ll have me back in diapers 24/7 and never let me out of them again. Please! I’ll do anything!”

	 

	“Anything? Really? Of course you don’t have much leverage here Petey… I mean, you’re on your desk and you’ve just let a grown woman, your secretary, put a diaper on you… Hmm… But I do enjoy seeing you like this. Nice and compliant. Tell you what… Get these reports done. Those diapers are nice and thick, they should keep you the rest of the day. I’m going to do some online shopping. You can give me your credit card and I’ll have a little fun. I’m sure Steph won’t mind. Heinrich’s been taking pretty good care of her lately anyway, not like she really needs much of your income. I’m going to have all calls routed to your office. And I’ll give you some of my workload as well. You might be here for some time today.” I looked in horror as she picked up my pants and took my wallet out, going through it and taking out my credit cards. I couldn’t say anything. She just grinned.

	 

	“Brenda?” I asked meekly, feeling utterly infantile once again as I felt the diapers around my hips. “Yes?” she answered smugly. “Can I get up and at least put on my pants now?” I asked. “No,” she said in a matter of fact tone of voice. No. These pants are going to be used to wipe up this mess you made earlier…” Then to my complete dismay I watched as she took my dry pants and threw them down into the pool that I had made at the base of my desk when she spanked me. The pants immediately took in and started absorbing my pool of shame. She mopped the puddle up quickly pushing down on my pants with her foot, until the pants had collected all of the urine and then said, “Pick these up and put them in the closet or throw them away, I don’t care…” “But Brenda, what am I supposed to wear to cover my… my… my diapers?” I asked, burning with shame. “You think I care Petey? Hmmm. Well, you know what? I do have a pair of Lululemon yoga shorts in my gym bag. I’ll let you buy them off of me for say $150 dollars?”

	 

	I grimaced. What the hell was I going to do? Time was already burning up and I needed to get these reports done. But I couldn’t wear her yoga shorts. I would look far more ridiculous than I already did. Shame-faced, I got up and grabbed the pair of pants I had leaked in already. They were still a little wet and definitely had a huge piss stain on the front of the pants. But they were dryer than the ones Brenda had just soaked at least. Brenda cracked up laughing as I pulled the still slightly wet trousers up my legs, barely managing to fit them over the huge diapers. I was forced to keep my dress shirt un-tucked to cover the obvious bulge at my butt, crotch, and hips, as well as the huge crotch mark. I just hoped Nathan didn’t come back. Or anyone else for that matter. “Feel better Petey? Don’t disturb me the rest of the day or I’ll send that picture to Steph. I’m sure she’d love to see it…” I gulped as I watched her open the door and close it behind her laughing.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 6 – Hard at Work

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The afternoon was miserable. I could hardly concentrate on my work. It had taken me nearly a half an hour to put the scattered reports from the floor back into some sort of order. And then to try to deal with the problems I was facing: being barely able to sit down because my bottom was so sore, wearing a diaper which my secretary had just put me in, and sitting in half dry piss soaked pants. To make things worse, as shame-faced as I was to admit it, I was hard underneath the diaper. Much to the horror of my inner man, it actually felt really good to be in diapers again on some level. But that manly part of me, or at least what I thought of as the manly part of me, kept screaming NOOOO!!!!! And I kept thinking about Steph finding out. I didn’t trust Brenda not to tell her. I had all sorts of thoughts about cribs, high chairs and the rest. Dominating women standing over me, laughing.

	 

	I thought about Brenda charging God knows what on my credit card. I thought about Heinrich, Steph’s lover, which I mostly tried to forget about in the hopes that I could be that man… Was he really buying her things? Giving her money? Was I not the provider I thought I was? Was there really something going on with them? Why couldn’t I fuck her like a man?

	 

	To make things worse, something about wearing the diapers seemed to undo my hard fought training over the last week and I found my bladder regressing again. It was as if I couldn’t feel what was going on down there. Or maybe I was just too stressed out. Whatever it was, by 2 O’clock, my diapers were feeling pretty wet. At least my trousers had dried mostly by then but there was still a large spot on the front that one could see if they looked hard enough. I was going to be in serious trouble tonight with Steph if she found out.

	 

	Then Steph called. I answered and heard her sweetly dominant voice come through the phone, “Hi sweet baby! How’s your first day back at work? Managing to stay dry?” I gulped and lied, “Ya Steph, going great… Hey, I’ll uh… be a bit late tonight, I have to finish some reports that have been piling up. I’ll take a cab home tonight. You don’t need to wait up.” Steph laughed, “Silly boy, my hard working ‘man’… I’ll drop by at 6 to bring you some dinner. Just check up on you.” I gulped again. Would Brenda be gone by then? Yes, she usually left by 5:30. Maybe it would work…

	 

	“Ok Steph. Sounds uh… good,” I stammered. Steph laughed and said, “You have been making some improvements in your potty training Petey. I mean, last night’s ‘accident’ I think we can rule out. Who knows? Maybe you’ll be up for fucking me proper tonight? Want another chance? Think you can do it Petey? Get your pee pee a little bigger? Grow some balls?” I gulped, feeling the hot wetness trapped around my hips, burning inside at the feeling of wearing diapers again, “Ya.. ya… sure Steph. I uh… think I can do it.” “Or maybe you’d like to do it more like a girl again Petey?” she teased, “You did look good like that, all spread wide for me. You squealed just like a girl too…” I gulped, “No I can do it Steph. I know I can…” “We’ll see Petey, we’ll see. Ok you be a good boy and get plenty of restroom breaks. See you in a few hours!” and with that she hung up.

