

Preview of ‘Left Crying in the Crib’:

Matt groaned, trying to force the massive piece of rubber out of his mouth with his floppy tongue, whimpering. There was nothing he could do to dislodge it, and as he looked pitifully up at Jenna, she merely slid the side of the crib up, trapping him within.

“Night night, babygirl,” she said, mockingly, as she flicked a switch on the screen in front of Matt.

It flared into life as Jenna left the room, making Matt wince at the sudden brightness so close to his face.

On screen, a beautiful woman smiled, the camera panning out to reveal she was wearing a diaper, too. Matt groaned. What the hell was this crazy place?!

“I love my diapers,” a soothing voice said through the speakers as clips played of more beautiful women in diapers, playing with teddybears, cuddling and giggling. “I love to be a helpless babygirl.”

Matthew gasped behind the pacifier as he suddenly felt the thing pressed against his crotch begin gently vibrating, teasing his cock into hardness through the thick padding. Matt whimpered, closing his eyes, beyond humiliated, hoping against hope he wouldn’t get an erection in this place, in this situation.

***

Preview of ‘Thickly Diapered in a Baby Bouncer’:

The gears in Matt’s brain slowly turned, and as he looked around the room he realized with slowly dawning horror that all of these girls used to be boys. That the pretty, feminine boys he’d noticed would soon be girls too… That he, as well, would be a girl soon.

One thought emerged from the muck and mire of his stunned brain as he looked back at Stacey one last time - she had a bigger cock than he did! - before he gasped in horror and disgust as it was slid into the waistband of his diaper.

“No! No, stop! Fuck off!” he growled, trying to squirm away. “Let me- MMF!”

An over-sized pacifier was shoved into his mouth, stopping his frantic protests. He could hear Stacey being encouraged with soothing words behind him, and then, suddenly, he felt a slow trickle of warmth hitting his backside.

Matthew moaned in horror and shame as the other ‘girls’ watched, laughing behind their hands, some biting their lips in coyly hidden arousal. He could feel his diaper slowly swelling with the continuous stream of hot piss that Stacey was emptying into his diaper. Worst of all, he felt his cock stir slightly at the warmth as it dribbled down, being wicked upwards to his crotch, whimpering as Stacey’s wetting of his diaper seemed to go on and on forever.

***

Preview of ‘Sissy Messes her Diapers’:

Matt gave a small noise of alarm, just as that pert nipple was forced into his parted lips. He squealed in protest, trying to push the swollen nub out of his mouth with his tongue. All Matt managed to do, though, was squeeze a thin jet of creamy milk into his mouth, making him splutter and groan with horror, trying to yank his head backwards and away.

“Shhh,” the plump woman said softly, her hand on the back of his neck, massaging firmly, holding him in place. “Relax… Drink up, baby girl…”

“Nmmf! Nmmf!” Matt complained, breathing through his nose as more milk filled his mouth. He was forced to swallow to avoid choking, some of the milk spilling out over his lips.

The grip on the back of his head didn’t let up. Matt felt himself starting to give in, losing the fight. He was so tired… and he was hungry, honestly. If this was all the nutrition he was going to get… He might as well take advantage of it.

With a reluctant whimper, Matt let his muscles relax, gulping down the mouthfuls of thin milk he effortlessly expressed with his gentle sucking motions. Just swallowing the milk made more of it flow down his throat, a seemingly never-ending cycle of swallowing what he could, before he had to suddenly swallow again.

***
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1. Left Crying in the Crib

Matthew Wilson didn’t regret throwing a rock through Mr and Mrs Bernhardt’s windows. He regretted getting caught.

Aware that he was one of the youngest guys in his gang, Matt was constantly looking for ways to prove himself. Running drugs, stealing from stores, and often, petty vandalism. Some of the guys regarded him as a bit of a show-off, but Matt could tell they were impressed by just how little he seemed to care about the law.

Matthew had been sent to every kind of reform school, young offender program and troubled teen clinic you could think off. 5 months after graduating from the strict boarding school for ‘At Risk’ youth, 18 year old Matt had already easily integrated himself into a group of nasty older boys who scummed their way through life, not caring about anything or anybody but themselves.

It was almost inevitable a boy with Matt’s troubled past would be drawn to them. He’d had more warnings for petty offenses than he could count, and there seemed to be very little he wasn’t willing to do for them. The gang was almost like a family - but a family where the motto was ‘look after number one’, first and foremost. Matt reminded himself of that whenever he felt bitter about how his friends had run off when the police arrived. He would have done the same.

The officer who arrested him had met him before. Matt played up the ’troubled teen’ angle, making his eyes water by rubbing them when the man wasn’t looking - but it didn’t seem to work.

“Don’t give me those crocodile tears, Wilson,” he said, frowning. “You’re not sorry. You’ve been in and out of this room 3 times in the past five months.”

Matthew frowned harder, and the officer gave him a hard look for five minutes before sighing, setting down the file he was holding.

“Look, Matt,” he said, in a softer tone of voice. “If you keep going this way, you will end up in prison. Now, since the couple who’s window you broke aren’t interested in pressing charges, you’re being let off with a caution today. But next time it will be hard jail time, do you understand?”

“Thanks, sir,” Matthew said, trying to make sure he wasn’t grinning too widely. “I understand completely. I’m so sorry I troubled you this evening, it won’t happen again.”

“Yeah, right,” the officer said, rolling his eyes. “I’ll call your parents… again.”

“...Dipshit,” Matt muttered under his breath, leaning back in the chair with his feet on the desk as he waited for his parents to come pick him up.

***

Matt had never seen his father so angry before.

His knuckles were white as he gripped the steering wheel, glaring angrily ahead at the road. Mr. Wilson hadn’t spoken a word to Matt since he snarled at him to get in the car - they drove in complete, tense silence for the 15 minutes to home.

At last they pulled up at their house. Matt’s father still didn’t say anything, just put the car in park and undid his seatbelt, Matt following suit. He was looking forward to getting inside, heading to his bedroom, and smoking a joint. Maybe he’d call up one of the girls who hung around his gang, see if they’d be up for joining him in his bedroom…

Glancing at his father’s furious red face, Matt hastily reconsidered - he’d go to their place, then.

As Matt walked into the living room, fantasizing about other women he’d slept with recently, the last person he expected to see was his girlfriend, Alexis. He froze up, glancing from her worried face, to his mother’s, her mouth a thin line of anger.

“What is this?” Matt asked. “Dad? Mom?”

His father brushed him aside, storming off to stand beside his mother, who swallowed, tears in her eyes.

“It’s a last resort, Matty,” she finally said, her voice cracking.

Matthew may have been a delinquent son, but even he felt bad as he saw his mother start crying, apparently because of him. Swallowing, he looked from her to Alexis - who was also trying to hold back tears.

“You’ve had me dragged out to that fucking police station for the last time,” his father finally said, sneering. “I’m not going to stand for it while you’re under my roof.”

“Dad, chill-”

“Don’t fucking tell me to chill, Matthew!” his father growled, and Matt fell silent. “I spoke to that policeman too, you know. Next time it’s a criminal conviction!”

Mrs. Wilson began to sob, putting her face in her hands to hide it, badly. Matt felt like he’d been punched in the gut. He knew his Mom was disappointed in him, but he didn’t think it was that bad.

“Mom, don’t cry,” he begged. “Please, Mom, it won’t happen again…”

“Don’t lie to your Mom, Matt,” Alexis said, bitterly, putting her hand on Mrs. Wilson’s shoulder as they heaved with sobs. “We all know you aren’t going to stop unless you’re made to.”

“That’s not true!” Matt insisted, taking a step back. “I swear, I’ll straighten up, I won’t break any more shit… I won’t have to go to the police station again.”

“Fuck off,” his Dad said, stepping forwards. “Don’t you dare lie to us. Your promises mean nothing. That bullshit might work on your mother and even your girlfriend, but not on me, buddy.”

Matthew tried to stand his ground as his father approached, his form huge and hulking. Mr. Wilson was taller, more muscular than his skinny son, but they both stared each other down…

Until, scowling, Matt looked away, his face burning red. His father snorted in satisfaction.

“You can’t go on like this, Matt,” Alexis piped up suddenly. “Your Mom and Dad… want you to go to this, this treatment place. Or they’re going to kick you out and stop supporting you. You’ll be homeless, Matt.”

Another punch to the gut. Matthew swallowed, frowning, as Alexis continued.

“...I told them I thought it was a good idea.”

Matt couldn’t believe it. Sweet little Alexis, his quiet, goody two-shoes girlfriend, thought he should be sent off to some treatment center - or worse, made homeless. He knew what those centers were like. Prisons, but worse - since they were constantly pulling you in to talk about ‘feelings’ or ‘incidents’.

After he left Blackworth Academy, Matt was sure he was free of scummy places like that forever. At last there wouldn’t be anybody able to control him. Not his parents, not some shitty school, not anyone.  He’d be free.

...Of course he’d forgotten that freedom came with a pricetag, and his parents had been footing the bill for months. Pathetically, Matt was more than content to tear up the streets at night… and then come home and sleep in his childhood bedroom, eating his Mom’s cooking for breakfast, lunch, and dinner.

“But… Alexis, I love you,” Matt said finally, desperately. He needed to change somebody’s mind, to stop this trainwreck in motion.

Alexis winced in response, and when she spoke, her voice was thick with tears.

“I love you too, Matt,” she said, in a pained tone. “...But I’m not sure you can really say you love me when you’re fucking some other girl behind my back every other day of the week.”

Matt’s heart sank. Fuck. How did she know about that?

“Mom?” Matt said, desperately. “You don’t agree with this, do you?”

His mother sniffed deeply, choking down tears.

“...I was the one who suggested it, Matt…”

Matthew’s mouth dropped open.

“I can’t believe this… you’re really going to kick me out?!”

“Unless you g-go to the centre, yes,” she said, wiping her eyes. “I’m sorry baby. I feel like I must have gone wrong somewhere… That’s why I wanted to send you to a place to help you start over…”

“You can’t be serious!” Matt yelled, and his father snorted.

“We are,” he said. “Now make a decision… Either you let me drive you to the centre… or you go upstairs, get your stuff, and get the fuck out.”

Matt looked from face to face, hoping for some sympathy, a change of heart. But everybody in the room stared impassively back at him, no help from any of them.

...Fuck…

“...I guess I have no choice, do I?” he said, sullenly, turning away from everybody.

This was going to fucking suck.

***

It hadn’t taken long to get going to this ‘treatment center’. Mostly because his mother and father insisted he didn’t need to pack anything - they had everything he needed there.

“What, even clothes?” he’d asked incredulously - only to be told, yes, they had clothes for him to wear.

Matt had groaned - that meant uniforms.

He tried to kiss Alexis as he left, but she just pulled away with a pained smile. Once again he felt a tiny slither of guilt, forcing it down underneath his macho bravado.

The car journey was long, hot, and boring. His mother put on the radio, and Matthew rolled his eyes at the corny love songs she was listening to.

In truth, being irritated at something mundane helped him feel less nervous. Matt would never admit he was scared, ever… but being dumped somewhere hundreds of miles away from his home, friends, and family wasn’t his idea of a good time.

When they finally pulled up, Matt wanted to beg for his Mom to take him home. He could change, he’d tell her… but one look at her hurt, disappointed face stopped him in his tracks.

They led him into the center, where a nice receptionist was waiting.

“Is this Matty?” she asked, checking between her computer screen and the grumpy teen in front of her. “He can go right in if you want. You’ll have to stay here, though, I’m afraid - so you should say your goodbyes now.”

“Fine,” Matt’s father said. “Bye, son. You’ve made the right choice coming here.”

