Diapered & Dominated
[bookmark: _GoBack]Chapter 1: The Lure.
I have been a closet AB/DL for a number of years and I’m always looking for websites and physical brick and motor type businesses where I can see my fetish. Well while I was online once with a Female Dom, she asked ma, “have you ever through about some of the wetting websites?”
I said, “no I haven’t but I’ll investigate them, any suggestions Ma’am?”
She said, “Peeing Cupid” was a great place to start, also “Patches wet spot”
So, being the tech savvy guy I am, I decided to check it out. I went to Peeing Cupid first and like many websites for fetish or any type of kink, they want you to register, so I did.
The site stated wetting was ok, but no messing posts would be tolerated by the moderators. I was able to post a masked image of me in a diaper and away I went.
I wish I could say that I had hundreds of women that wanted to talk to me, but alas, that wasn’t the case, and when I had just about given up on any chance of meeting a kinky Dommy Mommy type. I checked the website and sure enough I had mail.
As my hands were shaking as I entered my user name and password to open the email. Behold, there was a message for a dominant woman that was located in another State, but she wanted to talk and see if there were any commonalities between us. I thought that’s a safe bet.
A little background before I proceed. I was married for 17 years to a woman that knew about my fetish and used it as a weapon against me every chance she got. She exposed me in our church and community and I was urged (more like forced) to seek mental health as they viewed this as an OCD affliction.
So, like a good God fearing person, I sought mental health. I was amazed at how many professionals had never heard of Psycho-Sexual Deviant Behavior ““ Infantilism! Needless to say after so many years of abuse, I thought “she’s right, you’re a looser and no woman will ever want to be with you”.
It took me a year after my separation and divorce to figure out that nothing was wrong with me and have a better self-image. When the divorce started I lived in the back of business, where I built a small apartment and being the geek bABy I am used to log onto Prodigy and Compu-Serve and go into the AB/DL chatrooms. When they disappeared, I migrated to IRC and AOHell (AOL) and found like minded people.
It was on AOL I met a nurse that was in college and having to dialup AOL long distance to the tune of about $400.00 a month for research access from the Internet. I explained that “why didn’t she use a local ISP?”
She stated “she couldn’t get online locally with her computer. Many had tried and failed.’
I told her, “I can get you on the Internet!”
She said, “Sure you can.”
I had told her about my fetish and she stated, “I’m ok with that. I’m a nurse I change diapers all the time.”
I then had this brain-fart, make a bet with her. So I said, “I’ll bet you I can fix it.”
She said, “what’s the bet?”
I said, “Diapers while I’m there and a home cooked meal.”
She said, “ok, and I control the bathroom usage.”
I almost climaxed right then online. I slowly recovered and said, “You’re on.”
I then made arrangements to travel the 12 hours to her State and repair her computer for a four day weekend. I informed my secretary Paula that I was leaving early to make a Long Distance service call. She asked, “do you want me to diaper you for the trip?”
I blushed and said, “Thank you, I would.”
I got back online and told Prillcillia that I would be traveling in diapers. She informed me that I was not to stop for the potty or change my diaper until I got there and she would change it.
Paula knew about my fetish as onetime on New Years Eve I got a little tipsy drinking and leaked in my diaper onto my pants legs. Paula worked at the bar I was partying at and she whispered, “somebody leaked.” Then drove me back to the apartment and changed my pants and diaper before us both returning to the bar for New Year festivities.
Now, every morning I’m not up, she comes back into the apartment and checks my diaper and gently wakes me up. I think back in retrospect that maybe Paula wanted to be more that a friend and employee
Thursday morning was clearing my repair calendar of clients systems and about noon I aske Paula would she like to go to lunch with me? She accepted my invitation and we walked down Main Street to a local diner and the special was ham and bean soup with cornbread and honey butter.
I was going to order just a cup, but Paula took the reins and said, “We’ll both have the bowel and four cornbread and honey-butter. She order us some fried mozzarella sticks also for appetizers. I have to admit it tasted so good!!!
Not thinking that what goes in, must come out and here I was getting ready to start a 12 hour long drive. I had an old Olds Cutlas V-8 gas guzzler all packed with my software and hardware. Paula came back and knocked and said, “are you ready for me yet Michael?”
I had spaced it, but said, “yeah, sure”
Paula came back and very professionally cleaned me up and diapered me for my trip. As I got up, she patted the diaper and said, “hold on, let me make sure it’s on good. Don’t want you leaking.”
She gave me a hug and squeeze on my padded posterior and told me, “drive safe and be careful.”
I had gassed up the car the night before and got in and started the car, turned on the radio and found a station, checked my mirrors and car contents and diaper inventory, then I did the unthinkable. I went back inside the apartment and grabbed my locking vinyl pants and hollered at Paula.
I said, “mail this key to this address” and handed her a note with Prill’s address.” I knew if Paula got them in the mail before 2:00, they might get there by morning,
The drive was awesome. I was running through scenario’s in my mind as to what could be wrong, high jacked winsock, bad modem, malicious programs or viruses. About four hours into my drive, I needed to stop for fuel and empty my bladder. I cheated and used the lil-boys room and peed and pulled my diaper back up. Grabbed a Mountain Dew and some chips and hit the road again for another four hours.
I had now crossed over into the next State and speed limit went up and my mileage went down. I had to stop about every three to four hours. Each time after the first, wetting the diaper. Just about an hour out, I felt my car seat and I had leaked. I grabbed a chux pad and put it under me, so not to ruin my interior.