	 

	I started shaking. I was fucked. I ran through the scenario in my head again. Brenda leaves at 5:30, I quickly change and hope to God Steph doesn’t notice my dirty pants and the fact that I don’t have any underwear on. And what was Steph going to say about my soaking wet pants that would obviously be missing? She knew I took 2 pairs of pants with me… Too many variables. I couldn’t believe that this was my life. I tried to forget about it and get back to the reports. I could hear Brenda laughing outside the room. I felt a shudder run through me, wondering if she was up to something.

	 

	Then Brenda walked in with a large cup of coffee and put it on my desk. “Your coffee sir…” she laughed. “I didn’t order a coffee Brenda,” I stammered. I certainly couldn’t drink coffee now. I knew what that would do to me. She just gave me a look, “You have a lot of work to do and you look tired Petey. Drink up. You know, that picture would look really good over my desk…” Horrified, I got the hint and picked up the cup to drink it. Brenda laughed on the way out.

	 

	That was only the first of 3 cups. By 4:00 I was completely soaked, and getting worried. And… I could feel the signs. That feeling inside. I had to really go. My bowels were speaking to me. Luckily I had been practicing holding it this last week but I didn’t know how long I would last. Brenda. That bitch. She knew. She was trying to mess me up! I just had to make it to 5:30 when she left. I’d sneak out to the bathroom. I’d make it. I had to.

	 

	Some time around 4:30 I heard voices and laughter in the hall outside. Was that…? No. The door burst open and I saw her. My face immediately went red and I think I even peed a little. It was Caroline, grinning from ear to ear, her blonde hair pulled back tight, she looked gorgeous as usual, wearing a short green mini dress. Dave followed her into my office and they shut the door. No. Not Dave. Not Dave and Caroline. Not now… My bowels started speaking to me again in my terror. I clenched down as hard as I could.

	 

	“Petey!” Caroline shouted coming in and sitting right on my desk. She grinned down at me in that knowing, seductive and yet evil way that I had come to know well from my time with her two weekends ago. I could smell her perfume, which caused something to rise in me. I could feel my tiny cock getting hard in my diapers, which caused me distress. I don’t know why, but Caroline, even as bitchy and cruel as she was always had a way to wrap me around her finger and make me erect with her wickedness. I gulped, “Uh Caroline, I have a lot of reports to finish…”

	 

	“Petey!” Dave laughed as he came in and seated himself across from me, “I joked with Caroline that we should come see if you wanted to go out for beers later but then she reminded me that you liked Shirley Temples. You know, honestly I forgot you had an early bedtime too. How are the reports going Petey? Ha ha ha!! You may not make that early bedtime tonight after all!”

	 

	“Hey Dave, Caroline? I really do have to get these reports done so if you don’t mind, uh…” I started. Caroline just sneered at me though, “That’s not a nice way to talk to us Petey! Especially your Auntie Caroline! Brenda said you got our present today… Did you like it? Does it feel good to be wearing them again?” I gulped, giving her eyes as if I could say to her, not while Dave is around… But Caroline gave me a funny look, “Oh you mean Dave? Oh sweety. He knows.”

	 

	I started shaking. No. Damnit! Dave was sneering at me. Caroline looked back at him. They both burst into laughter. My face was burning. My diapers suddenly felt extremely uncomfortable. “Get up and show him Petey. Come on,” Caroline said, snapping her fingers as she got up off of the desk, “Snap snap. Lets go.” I couldn’t do it. I sat there blushing. Terrified. Not in front of Dave. I would be the laughing stock of the office.

	 

	Caroline sneered down at me and said very loudly, loud enough to cause me panic that the entire office might hear, “Petey? You can either show Dave right now that you are in fact wearing diapers or I’ll get that picture out of the closet and show him that one.” I gulped hard and stood up shaking, knowing I was beat. I clenched my butt trying to avoid crapping myself. My bowels felt like jelly. I was nearly in tears. I couldn’t do it. She had me by the balls. Not that I had any balls. Dave was obviously enjoying this, “I’ve never seen a man so whipped as you Pete. You really take the cake…” Caroline grinned back at Dave and then told me to hold my arms up while she unbuttoned my pants. “Look’s like you had a little accident earlier Petey! Aw… Good thing Brenda diapered you! Ok… Here we go! And… Ta Da!!!”

	 

	With that, my pants dropped. Caroline held my shirt up and my soaking wet diapers were put on display for Dave to see. My face was burning a hot fiery red. They both burst into laughter. “Isn’t that the funniest thing you ever saw Dave?” Caroline cackled, “Look how wet he is… I knew he wouldn’t last long with his so called ‘potty training’.” Dave just shook his head, smiling but not able to turn away, “that’s just foul man… How could you piss yourself like that Petey? Damn, at first I thought she was just messing with me. I told her ‘no way Pete would wear diapers’ but look at you man! Diapers!” Caroline giggled, “Told you he was a pants pisser Dave… What do you think about having an employee in Pampers?”

	 

	I was terrified, and I could feel the intensity of my needing to really use the bathroom at this point rise to near emergency levels. I clenched hard, hoping they wouldn’t notice. I asked Caroline if I could pull my pants back up but she had other things in mind. She was just getting started. “No Petey. You know what I want? I want you to show Dave what a good crawler you are. I want you to take both your shirt and your pants off and get down on all fours. I want you to crawl over to Dave and kiss his feet.” I started to lose it. “No way,” I said, “no fucking way.” I was burning red. I started to reach down to take my pants back up but just then Caroline pushed me back onto my desk, once again scattering my papers. Skillfully, she quickly pulled off my shoes and pants and tossed them to Dave before I even knew what was happening.