‘Some choice,’ Matt thought, but said nothing, glancing at his mother, who was preparing to speak.

“I’m sorry, Matt,” she said, tearfully, putting her arms around him in a hug he didn’t dare refuse.

He hugged her back, blushing, looking over at the cute receptionist who was smiling at the two of them. Luckily the hug only lasted a few moments longer - and then she pulled away, tears running down her cheeks.

“...We’ll see you soon…” she said, uncertainly, gulping. “Be good.”

“I will, Mom,” Matt replied, softly. “I love you.”

“We love you too,” his mother said back… And then suddenly Matt was being moved through the swinging double doors, into the center itself, his parents and his old life getting further and further away with every step.

***

Sitting opposite the program director, Mrs. Hernandez, ten minutes later, Matt flipped through the consent agreement they’d handed him. He wasn’t entirely surprised to find muscle-bound security guards dressed in suits waiting in her office, one of them looming over him as he read the agreement.

Honestly, he wasn’t really reading it. Reading wasn’t his thing - he was just searching for the page where his signature had to go. The sooner he signed, the sooner he could learn their bullshit rules - and go along with them long enough to get out of here.

“Just sign here?” he asked the smartly-dressed woman, who smiled beatifically

“That’s right, Matthew,” she replied. “Then I’ll take you to the doctor’s area, for your medical.”

Matt scrawled his signature, then put the pen down, sitting back in his chair with a sigh.

“Done,” he said.

“Thank you,” Mrs. Hernandez said, sliding the lengthy document back over and straightening it into a pile. “If you’d like to follow me…”

Matthew and the security guard followed Mrs. Hernandez down another hallway, to a sterile-looking white door with a name plaque that read ‘Dr. P Harkness, MD’. She rapped politely on it with her knuckles, until the door opened, a nervous-looking latino woman dressed in purple scrubs poking her head out.

She saw Matt, and relaxed a little.

“Is this the new admittance?” she asked, looking at him closely.

“Yes,” Mrs. Hernandez said, smiling as she put a hand on Matthew’s back. “Is Dr. Harkness around? I’d like her to get started right away.”

“She’s just gone to get some coffee,” the nurse (whose name tag Matthew could now see read ‘Jenna’) said. “I can take him for now if you need?”

“If you don’t mind, yes,” Mrs. Hernandez replied. “Here, Matt. I probably won’t see you for a while, so, it was lovely to meet you!”

“Uh, yeah, right,” Matt mumbled, as he was shuffled into the exam room, the burly security guard following suit.

There was a doorway to another area, a curtain halfway pulled across, so Matt could glance into the other hall if he wanted.

Matt glanced up at the security guard - he hadn’t said a word since Matt had seen him and it was unsettling. At least the nurse was pretty good looking… Matt grinned. He was good at flirting - he had a way of making women, even older women, think he was charming. Matt sat down in one of the blue plastic chairs, dangling an elbow over it as he watched Jenna prepare for his ‘medical’, whatever that was.

“Having a good day?” he asked, as she laid items out on a tray, her back to him.

“Mmm,” Jenna replied, distractedly. Matthew frowned, wanting her attention.

“So are you sleeping with this doc, or what?” he asked, suddenly.

“Wh…. what?” Jenna replied, turning around and frowning. “Why would you ask that?”

“I don’t know,” Matt said, grinning because he had his reaction now. “Doctors and nurses… and you two alone in here all day. He must find it hard to resist you… I know I would.”

Jenna had heard all kinds of stupid, crass remarks from the ‘boys’ who came through here, so she just rolled her eyes, turning back to her work.

“Actually, Dr. Harkness is a woman,” she explained. “And we aren’t sleeping together.”

“Ohh,” Matt said, grinning. “I suppose you get your bit of strange from the inmates, then, yeah? Well you’re welcome to ride me any time you like…”

“Don’t be disgusting,” Jenna said, scowling. “You’re all just babies to me.”

Matt frowned, his cheeks a little red.

“You don’t look that much older than me,” he replied, defensively.

“No, I mean… Never mind,” Jenna said, with a sigh. “Here comes the doctor, anyway… Paige - I mean, Dr. Harkness, we have our new admission here.”

Dr. Harkness was a woman of average height with a slender build, pale, freckled skin, and curly red hair. She handed a coffee cup to Jenna, sipping her own slowly as she peered into the room, looking Matt slowly up and down.

“Have you got everything ready?” she asked, not even addressing the boy in the room.

“Yes,” Jenna replied quickly. “I haven’t done any of the intake questions, I thought you’d like to do it yourself…”

“Alright,” Dr. Harkness said, sighing. She closed her eyes for a few moments, before she walked into the room properly.

“Hello,” she said, setting her cup of coffee down on the desk. “Matthew, isn’t it? Any health conditions we should know about?”

“Uh. No,” Matt said, scoffing, offended by how little she seemed to care about his presence. “Unless having an enormous-”

“Charming!” Dr. Harkness said, rolling her eyes. “Well, anyway. You’ll need a shot before you’re allowed into the main area. Roll up your shirt sleeve for me.”

Matt glared at her defiantly, so she sighed again.

“God, this is going to be a long day… Jenna, could you help me?”

“Hey!” Matt said, angrily as Jenna came up behind him, grabbing his shoulders. “Fuck off!”

“Do you want us to have to strap you down?” Dr. Harkness asked, pushing the sleeve of Matt’s t-shirt up. “Or Steve over there could help us out.”

Matt glanced over at the hulking security guard, who smiled back at him, eyebrows lowered. Matt breathed out angrily through his nose, feeling powerless and hating it, his hands curling into fists. Dr. Harkness wiped a spot on his upper arm carefully with a wipe, and he could feel it starting to go numb.

“What’s that?”

“A combination antiseptic and mild anaesthetic,” she explained. “So you won’t feel the shot.”

“Right,” Matt said, looking at the syringe of pink-tinged liquid as Dr. Harkness pushed the plunger slowly down, so just a little squirted out of the end. “...What’s in it?”

“You could call it a vaccine,” Dr. Harkness said - and before Matt could say anything else, she’d sunk the needle deep into his numb arm, pushing the unknown liquid into his veins, coursing through his body in a matter of seconds.

“What the fuck!” he said, angrily, as Dr. Harkness pulled the needle out, grabbing another wipe to clean the little trickle of blood that ran back out. “You’re supposed to get consent before doing something like that. I could sue!”

“You signed a consent form when you came in, didn’t you?” Jenna asked from above him. “...Maybe you should have read it more closely. You waived any right to object to any medical treatment we think is necessary.”

Ignoring his complaints, Dr. Harkness had quickly put a bandaid on the pinprick she’d made. Matt glanced down at it, and frowned - it had Bizney princesses on. He glanced up, seeing Dr. Harkness looking at him, and his brow furrowed further. Obviously she was trying to humiliate him, hoping he’d speak up so she could mock him further. Matt kept his lips tightly pursed, and Dr. Harkness soon took a seat at her desk.

“Okay,” she said, taking a clipboard from Jenna. “Let’s get started… Matthew Wilson, have you ever ingested any illegal substances?”

Matt sneered, shrugging.

“Maybe,” he said. “So what if I have?”

“Okay…. Have you ever been arrested?”

“Few times.”

Dr. Harkness scribbled something down.

“Do you have a history of unfaithfulness in relationships?”

“I have fun,” Matt replied, smirking. “If you know what I mean.”

She just wrote something down, before continuing.

“And how are you feeling now?” she asked, turning in her chair to face him, peering at him closely. “Any nausea?”

“No?” Matt said. “Why would I be?”

“Well, the muscle relaxant I gave you should be kicking in just about now,” Dr. Harkness said, smirking. “I was just making sure there weren’t any… side effects.”

Matt was silent for a few seconds as he took in what she’d said - and then he exploded out of the chair…

Or at least, he tried to.

His knees buckled instantly, legs like noodles, and Matt found himself tumbling towards the floor.  He’d have put out his hands to stop himself, but his arms wouldn’t move in time, and he crashed into the tile floor, crying out.

“Fuck you!” he snarled, kicking his legs drunkenly. “Fuck both of you! You crazy fucking bitches! You said it was a fucking vaccine!”

“She said you could call it that,” Jenna said, smugly. “She didn’t say it was that…”

Matt glared up at her, managing to force himself to sit up, scowling as best he could. His hands which had been curled into fists previously now hung limply at his sides. Experimenting, he tensed his muscles as much as he could, his fingers merely flexing slightly - and even that took effort.

As much as he wanted to be seen as tough, Matt was honestly terrified. What kind of place had his parents brought him to, where the doctor could just take away his muscle control like this? That didn’t seem like it could be legal - and yet, apparently, Matt had consented to it earlier.

“Steve,” Dr. Harkness said. “Help me get our patient onto the exam table, please.”

Steve merely nodded, as he walked towards Matt, bending down as he got closer. Matt swung at him, his floppy hand hitting the man in the chest uselessly.

“Fuck! Fuck!” Matt said, panicking, as he was easily lifted, squirming, onto the examination table. “Fucking stop this!”

“We just need to get you properly dressed,” Dr. Harkness said, as she approached him. “Jenna, please remove he- his shoes.”

“Yes, doctor,” Jenna replied, grabbing Matt’s foot.

He tried to kick, but his leg only jerked slightly, Jenna easily undoing his sneaker and pulling it and his sock off.

“Stop! ...Please!” Matt said, swallowing desperately. “You can’t treat people this way.”

Dr. Harkness ignored him entirely as she wriggled his shirt off, Jenna successfully removing both shoes. With a jolt, Matt realized they intended to undress him completely, and he tried desperately to sit up and look down at himself as he felt his jeans being undone.

“W-why do you need me to be naked?!” he asked, embarrassed at how his voice squeaked.

“So we can put a diaper on you,” Dr. Harkness said, curtly. “Jenna, could you get one from the supply area, please?”

Matt’s head was spinning, certain this was some kind of crazy dream, and he would wake up any second. She couldn’t really have said she was putting a diaper on him, could she?

As Matt saw his pants dragged down along with his boxers, his flaccid package exposed to everybody in the room, he flushed… and then looked up, to see Jenna approaching, with a thick pink adult-sized diaper.

“What the FUCK!” Matt howled again. “Get that away from me!”

“Did you not hear me?” Dr. Harkness said, sounding annoyed. “You’ve been injected with a muscle relaxant. It’ll relax ALL your muscles. Look…”

She held up his boxers, and Matt was embarrassed to see a small wet spot on the front of them. A wiser man might have relaxed and submitted to the diapering, but Matt kicked his feet as hard as he could, humiliated - and furious about it.

“Fuck off, fuck off, fuck- guh!”

As he ineffectually struggled, Jenna had shoved his rear up high, sliding the unfolded diaper underneath. He seethed with anger and embarrassment as the nurse pulled the front of the pink diaper up, spreading it across his flat stomach, the designs of playing puppies and kittens only make his face flare more brightly. Matthew pushed at her hands with his own, weakly - until Dr. Harkness grabbed them and pulled them above his head, stopping him.

Matt closed his eyes, a loose grimace on his face as he heard the tapes being done up, sealing him in a diaper that looked like it was designed for an infant girl. He’d never been so humiliated in his life, trapped in the thick undergarment, a symbol of his subjugation at the hands of these evil women.

“There,” Jenna said, smugly, as she patted the diaper, walking towards Matt. “That should catch baby’s weewee.”

Seething with rage, Matthew waited until she was close to his face… and then spat, hard, into her eye.

“Ergh!” Jenna groaned, grimacing herself as she fumbled around for a paper towel to wipe away Matt’s loogie.