I’m usually a safe driver, but at about 1:00 AM I was so tired, so when my radar detector went off, I nearly dropped load in my diaper. I got off the Interstate at the exit Prill had instructed me to. I was now less than an hour away. I was told to call her when I a half an hour away. So, in thirty minutes I placed the call on my cellphone and she answered and sounded kind of sleepy.
I said, “calling as instructed Ma’am.”
She said, “Where are you now?”
I said, “I’m about 20-30 miles away, based on the instructions you gave me Ma’am”
She said, “good boy. Got your diaper on?”
I said, “Yes Ma’am.”
She said, “good boy. Is it leaking?”
I said, “umm I think so Ma’am.”
She said, “ok, well I’ll be ready for your when you get here, alrighty?”
I said, “Yes Ma’am” and hung up my cellphone.

Chapter 2 The Arrival
I was never as tired as I was when I finally at 1:00 AM pulled into the driveway to a waiting arms of Prill. She hugged me and said, “I’m glad you made it”
I said, ”me too”. Then I felt her groping my padded posterior and down to my leg and finally crotch and she said, “You’re soaking wet, let’s get you out of these and into a nice warm bath.”
I said, “sounds good to me Ma’am.”
She took my hand and said, “we’ll get the rest of your stuff after you have had some sleep bABy.”
I nodded an affirmative.
She opened the door to the porch of the house and it was a mudroom. For those of you who don’t know what a mudroom is. It’s a room where the adults and kids after being out in the fields and mud come in to and clean up, by taking off dirty clothes and shoes so as not to track anything into the house.
I went to undo my jeans and Prill smacked my hands away playfully and she said, “let mommy do this bABy.”
I was so tired that I didn’t argue or put up any resistance. Prill removed my jeans and shirt and pulled the blinds on the porch/mudroom to give us some privacy. She removed my shoes and socks and finally checked my diaper and said, “we’ll finish in the bathroom, follow me.” And she grabbed my hand pulling to a door, when it opened I was standing in a beautiful livingroom with oak paneling and parkay wood floors.
I was having to waddle to keep up with Prill, but she directed me down a hallway into the bathroom, where there was a steamy bath drawn and she turned me around and told me not to move. Started pulling the tapes off my soaking wet diaper. When she dropped the diaper to the floor, it hit with a dull thump.
Prill took my hand and directed me into the waiting tub of water. She had me sitdown and proceeded to bathe me from head to toe, paying particular attention to buttocks and crotch area. She told me to sit still and she’d be right back. She returned and I didn’t see anything so I just figured she had something outside the bathroom to take care of.
After cleaning me up and washing me. She said, “why don’t you just relax and enjoy the water, while I get your bed ready bABy?”
The next thing I know I wake up and she’s got a pair of clippers and she’s shearing off my pubic hair into the tub. She says, “bABies don’t have hair, so they don’t get diaper rashes.”
I thought, “whatever, I’m too tired to care right now.”
I heard a timer go off and Prill said, “that’s your bottle bABy.”
Again I thought, “whatever, I’m tired and sleepy and apparently cranky.”
Prill left me in the tub with admonishment to remain there till she returned.
I fell back asleep in the tub and didn’t wake up for I don’t know how long, but the water was cooling down. Just as I was getting ready to get up and out, Prill reappeared and had a big fluffy towel in her hands and she helped me and wrapped the towel around me and started buffing me dry.
She dropped the towel and turned me around and I heard a humming sound and thought, “what is that?”
It was the shears again. This time she was shaving my butt. Next I felt warm wash cloth wiping all my hair away. The next thing nearly shocked me completely awake. I felt a cold glob on my buttocks and Prill was rubbing it all over.
I groggily asked, “what is that?”
Prill said, “don’t want my bABy boy getting a diaper rash.”
Next, she turned me around and another glob of white goo when all over my groin area. Even as tired as I was, I couldn’t help but get aroused at the attention. Prill said, “there will be plenty of time for that bABy boy.”
Little did I know, but while I was sleeping in the tub, Prill had gone out and got my diaper supplies and other miscellaneous items from my vehicle.
When she finished wiping me dry and removing most of my groin hair, she took me by the hand and led me to a room. I was about 10 x 10 with one window and huge waterbed along one wall. Laying on the bed was a clean diaper and lotion along with powder that Prill had recovered from my vehicle.
She gently pulled in front of her and said, “do you trust me bABy?”
I was in heaven and said, “Yes Ma’am, fully and completely.”
She pushed me back onto my back on the bed and took the lotion from the bed and opened it up and squeezed some into her hands and warmed it up before rubbing it all over my groin area. Again, I rose to the occasion once again and Prill realized that my diaper wasn’t going on over that, so she hoisted up my legs over my head and sprinkled some powder on my buttocks and made sure to get into the crack and then I felt her gently push something inside my bottom before lowering my legs.
Or, was it my mind playing tricks on me being so tired, I didn’t even question it. Next she squeezed some lotion into her hand again and began a slow methodical up and down motion my penis, building to a feverous pitch telling me the whole time how she was going to turn me into her compliant little bABy boy diaper slave.
It seemed like forever for her to finish me off, but I was now wiped beyond wiped and passed out into a deep slumber. I woke up and had no idea where I was and I needed to use the bathroom and now. I went to get up and my arms and hands were secured and my legs were spread eagle. I attempted to move my torso and felt something around my waist and through my crotch. It wasn’t underwear at all. I was in a diaper, then it hit me. I’m at Prills and I trust her. About that time my bladder was calling for relief too and so I tried to wet and relaxing, felt the contents of my bowels empty into the back of my diaper. Once I finished that infantile act, my bladder let loose and flooded the diaper. I could feel moisture around my upper legs on both sides and knew I was leaking all over Prill’s waterbed.