	 

	I lay there on the desk, totally humiliated. My bowels felt like they weren’t going to hold much longer. Dave grinned at me holding the pants up, taunting me. “Come and get them Baby Petey,” he laughed, winking at Caroline. Caroline took a seat and barked out, “off with the shirt Petey. Now! Or I pull out your cute picture from the closet and show Dave. Maybe pull out some of the others from the shoot too… And… I’ll give Steph a call.” I stood up, beaten. As humiliating as this was, I couldn’t have Caroline show Dave the princess picture. I couldn’t let Steph find out. What time was it anyway? Oh God, it was like 5:00 O’clock! Steph would be here in an hour! And I had to go. Really badly. I was squirming. Sweating. Had to hold it. Had to…

	 

	And then I found myself on my hands and knees in nothing but my wet diaper. Getting ready to crawl towards Dave. Suddenly, the door opened and Brenda came in to join the fun. Grinning, she closed the door and went behind my desk and sat in my seat. “Sorry I’m late guys, had to purchase one more thing. God, I’ve had a fun afternoon! Petey’s so generous! I’ve bought a whole new wardrobe and all online!” They were all cracking up as I sat there on the floor in nothing but my wet diaper. Dave started making motions at me, pointing his finger at his shoes and snapping his fingers. Caroline nodded, smiled, and snapped her fingers too. They all started clapping and stomping their feet. Utterly humiliated, I began crawling to Dave who was holding out my pants for me, waving them like a matador in front of a bull about to be slaughtered. The crinkling sound of my diapers sounded like a symphony of trash bags at loud volume in a library, as I crawled towards him. My face was burning. My diaper was obscenely full and sagged low below my crotch, swinging from side to side as I crawled. “See how good of a baby he is Dave?” Caroline said gleefully. Brenda clapped, “Yay Baby Petey!” I heard more photos being taken. “Now kiss his feet Baby Pete!” Caroline barked at me.

	 

	I was just glad Dave had his shoes on, because the thought of kissing his bare feet was utterly revolting. Nevertheless, even with his shoes on, it was completely humiliating having to kiss his feet. He even made me kiss the filthy bottoms. I coughed, trying not to think about it. “Pretty pathetic Petey,” Dave said, “I think that’s about all I can stomach, ladies… Should we go to the bar? Brenda got up, “We’ll meet you in your office at 5:30 Dave. We just have one more thing to talk about with Petey here. Then we’ll head out with you to the bar.” Dave got a look on his face that said he was done, “Whatever, you girls are crazy. All right see you in a few. Have fun with those reports tonight Pete…” Dave left and closed the door behind him.

	 

	Caroline stood up and came over to me, still kneeling on the floor. She grabbed my chin and held it up so I was looking right into her taunting face, “Oh poor Petey, Dave has seen all of your pictures we took last weekend. I just couldn’t resist…” She watched my reaction, grinning. My head was spinning. Dave knew everything. Probably the whole office did at this point. Brenda came up to me and stood right next to Caroline. The two of them together made me go utterly weak. I felt the clenching in my gut and knew I didn’t have long. I just needed them to get out of there. Brenda leaned down until she was eye level with me, “I know Steph’s coming over at 6. We’ll let you get cleaned up. You can take your diaper off and we won’t tell her if you do one more thing for us.”

	 

	I looked up, suddenly hopeful. Maybe this was going to work out after all! I clenched my butt muscles, trying to fight the oncoming urge. I was sweating. Please. Let me make it a little longer, I thought. Caroline pulled something out of her purse and held it behind her back. Uh oh. What was going on?

	 

	“Lie down Petey,” Brenda ordered. I decided to play along, hoping to God they would soon be gone. “Good boy, now close your eyes. If you open them I tell Steph. Now.” She ordered. I closed my eyes. My stomach went into knots suddenly. I fought to hold myself. To hold it. I was going to lose it any second now. Just hold it. A little longer…

	 

	“Good boy,” Brenda said as Caroline giggled. “Raise your legs now,” Brenda barked. This wasn’t good. I started to lift my head, to open my eyes but Brenda slapped me. “What did I say? You try that again it’s all over for you mister!” she yelled. I gulped and lay back. I meekly lifted my legs. And then I felt it. The familiar feel of plastic pants. No. What was going on? No. No! I suddenly realized. This was a bad plan. But Caroline was quick. And Brenda was holding me now. I opened my eyes, suddenly smart to their game. But it was too late. Brenda held me down tightly while Caroline giggled and pulled them all the way up, pulling the waistband chain and clicking the lock shut. I was fucked. Locking plastic panties. No!

	 

	“Remember these Petey?” Caroline cackled, “I put them on you only about 9 or 10 days ago! When you told Steph you were going out of diapers I just knew I had to grab them and save them for you. Who knows? You might have thought to throw them away or something stupid like that!”