“Hahahah!” Matthew laughed, forcefully, trying to ignore his heart pounding in his ribcage. He’d won, even if they’d managed to put him in a diaper. They’d remember that, he was sure of it…

“Are you alright?” Dr. Harkness asked, as Jenna walked back over, wiping her eye thoroughly clean before tossing the paper towel in the trashcan.

“I’m fine,” Jenna said, sighing. “Do you want me to inflict the standard punishment, or you?”

“I’ll hold her,” Dr. Harkness replied. “You spank.”

Spank? Her? Again Matt was completely confused, dizzied by the strange turn things had taken. Nobody bothered to explain anything to him, not even as both women rolled him onto his front ignoring his grunt of protest.

“What the hell are you doing?!” Matt asked, as Dr. Harkness put her arms over his back, pinning him in place easily.

“You’ve been a very bad girl,” Dr. Harkness said, a hint of a smirk in her voice. “Naughty little girls get spanked…”

“I.. Fuck off! I’m not a girl!” Matt protested, completely confused. “...You can’t spank me!”

“Don’t talk back,” Dr. Harkness told him, breaking eye contact to look up at Jenna behind him. “Jenna, please punish this bad babygirl.”

“What are y- AH!”

Matt didn’t intend to cry out, but he couldn’t help it. Suddenly something hard and heavy was brought down hard on his rear. Even through the diaper it stung - and then another swat came, the paddle whistling through the air before it spanked him hard once again.

“Sh-shit! Stop, stop!” Matt begged, his voice cracking slightly. “I’m sorry, alright!”

“Continue, Jenna,” Dr. Harkness said, and a moment later, Matt felt another powerful swat that made him yell in pain.

Tears stung his eyes as the spanking continued. He was beyond humiliated already - and now he felt he was going to cry as well? Matt grit his teeth, trying his hardest not to give in, but every strong smack to his padded bottom made him yelp like a beaten dog, tears springing up from the corners of his eyes, threatening to escape any moment now.

It was the smack to his upper thighs that finally did it, the bare skin glowing with the imprint of the paddle. As soon as Matt felt that powerful swat, he howled in pain, tears gushing out of his eyes, crying like he hadn’t in years, helpless and weak as Jenna spanked him across the exam table through his diapers.

Once he’d started, he just couldn’t stop, and he sobbed and cried, kicking his feet childishly as spank after spank rocked him to his core with pain.

“PLEEEAAASE!” he begged, sobbing shamefully, but unable to stop it. “I’ll be good, I’m so-OW! Sorry! PLEASE!”

Neither woman seemed to be paying attention. Matt swore he was there for hours, screaming and sobbing as Jenna spanked him over and over. His backside felt like it was on fire, and there was nothing he could do, crying and hiccuping helplessly as he waited for each new swat to land.

At last they ended, and Matt cried in humiliation and pain, feeling his tears against the waterproof surface of the examination bed.

“Now, are you going to be a good girl for us?” Dr. Harkness asked, and Matt gulped air down heavily as the ‘tough boy’ fought to regain a little of his image.

“I’m not a-”

The words died in his throat as he felt Jenna running the paddle along one of the marks on his backside. He swallowed, and then nodded, meekly.

“Good girl,” Dr. Harkness said. “Alright then. Jenna, take her along to Intake Room 3.”

“Yes, doctor,” Jenna said, breathing heavily from the exertion of spanking Matthew as hard as she could. “Come on, baby.”

Sniffling, cheeks bright red, Matt wasn’t sure he could walk - but he found that although his legs moved like noodles, if he gripped Jenna’s hand tightly and leaned on her occasionally, he could manage a stumbling shuffle. She chuckled, seeming to find it amusing - but Matt felt too humiliated already to say anything in response.

Jenna led the eighteen-year-old into one of the strangest rooms he’d ever seen. The walls were off-white, with images of gambolling cartoon characters and smiling princesses all over them. Various posters reminded Matt to ‘be a good girl’ and ‘thank your nurse’, and the carpet was plush and purple. There was very little furniture, but what was there was… weird.

Some kind of long cabinet was on one side of the room, sticking out into the center of it. It had open shelves below it, which Matt noticed with embarrassment were filled with diapers. Seeing the vinyl-covered padding on top, Matt realized that this was an adult-sized changing table… He gulped - that was weird, but it was nothing compared to the other piece of furniture in the room.

It looked like an enormous crib, scaled up for a grown man… but other than the soft lilac bedding and crib bumpers, it also had other strange devices attached. A screen hung down in front of the place where you might expect somebody’s head to be, and two black boxes were on either … Speakers, Matt realised, as he squinted.

Some kind of apparatus hung over the side, holding a huge black microphone-shaped object, a small handle obviously used to adjust the height of it.

“What’s this?” Matt said, feeling dizzy just seeing it.

“This is where you’ll be sleeping tonight,” Jenna said. “You’ll start your official re-education tomorrow… One moment…”

She made sure Matt could stand by himself before she grabbed the rail of the crib, pushing it up, then sliding it all the way down, leaving it open. She patted the mattress, and Matt stumbled over, grunting slightly as she helped him up, leaving him sitting with his legs dangling over the side of the crib.

As Jenna crossed the room to the changing table, Matt looked down at his crotch, face burning. The pink diaper was obscenely thick, spreading his legs slightly. He couldn’t believe this was really happening. How long would he have to stay here? And what other depths of degradation would be he be forced to endure...

“Arms up,” Jenna commanded as she approached him once more, holding a pink t-shirt.

Matt didn’t want to wear yet another pink thing, but his smarting bottom reminded him of the spanking he’d received just a few moments ago. He raised his limp arms weakly, and Jenna fought to pull them through the armholes of the shirt, pulling it down over his head. It was loose, slightly too big for Matt, but he didn’t dare complain.

Internally he winced, thinking about how the guys back home would mock him if they could see him now, allowing himself to be laid down without even thinking about it. He just closed his eyes, trying to pretend he was somewhere else - until he felt something being wrapped around his wrist.

“What are you doing?” Matt asked, panicked, as he watched Jenna fasten a restraint around it, securing it to the upper left side of the crib. “D-do you have to do that?”

“Yes,” Jenna said firmly, as she moved on to his other wrist. “We don’t want you interfering with the induction procedure.”

“Wh-what procedure?”

Jenna just smirked as she secured Matt’s ankles, fastening him into the enormous crib. She adjusted the strange microphone-like apparatus, until it was pushing against Matt’s padded crotch firmly, almost uncomfortably. Matt swallowed, looking up at her uncertainly. He opened his mouth to ask a question - and then found a massively over-sized silicone pacifier forced into it, Jenna chuckling as she did up the strap to hold it in place around his head.

Matt groaned, trying to force the massive piece of rubber out of his mouth with his floppy tongue, whimpering. There was nothing he could do to dislodge it, and as he looked pitifully up at Jenna, she merely slid the side of the crib up, trapping him within.

“Night night, babygirl,” she said, mockingly, as she flicked a switch on the screen in front of Matt.

It flared into life as Jenna left the room, making Matt wince at the sudden brightness so close to his face.

On screen, a beautiful woman smiled, the camera panning out to reveal she was wearing a diaper, too. Matt groaned. What the hell was this crazy place?!

“I love my diapers,” a soothing voice said through the speakers as clips played of more beautiful women in diapers, playing with teddybears, cuddling and giggling. “I love to be a helpless babygirl.”

Matthew gasped behind the pacifier as he suddenly felt the thing pressed against his crotch begin gently vibrating, teasing his cock into hardness through the thick padding. Matt whimpered, closing his eyes, beyond humiliated, hoping against hope he wouldn’t get an erection in this place, in this situation.

But trying to shut out the pleasurable sensation massaging his length through the diaper was as futile as trying to shut out the voice coming through the speakers, and soon Matthew groaned, shifting his hips slightly so his growing hardness slipped upwards, instead of being trapped pointing towards his rear.

“Diapers make me feel safe,” the video continued. “When I’m in my diapers, I have nothing to worry about.”

Matt felt sweat on his brow, the vibrations intensifying slightly as he tried to resist the urge to buck his hips. His teeth were gritted tightly around the pacifier, and he breathed out heavily through his nose, face flushed.This was sick, completely sick. Some kind of nasty mind control.

Despite trying to fight the building sensations in his body, Matt soon found himself moaning, cheeks bright red, the inexorable pleasure dragging him towards what promised to be an explosive orgasm.

“It’s so much nicer to be a little girl,” the video stated, showing two female ‘adult babies’ on screen, having a tea-party. “I don’t ever want to be a boy again.”

“This is where I belong,” the video insisted - and Matt gasped, his muscles tensing as he felt the vibrations increase, forcefully stimulating his throbbing shaft through the thick diaper. “I’m meant to be a diapered babygirl.”

“Nmmmf! Nmmmf!” Matt whimpered, trying to say ‘no, no!’, but his mouth was stuffed full of pacifier. Worse, the pleasure kept growing and growing, and some sick part of him was latching onto what the video was saying, like this could be some new kink, or fetish for him.

Matt couldn’t hold back now, his hips pushing him hard up against the vibrating toy, grunting and whimpering as he ground himself eagerly against the soft padding of the diaper. God, he was so ashamed, so humiliated, but it just felt so good. Matt never wanted this feeling to end - would endure a thousand new embarrassments just to have it last forever…

“It feels so good to submit, so good to give up control,” the video told him, as he moaned and rocked his hips as best he could. “I love to be a cute little sissy and cum in my pampers.”

“NGGH!” Matt squealed, bucking frantically as the vibrations were turned up to maximum, pulsing against his groin as he squirmed, eyes wide, suckling the pacifier hard without even thinking, oh god, he was so close, just a little more, yes, yes, yes…

“NMMMF! Nmmm…”

Trembling, Matt orgasmed into his diaper, cum shooting out of his stiff cock and making the inside of his padding sticky. He rolled his hips eagerly as he rode out the sensation, moaning, the vibrations continuing, milking every drop out of him. It felt so, so good, he had to admit.

Once his orgasm died down, the vibrator slowly began to shut down - and then turned off, the image on the screen changing to one of a half-nude woman being put into a diaper by someone off-screen, blushing and giggling.

“I love to be a good little girl,” the voice informed Matt, who was now awash with shame as well as afterglow.

The screen clicked off, and panting, sweating, Matt groaned.

What the hell had he gotten himself into?

End.

2. Thickly Diapered in a Baby Bouncer


“Good morning, Miss Wilson.”

Matt’s eyes opened slowly. He hadn’t exactly slept well in the crib. Other than the fact he was miles away from home in a creepy ‘reform centre’ where they dressed boys up like faggots in diapers, the vibrator had turned on several more times that evening. Honestly by the final time Matthew almost cried as he came - not that he’d ever admit it.

“It’s Mister,” he said, too groggy to properly sass Jenna right now, rubbing his eyes sleepily. “...What time is it?”

There was no response, but a moment later Matthew felt the sharp sensation of a needle being jabbed into his arm. He yelped, eyes suddenly opening wide, panicked at the feeling.

Jenna was smirking as she looked over him.

“Baby girls don’t need to know the time,” she said, smugly, as she lowered the side of the crib. “...It’s time to get up. And have your diapee changed.”

Matt just groaned, not wanting to endure whatever came next.

“Come on, sweetie…”

Jenna lifted him out with a soft grunt of effort, and without even thinking Matt helped her by extending his legs, putting his feet on the floor. He already felt wobbly, though, and he gripped the mattress of the crib nervously, looking down at the floor that now seemed so far away.

“Aww, baby wubs her cwib, doesn’t she?”

“Fu- I mean… N-no. I just… That shit you injected me with,” Matt said, trembling. “...My legs feel like noodles.”