Chapter 3 Mommy Introduction
To subside the cramps I pushed until I was rewarded with a very full diaper. The following morning I was awakened by Prill coming into the room and saying, “somebody’s got a stinky diaper.” As she pulled the covers off of me and I felt her hand on my diaper. Being restrained I was helpless to resist her advances and frankly it felt nice to have a woman touch me and actually not be abhorred by it. I felt Prills hand on my diaper in the front and it moved down ever so slowly through my crotch and to my scrotum and finally my loaded diaper. She gently pushed and said, “oh my bABy has a surprise for me, doesn’t he.’
I wanted to say, “if you think that’s a surprise, when you sabotaged me”¦you’re mistaken” but kept my mouth shut. It felt like an eternity that she was massaging my messy diapered bottom. Then I heard this humming sound and opened my eyes to see her with a vibrator and placed it on the front of my diaper and I could feel my penis coming to life in the diaper. She said, “if you’re going to be a bABy and use your diapers, “everything” goes into the diapers.”
I could feel a crÃ¨che do of excitement building within the confines of my diaper. I started arching my back helplessly as she was drawing an orgasm out of me into my diaper. She told me, “bABy will pee, bABy will doo and bABy will make creamies in his diapers for mommy.
Prill was massaging my full diaper and had that vibrator on my penis through my diaper and I could feel all control going from bigger head and brain, draining into my little head and I wanted to please my new found mommy. I could feel it in my toes traveling up the back of my calves into my groin area. Prill was still massaging my full diaper pushing and pulling the mess around the back of my diaper. All of a sudden, she shifted where my mess was located and now my engorged penis was covered in fecal matter.
Then Prill flipped a switch on the vibrator and my whole world changed in that instance. I started to climax and I was doing an inverted pushup secured to the bed by my arms and legs and collapsed back into the bed and she gently put her hand on the front of my diaper and gently patted it saying, “that’s a good bABy boy. Very good bABy boy indeed.”
Prill told me enjoy that bABy, mommy will go get breakfast ready. I fell back asleep for I don’t know how long. What woke me up was my diaper was cooling down and started to itch. About that time Prill reentered the room and said, “well look who’s awake bABy boy.”
Prill expertly began the tedious task of changing my diaper. I said, “you don’t have to clean me up, I can take a shower.”
Prill replied, “I’ve never backed down from a poopy diaper, and I’m not going to start now, besides, I want to see your toys”¦or my toys now.”
I was still partially groggy and not fully awake, but I did catch “My toys”.
I told her I would get dressed and meet her in the kitchen, to wit she responded,”Mommy will get bABy ready and escort him.”
Now you have to understand, I’ve been what I call a recreational AB/DL for many years and after I climax, I’m done for awhile till the urges reemerge. I tried explaining that to Prill and she said, “you were pretending to be a bABy boy then. Now you’ll be one for real."
It was then it hit me, “I don’t have anyone who will come looking for me.”
A little background:
I met Prill online while she was going for her Master’s degree in nursing. She told me she worked at a local nursing home and was a fulltime student also. She was calling long distance to get online to do her research for classes.
I told her, “why don’t you use a local dial up company ISP and save money. She replied in chat, “no one had been able to do that.” I said, “I can!”
Well it was dropped while we got to know each other. My screen name was unique enough she asked me did I wear diapers for fun or out of necessity?
I thought what the Hell, “I’m probably never going to meet her, so I said fun and I had a fetish.”
She was a very good listener and allowed me to spill my guts about wanting a dominant woman who would force me to wear and use diapers like a toddler and keep me her diapered bABy slave.
I digress, we all have fantasies of some type of another where our partner, mommy or daddy take away even our most basic bodily functions and give them to our diapers. This was a fantasy I was currently living and I have to say, enjoying emensely.
After Prill diapered me, I thought she’d let me go and I would be able to take off the diapers and be an adult eating breakfast with a woman. Well that soon went into my diapers as she released my legs and applied a long metal bar with cuffs that locked on my ankles. Next she released one arm and hand and placed the hand in these flat nylon covered mittens and the strap on the wrist was cinched up tight making it nearly impossible to hold anything or grasp with thumb and fingers.
Lastly she popped a binky (pacifier) in my mouth and secured it with a strap around the back of my head, effectively eliminating me using my mouth to gain freedom. When she finished she said, “if this doesn’t work, bABy will find himself restrained tied down and force fed whatever Mommy wants to feed the bABy boy. Is that understood?
I nodded feverishly in an affirmative manner. She said, “good boy.”
Now I was all trussed up in diapers and no way to remove them.
Prill helped me up off the bed and as I got up, she swatted my padded posterior and said, “I bet you’re hungry bABy boy?” I nodded until I rounded the corner to the kitchen and saw bAByfood jars of strained prunes, plums and applesauce. I turned, just as Prill swatted my thickly padded butt and said, “gotta keep the bABy regular.’
Apparently I had found my Mommy and she wasn’t letting anything that resembled an adult into her presence. I was spoon fed the bAByfood and managed to get it all over me and as I finished the last bite of six jars of Gerber, Prill announced that there was a couple of surprises in the bAByfood. One being Benefiber and the other Miralax. She said, “they’re odorless and tasteless bABy boy, so you never know when you’re eating, what you’re getting, DOO you?” And she burst into laughter.