	 

	No. The ultra thick peach colored, plastic locking pants that had baby blocks, teddy bears, and fairy princesses on them. The blocks spelled out the words ‘I want to be in diapers forever’. Steph had humiliated me with these often and my memory of wearing them with Caroline suddenly came flooding back. It was the most humiliating day of my life. And now I was wearing them again. And…

	 

	“Look how red his face is Brenda, he loves it and he hates it. What a pathetic sissy. Should we tell him?” Caroline asked. Brenda nodded grinning, “We want you to do one more thing for us before your mommy gets here Petey. You probably can’t fight it much longer any way judging from the look on your face. I can tell you’ve been fighting it since we came in. You haven’t gone all day. I know. But to make it more interesting, we want you to beg us. Beg us to let you shit your pants in front of us. So here’s how it’s going to work. If you, 1. Crap yourself in the next five minutes and more importantly, 2. Beg to do it, we won’t tell Steph. That’s right. Beg us to let you shit your pants for us. Otherwise Steph finds out everything that went on today. You’ll be fucked. You’ll be in diapers the rest of your life. But if you do both of these tiny little things for us… Well… We’ll let you out of the pants and…” Brenda pulled out a packet of baby wipes, “we’ll let you wipe yourself and clean up. We’ll even be good sports and take the dirty diaper out of here…” Caroline was giggling.

	 

	No way. “You are both pulling my leg. You’ll make me do it and then you’ll leave me here trapped. I’ll be screwed. No way. I’ll take my chances,” I said, uncertain of what to do, but knowing that I would soon be in serious trouble either way.

	 

	“Are you sure Petey?” Brenda asked, “I don’t know if you can afford to make that mistake.” She pulled out her Iphone and started pushing buttons, “I think I’ll just text Steph now...” I hesitated, uncertain suddenly about what to do. Damnit! I could feel the pressure build. No. Damnit! How did these girls always get me?

	 

	“Are you sure you’ll let me out?” I asked, pleading. Caroline and Brenda nodded. “Yes!” they both said at once. Brenda said, “You can trust us. This will be the last time.” “You’ve ruined me,” I said. Brenda just laughed, “You’ve ruined yourself Petey, don’t blame us. It’s you that’s allowed yourself to get to this point. So what’s it going to be? Huh?”

	 

	I gulped. “Ok,” I said. “Ok, what Petey?” Brenda said grinning. Caroline looked like she was hanging on the edge of her seat. “I’ll do it,” I said shaking. “Did you hear him begging Caroline? That didn’t sound like begging to me…” Brenda asked sarcastically, looking towards her. Caroline shook her head, “not me. That didn’t sound like begging to Auntie Caroline… Maybe we should just text Steph now…”

	 

	I panicked and did it, “Please, Brenda… Caroline…” Caroline cut me off. “Wait Petey. Do it in a child’s voice. I miss hearing that cute baby talk you do so well. Ok. Again. Waiting…” She opened her eyes and pursed her mouth sarcastically and her and Brenda were grinning from ear to ear. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. No fucking way. No!

	 

	I did it. I emasculated myself totally as I broke down in childish language and said, “Pwease Bwenda and Cawowine. Pwease. Pwease wet me go poopy in my diapey.” The girls burst into laughter and it was then that I realized that Brenda wasn’t texting Steph at all, she was filming me! “Ok, then Petey! Lets see it. Lets see what a big boy you are! Lets see you dump a big load in those diapers for us! Show us what a ‘big boy’ you really are!” Brenda giggled.

	 

	And then I went. It was horrible. Caroline chanted, “Petey! Petey! Petey! Poopy! Poopy! Poopy!” as my face went red and I just surrendered, pushing, bearing down. I could feel that feeling. That horrible infantile feeling. Nothing is more humiliating. Especially in front of two beautiful women. “I love it how his face goes red like that don’t you Brenda? Just like a 2 year old hiding in the corner?” Caroline smirked. Brenda kept filming me, recording my shameful act. I couldn’t hold it anymore anyway. It was huge. With a loud farting sound it all came out, I felt my sore bottom sting even more as the huge mess came out and filled the seat of my diapers. A huge stinky load. In the seat of my diapers. The sticky, full, hot feeling burned me right to the core. The smell filled the room. The girls were hysterical with laughter. Brenda came around with her Iphone, filming me, patting my butt, spanking me, and spreading the mess much to my shame.

	 

	“Feel better Petey? More like a man? A real man? Now that you have a big poopy in your diaper?” Caroline taunted. I hung my head. The room stank. The girls plugged their noses laughing and waving their other hands in front of their faces teasing me. They high fived each other and then got up and made motions to leave me. “That was great. Totally fucking funny… Steph is going to crack up…” Brenda said.

	 

	I gulped, “What do you mean Steph… You’re going to release me now right? The wipes? Come on girls. You promised. I was panicking. Brenda leaned back down and sneered at me, “We had our fingers crossed. Sorry Petey. Anyway Steph knows about all of this. She’s been in on the whole thing. I’ve been texting her all day. Get ready for your continued life in diapers. I don’t think you’ll ever be wearing anything else from now on… Bye Petey! It’s been a great day! See you tomorrow! More fun then!”

	 

	I screamed at them as they left, tears starting to streak down my cheeks. I clawed at the plastic panties but I knew they were a super hard plastic and there would be no way I’d get them off in time. I had no way to cut the chain besides. I lay there in defeat, smelling my stink. Dreading what was coming next.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 7 – A New Life… Again.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The door opened. Steph came in and shut the door. I was a mess, trying to put together the paperwork again, realizing that I would probably lose my job. My pants and shirt were back on but there was no mistaking what I had done. My pants bulged, the heavy load in my diapers causing my pants seat to droop obscenely. I just stared red faced at Steph and hung my head. There was no hiding what I had in my pants. The room stank.

	 

	Steph walked up to me gracefully and kissed me on the cheek and patted my butt, once and then a second time to make me feel my mess. She laughed and kissed me again, saying, “Shhh. Its ok sweety. You know you wanted this life anyway…” She set a sack down for me. I looked inside. Baby food and a spoon. A bottle of juice. I collapsed into her arms and began crying. “Shhh…” she calmed me, “There there. Let it all out. Aw… Were those girls mean to my baby? Awww… Did baby make a big poopy?” She giggled.