“That’s perfectly normal,” Jenna explained. “You’ll find it a little hard to walk now, so I’d suggest you crawl…”

Matt glared at her, trying to ignore the red blush creeping across his face. Who the hell did this crazy bitch think she was to say he should crawl? This place was fucking sick…

“AH! Fuck!”

Matt groaned as he smacked into the floor, his hands barely making it in time to prevent him falling face first into the short pink carpet. Jenna snickered gently, obviously taking pleasure in seeing Matt degraded and humiliated like this…

“I did warn you,” she said. “...And watch that pottymouth, missy. I won’t report you this time, but if you keep swearing, you’re going to get a mouthful of soap suds… And maybe something soapy elsewhere, as well.”

Matt didn’t know what the hell she was talking about, but he knew a threat when he heard one. The thickly-diapered boy rose unsteadily to his hands and knees, and began crawling, looking at the floor with shame. He could feel his rear moving about in the air, his padding clearly on display as he submissively crawled behind Jenna.

Crawling made him very tired, since he wasn’t used to moving his body that way - and he sat up in relief as they arrived at their destination, breathing heavily from exertion. Jenna chuckled again behind her hand, as she knocked on the door… The sign was too high up for Matt to read from down where he was.

After a while, the door was opened by a large woman with strong-looking arms and long brown hair.

“Hey, Nanny,” Jenna said, smiling. “New baby girl for you.”

“Hmm,” the woman said, frowning as she looked Matthew over. “...She doesn’t look wet.”

“It’s her first night here,” Jenna explained. “You know she’ll be soaked by the end of the day.”

Matt wasn’t sure what was more embarrassing. The fact the women were talking completely over him, as if he wasn’t there? The fact they kept calling him a ‘she’? Or the humiliating conversation they were having about how he would end up wetting his diapers by the end of the day.

“Come here, little one,” the other woman said, reaching down and sliding her hands under Matt’s armpits.

He gasped as she lifted him right off of the floor, deceptively strong. Instinctively he leaned into the woman’s chest, clinging to her as his pulse raced, the unsettling feeling of being held so far above the ground making him nervous.

Matt squeezed his eyes shut, putting his arms around the woman’s neck, breathing heavily. He heard Jenna giggle again, and he opened his eyes wide, pulling away slightly, embarrassed. The woman’s hand was cradling his diapered bottom, pressing the thick padding against his rear.

Now Matt could read her nametag… He squinted and frowned. It just said ‘Nanny’...

“Thank you for bringing her, Jenna,” The nanny said, holding Matt to her chest. “Come on, sweetie. Let’s get you dressed…”

And again he was whisked somewhere new and strange, without even a question about how he felt about it.

***

“Did baby make cummies in her didee last night?” the Nanny asked as Matt lay on the floor, looking up at her. Instead of carpet, he was laying on interlocking foam puzzle pieces in pretty pastel colors.

The room seemed to be split into two sections using a wooden divider. The one Matthew was in seemed like it might be some kind of dressing area - with a frown, he eyed a rack of frilly baby dresses in adult sizes, having a sinking feeling that was what the woman planned to dress him in.

The other half of the room was another changing table, with a stack of thick diapers. As much as Matt didn’t want to be put into more of the thick, crinkly undergarments, the one he was wearing right now was severely uncomfortable. The cum inside had dried, and where the vibrator had been pressing hard against the diaper it had destroyed the padding within, making it lumpy and uncomfortable.

“Y-yes,” Matt said finally, blushing. “I… came. Last night.

“Ooo, did widdle baby make stickies in her pampers?” the Nanny asked with a smirk, seeming to enjoy Matthew’s discomfort. “Does da widdle sissy wan’ a change?”

Matt felt anger bubbling in his chest. How DARE that bitch talk to him like that? … One look at her strong arms and remembering last night’s spanking was enough to encourage him to keep his mouth shut, but he couldn’t keep the scowl off of his face as he nodded, flushing pink from anger and humiliation.

“Well, maybe you can have a change after we get you all dressed up, hm?” the Nanny said, approaching Matt with a tape measure. “Arms up!”

“Do I have to wear one of those?” Matthew asked, nodding resignedly at the dresses, feeling the tape measure tighten around his chest. “...Couldn’t I wear something more… masculine?

“Nope,” the woman said cheerfully, as she slipped the tape up around his bicep. “Sissy babygirls wear pretty dresses like that.”

“But I’m not a… ‘sissy baby girl’!” Matt said, blushing just from saying it. “I’m an adult man…”

“Maybe you were when you came in here,” the Nanny replied with a shrug. “But now you’re just another sissy baby for us to take care of.”

Matt looked at the floor, miserably, as the woman continued as she measured him all over.

“This is just the first phase. You’ll go and meet the other girls in the nursery soon, and we’ll get you in a fresh diaper - we’ll expect you to use it properly before you get another change…”

Wincing, Matt decided that would never, ever happen, no matter what they did to him.

“...Over the next few weeks we’ll slowly train you to be a perfect, obedient sissy. You’ll have to relearn everything, and at the core of it all will be the knowledge you’re just a helpless baby girl…”

Matthew whimpered as his t-shirt was stripped off. Even pink, it was better than a frilly dress…

“Don’t worry sweetie,” the Nanny said, as she looked through the rack of dresses. “I promise soon enough you’ll looove your diapers and dresses.”

“No I won’t,” Matt replied, his voice strangely squeaky and high. “Sh-shut up.”

“Everybody starts out fighting it,” she added, shrugging. “Soon you won’t be able to remember what being a big boy was even like…”

Matt felt his blood run cold at the woman’s casual tone. She wasn’t even trying to scare him. She was just being completely matter-of-fact, like she was not only totally assured that that would happen to him… but that she’d seen it happen a thousand times before.

That couldn’t be true, could it? Matt felt his stomach flipping over in anxiety. No, he wouldn’t let that happen. He’d just pretend to go along with their sick re-training, act like he was… what they wanted him to be… And then leave, and go back to his old life, be a man, have a girlfriend…

“Ooo, I think this nice yellow one is just your color,” the Nanny said, smiling as she quickly pulled the dress over Matthew’s still raised arms. He spluttered in surprise, but she was already zipping it up, leaving it slightly snug around his chest, but loose and flowing over his lower half.

Matt cringed, feeling like he would sink into a puddle of shame. He couldn’t believe he was wearing a dress… The lacy whiteness underneath and the pale, buttercup color were the shades you’d see on a baby girl’s outfit, and he could tell if he stood it would immediately show off his loosened diaper. His body was still too weak for him to fight it off, but he weakly tugged at the chest anyway, embroidered with a pink bunny rabbit.

“What do you think?” Nanny said smugly, pushing a mirror in front of him. Matt gawped at the sight of himself, his features seemingly softened by the gentle colors of the baby’s dress, his muscular legs poking out incongruously from the frilly hem of his skirt.

Matthew whimpered at the humiliating sight, feeling tears stinging his eyes that he quickly tried to blink away. He wasn’t a baby, he wasn’t a girl, this wasn’t right.

“Awww,” the woman said, snidely. “Poor baby! Don’t worry, diddums, you’ll soon be begging Nanny to put you in a pretty dress…”

Trying not to cry, Matthew was carried over to the second part of the room, sat on the changing table once more. He shivered with relief as the Nanny passed the wipe over his crotch, feeling the traces of his earlier loads being wiped away.

“Oh, lots of nasty hair here,” the Nanny said, tutting. “In a few weeks you’ll be nice and clean down here…”

Matt didn’t respond, clenching his hands into fists. He knew from experience she was only looking for a reaction, and he wasn’t going to give it to her. Her wiping soon became clumsy fondling of his limp shaft, but he found his body didn’t respond at all, feeling sensitive to the touch. Without even thinking, Matt whimpered gently, and the Nanny stopped, chuckling.

“Wow, that’s very fast,” she noted. “Normally it takes a few days for a sissy’s clitty to be so well trained. I guess you must love humping your diapers more than ladies, hm?”

Glaring at nothing, Matt crossed his arms across his pretty yellow and pink chest. The Nanny didn’t waste any more time, merely slipped the diaper efficiently under his backside and then taped it tightly up. To his horror, Matt did feel his cock twitch just a little at that touch, horrified and relieved as it failed to rise to the occasion any further.

“Baby’s all dressed,” the Nanny said. “...So what would you like for breakfast? ...Bottle? Or breast?”

“Wh-what?” Matt sputtered. “What do you mean?”

“Would you like to be breastfed, or bottlefed this morning?”

“Neither!” Matt said, blushing. “Fuc- I mean, I don’t want to suck on someone’s tits for breakfast…”

“Bottle it is, then,” the Nanny replied, opening a cupboard above them - that turned out to be a miniature fridge. “It’s cold, I’m afraid.”

“What are you- MMPH!”

In one swift movement, the Nanny lay Matt back in the crook of one arm, while she jammed the nipple of the bottle into his mouth. He whimpered, his weak limbs flailing limply as he tried to push her away, but the milk continued to flow down his mouth. Half of him wanted to just let it all dribble out, but with a blush he realized that would only make him look more like a baby…

Reluctantly, he began to gulp down the thick, sweet fluid, feeling it flow down his gullet. It wasn’t bad tasting, if he was honest - and he found himself incredibly thirsty all of a sudden, swallowing hungrily with less and less hesitance. His face still burned from the humiliation of the experience, but he no longer turned away or kept his eyes squeezed shut.

What would his gang think if they saw him now? ...The thought was horrifying. Matt ignored it, grunting as he swallowed another thick mouthful of ‘milk’.

“There we go,” the woman said, smiling as he drained the milk. “I hope next time you’ll consider breastfeeding. I can get very full sometimes!”

Matt smacked his lips as the bottle was pulled out of his mouth, barely noticing how the Nanny was rubbing his back until he suddenly burped, loudly. That at least was fairly masculine - at least until he was praised for being a ‘good baby girl for Nanny’.

“Don’t I get anything else to eat?” he asked, frowning. “Proper food?”

“That milk contains all the nutrients you need,” the Nanny advised. “You’ll be fed again at a set time.”

“Now, let’s go introduce you to all the other sissies,” she said, smiling as she lifted Matt up once more. “Come on, that’s a good baby…”

***

The ‘nursery’ was enormous, decorated like a particularly pink and enormous daycare centre. Matt looked around in amazement at the giant baby furniture, the windows looking into ‘nap rooms’, and the girly baby toys scattered all over the floor. Several potted plants were placed in various corners, but as Matt squinted, he was pretty sure they were fake...

At first glance, it seemed like everybody in the room was female. All the nannies walking around in clean-pressed white pinafores certainly were, and Matt found himself eyeing more than a few pairs of ripe breasts, blouses unbuttoned slightly for easier access at feeding time.

But as Matt looked closer, he noticed that a lot of the ‘baby girls’ on the floor weren’t girls at all! Some of them were clearly girls, with soft skin and full breasts, but he recognized a lot of boyish frames, the same shame in the eyes of newer recruits. Some of them had longer hair, some of them looked like somehow their body was taking on a more feminine shape - but they were boys. Matt swallowed, horrified, as he took it all in.

A man who must have been in his twenties babbled and burbled as he was bounced on a woman’s lap, wearing a tight pink onesie that held his swollen diaper to his body. A group of girls waddled by with their legs spread by their enormously-thick diapers, one of them sucking an over-sized pacifier. One person in a lilac dress suddenly wobbled as they stood, landing on their thick diapered bottom - and burst into tears, attracting the attention of several nearby Nannies who rushed over, cooing and fussing over them.

“Well, here we are,” the Nanny who’d brought Matt in said, nudging him gently with her foot. “Go play, babygirl.”