After breakfast, Prill announced she needed to go shopping for supplies for the bABy and she was going to get me dressed for the trip. I had always played privately behind locked and closed doors, never wanting to expose myself to any outsiders. I tried to talk and tell Prill no, but all that came out was mumbled mfffts unnng mrrrrr to which she replied it’s ok bABy boy, Mommy will protect you and make sure you’re well protected too. Then she pulled something out of the back of my pacifier and I could breath through my mouth.
She disappeared momentarily and returned with an IV pole and bag of red liquid attached. She took the tube and attached it to the gag and rolled her thumb on a lock and I saw the red liquid traveling down the tube and up toward my mouth.
Prill said, “got to make sure you get the full use out of each of your diapers bABy boy.”
As the liquid traveled to my mouth Prill explained it was a mixture of pedilyte, somma, Lasix and a few other well chosen additions to insure complete diaper compliance.
She then helped me get up. I thought well that’s the end of the iV pole, but I was wrong. She let me back toward the bedroom IV pole in tow. In the bedroom, I got the shock of my life. In the chest of drawers that I either was too tired last night to notice was packed with adult sized bABy clothing.
Prill proceeded to tell me that when we talked online, she got aroused and usually ended up masturbating thinking about having her very own bABy boy to dominate and diaper. She went on to tell me that after the second time talking to me, she started researching adult bABy websites and found some very good resources and suppliers for the AB./DL communities. She bought me a complete wardrobe and various restraints to insure my 100% diaper compliance.
It was just then it hit me again, “no one will miss me.”

Chapter 4 The Outing (trip outside)
As I was pondering my situation, I thought I don’t have a mother, she passed away when I was only 21 years of age with my ex-wife Lydia. Just then my thoughts were broken when Prill produced a very strange looking device. It had loops and dog chain and she started sliding it up my legs into my crotch and she had me stand up and then looped it around my neck and over my shoulders and I heard a distinct clicking of a lock.
I could ask her anything because of my binky gag. She then produced a pair of bib overalls she slid over my head and snapped in the crotch for ease of diaper access she explained. Next she pulled my tennis shoes on over my feet and strapped the Velcro down snug.
There was absolutely no way I was going to be able to get out of those diapers or bib overalls without her assistance. Just about that time my bowels rolled loud enough that she heard them and said, “oh my, someone’s going to poopie”¦.and it’s going right into his diapers bABy.” The miralax and benefiber mixed in your bAByfood will insure quite the surprise for Mommy bABy boy.
Next she attached something around my chest and through my crotch and locked in the back. It was reins with a leash, powder blue with cute puppy dogs on the chest plate. She said, “can’t have the bABy getting away from Mommy.” I started shaking my head vehemently saying NO. Prill just said, “you don’t have a choice bABy boy. I’m in charge now.”
Prill led me to the livingroom where she had setup a playpen and escorted me over to it and placed me in there locking the reins to one of the rails. Then she disappeared and returned with a full one quart bottle of something milky looking but it was thicker than plain old milk and she stuck the nipple in my mouth and said, “this better be empty by the time we leave or there will be Hell to pay bABy boy. You have 15- 20 minutes, starting now. I took my mittened hands and grasped to bottle and started sucking with everything I had through the binky gag. I noticed that the fluid level was dropping but not fast enough to be finished in the time allotted. I bite the nipple and found I could increase the flow, but as I did I felt my stomach bloating and I was already full from the morning bAByfood I had fed.
Prill appeared in the doorway and asked, “how are you doing bABy boy?”
She saw my progress and said, “if it’s not all gone, bABy boy, will be coming into work with me and meeting all my staff at the nursing home.
I redoubled my efforts on the contents and was nearly finished with Prill reappeared in the doorway dressed in her nurses scrubs and ID badge on. She walked over to the playpen and took the bottle from my hands and there was maybe two more gulps and she informed me, well I guess it’s time for some introductions
She walked over to the locked reins and unlocked me and grabbed the leash and said, “come on bABy boy, you’ve got a busy day ahead of you.”
As we went out to the garage from the house, when the garage door opened I noticed my car wasn’t parked anywhere around. Prill saw the concerned look and said, “it’s ok, but you won’t be needed it anytime soon, now will you?”
She took me around to the side door of her mini-van and seatbelted me in the backseat. When she finished she handed me another quart bottle and said, “this one better be half empty by the time we get to the nursing home. You have one hour.”
This one flowed a lot faster and was nearly empty when we pulled up to the nursing home. Prill’s name was on a parking slot and she pulled in there. She came around and took the bottle away and then removed the binky gag admonishing me if I said one word, it would go right back on. I nodded my agreement.
The grabbed the end of the reins and said again, “no one word bABy boy.”
She escorted me in the nursing home and there was a titter of giggles and smiles. One said, “oh he’s adorable Ms. Prill.” Another said, “oh how cute, he’s obviously diapered.” A few others clammered to pat my butt and one even said, “I’ll babysit if you need Ms. Prill.”
Once all the newness of me being there wore off, Prill settled into her office and inside there was an adult crib with a metal locking top. Prill dropped the bed lower and it became a large cage playpen/crib and I was locked in the crib by the reins. Then to my horror Prill started removing my bib overalls and said, “can’t see if the bABy needs a change with these things on.”
Now here I was in the middle of nursing home office, with about 10 female employees, from LPN’s through RN’s and NA (nursing assistants). About that time someone I hadn’t seen entered Prill’s office and said, “oh my he’ll be perfect for training CNA’s in class.”
Prill said, “I think you’re right Kay.”
Prill and Kay started talking and smiling my way from time-to-time. Just then Prill came over to me and said, “I’m loaning you to Ms. Kay. She has full authority by me to make sure you behave for the nursing class, OK bABy boy?”