	 

	Suddenly the door opened and Nathan walked in. Oh great. I braced myself. “Hi Pete, and… Oh hello Stephanie. I was just coming to say that we don’t need that report after all today. You have a couple more days… And oh… What’s that smell Pete? Smells like someone…” He wrinkled his nose looking confused.

	 

	Stephanie told me to sit down, eying me with a look which meant business. I sat, feeling the squishy mess smear all along my backside. I stayed quiet as Steph talked to Nathan, “Nathan, I think Petey here has something to tell you. But as you can see, he’s extremely embarrassed to talk about it.” I started to panic, motioning for Steph to stop. But she gave me that look which said shut up. I bit my lip, nervous at what she was about to say.

	 

	“Petey here has developed a bad case of both bladder and bowel incontinence over the past few months. It’s a rare hereditary condition that only recently came on. Now poor Petey just can’t control himself. That’s why he took off last week. We went to the doctors but there’s no cure, at least for now. So he’s going to have to wear diapers from now on…” Nathan stifled a laugh, attempting to regain his suddenly lost composure. He pulled on a professional face, trying not to smirk. “Well… diapers huh Pete, wow. That’s just… That’s hard. Well. Uh… Ok. As long as it’s not affecting your abilities to get your work done Pete, I suppose it doesn’t matter. But I want you to take care of your personal hygiene. Probably wouldn’t be so good smelling like this around the office, huh? Make sure you wear clean ones from now on… Change more often…”

	 

	“Oh he will usually. I think he’s just a bit stressed today,” Steph said gleefully, “and don’t worry, his secretary Brenda knows. She’s going to help us out to make sure he changes regularly and keeps his spirits up. It’s been a difficult transition for all of us.” Steph almost burst into laughter trying to contain herself in a professional way around my head boss, stuffy old Nathan. Nathan spoke up, “Well, we’ll have to let the team know you have this medical condition. I mean you can’t exactly keep something like this secret Pete, but don’t worry. We’re professionals here… We’ll see you tomorrow.” I couldn’t tell if the old guy was flustered or just about to break out into laughter, “Well anyway, Pete at least you don’t have to get those reports done till Wednesday. See you tomorrow.” He nodded to Steph and then walked out. I didn’t know what to think until we both heard him break into serious laughter once he reached the hallway. Great. Just great…

	 

	Steph came over to my side of the desk and stood over me, grinning. I suddenly felt very small, that infantile feeling coming back strong. My mind started to feel like it was regressing. Words wanted to come but they felt babbled. I felt my bladder release.

	 

	“I hope you’ve learned your lesson young man. I had fun playing potty training with you last week but I think we both know you belong in diapers. So no more fussing from you in the future. Get used to it. You’re going back into diapers full time and that’s final. And you know what else?” Steph asked.

	 

	I gulped as Steph reached down and felt the crotch of my diapers. It was hard to find, given it was so tiny but she somehow managed to get through the bulk. To my erection. “I know. That’s right. I know your secret. You can’t hide it from me Petey. You love being humiliated. I’ve known it since you ordered the diapers that day. Since I brought up this whole thing with you. I know. You know why? Because any normal man would never have stood for any of this. But we both know you’re not really a man don’t we Petey?”

	 

	I gulped. “Tell me you’re not a man Petey,” she said. I gulped again. I opened my mouth, gabbering, “I’m not a man.” “What are you Petey?” Steph asked. I was shaking, “I’m a… a… baby. A sissy baby.” It came out in a very babyish tone much to my horror. Steph answered me seductively, “That’s my Petey. Come on. We have one stop before we go home. But first I think you need to eat your dinner…”

	 

	Dinner was horrible but Steph wasn’t going to hear my pleas about not being fed. She even made me wear a plastic bib as she fed me at my desk. After the short dinner and a very full glass of juice, we left the office and soon I found myself buckled once again into the back seat of the car. We were off. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, trying to somehow get comfortable with the huge mess in the seat of my diapers. I was hoping to God I didn’t leak. Steph had the windows down so she didn’t cough too much from the smell.

	 

	Steph drove up to the nearest pharmacy and I tried to complain, to fight it. I didn’t want to stop here. But I was beaten today. I didn’t have any strength left to fight it. I resigned myself. I felt like a pouting child as we went inside, Steph holding my hand like a mother would hold her little toddler’s hand. I felt extra self-conscious smelling like I did and I knew my pants were drooping horribly. Dragging me to the back of the store I began to panic as we started looking through the incontinence supplies.

	 

	I started tugging Steph’s arm to protest when I noticed a pretty young sales lady came down the aisle. She walked up to us and asked us if we needed any help. She put her hand over her nose, suddenly noticing the smell. Without a moment’s hesitation and much to my dismay, Steph grinned and said loudly, “Sorry about the smell dear, my husband has decided that he needs to be back in diapers full time. He’s got a thing about being a baby. Obviously by the smell of him you can probably understand. I just can’t keep him from pooping his pants.” The sales lady looked like she was about to burst into laughter. “Perhaps you can help us with a few packages of diapers?” Steph said.

	 

	I thought I was going to die of embarrassment and the sales lady stifled a chuckle, looking at me. I shifted uncomfortably, wanting to be out of there fast. This day had been too long. The sales lady regained her composure and spoke, “I understand. What’s his size? About a medium? These incontinence briefs should work well.” “Oh you don’t need to call them incontinence briefs around us dear,” Steph laughed, “We all know that’s just a fancy name for adult diapers.” The sales lady chuckled, handing us the package of diapers. Steph motioned the lady to give them to me.