Reluctantly, Matt crawled further into the room, trying to avoid the most populated areas. He didn’t want to spend any time with these other weirdos. Even if he was in the same position as them, he wasn’t going to give into it. They would never break him…

Finding something to keep him entertained was going to be difficult in a room full of baby girl’s toys. He’d hoped to find some lego or even duplo - but the closest was a set of pink, white, and purple wooden blocks, with big floral letters on. Shrugging, Matthew settled down in a quiet corner, building little towers and then knocking them over.

With no other entertainment, this was keeping Matt surprisingly amused. He imagined he was Godzilla, knocking down the buildings in town. So immersed in his new game, he barely noticed how full his bladder was growing until it was swollen and aching. Matt wrinkled his nose in discomfort, trying to ignore the feeling. Surely they would let them actually use the toilet eventually? It was probably… some kind of test.

“Hewwo,” a voice said around a pacifier, looking down at him. “I’s Stashey. Wha-mmf… what’s your name?”

Matt looked up to come face to face with a stunningly beautiful girl. She had sparkling blue-green eyes and long dusty-blonde hair, long skinny legs and a body any woman would envy. Matt suspected she was taller than him, but he couldn’t tell - since she was also crawling around on her hands and knees like he had been.

Matt puffed himself up as the girl removed her pacifier. Her lips looked soft, too…

“I’m Matthew,” he said, smiling charmingly, but the girl just rolled her eyes as she sat down on her thickly padded backside. Her skirt lifted, and Matt could see the swollen yellow front of the diaper underneath…

“Not for long,” the girl - Stacey? said. “You’re gonna get a new name soon. Cuz yer a girl.”

“I’m not,” Matt snapped, squirming slightly more. “Don’t be fu- don’t be ridiculous…”

“You’re here,” Stacey said, with a shrug. “You’re gonna be a girl. Get used to it now or it’ll be really hard.”

Matt said nothing, just glowered at the floor in his powder yellow dress. That was twice now he’d heard the same thing, and he was already sick of it. They hadn’t met Matthew Wilson - they didn’t know how strong he was. They’d never be able to break him.

“You should peepee,” Stacey suddenly said. “Iffi can tell you need to go, so can the Nannies.”

Matt glared as Stacey continued.

“You’ll get in big trouble if you don’t peepee in your diapers…”

“Fuck that,” Matt snarled, and Stacey gasped, going bright red. She glanced nervously over at a cluster of nearby Nannies, but they didn’t seem to have heard.

“...Don’t say things like that,” Stacey hissed, leaning in with a frown. “...I should tell on you.”

Matt glared at her, and she shrugged.

“I’m not gonna, though,” she said. “...But you really should pee in your diapers, soon…”

She crawled away, pacifier back in her mouth, occasionally looking back at Matt - until she was lost in the diapered throng of adult baby girls and sissies. Matt frowned, trying not to wriggle too much as he looked around the room… Was there maybe a secret toilet he could sneak away to..?

...No. But there was an unguarded potted plant in an inconspicuous corner… Matt felt sweat beading on his forehead as he began to shuffle closer to it, glancing around. Miraculously, nobody seemed to have noticed his journey across the room, and Matthew sighed in premature relief as he grabbed the heavy edge of the plant pot, trembling as he tried to heave his body upwards.

The tranquilizers still coursing through his blood made his movements clumsy and sloppy, but after several attempts, he’d managed to pull his penis out of one of the legholes of diaper, standing awkwardly as he glanced around, making sure nobody was watching him. Still no response from any of the Nannies. Matt smirked. Fooling them was going to be easier than he thought. That Stacey chick didn’t know what she was talking about…

It took a little effort to get started, Matt feeling self-conscious about being in public. But with how full his bladder was, he soon found hot piss gushing out of his lip dick, down into the hollow plant pot. The soil inside was apparently as fake as the plant itself, because his urine didn’t soak into it, just spread across it like some gross yellow puddle. Matt bit his lip, planning to make a speedy exit once he was done-

“WHAT are you doing, young lady!?” a booming voice said from somewhere above him. Matthew whipped around, expecting to see a woman behind him… but there was nobody. “Yes, YOU!”

Matthew pointed at himself, nervously, frozen with fear for a moment - before he blushed, realizing everybody else was staring at him and his cock hanging out, hurriedly stuffing it back in.

“That’s right. Do you think I can’t see what you’re doing, missy?” the voice chided, and now Matthew could see the speakers on the walls, realizing that was where it was coming from. “...Babies use their diapers. You have just soiled our decor, and you are in BIG TROUBLE, young lady…”

Matt blushed, looking around the room at the gasping men and women, all of them diapered, as every one of them stared at him.

“...And keeping another sissy’s disobedience a secret is nearly as bad, Stacey,” the voice added, angrily. Matt had lost track of Stacey before, but now it was obvious where she was, because she immediately burst into loud, wailing sobs, which only grew as the voice accused her of being a “Naughty Girl’.

“Nannies on the floor, please grab Miss Wilson and Stacey and discipline them,” the voice said at last - and then the tannoy clicked off.

Whipping his head around, Matt saw several disgruntled looking women advancing on him. He cried out in alarm, trying to run, falling to his hands and knees ones more. Matt tried to crawl his way to safety, but soon he was being heaved upwards as pairs of strong hands grasped him.

“Noo! No!” Matt squealed, kicking his feet. “Put me down!”

The women carrying him didn’t respond, but Matt thought he heard one of them snicker. A moment later he was thrown across another Nanny’s lap, groaning as the air was knocked out of him. He barely had a moment to recover before a feminine hand came down hard on his padded backside, making him squeal.

He saw Stacey facing him, tears running down her face as she yelped and sobbed with each swat from the Nanny spanking her. A small crowd of diapered sissies and girls were watching, some of them wincing in sympathy, some of them giggling cruelly. Matt moaned, eyes stinging with tears as he was soundly spanked in front of everybody, completely humiliated, feeling his diaper being tugged down to reveal his bare backside.

The swats that followed soon drew fresh cries of pain, Matt shaking as he sobbed loudly, shamefully. How could this be happening to him! He was a man, he was in a gang…

But none of that erased the tears running down his cheeks, and the hot pinkness of his bottom as it was spanked in front of everybody watching. Matt wished the ground would just swallow him up, still snivelling and whimpering as he was lowered to the floor, diaper pulled back up. He rubbed his bleary eyes as he looked over at Stacey, who was crying softly, clinging to the leg of the lady who’d just punished her.

“Fanku, fanku,” she mumbled, blinking tears out of her eyes. “I’s sowwy…”

“It’s okay, it’s okay,” the Nanny said soothingly, stroking Stacey’s long hair. “Nanny forgives you. You’re a good girl.”

Matt wrinkled his nose as Stacey visibly relaxed, shuddering, wiping away her tears. As far as he’d already fallen, he knew he’d never be thanking them for giving him a spanking...

“Now, since this naughty sissy doesn’t want to use her diapers,” the woman continued. “Maybe you should help her, hm?”

“Oh… oh,” Stacey said, blushing. “...But isn’t that kinda like peeing like a… like a big boy?”

“Not if it’s into a diaper, sweetie,” another Nanny added, while Matthew looked around confusedly. “Be a good girl, and do as you’re told…”

One of the women knelt down and wrapped her arms around Matt tightly, pinning his arms at his sides. He squirmed slightly, confused about what was happening.

“Wh-what’s going on?”

“Stacey’s going to show the little baby where pee-pee goes,” the other Nanny said with a smirk, as she pulled back the waistband of Matthew’s diaper. “Come on, Stacey…”

Matthew whipped around to look at the beautiful girl he’d met earlier was helped up by one Nanny behind her, taking wobbly steps towards Matthew. The Nanny fumbled with Stacey’s tapes, and her sodden diaper fell to the floor, leaving her lower half nude… and exposing her flaccid cock.

Matt’s gasp of shock was alone in the room, nobody else seeming to care that this sexy young woman was hiding a cock. The gears in Matt’s brain slowly turned, and as he looked around the room he realized with slowly dawning horror that all of these girls used to be boys. That the pretty, feminine boys he’d noticed would soon be girls too… That he, as well, would be a girl soon.

One thought emerged from the muck and mire of his stunned brain as he looked back at Stacey one last time - she had a bigger cock than he did! - before he gasped in horror and disgust as it was slid into the waistband of his diaper.

“No! No, stop! Fuck off!” he growled, trying to squirm away. “Let me- MMF!”

An over-sized pacifier was shoved into his mouth, stopping his frantic protests. He could hear Stacey being encouraged with soothing words behind him, and then, suddenly, he felt a slow trickle of warmth hitting his backside.

Matthew moaned in horror and shame as the other ‘girls’ watched, laughing behind their hands, some biting their lips in coyly hidden arousal. He could feel his diaper slowly swelling with the continuous stream of hot piss that Stacey was emptying into his diaper. Worst of all, he felt his cock stir slightly at the warmth as it dribbled down, being wicked upwards to his crotch, whimpering as Stacey’s wetting of his diaper seemed to go on and on forever.

At least, she was done, and Matt cringed as she withdrew her cock from his diaper.

“F-finished,” she said, softly, and all the Nannies praised her as Matt trembled with rage and embarrassment, his diaper swollen with Stacey’s hot, fresh pee. It pushed his legs apart slightly, and he found his heart racing with humiliation as he was lifted up.

A moment later, and he and Stacey were laying side by side on twin changing tables. Matthew glared at her, but Stacey seemed oblivious to anything but the attention of the three women fussing over both of them, one of them grabbing a fresh diaper and sliding it under Stacey’s backside, wiping her bits clean. Matt found himself blushing as he watched Stacey’s cock throb slightly, lolling semi-hard across her thigh.

“I think both babies need some bouncey time, hm?” one Nanny said, and Stacey instantly squealed with delight, clapping her hands. “Let’s get you plugged and padded.”

Matthew had been silent other than his protests earlier, still holding the pacifier clenched in his teeth. But he looked up curiously at that… what could it possibly mean?

“And as for you,” one other Nanny said, glaring down at Matt, who blushed and shrunk under her gaze. “...You’re getting bouncey time too. But no changes. Those are for good girls.”

Matt whimpered, feeling his wet diaper being pulled down, rolled onto his stomach easily. He watched the same thing happening to Stacey - and then his eyes went wide as he saw an enormous pink buttplug being smothered in lubricant. They went even wider as the Nanny parted Stacey’s curvaceous rumpcheeks, and began to slowly but firmly press the tapered plug into her tight pucker.

“Ooooo!” Stacey moaned, pushing back wantonly against it, cock throbbing underneath her. “It feels biiig!”

“AH!” Matt cried out suddenly as he felt something slick and firm pressing against his own hole. “Nghh… s-stop!”

“Oh shush,” the woman behind him said, disdainfully. “This is our smallest plug. And you want to be a good girl and get outta here, don’t you?”

Flushing, Matt remembered his plan, his conviction that they’d never break him. Screwing up his fists, he nodded, grunting his agreement as he tried to relax. Moaning, he felt the thin, lubricated plug sliding into his poor backpassage, wincing slightly at the feeling. Beside him, there was a loud slurping noise, and a happy gasp as Stacey was completely filled by the enormous plug in her rear. Would Matt be like that one day..?

“Ngghhhh,” Matt groaned, wondering with dim horror if he was already like that. Despite his protests earlier, the plug sinking deep into his backside was hitting some very sensitive spots inside him. With a bashful frown, Matt felt his cock stiffening against the soft plastic of the changing table, and he squealed as the plug slipped all the way in, feeling surprisingly full.