I nodded in an affirmative manner. Ms Kay took the key from Prill and unlocked the crib and reins and I was about to say something and Prill said, “Silence, not a word.” Ms Kay walked me out of Prill’s office down to the main star hallway and we started walking, well me waddling and Ms. Kay walking down to what I was guessing was a classroom. We went down one hall after another, finally about 10 minutes later, Ms Kay opens a door and I see like 10 young women and 1 young guy seated in a room with desks and a hospital bed and an assortment of supplies for geriatric care.
Ms Kay introduced me as bABy Michael. He’s a fetish lover of being bABied and so Ms Prill has loaned him to us today class for a little more real environment training. He will be wet and messy and we’re going to show you how to change, clean and rediaper him and address any issues that might arise ladies and gents.
The women all laughed the guy on the other hand was deer in the headlights. About that time, one of the ladies in class pointed to my diaper as it was turning a light yellow and said, “he’s really wetting.” I didn’t even realize I was until she said something. About that time, my stomach rolled loudly and another woman commented good bowel sounds too. He’s really going to give us some real-time experienced. About that time, Ms. Kay escorted me to the hospital bed and strapped me down.
Next she went over to a locked cabinet and I saw her take out a syringe and a vile of something. She filled the syringe and pushed the plunger up and got all the air out of the syringe. She approached me and palpated my hip and said, “little sting.” Then she plunged the needle home in my hip. Ms. Kay explained to the class that the was a potent muscle relaxant and will make sure it’s more realistic doing changes and rolls.
I started feeling all warm and fuzzy and I could have sworn the bed was sucking me down into it. About that time, I felt a very strong cramp and passed some loud wet farts. The ladies giggled and guy again, “deer in the headlights.” I tried to hold on so I wouldn’t commit an infantile act in front of all these women and one guy, but that wasn’t going to happen, thanks to Prill’s preparation and Ms. Kays little addition. The next thing I let a few more wet farts and I could feel a warm wet mess loading into the back of my diaper and there was absolutely nothing I could do about. My bladder let go again without any warning.
I thought, what is happening, but didn’t dare talk for fear of further humiliation and infantile acts helplessly performed against my will. Now Ms. Kay was talking to the class as if I wasn’t there and I could hear what she was saying, but for some reason my mind couldn’t comprehend the verbiage.
I was feeling very light headed and relaxed now and Ms Kay approached and removed the restraints but only after pulling up the railings and then proceeded to remove my reins and roll me from one side to another to accomplish this.
Next I was surrounded by the women and one guy. Which, he said, “I can’t do this Ms. Kay.” And he was excused. Now all that remained were women, females, and me a diapered adult bABy boy in a very full and wet diaper. Ms Kay said, “ladies, how do you change an adult brief?”
One blond raised her hand and Ms. Kay said, “yes Lynn.”
Lynn said, “well, my little brother we do it by lifting his legs over his head using the front of the diaper to clean him up.”
Ms Kay said, “care to demonstrate on Michael?”
Lynn left the room for a short period and returned with an electric lift and positioned it at the bottom of the bed and lifted my legs into the stirrups of the lift and proceeded to raise my legs up and back over my head and stopped when my legs were about 4” off the bed and said, “we have untape the diaper first.”
Ms Kay correct, it’s a dignity issue, “we call them briefs outside of this classroom, but for Michael, they’re his diapers. Continue Lynn.”
Lynn undid the tapes on one side and then walked around to the otherside and loosened the tapes there as well. When the diaper was free, the odor assaulted all the ladies and everyone in unison said, “ohhh my stinky bABy boy.”
It was at this point Ms Kay said, “the odors can be partially controlled by the diet of the patient. Michael apparently has eaten red meat and junkfood because of the smell emanating from this brief. Over time, the diet will neutralize the odors and make the changes less offensive to your nose ladies.
As the diaper was pulled back by Lynn, she got a surprise. Even though I was drugged, I still managed an errection some how. Ms. Kay said, “we’ll deal with this issue too ladies.” Lynn took the diaper and used the lift to raise my legs up and back allowing her complete access to my diapered bottom. She used the front of the diaper to shift all the mess to the back and then grabbed a few moist wipes and began cleaning me up. It only took three wipes and I sparkling clean and smelled good again.
Ms. Kay handed Lynn a disposable diaper unlike anything I had seen. It was about two inches thick and when they put it on me, I could swear, it was conforming to my body and every nook and cranny. Lynn took some lotion and lotioned up my backside and then some A&D ointment rubbed all over my butt and she moved around to my front and my errection.
Lynn smiled shyly and said, “I know what to do what that Ms. Kay.”
She squeezed a liberal amount of Johnson’s baby lotion into her hands and warmed it up before grabbing my errection firmly and slowly and methodically pumping up and down, while Ms. Kay was doing something around my asshole. I felt like I was about to explode and Lynn kept pumping and I could feel it in my toes, resonating through my calves, into my thighs, up through my scrotum. . . I was about to climax. Lynn and Ms Kay apparently knew it too and Lynn deftly pulled the diaper up and kept massaging my errection through the diaper until I exploded in wave upon wave of complete and total relaxation and fell into a deep slumber of sleep.
I awoke when I heard Prill say, “bABy boy, wake up, it’s time to go home now.”
I could feel my diaper was soaking wet and full again and frankly I didn’t care at all. I knew Mommy would take care of me.

Chapter 5-second night
Prill and I left for her house, after stepping down and putting a bed pad underneath me, just in case I leaked. The hour long drive left me wondering how far down the rabbit hole I was going into? Prill said, “I can see you have questions bABy boy. I give you permission to talk.”