	 

	I started to protest when the lady left. “Do I weawy have to go back into diapeys mommy?” I asked incoherently in babyish talk. Steph just glared at me, “Oh stop it Petey. These aren’t diapers. They’re incontinence briefs! For incontinent people like you. Ha ha ha!!!” She tried to suppress a giggle. “Mommy?” I asked, “I have to go pee.” Steph just looked at me and said, “I bet you do after all that juice you drank. Lets get these diapers first and then we can ask her about a bathroom.” I hung my head in shame as she forced me to take the package to the counter to pay for them. The pretty sales lady was there to ring us up. “So these will work for you then?” she said with a grin, plugging her nose again. “Yes, I believe so. Do you have a bathroom he can use to change into one of these right now?” Steph asked the lady much to my embarrassment.

	 

	“Sure, in the back. No problem. Here I’ll let you in.” The sales lady was nearly starting to lose it and break out laughing but she composed herself and started to lead us to the back. It was then that it happened. My diapers were already too full. I couldn’t hold it though. I started peeing. The diapers just couldn’t hold it. I sprung a huge leak as the floodgates broke. I nearly burst into tears when I felt it starting to leak out of my plastic pants, pouring out and down the sides of my legs, and not discretely, given I had khaki pants on. It was running down my legs! The sales lady and Steph stopped when they noticed I wasn’t moving. I was standing there in the middle of the aisle with my legs apart, pee flowing down my legs into a puddle on the floor. My face was burning red with horror. I didn’t have anywhere to run. Steph just turned to the lady and asked her if she could help with baby powder and wipes too. I hung my head in shame as the girl broke into laughter.

	 

	We made it to the bathroom, my arms filled with supplies. Steph came in with me. I stood there gulping as Steph broke the packages open and then Steph pulled my large changing pad out of her bag. She shook it out and placed it on the floor, snapping her fingers for me to lie down. I did, grateful to finally be out of my messy diapers. She held up my diaper grinning, crinkling it in my face.

	 

	Steph pulled off my pants and my face went red with shame as she pulled out the key to my pants, which dangled from a chain on her neck. I felt utterly infantile as Steph pulled the plastic pants off and slowly undid my messy diaper, wrinkling her nose. It had always embarrassed me more than anything, getting poopy changes. Mortified, I realized I was getting hard as she changed me. Steph didn’t fail to notice. “Looks like toddler Petey still has a thing for his diapers, doesn’t he? Aw did you miss your di dis Petey?” she said with a smirk as she started rubbing my erection with a baby wipe. She rubbed the front, causing me to gasp. Just then there was a knock at the door. Horrified, I watched Steph reach up to unlock the door.

	 

	It was the sales lady. She looked down at me giggling. I couldn’t believe it. Getting a poopy change in front of a sales lady. I was mortified! “Oh hi, here’s the pacifier you asked for!” she said, handing Steph a package, which contained a large shiny yellow pacifier. “Thanks honey, can you open it for me? I’ve got my hands busy… Maybe you can even put it in his mouth if you don’t mind. He feels better sucking on his binky when he’s getting changed…”

	 

	I was blushing furiously as I watched the pretty sales lady pull the pacifier from the package and grinning, lean over to place it against my lips. Fighting myself with every remaining bit of manhood I could muster, I tried, but failed. I opened my mouth and took it, my face burning hot as she grinned at me.

	 

	“Thanks dear,” Steph said, “Do you mind opening the baby powder? I need to finish cleaning him up. He’s really messy.” “Sure thing, this is just bizarre. I mean, I’ve heard of adult babies before but I’ve never met one. Just like baby sitting huh?” she said as she opened the powder. “Sort of,” Steph said, “its definitely a full time job. Especially changing all of Baby Petey’s diapers. There we go. All clean Baby! Do you want to help me uh, what’s your name, oh there it is right on your tag, Jenny? Jenny? Would you like to powder him?” Jenny grinned, “Sure thing. This is the most excitement I’ve had all night. Here you go baby!”

	 

	I couldn’t believe it. How was Steph so good at getting women to dominate me? The powder came down and Jenny and Steph giggled at my embarrassment. Steph rubbed it in. “Wow, his penis is pretty small isn’t it?” Jenny said. Steph just nodded, “Yes, it’s just a baby pee pee. Isn’t it Baby Petey! Coochie coo!” she said in baby talk as she tickled me and stroked me once to get me to gasp out loud. Jenny burst into laughter.

	 

	I panicked when Jenny asked if she could do the tapes. Steph just smiled and said, “Of course dear. Here I’ll hold this part. Do it really tightly. There. Perfect! Then the next one. Good. Ok Petey, we’re almost there. Petey’s almost back in his diapers, good boy!” Finally the diaper was on. Steph balled up the dirty diaper and threw it in the trash. She rinsed my dirty plastic pants and rolled them up in a paper towel, putting them in a bag with the other supplies.