His bottom still throbbing, he was turned back over, sodden diaper pulled back up over his crotch. The warm wetness felt like heaven and hell to his swollen erection, and he shook his head in confusion at the way his cock throbbed against the soaked padding of his diaper.

True to her word, the Nanny didn’t remove his old, used diaper. Instead she lifted his already padded bottom and slipped a fresh, clean diaper underneath him. Matt groaned as he was lowered, feeling the plug shifting inside him, and soon the second diaper was sealed tightly around his hips.

***

Matthew squirmed and fussed like the sissy baby he was as he was carried, his face tomato red. He wasn’t even trying to be rebellious - his body was just sending such weird signals he couldn’t help it.

The plug in his rear felt hard and inflexible, jabbing into his bowels. But it also pressed at his prostate, and every so often Matt would have to suppress a moan or gasp of pained pleasure. His cock had never been this hard before… what the fuck was wrong with him?

Stacey, who was also being carried, didn’t seem to have a problem with what was going on. She giggled happily in the Nanny’s arms, occasionally grinding her hips against them cheekily, enjoying the experience thoroughly.

As it turned out, ‘bouncey time’ was… being placed into a giant baby bouncer. There was some kind of electronic aspect to it, a digital clock-like panel with numbers on, and buttons to enter new data.

Matt groaned loudly as he was lowered into the bouncer, the Nanny carrying him entering a number on the panel. Stacey squealed happily as she was lowered, not even waiting for any entry before she started happily bouncing, gasping in pleasure as the plug in her rear pushed up and pulled back inside her.

“You have 200 bounces,” the Nanny in front of Matt explained. “Then you get a change… And don’t remove your pacifier, either…”

Matt wanted to shoot back some biting retort, but instead he sucked hard on the binky, glowering at the women as they left. He looked out at the nursery full of other boys, all of them dressed like he was, swallowing as he slowly resigned himself to the idea of deliberately bouncing, just to get out of this wet diaper.

Stacey, meanwhile, bounced like a mad thing, grinning and moaning with pleasure, not caring who saw. In fact several sissies looked over, giggling gently but then going back to playing, apparently unphased by this kind of thing.

Reluctantly, Matt screwed up his eyes and began to bounce. With a soft whimper, he felt the plug shift inside him, his cock twitching. That felt good, but in such a dirty, wrong way.

Sucking the pacifier gently, he bounced again, and again, moaning as he felt the sickening pleasure building in his stomach.

“Oooo! D-dusen’t it feel like bein’ FUCKED in your sissy ass?” Stacey asked, panting as she bounced herself harder and harder. “Oooo Daddy, fuck your sissy baby girl!”

If Matt thought he couldn’t be more humiliated, Stacey had proved him wrong. Now he couldn’t stop thinking about how it WAS like being fucked, how the plug invading him and pushing deep into his bowels was like a fat cock, breeding his sissy behind…

His cock continued to throb against the diaper, though, and Matt grunted with distress and effort as he began to bounce more and more quickly, following the whims of his ragingly horny body.

Matt panted behind the pacifier. What was this feeling? His stiff cock was smushed up against the soaked padding, grinding against it over and over. But the most pleasurable sensations were somehow coming from his backside, the feeling of the plug slipping back and forth within him making him moan and gasp with delight.

He was losing himself in excitement, somehow the humiliation of the situation, the gasping, moaning sounds of the girl beside him, knowing that was his future, being so exposed in such an embarrassing, intimate moment… It all combined, surging towards a desperate, needy orgasm.

“AHHH! SISSY’S CUMMING!” Stacey squealed, going rigid as she orgasmed, and a moment later, Matt felt the same explosion in his own diaper.

With a mournful wail and tears pricking his eyes, Matt bounced frantically as he came, rear clenching furiously on the plug. His cum exploded into his diaper, as he shuddered and ground his cock against the sodden padding, emptying his balls uselessly into it.

Matt eventually sagged, feeling broken and defeated, his face red from exertion and extreme pleasure. The bouncing stopped for now - while Stacey beside him continued, vigorously, eyes rolling back in her head as she rode out what seemed to be a never-ending orgasm.

A Nanny walked past as Matt panted with exhaustion, legs trembling, his weight only supported by the bouncer itself. She glanced at it, and then smirked.

“Seventy more bounces, sissy,” she chided, and Matt groaned, lifting himself on shaky legs…

And bouncing once more in his pretty yellow dress, gritting his teeth around the pacifier as he counted, slowly, to seventy.

End.

3. Sissy Messes her Diapers

Matthew’s strained legs managed to carry him through the next seventy bounces, although it was a struggle. The plug that had stimulated him earlier now prodded him uncomfortably, and the sticky cum inside his diaper had gone cold and thick. He whined and grit his teeth as he approached the last bounces, feeling humiliated and broken by the whole experience.

‘Just a few more,’ he kept telling himself. ‘Then they’ll let me out.’

Stacey next to him had had several more very loud orgasms while she bounced, until she was completely exhausted. Now the sissy’s whole body was limp, her muscles twitching as she kept trying to push herself up off the floor again, moaning occasionally, obviously erotically ruined by the experience.

Matt grunted as he forced himself through the next bounce. His cock flopped, not even stirring as it rubbed against the soggy padding of the diaper. Would he end up like Stacey, he wondered, looking over at her blissful expression, her hips rocking towards nothing. It was hard to imagine the gorgeous girl, dressed up to the nines in sissy babygirl clothes, and whimpering and moaning as she came inside her thick diapers, revelling in her humiliation like a pig in muck.

Maybe that was what happened when you lived this way every day for months. Maybe after enough time, your mind just… broke. Become the sissy, girly mush Matthew saw on Stacey.

His thoughts were interrupted by a gentle beeping from the bouncer holding him. Matt looked up, confused for a moment, before he realized that he’d finished his extra 70 bounces. Breathing heavily, he let himself relax, hanging there. The plug buried in his backside grew more uncomfortable by the second as he did so, the harness holding him up also pushing it deep against his inner wall.

Matt hated to admit it, but he was relieved when one of the Nannies came over, smirking as he looked up at her, panting with exhaustion and trembling, sweating from the sheer overload of sensations he’d experienced.

“Aww, baby’s all done!” she cooed as she leaned over. “Did baby learn her wesson?”

Glowering at the floor, Matt initially refused to answer, his hands balling into useless fists. He wasn’t going to give that bitch the satisfaction…

“...Or does sissy need some more bouncies?” the Nanny asked, her voice taking on a more menacing tone as she reached slowly towards the controls of the device.

“I, I have!” Matt blurted hurriedly, blushing. “I, I’m sorry for… being bad…”

His cheeks were firey red, and his humiliation was only doubled by the expression on the Nanny’s face. It was sheer confidence in her own superiority. She knew she had complete control over Matt’s entire life - when she said jump, Matt had no choice but to say ‘how high’. Dressed in his poofy yellow dress and thick, soaked diapers, his own cum drying inside them, Matt had never felt as small and pathetic as he did right then.

It was the first time in his life he’d felt inferior to a woman.

The confident expression disappeared after a moment, to be replaced by the same firm but maternal smile all the Nannies seemed to wear. Matt watched hopefully as she reached for the buckles on his harness, and he shivered as he was lifted up out of it, pressed against her warm bosom.

“Baby looks tired and thirsty, yes she does,” the woman cooed, and Matt nodded distractedly.

He felt so weak and tired, so humiliated, so shame-filled from his experience inside the bouncer, that he actually felt gratitude to the woman holding him and talking to him like an infant. Matt didn’t care where they were going, only that it was away from his punishment, away from spankings and being made to grind his cock against his diaper until he came in front of dozens of giggling girls who used to be boys.

“Ah!”

Matt grunted as he was sat down on the Nanny’s lap, jerking slightly as he sat on the plug. He barely heard what she said as she gently guided his face up towards her, towards her…

Her exposed nipple.

Matt gave a small noise of alarm, just as that pert nipple was forced into his parted lips. He squealed in protest, trying to push the swollen nub out of his mouth with his tongue. All Matt managed to do, though, was squeeze a thin jet of creamy milk into his mouth, making him splutter and groan with horror, trying to yank his head backwards and away.

“Shhh,” the plump woman said softly, her hand on the back of his neck, massaging firmly, holding him in place. “Relax… Drink up, baby girl…”

“Nmmf! Nmmf!” Matt complained, breathing through his nose as more milk filled his mouth. He was forced to swallow to avoid choking, some of the milk spilling out over his lips.

The grip on the back of his head didn’t let up. Matt felt himself starting to give in, losing the fight. He was so tired… and he was hungry, honestly. If this was all the nutrition he was going to get… He might as well take advantage of it.

With a reluctant whimper, Matt let his muscles relax, gulping down the mouthfuls of thin milk he effortlessly expressed with his gentle sucking motions. Just swallowing the milk made more of it flow down his throat, a seemingly never-ending cycle of swallowing what he could, before he had to suddenly swallow again.

Some part of him felt like it was floating above the scene, watching with horror as he was held on a strange woman’s lap like a baby girl, forced to suckle her milk, a buttplug in his ass and a wet diaper around his waist. But Matt couldn’t waste mental energy on thinking about it. He was so worn out and worn down… He just had to get through this… whatever it took.

“There we go, isn’t that so much better?” the Nanny murmured, her vicelike grip softening, stroking the hairs on the nape of Matt’s neck. “Drink up, my thirsty little princess.”

The contrasting tenderness of her touch compared to Matt’s earlier punishments lit some small ember inside him. Matt hated himself for it, but he could feel he was enjoying this, just a little. It was so much nicer, it was only natural - but it scared him all the same.

When he felt the urge to urinate, Matt hesitated… but only for a second. Squeezing his eyes shut, trying to pretend he was anywhere but here, he shivered, relaxing his muscles. Red-faced shame burning on his cheeks, Matt began to empty his bladder into his diaper. The cold but soaked padding grew hot again, swelling even further. Soon the front was full, and the pee ran down to his rear end, soaking into it, making it bulge, unmistakably used and full of urine.

Every little motion he made, squished some of the pee out and onto his skin. It felt like he was sitting on a puddle, soaking around his backside and soft cock, all the while warm, fresh milk flooded his mouth.

It didn’t taste bad, Matt thought idly, as his hand gripped the Nanny’s apron without even thinking. He could feel himself growing slowly full, and again, he was almost grateful to the women keeping him here against his will.

At least they were feeding him… At some of the boot camps Matt had been to, he’d been forced to go without food for two, even three days sometimes. Here there was no danger of starvation.

“Urp!”

Matt’s burp was soft and muffled by the Nanny’s breast, and he looked up at her with trepidation, wondering what her reaction would be.

She chuckled, and gently lifted Matt upwards, off of her bosom.

“Aww, the widdle sissy hasta make burpies, hm?” she cooed, and Matt could only murmur a weak protest as she rubbed his back firmly, eliciting another far louder burp from him.

“How’s sissy’s diaper?” the woman asked, lifting Matt’s dress and sliding a finger into his legcuff without even a word.

He whimpered, squeezing his eyes shut with humiliation. It wasn’t just the big, obvious, embarrassing things he hated, like being spanked, or put into diapers. It was how a woman he’d just met would casually check his diaper like he was an infant, not even asking for his permission before she wriggled her fingers around next to his genitals.

“Oh, soaking wet,” she tutted, wiping her fingers on her apron as she withdrew them. “Let’s go get sissy baby changed…”

Matt tried not to look too relieved, but he honestly couldn’t wait to be out of the sodden padding he’d been left in for so long. It was clammy and uncomfortable, clinging to his skin and sinking into it.