I asked her, “How long am I going to be in diapers?”
Prill looked at me and moved her hand over my diaper and said, “Who wears diapers? Huh?”
I said, “bABies.”
Pril said, “and those wearing diapers, where do they potty?”
I said, “in their diapers.”
Good bABy boy, and now for the last answer and hopefully you’ll be able to put it all together, or Mommy will have to spell it out in simpler terms bABy boy. “Ok?”
Now what are you wearing? Hmmm?
I said, “diapers.”
Now and “are they wet and or messy bABy boy?”
I said, “both Ma’am.”
So, “if you’re wearing diapers and they’re wet and messy, what does that make you bABy boy?”
Just then my bowels cut loose again and I pumped more of what should have been being flushed down the toilet, and yet it was settling in the seat of my already sodden diapers. Prill reached under me and said, “what does that MAKE you bABy BOY?” I want an ANSWER NOW!!
My mind was telling me what she wanted, but I was in denial as my diaper filled up even more and finally my bladder let loose and the diaper was warm as Prill massaged it and grabbed a hand full of diaper and said, “an answer bABy is required.”
I said, “a bABy. I guess.”
Very good Prill said as she squeezed my diapers pressing the mess around my diaper and smearing the mess all over my crotch and butt. I looked down and noticed dark spots in the outer layer of the diaper, which would give any on looker no doubt that I was in a very well used diaper as intended.
Prill reached into a bag and removed a one quart bottle full and handed it to me and said, “it better be empty by the time we get back home or you’ll be drinking one ever hour on the hour bABy boy.”
I started suckling on the bottle and noticed first thing it was almost a paste instead of a fluid. As I sucked I could feel my jaws getting sore and cramping and we were forty-five minutes into the trip and I still over half of that bottle left and Prill said, “looks like you’re going to be very busy when we get home bABy boy.”
I was revitalized and renewed my efforts trying to drain the bottle and started gulping and straining to suckle the bottle empty and Prill said, “my my bABy boy, you just might win this time.”
I thought yes, I’m still able to control how long I’ll be doing or dooing and I was very very wrong about that. Prill turned onto her street and I still had a quarter left in the bottle. I opened the top and chugged all I could as she pulled into the driveway. She took the bottle and shook it and there was maybe a swallow or gulp, but it was enough she pulled another bottle out and walked me into the house to the changing room and strapped me down on the changing table.
Prill strapped me down by my arms and chest then placed my feet in stirrups attached to a pulley. Prill pulled my legs up over my head after releasing the tape tabs on the very full disposable diaper. She used the front of the diaper and wiped backwards to clean me up. She grabbed a wipe and finished cleaning my backside, crotch and inner thighs.
Prill disappeared and when she returned, I could see what she had in her hands, but I felt her apply something that felt like a grease to my buttocks and inner thighs and finishing on my now swollen penis that by now was rock hard and begging for attention. She took some baby magic lotion in her hands and rubbed it in and grasped my hard penis and began a methodical stroking up and down. Then I felt her doing something around my butthole, but I was concentrating on her stroking and coming closer and closer to a hard climax.
Ten to fifteen minutes after she started, I was feeling like I was going to explode and be totally invisible because there would be nothing left to me. I arched my back as much as I could and started spasming in rhythm with Prill and I couldn’t tell, but I thought I felt Prill insert something inside me, but I was so enthralled in the climax that was washing over me that I didn’t care and I could feel her pumping me dry and I thought it would never end”¦but it did and she pulled the diaper up and secured it.
Prill put the bottle nipple back in my mouth and out reflex started suckling. This one didn’t seem as thick as the previous, but it wasn’t all liquid either. Prill pulled out a pair of vinyl pants and pulled my right leg through the leg holes and then grabbed my left foot and pulled it through the vinyl pants, resecuring my legs in the stirrups, leaving me no reprise from her total control.
Prill released me, but not before she grabbed me by my hand and said, “come with me and we’ll talk, ok bABy boy?”
I nodded and kept suckling on the bottle. Prill escorted me to the livingroom and sat me on the floor and she sat on the couch and turned me toward her like a small infantile child sitting at the base of his mommies feet.
Prill started, “remember when we were talking online?”
I nodded affirmatively.
“You said, You wanted a dominant women or nurse, but would prefer a dominant woman that nurses?”
Again, I nodded affirmatively.
“Well bABy boy, they don’t come any more dominant than me and I’m a Registered Nurse that would love to start nursing a bABy boy like you.”
I blushed and nodded affirmatively again.
“if you want to stop, just say STOP now and it will stop, bABy boy.”
I shook my head no, but plopped the nipple out and Prill said, “just this conversation bABy boy, you’re free to talk as an adult, ok?”
I said, “yes, I enjoy the fantasy of being diapered and dominated by a powerful positive woman Ma’am. As you can see when you change me, it’s quite erotic.”
Prill said, “that’s the one thing I enjoy keeping you in diapers is that I control that too bABy boy.”
I blushed profusely and Prill said, “I love the way I can make you blush like a bashful bABy boy too.” Prill reached down and I knew she wanted me to come up to where she was sitting, but I was wrong, she wanted me on her lap where she could hold me and have hands on me.
One hand went under my bottom and the other was rubbing my back. I felt Prill as if she was looking for something either on or in my diapers and finally she found it and all of a sudden my butt started buzzing and I felt like I was going to blow again. She moved her hand to the front of my diapers and applied firm pressure and gentle massaging.
Prill said, “for every diaper you use fully, I’ll be making sure you use it completely bABy boy.”