	 

	Steph just smacked me on the butt as I stood up, suddenly panicked that I didn’t have any pants to wear. “You don’t need pants Petey,” Steph said, smiling at my embarrassment, “Today was your first day back in diapers and we don’t need to hide that anymore from the world. Be proud of who you are sweety. A big baby…” I was nearly in tears as Steph laced up my shoes. I looked ridiculous and you could definitely see the diaper under my shirt if you looked. Jenny cracked up laughing and followed us out. I grimaced at the very loud crinkling sound. There were no pants to muffle the noise and even in the store you could hear the tell tale crinkling. Steph led me out of the bathroom and forced me to walk back to the counter to pay for the other items. I was in a daze as other customers were either trying not to chuckle or were outright just laughing. Oh boy. Would my humiliations never end?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 8 – Petey Finally has Sex

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I was exhausted as we finally walked in the door at home. I was looking forward to just getting to bed early, even though I was still a little hungry, and just forgetting about today. But then I saw the pictures on the living room wall. Full color photos from the photo shoot with Caroline’s friend. Me. In various compromising positions. All with my diapers exposed. My sissy baby status was on display for any who came to our home! I panicked. But Steph didn’t let me stop. She motioned me to my room. Then my stomach dropped when I saw…

	 

	My room was back to “normal”. The changing table was back. The crib was back. My dresser. Open and filled with diapers and infantile clothing. Steph walked in behind me and said, grinning, “I had Steve come over this afternoon and help put this stuff back in. Paid him out of your savings. Mary and I had tea and talked about how things are going to be from now on. Oh, don’t give me that look of surprise! I knew you wouldn’t hold out longer than today. Brenda, Caroline and I have been planning this since last week. They wouldn’t have posted your pictures up… You could have walked out of there or told Brenda where to go. But what did you do Petey? You let Brenda put you in a diaper. On your desk. You let her diaper you on your desk. You crawled and kissed Dave’s feet wearing nothing but a diaper. You pooped yourself in front of them. You let me take you into the pharmacy and walked out with no pants, just your diaper showing under your shirt. Do you really think a real man would do such things Petey?”

	 

	I stood there, realizing what I was and shook my head. A huge part of me did like this actually. I surrendered. It did feel strangely good to be back in diapers. But there was still that part of me. That part of me that clung to one day being a man… And that part hated what I was wearing.

	 

	Steph brushed my teeth and got me ready for bed. She said the diaper I was wearing should be fine (even though it was a little wet from peeing myself on the way home) but that I should have some extra protection for the night. She held up my yellow plastic onesie. “I thought you threw those things out?” I said, managing somehow to talk in my adult voice. She grinned, “No, I saved everything. I didn’t let the trash man take the boxes we laid out because I knew we’d be needing them again.” “But why did we go to the store tonight?” I asked, thinking about the utter humiliation I had felt getting a poopy diaper change in front of that sales lady, Jenny. Steph kept smiling as she pulled up my plastic onesie over my diapers and through my arms, securing me, “Because you needed to be taught a lesson. That mommy knows best. That you’re not a man. You’re my baby. No more trying to act like a man ok?”

	 

	I nodded, taking the pacifier into my mouth that she now held up for me. “Ok, diddums, I have one more surprise for you tonight. But you have to get into your crib first.”

	 

	As I got in I noticed some straps attached to the corner bars and started getting a little nervous. Steph laid me down and not wanting to fight her any more tonight, I let her slip my wrists and ankles into the waiting straps. She secured my limbs tightly, causing me to panic a little.

	 

	“Ok baby, I promised you would get a chance to fuck me tonight didn’t I?” Steph said slyly, taking off her clothes. She had the most gorgeous black satin lingerie on underneath her business suit. I suddenly got excited when I realized I was getting an erection! But it was hidden underneath my diapers. My dick was so small, so tiny, Steph couldn’t see it.

	 

	I spat out my pacifier. I was so excited! “Steph,” I said, “my pee pee is hard! I think I can do it tonight!” Steph grinned at me, “That’s great baby! But is it because you have a hot wife standing over you in hot lingerie or is it because you’re tied up in a crib and wearing diapers?”

	 

	“No Steph,” I complained, “Just take off my diapers and see! I’m feeling it. It’s you I’m hard for!” “Good boy Petey,” she said, “ok, well wait just a minute, I’m not quite ready. Hold that erection for mommy, big boy, ok?”

	 

	She left the room and I lay there excitedly thinking of finally feeling my manhood returning. Never mind, that I was dressed ridiculously and tied up in a crib. Maybe she would let me loose for just a few minutes. Let me fuck her hard. Pictures ran through my mind. Big dick. Pummeling her. Showing her that I was a man.

	 

	And then I sank as I saw her come back. She was holding something. It was the… The strap on. Oh no. I couldn’t take that again. No. No!

	 

	Steph saw my concern and spoke gently, “Relax sweety. I told you I would let you fuck me tonight. But, there’s one catch. Your baby penis is way too small to satisfy me. Even if it is rock hard for me. That’s why we’re going to give you a little help. Help you feel more like a man. Ready?” She started to place the strap on over the bulk of my hips facing up.

	 

	I was confused. What was going on? And then it dawned on me. She was making me wear the strap on! Oh no. Not like this! Steph started laughing when she realized that I knew what was going on, “Just think baby, you can pretend to be a man tonight! We’ll see how you do! Maybe if you do a good job, we’ll do this more often. Don’t toddlers just love pretending? Now take your pacifier again. Keep it in or I may have to secure it…”

	 

	The pacifier went in my mouth and Steph finished securing the straps around my legs and hips. It looked totally absurd poking out over my large diapers and plastic onesie. I felt like a fool. Steph took off her panties and laid them over my nose. I could smell her scent. Suddenly that smell was driving me wild. I could feel my erection come to life and try to do something. But it was trapped. Trapped under thick, wet diapers and plastic.

	 

	I could see that Steph was wet. She always got wet dominating me like this. It turned her on so much to humiliate me. She got into the crib and stood over me. Like an evil mother goddess. And then she mounted me. Slowly. Taking in the huge, monstrous cock.