The changing area Matt was taken to had two padded changing tables on either side of the room. The skin of Matt’s bare legs stuck to the plastic as he was lay down, splaying out to each side. Now he could look down at himself, and he cringed at the sight, his slightly hairy legs poking out of the bottom of a ruffled yellow dress skirt. At least his diaper was covered like this, but still...

“Fuck,” Matt muttered as the Nanny was grabbing some wipes.

“What was that?” she asked, whipping back around. “Was that a cuss word young lady?”

“N...no,” Matt said, balling up one of his fists as he suppressed his rage, knowing it would only get him punished again. “I swear.”

“It better not have been,” the Nanny replied, shoving up his skirts unceremoniously, grabbing for the tapes of his outer diaper. “Little girls who cuss get their mouths soaped out.”

The air felt cool and refreshing on Matt’s wet skin as the diaper was opened, and he shivered, allowing himself to be shifted from side to side as he was wiped clean.

“So, how many stickies have you made since you’ve been here?”

Matt blushed at the uncomfortable question, especially the childish way it was phrased… He tried to remember… In the crib, it was… three? Three times… maybe four. And one just now, so…

“Five times,” he mumbled. “...I think.”

“Oooh, that’s not as many as some girls,” the Nanny remarked, as she deliberately kept her touch light across Matthew’s limp cock. “Don’t worry sweetie. Soon you’ll be humping your pampers all by yourself.”

“I doubt it,” Matt grumbled, but the woman just chuckled as she tugged the sodden diaper away to throw in the pail.

“Well, maybe not,” she agreed, as she balled it up. “But you should use that widdle sissy clitty of yours while you still can…”

Matt perked up, a look of concern flashing across his face.

“What does that -ngh!- mean?”

His asshole flexed around the plug as the woman tugged gently on it, testing how embedded it was. Matt could feel his body holding onto it, his sore backpassage swollen around it.

“It just means that soon the medicine we’re giving you will make your body more like the pretty baby girl you were supposed to be.”

Matt’s heartrate soared through the roof. The medicine? But that was-

“AH!” Matt yelped, cringing as the plug was yanked out of his backside. It throbbed painfully for a moment, gaping slightly… before slowly closing, feeling strangely empty now.

“Good baby,” the Nanny murmured. “You have such an accommodating bottom. I’m sure you’ll make some boy very happy some day.”

He looked away, face burning red as the woman cooed over him. He was not a baby, and he was definitely not a girl, and he definitely was never going to let a man have sex with him. His train of thought was lost now, watching her slide the diaper underneath his naked backside.

“Anyway, have you made poopies in your diaper yet, little girl?”

“No way!” Matt blurted, voice tinged with angry humiliation. “...I won’t do that.”

The Nanny powdered his crotch with a knowing smirk, spreading the diaper across Matt’s skinny stomach and peeling open the first tape.

“Well, I promise it will happen sooner or later,” she said. “And it’d be best for you to do it before naptime. Baby girls aren’t allowed changes during naptime.”

Matt grumbled, but said nothing further as he was taped snugly into his diaper, waiting to see what new humiliations the day had in store for him.

***

“Welcome babies,” a primly dressed woman at the front of the room said, looking down at the dozen or so adult sissy babies sitting on their knees, looking up at her. “My name is Mrs Proctor. I will be leading you through the first stage of your training.”

Matt had been so focused on being dressed like a girl and treated like a baby he had completely forgotten about the education part of his ‘re-education’. Maybe this part of the experience would be more normal.

There were no desks in the classroom other than Mrs Proctor’s. Instead the floor was covered in the kind of padded mats you might find in a gymnasium, in shades of pink and purple. Several nannies stood around the room, keeping a close eye out for troublemakers

Matt glanced around at his fellow sissies. Unlike in the nursery, he could notice the more masculine features of several of them. Only a couple looked exactly like boys in dresses, but it was obvious this group was made up of guys like Matt, who were relatively new, and hadn’t been fully feminized by whatever treatment they kept injecting into them.

“Today,” Mrs Proctor continued, as she walked over to a supply cupboard. “You will be practicing a very important skill.”

Some of the other girls around Matt groaned, obviously knowing what she was going to say next, but Matt was distracted by looking at the teacher’s figure. Despite the situation he was in, he was still a man, and he couldn’t help but admire her curves, her tight black skirt and blazer clinging to her figure, white shirt undone slightly, showing the top of her large creamy white breasts. Matt licked his lips, imagining bending her over her desk and fucking her until she moaned and squealed like his bitch.

“Rebecca, Michelle,” Mrs Proctor barked. “Come up to the front and demonstrate for us.”

Wait, what? Matt blinked rapidly as he looked over to see what Mrs Proctor was talking about. She was holding some kind of harness in her hand, with something dangling in it… Matt squinted in disbelief, and then went bright red.

It was a hot pink jelly dildo. What the hell kind of lesson was this?

‘Rebecca’ was a scrawny boy with long mousy brown hair, in a powder blue dress. His- her? - legs were completely bare, but utterly hairless, all the way down to his frilly white socks. Matt wondered if they’d been shaved, or if something else had been done to remove the sissy’s body hair.

Michelle was taller, with shorter hair - but it was tied up in infantile pigtails. Matt frowned as he looked at the person he knew was really a boy, noticing the budding breasts nestled underneath the pastel pink sailor shirt.

Meanwhile, Rebecca was being strapped into the harness. She squeaked, her cheeks pink as she was made to hold up her skirts, revealing her diaper. It didn’t quite look like Matt’s - it was thicker, made of fabric, and covered with a pair of semi-translucent plastic panties.

Regardless, Matt could tell it was heavily wet. It sagged slightly away from Rebecca’s body, bulging inwards as the dildo harness was moved into place and strapped up. Matt frowned. It was one thing to have your cock trapped in a diaper… it was another to be tortured by watching a fake plastic cock doing all the things you couldn’t.

‘Poor guy,’ Matt thought to himself.

“Michelle, please get on your knees in front of Rebecca,” Mrs Proctor commanded, putting a firm hand on Michelle’s shoulder, while Rebecca blushed, holding her skirt and leaning her soggy bottom against the desk.

Matt saw the conflict in the other sissy’s face. She didn’t want to kneel, she was fighting it, her cheeks red with humiliation and anger. Michelle’s hand twitched, and for a moment it seemed like he might sock Mrs Proctor in the face. Matt would have cheered for her, if she had.

...But after several long seconds, Michelle dropped first to one knee, then the other. Without even being prompted, she reached out a hand (her nails were painted, Matt could see now) for the perky piece of silicone pointed at her face.

“Good girl,” Mrs Proctor said encouragingly, patting the top of her head. “Why don’t you start off using your hand to get him ready…”

It felt like Matt was watching a horror movie. The two sissies - the two boys - at the front of the room both looked like they would rather be anywhere but here. But they’d signed up for this, for whatever reason, and they had to follow through.

Rebecca looked awkwardly away as Michelle made sharp jerking motions with her hand, the dildo making a strange ‘phap, phap’ sound as it pushed air out of the plastic pants. After a few moments, Mrs Proctor placed her hand back on Michelle’s head, pushing her down towards the rubber shaft.

Michelle whimpered, resisting for a moment - although it seemed like she was staring at the dildo very closely, almost as if tempted by it, unable to stop herself. The fight inside her lasted only a second, before she quickly moved her head forward, taking the artificial cockhead into her mouth with a noise that sounded like a cross between a moan and a sob.

Matt blinked. What the hell was that? It was almost like Michelle wanted to suck cock, on some level…

“Good job, Michelle,’ Mrs Proctor praised once more. “Such a good sissy baby. You’ll do wonderfully at pleasing some special man when you leave here…”

Michelle sobbed, but her cock worship only seemed to grow more ardent. As tears rolled down the sissy’s face, he jerked Rebecca’s plastic phallus frantically, pushing his head back and forth further and further, moaning lavisciously around it.

“Everybody into pairs… Lydia, with Sally… Alice? With Miss Parr…”

Matt stared at the padded mats that made up the floor, heart pounding. Maybe if he prayed hard enough to whatever god was out there, he would just disappear, and not have to do this.

“Miss Wilson? With Jennifer.”

A person who looked like an awkward tweenage girl with medium-length strawberry blonde hair carefully stood up and walked over to Matt. It was only her height from a distance that gave Jennifer away as an adult man- but once she came closer, Matt noticed an almost equal mix of feminine and masculine characteristics. It looked like she was going through puberty again, at the age of 20, her awkward, gangly body turning slowly into that of a (fairly tall) woman’s.

“Now, because you’re all sissies, I don’t want to see any of you trying to pretend you’re men, got it?” Mrs Proctor said, over the sounds of exaggerated moans and slurping from Rebecca. “No humping, thrusting, holding onto anybody’s hair. You stand still like a lady, while your partner practices their technique.”

“Y-you can be the guy, first,” Jennifer said, in a breathy falsetto voice. “If you want.”

Matt snorted, but was secretly glad for the offer. He grabbed the strap-on, positioning it over his real cock as he shuffled into the harness. Jennifer helpfully held his dress up for him as he did so, smiling politely as if she was happy to help. Matt thought she was fucking crazy.

The base of the dildo actually transferred a little pressure to his cock. It wasn’t enough to get him hard, but it did feel nice…  Matt frowned. How gay did it make him if he tried to enjoy this, a little?

“I’ll m-make you happy, sir,” Jennifer squeaked, as she got down onto her knees, taking Matt’s cock in one hand. “I’ll be a good sissy slut for you.”

Matt grunted, trying not to show any expression on his face, trying not to imagine having to do this himself in a minute. He felt his real cock throb under his diaper, just watching Jennifer stroke the faux shaft.

Fuck, fuck, this was so weird. Matt couldn’t believe he was getting excited watching a boy in a dress play with his cock. Frowning, he tried to focus on the more feminine features, pretending Jennifer was just a tomboyish cis woman ...with small tits.

“Ahh,” Jennifer murmured, as she parted her bubblegum pink lips. Matt blushed, but couldn’t help staring at them.

Jennifer had slightly big front teeth, but somehow that made her… cuter? That was a weird thought to have about a man… but again, Matt was trying to imagine she was a chick, right? So… he grunted again, looking at those perfect, pouting pink lips as they slid up and down the purple cock strapped to the front of his diaper.

He tried to imagine that it was his own cock Jennifer was sucking, his own throbbing erection disappearing down her throat. He tried to picture the sucking sensations on his length as Jennifer made her surprisingly pink cheeks bulge and hollow, bobbing her head back and forth like she’d trained for this her whole life.

Matt bit his lip, focusing on the most feminine parts of Jennifer. Her long soft hair, her soft pillowy lips, the soft little noises she made. Matt felt his hips rocking, pushing the rubber cock down her throat, and as Jennifer squealed and gagged slightly, he smirked, imagining feeling that on the end of his own swelling cock.

Jennifer was a good sport about it, keeping her head motions moving in time with Matt’s awkward thrusting. She even kept up the submissive little moans.

Unfortunately, just as Matt was starting to get really into it, feeling his firm cock stroking against the inside of his diaper and imagining it was being pushed in and out of Jennifer’s mouth, hips humping eagerly at her cute face… Mrs Proctor stormed over, tutting.

“Jennifer, stop,” she commanded, and the sissy squeaked as she pulled away, leaking a trail of drool on the slick dildo.

“D-did I do bad?” Jennifer asked, as Matt panted, half-glaring at Mrs Proctor.

“No, you were doing very well,” Mrs Proctor said reassuringly. “...I just think it’s time Miss Wilson took a turn.”

“M-me?” Matt spluttered. “B-but…”

“On your knees, sissy,” Mrs Proctor commanded. “Do you understand? I saw you humping away like a dog earlier. Roleplay is one thing… But I will not have you forget your place.”