Prill started a sing song and I could feel another climax building and I was going to be able to enjoy it completely. What I didn’t know is that Prill was using conditioning of Pavlov to make my diapers enjoyable for now. What would happen if I said, “No.” and I got a chill and a foreboding fear that I didn’t want to find out. About that time I felt like my bowels were going to move again as I climaxed, my bowels emptied into my clean diapers and within a few short minutes my bladder emptied again leaving this diaper totally used as the last few.
Prill knew I had questions and said, “it’s a hollow prostate stimulator that allows fecal matter to pass through, but as the fecal matter builds up, the vibrator turns on givng bABy a climax as he fills his diapers for his Mommy.”
Prill said, “those bottles are high fiber, bulk fiber, muscle relaxants, diuretics and a simple nerve blocker that gives you any sensation of a full bladder or bowels, so they’re in a constant state of release and push the contents out into your diapers.”
“Within a few short months, your muscles will be rendered totally atrophied and useless requiring diapers to remain sanitary and clean bABy boy. To prove a point, we’re going to diaper you for sleeping tonight with no vinyl pants outside your cloth diapers, so you know I’m not BSing you bABy boy.”
Chapter 6 ““ realization awakening
As I sat there listening to Prill, my thoughts were interrupted by my intruder starting up and stimulating my prostate. Prill noticed my eyes glazing over and said, “oh my, the bulk fiber is working wonderfully bABy boy.”
I felt no pressure or desire to move my bowels at all, but I could feel a climax building again to a crescendo slowly and with bravado deep inside my body and I was helpless to resist by any means at all. I knew what was happening to me, and part of me tried to reason, “I’ll play along and when I say stop, I’ll put on my big boy pants and walk out the door.
Prill seemed to know what I was thinking and interrupted my thoughts by saying that every day I was her bABy boy, the less resistance I would have to retain or retrain control back within my body as the drugs and conditioning were establishing new thought processes and rules governing my body and it’s control or in my case the lack thereof. Prill guiding me back to the floor on my back and kneeled down between my legs and placed both hands firmly on my diapered crotch and pubic bone, forcing an urgency within my bladder by crede’ing it and forcing it to void into my diapers just as I reached the height of my climax and felt a soft warm mess accumulating in the back of my diaper repeatedly enough that my diapered bottom was now covered in a warm glow and so my penis and then Prill laid on me with her weight and I could feel my bowels and bladder empty totally and completely in my diapers once again.
I didn’t have a watch on, but I was able to put two-and-two together enough to know that I shouldn’t be this FOS (full of sh*t). Usually I had maybe two or at most three movements in a 24 hour period and here I was three fully used diapers in less than 12 and something told me, this wouldn’t be my last either.
Prill left me basking in my glow and left me for a short time and returned with some supplies and a changing pad and guided me onto the pad and expertly cleaned me up and rediapered me with a gentle pat on the front of my diapers, which elicited a response even though I had just climaxed not ten minutes before.
Prill then helped me to a sitting position and she wrapped something around my head and plopped a nipple in my mouth and secured the apparatus behind my head with distinct click. She saw my questioning eyes and said, “it’s a locking feeding gag bABy boy. You’re about to start serious diaper detoilet training. Soon you’ll be just like a real bABy that you talked about online, peeing and pooping and less we forget cumming in your diapers happily, not caring who sees you as bABies don’t care about those things lil boy.”
I was escorted back to the nursery as I referred to and inside was a locking top crib with four IV poles, one on each corner for the locking crib. I hesitated and Prill turned and said, “remember the fantasy bABy boy”, and gently pushed me further into the room. I notice a changing table with stirrups and pulley system to allow full access to my front or backside and do so securely. I noticed stack after stack of disposable diapers, vinyl, rubber and plastic pants along with cloth diapers, suppositories, enema’s and enema bags that were black, red and blue.
I noticed there was a swing of some sort suspended from the ceiling that from what I could see would accommodate an adult of my size in it and suspend me from the floor like a helpless toddler. When the door closed it closed with an ominous clang, like a jail cell or fire door meant to prevent unauthorized access. I noticed a biometric finger type lock on the inside of the door and thought, did I miss the one on the outside and Prill as if reading my mind said, “the other side is voice activated bABy boy.”
I tried to make a noise but all that came our was muffled mrrrfph’s and she how cute, “you thought you’d come here and live out your fantasy and up and leave me emotionally and physically drained. Well, bABy boy, that’s not going to happen anytime soon. You see the IV poles are to keep you very hydrated and alert. The muscle relaxant will render your muscles to a near atrophied state internally and physically, you’ll be as weak as a newborn in a few hours, drinking, wetting and messing your diapers like a good bABy boy and I’ll have the bABy that I could never have.”
Prill now had me sitting on the side of the crib and attached a Y tube and attached two of the IV tubes to each connection and let them flow slow, but steady. As the fluids reached my mouth, try as I must to stop or even slow the flow was impossible. Prill said, “the nipple in your mouth has hundreds of holes at the nipple swells in your mouth, the fluids are pressed through any number of these holes making any attempt futile to slow or stop the flow bABy boy.”
As I was sitting there I could feel my body getting almost heavy. I tried to lift up my arm and I was quite uncoordinated in my movements. Prill said, “the medications for the muscle relaxants are used by OR doctors to run blocks on patients that render limbs immobile for up to 48 hours and take an hour or two to start working, but as you can see, right now, you have the coordination of a toddler and it’s regressing to that of a newborn rapidly bABy boy.”