	 

	“Oh yes, Oh God, I love taking cocks this size. Petey, you don’t even come close to this. Oh God. Yes. Uhhhnnnngggg….” Steph let her self slide down the massive plastic cock and slowly started to move up and down. “Fuck me, go on fuck me big boy,” she taunted, smiling down at me.

	 

	I was utterly humiliated but something about it excited me. At least I could pretend I was a man. Yes, pretend! I pushed my hips up into her. Of course I couldn’t feel at thing, but I could see she was excited. I pushed again and again. Fucking her. I was fucking her! I could feel my excited penis pushing against the wet material of the diaper from the inside. When she came down I felt some stimulation and I could feel myself building too.

	 

	Steph could see I was getting excited. She started taunting me as she fucked the plastic cock, “Baby want a little squirty tonight?” I nodded, sucking furiously on my pacifier. “I always did like you more like this. So submissive. So docile. I’m don’t ever want my Petey to grow up.” She continued fucking me. I went red in the face, wanting to say something. Part of me wanted to somehow fight this, to resist, but the feeling of fucking my diapers while she fucked the plastic cock felt so good. The diapers felt… I didn’t want to admit it. They felt good. Like a wet pussy. But better. I wanted to be in diapers. I was suddenly so happy to be back in diapers as I looked at my mommy fucking me from above.

	 

	She kept taunting me and she moved up and down, starting to play with herself, “So cute when you suck your pacifier Petey. I bet you missed it didn’t you?” I nodded my head, gasping. I felt close to cumming. She kept going, “Must have been hard to sleep without it. After going so long. You precious binky…” She kept fucking me. Her words burned into me.

	 

	She could see that I was starting to inhale her panties as the intensity grew. “Like the smell Petey? Like the smell of mommy’s pussy? Huh? Bet you wish you could fuck it like a real man huh? Fuck mommy’s pussy? But mommy is fucking a cock now. A big cock. Your helper. Petey needs a helper to fuck mommy doesn’t he? That’s it, smell mommy. Smell mommy’s pussy… Pretend to be a man…” She pushed the panties into my nose more, forcing me to smell her intense richness. It drove me wild.

	 

	I was whimpering, my body on fire with the humiliation, feeling the familiar feeling in my penis coming up. I was going to cum soon. The fucking got faster and I could hear the crinkling sound of the diapers as I pushed up against her getting louder. “Must feel good to be in a diapers again huh Petey? Knowing you won’t wake up with wet sheets… That’s it, let Mommy take care of you. Take care of your pee pee. I think he wants to squirt for Mommy. Do it Petey. Pretend to be a man. Come on.” I started gasping. I was going to lose it.

	 

	“That’s it, just let go and make your squirty for Mommy. Do it in your diapers, that’s it, do it in your diapers! Cum for mommy!” Steph said grinning from ear to ear as I squealed loudly, the pacifier falling out of my mouth, my penis finally losing it and bursting into the absorbent wet diaper, causing my face to flush deep red with embarrassment. As I spurted out my load into my diapers I shouted out, “Mommy!!!”

	 

	“There there. All better…”, Steph said grinning, “That’s it. Its ok, you don’t have to be embarrassed. Mommy knows how you feel.” Blushing bright red, I let her put the pacifier back into my mouth. I felt embarrassed after cumming and suddenly wanted to hide my head under the sheets.

	 

	Steph kept going, continuing to push down onto the cock, fucking it. She knew it humiliated me more, being in diapers after I came but she didn’t care. She was building. I lay there, spent, letting her push down on me. I couldn’t move my arms or legs. She just kept fucking me, teasing me and then she started to shake and quiver. Then… She screamed out loud, a powerful orgasm ripping through her body. The juices from her wet cunt were covering the front of my plastic onesie. She collapsed on top of me, smiling.

	 

	She grinned over at me, red faced and sucking my pacifier, “Things are much better now huh Petey? We’ll have to do this again.” With that she slowly pulled off and took the strap on off me. She leaned over to kiss me on the cheek. “Good night dear baby, I love you,” she said. “I love you,” I said, muffled by the pacifier. She smiled, pulled up the side of my crib, locked it, and walked out, turning off the light.

	 

	I struggled against my bonds in the dark. I felt the feeling around my hips, that unmistakable feeling. The crinkly feeling of the now sticky wet diaper felt strangely comfortable even though I usually felt embarrassed after my “squirties” and wanted to rip my diapers off. Somehow though, tonight, the diapers felt comfortable.

	 

	It had been a stressful day. I knew tomorrow would be hard, and that the whole office would now probably know that I wore diapers. But I tried to resign myself to it. I was a diaper wearer. A sissy baby. I loved my mommy. I loved the humiliation. I must have because I had chosen this life. It would be all right. Wouldn’t it?

	 

	The man inside, or what I thought of as the man, tried to fight the feeling of comfort, tell myself I didn’t need diapers. But most of me was grateful to know that I wouldn’t wake up with a wet bed. I sucked on my pacifier and fell asleep.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Stay tuned for more episodes of My New Life in Diapers

	 

	 

	 

	Coming Soon :

	 

	 

	 

	Baby’s Business Trip – Petey has to travel for business but Mommy Stephanie knows he can’t be trusted without a babysitter. Who better for the job than his secretary Brenda?

	 

	 

	 

	Petey, the Baby Girl? – Steph’s friend Mary talks her into taking Petey’s humiliations to new levels. With the help of Steph’s dominant friends, she begins to turn Baby Petey into a little girl…
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