Matt wanted to fight… he wanted to say no. He glanced around the room at the locked windows, at the door… at the several strong women watching and waiting for him to make a wrong move.

With a face like thunder, Matt let himself fall to his knees. He tried not to think about what he was doing, as Mrs Proctor’s hand guided his wrist to the rubber phallus. He squeezed it gently, moving his hand robotically up and down, the same way he would do to himself.

“When you do this,” Mrs Proctor murmured huskily in his ear. “You can move your hand around like this, just a small twisting motion.. but not too hard. Men are sensitive there.”

Matt cringed. The combination of her racy commands and how she talked about men… as if men were something Matt wasn’t, as if Matt was a girl who had no idea how male bodies worked… It was the most humiliating experience of Matt’s life.

The worst part was how his cock stayed hard. Mrs Proctor’s warm, firm breasts were inches away, and her voice in his ear didn’t help… But maybe there was a small part stirring inside Matt that actually… felt interested in doing this? He shuddered.

“Now use your mouth,” Mrs Proctor said insistently, pushing Matt’s head down towards Jennifer’s crotch. “That’s a good sissy whore…”

As his head was slowly pushed towards the purple rubber cock, his nostrils flared, filling with the scent of cheap silicone and urine. Jennifer’s diaper was wet, strangely perfumed by the powder inside her diaper. Matt’s heart pounded wildly as he opened his mouth, hesitantly taking the end of the dildo into it.

He used his teeth to pull it into his mouth, but Mrs Proctor was apparently content to let that slide. Under Mrs Proctor’s instruction, he began to slowly bob his head back and forth, feeling the underside of the slick plastic rubbing against his tongue. It felt strange and alien in his mouth, but he tried to mimic her sucking motions, cheeks bulging and then deflating over and over.

“You’re doing super great,” Jennifer said softly.

Matt looked down at the floor sharply, as he continued to give a blowjob to a false penis, only glad it wasn’t a real one. He didn’t want to think about the fluttery feeling in his chest from the praise he just got. He just wanted to get through this.

“Make a little noise, sissy,” Mrs Proctor suggested. “Men like that.”

“Nmmm,” Matt moaned woodenly as he ran his tongue along the underside of the dildo. “Oooo…”

“Good girl, good girl…”

“Nearly done, slut,” Mrs Proctor muttered. “...Look into your man’s eyes. No, not at me, up there.”

Matt whimpered, but obediently looked up, locking eyes with Jennifer. She had pretty eyelashes, but her commanding, icy stare was all male. Matt felt sick, but he kept his gaze there, even batting his own eyelashes in a way he hoped Mrs Proctor would approve of. All the while he kept his head moving, his jaw growing sore from sucking cock for so long.

“Good girl,” Mrs Proctor said, squeezing Matt’s shoulder. “That’s enough for today, ladies. Nannies, please take these girls to their naptime… I need to mark their charts.”

Matt wiped his mouth on the back of his hand as he stood up. As all the sissies were lined up together, he peered over at the chart on the wall he hadn’t noticed earlier.

He felt strange cringy butterflies inside him as he saw his last name on there, a column marked ‘Cocksucking’... and Mrs Proctor was putting a big check inside it. Fuck. Fuck.

“You did great,” Jennifer hissed, giving Matt a big thumbs up as he scowled angrily at her, following the line of diaper and dress-wearing boys down the hall.

Why the fuck did that thought make him even a little happy?

***

The pre naptime routine actually wasn’t all that bad. As they were led into the nap room, every sissy had their diaper checked, but since Matt’s was dry he passed by without remark.

The room was full of a dozen unzipped pink sleeping bags, with cartoon characters that seemed out of place on something sized for adults. Matt was directed to one with a fluffy white kitten wearing a diamond collar and a diaper, and he’d sat cross-legged as the Nannies came around, handing out warm bottles of milk once again. And something else…

“A cookie?” Matt said, blinking in surprise at it. He snatched it from the nanny’s hand, looking around to see if anybody else had one.

“A special treat,” she said with a smirk. “For a special baby girl.”

Matt devoured the cookie in a matter of seconds, savoring the feeling of solid food. The crunchy texture was amazing, and the chocolate chip cookies were so sweet, so much better than the taste of the milk in the bottle. Matt hungrily licked the remaining crumbs off his hand, for a moment almost forgetting where he was and what he was wearing.

“Okay girls,” a voice said through the speaker system. “Please lie down now and prepare for story time… And remember you’re all precious baby sissies…”

Matt rolled his eyes at the message, but obediently lay down on the unzipped sleeping bag. It was surprisingly comfortable, and there was some kind of pillow sewn into the top part of it that Matt easily rested his head on. As he lay down, his thick padding spread his legs apart slightly, giving a look right up his dress to his bulky diaper.

Seeing he was being watched, Matt hurriedly began to drink his milk. He barely thought about what he was doing as he latched onto the rubber nipple, suckling slowly, of his own free will. Nobody had shoved it into his mouth. He’d chosen to do it - even if it was because he was scared of being punished, Matt still felt deeply uncomfortable with that fact.

Whatever. Whatever. He squeezed his eyes shut as he drank. The plan was the same. Get through this, and get out of here.

Matt could feel the urge to pee, but it was mild enough he ignored it for now. He knew sooner or later he’d have to wet himself again… But just for now, he wasn’t going to think about it. Just for five minutes.

“Are you laying down?” the voice said through the tannoy again, soothing and maternal. “Good baby girls!”

Matt blushed, even though he knew the voice wasn’t actually talking to him specifically.

“Today’s story is… The Naughty Sissy Baby and the Spanking Machine.”

As the story began, Matt felt his eyelids droop, putting his nearly-empty bottle aside. How was he so tired? Must have just been… all the … stuff happening today…

***

Matt woke up in a cold sweat. He’d been having such a weird dream… so much pink and ruffles and… He groaned as his stomach rumbled loudly.

Through the speakers, a voice was playing, the same dull, hypnotic tone he’d heard his first night there. Was that what had woken him up..?

“I’m a good girl,” the voice droned. “I love my diapers. I love to please men. Being a good sissy baby feels so right…”

“Gnn,” Matt clutched his stomach in the sleeping bag, his guts churning.

He had to get up, now, had to get to the bathroom, or he was going to shit himself. In a blind panic, he tried to lift his arms, but found the sleeping bag had been zipped up tightly while he slept, trapping him inside.

“...love having cocks in my mouth,” the voice continued, as Matt’s heart pounded wildly, trembling from the effort of squeezing all his muscles down below closed. “I’m a pretty sissy baby and that’s all I want to be…”

“Ohhh… fuck, fuck,” he grunted in the darkness, gritting his teeth as he fought with the sleeping bag, his own panic not making this any easier.

At last, he managed to shove one arm out, and with a trembling hand Matt found the zip. There was no time for a sigh of relief - Matt clumsily pulled himself out of the bag, dragging himself to his feet, chest rising and falling rapidly with his panicked breathing.

Urgent spasms wracked his body as he waddled slowly towards the door, trying to move carefully. What the hell was in that cookie? His bowels felt like they were desperately squeezing, contracting, trying to expel what was inside him. Matt groaned, freezing where he was as he clutched his stomach desperately. Just a few more steps, then maybe he could… find a bathroom…

Just as Matt reached for the doorhandle, the door opened wide the other way, nearly knocking him over. Matt shrank away, looking at the figure in the doorway.

A nanny with red hair and redder lips stood there, looking down at him. She seemed taller than the others, and her mouth was pulled into a thin frown. Matt felt a pang of fear that almost overrode the other sensations inside him, but the sheer intensity of his need to use the bathroom won out.

“Pl-please,” he moaned. “I need the bathroom…”

“I’m sorry?”

“The, the toilet -NGGHH!” Matt doubled over, face in a grimace of discomfort as he sweated all over, fighting against his body. “F-f… please!”

“Sissy babies don’t use the toilet,” the Nanny replied, smiling smugly as she blocked his way. “You need to get used to using your diaper.”

Matt could feel tears stinging his eyes, the humiliation and shame of this situation, how cruel this woman was being, it was all too much… not to mention the physical discomfort inside him as he shook and tried to hold it all back.

“Please! I’m desperate! Let me go!” Matt squeaked, but the woman’s only response was to grab his shoulder and hold him in place.

Matt’s whole face was screwed up, body filled with the undeniable tension that rocked him to his core. He could tell there was no way back, and he felt his eyes filling with tears from the pressure building inside him, up and up, no way back from this. He had to go, he had to leave he had to…

“NGGGH!”

With his legs locked and trembling, Matt felt his bowels begin violently emptying into his diaper. It was noisy, thick mess spilling out of him with loud ‘blort’s and the sounds of passing gas. His diaper was filling up, the mushy waste making it bulge out toward the back, his seat covered in his own mess.

His bladder gave way at the same time, the spasms forcing it to empty. As he felt himself load his diaper in the back, he felt the front rapidly growing hot and wet and heavy, quickly soaking with piss as he wet himself.

Matt howled helplessly, beyond shame, beyond disgust, as he loaded his diaper thoroughly. The scent hit his nose a moment later, muffled by the diaper. He shivered as he felt the last of it sliding out of his backside, his muscles still contracting despite the fact he was totally empty.

“Ohh,” he moaned, feeling a strange sense of sickening relief as he slowly stood back up, shaking, looking up at the woman in front of him.

Without prompting, she wrapped her arms around him, under his armpits. Overwhelmed, Matt clung to her, tears filling his eyes. He sobbed, cringing as she lifted him, her hand underneath his bottom and smushing the load against his rump.

“There, there, baby,” she murmured, stroking his back, holding him close as his tears dampened her apron. “What a good little sissy, filling her pampers. You feel better now?”

“Y-yuh… yuh huh,” Matt sobbed, helplessly. What was happening? His emotions were completely overwhelming him. How was he the tough guy who’d been caught committing vandalism just a day ago?

Matt noticed the nanny he was carrying him into the changing area, and his heart leapt in gratitude.

“Ohh… thank you,” he murmured, as she set him down on the changing table. He felt the lump in his diaper spreading out across his backside, warm and sticky against his skin, so babyish and off-putting.

“Don’t thank me, princess,” the woman replied, as she grabbed something out of a drawer. “You know the rules. No changes during naptime.”

“Th-then what-”

Matt cut himself off as he saw what the Nanny was holding, grabbing one of his ankles. The same pink plastic pants he’d seen on Rebecca earlier were being pulled up his legs. He moaned in despair, wanting more than anything to have his diaper changed, but knowing his protests would do nothing.

“Can’t have a stinky sissy disturbing the other babies, can we?” the woman murmured, as she sprinkled baby powder inside of the plastic panties. “This should keep the smell in until naptime is over.”

Matt was lifted up, and the plastic pants were tugged into place under his dress. The elastic leg gathers clung to his thighs, keeping the odor locked within. With a grunt, the nurse carried him back towards the nursery, his cheeks still damp with tears, cheeks pink from humiliation.

“Goodnight, baby,” she murmured, as she lay him back down in the sleeping back. Matt watched as it was tightly zipped up, trapping him inside once more.

Closing his eyes, Matt tried to pretend he was somewhere else, anywhere else, and not in a pink cocoon, the scent of his own mess trapped with him, wearing a frilly baby girl dress and waiting until his diaper would be changed. There were no words for how low he felt, how utterly controlled and dominated he was.

“...and I love to wet my diapers,” the tannoy said. “I love to fill them every day. I love to hump my diapers. I’m a sissy slut…”

Matt opened his eyes, and groaned.

Forgetting where he was was going to be impossible…
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