Prill now gently pushed me back on the crib and guided my legs up onto the mattress pad. She took my left arm and hand and affixed a nylon rigid mitt on in and secured it at the wrist. She repeated the same process on my right hand and arm. She then propped up my head so I see the full length of my body. Next she took my left leg and ankle and enclosed them in a lined padded cuff and pulled my leg almost to the back of the crib. She repeated the same process with my right leg, however she pulled that one almost out of the crib in the front.
Next she reached over me and flipped a switch and red LED emitted a glow and she said, “testing, testing, 1, 2, 3, 4” About 10 seconds later I heard “testing, testing, 1, 2, 3, 4” coming from something on her hip. She said, “the bABy monitor works well.”
Prill started to explain that she had 802.11 N WiFi installed before I arrived and everything in the nursery was wireless including audio and video monitoring ability. It was then I noticed the door we came in was seamlessly sealed when it closed, no hinges or openings anywhere to be found. She saw my eyes and said, “even if you could get out of your crib bABy boy, through the restraints, locking mechanism’s and into the open room, where would you go or what would you do. The floor is equipped with pressure sensors and they can determine if a person is on all fours or ambulatory and on two legs and the security responds appropriately bABy boy.”
If you attempt to escape, I’ll just have to up the ante bABy boy. I can hook you up to a tens unit and make it either pleasurable or extreme pain everytime you resist my advances to turn you into my compliant diapered and dominanted bABy slave boy. I hope that won’t be necessary bABy boy, but rest assured I’m committed to your total and complete transformation, until you say STOP!!!!
Seeing how you can’t, I’ll consider the answer is a perpetual answer of proceed bABy boy from here on out, or until you say, “STOP”
Prill walked over to a cabinet and retrieved a syringe and small vial of something milky looking and she plunged the needle into the top and withdrew the creamy liquid into the syringe and set the vial down and pressed the plunger to clear the air out and tapped the syringe and then set it down and grabbed another vial, this one was a tint of yellow and she took the syringe and plunged it into that vial withdrew a small amount of that liquid, again made sure to clear air and then grabbed another vial and syringe. This syringe was larger and she popped a seal on another vial and plunged the needle into the vial and nearly drained the vial this time and again cleared the air.
She came over to me with the syringes and said, “I’ll explain what these will do shortly bABy boy.”
My eyes had to look like large round saucers now and Prill said as she grabbed the IV tube and first syringe, “bABy boy, this one will keep you alert, but very relaxed, to the point of your bladder and sphincter muscles will eventually be in an open position allowing your pee and poop to effortlessly pass into your diapers without any resistance from your years of potty training bABy boy.”
She grabbed the larger syringe and palpated my abdomen and stuck the needle home. I could barely feel it and she said, “this one will freeze your bladder muscle from working for the next day or two, once it’s in an open position and pulls moisture into your kidney’s and bladder bABy boy, making your bladder empty and slowly atrophy to that of a newborn’s or at best an untrained toddler.”
I didn’t know if Prill was telling me the truth or not now, and frankly I really was in no position to question if these was a fabricated elaborate fantasy for my benefit, or if this woman really had the intention of rendering me an adult diapered toddler for her enjoyment.
Prill pulled up the side of the crib and latched and then the top and locked it into place. I tried to make any sound and my muscles were so week all I succeeded doing was drooling, where Prill placed a drool bib around my neck and under my chin and pulled a blanket over me and walked over to a thermostat and she spoke, but I couldn’t understand and then she exited the door, leaving me to my own devices wide awake and knowing slowly I was becoming incontinent and there was absolutely nothing I could do to stall or stop it for now.
 
Chapter 7 â€“ body awareness
As I laid there in this locked crib it was as if my senses were extremely heightened. I could feel the fluid going into my mouth, trickle down my throat and land in my stomach and start moving through my kidneys and bladder. I also started to feel a tingling I thought down in my bowels, but my head was such I was in a cloud and it was quite comfortable and my thoughts started to fleet almost as fast as they came, they were starting to disappear. All of a sudden, I couldnâ€™t put two thoughts together for some reason.
It felt like the mattress was literally sucking me down into it and I was melting and becoming part of the bed I thought. I tried to move, but my body was betraying me and not responding to anything I tried. I couldnâ€™t move my body, my arms and legs either and even my fingers were as if they werenâ€™t mine anymore. I felt the diaper warm and another climax coming soon I thought.
I could swear I heard music, â€œBrahmsâ€™s lulabyeâ€ and voice or voices sometimes. Then I couldnâ€™t hear anything as my body started to betray me one more time I could feel my climax building and I was helpless to do anything to stave it off even one second more. As I started filling my diaper with cum; I was also filling it with more fecal matter. I tried to close my eyes and sleep, and even though they were closed I could feel and sense everything around me still, smell was heightened, hearing was heightened and my feeling was non-existent . I must have lost track of time or dozed off for a short period of time and I opened my eyes and Prill was changing my diaper and cleaning me up and putting me another diaper. This one was a thick cloth diaper and she pulled tight rubber pants over my diaper and placed her hand firmly on my crotch.
Sadly, I couldnâ€™t feel it this time and rubbed and rubbed, but nothing. She saw the look on my face and said, â€œthe only time bABy will have pleasure is when he uses his diapers as they were intended. As a matter of fact after a week or two, you wonâ€™t be able to even get hard with a woman without her diapering you and manually stimulating you to climax as you wet and mess your diapers with #1, #2 and finally #3 into your diapers.
I noticed a small box beside the crib and Prill saw me seeing it. â€œItâ€™s the tens unit bABy boy and each time you wet your diaper, a pleasurable sensation will be sent to your balls and penis so youâ€™ll associate wetting with pleasure, messing with pleasure and probably by morning or at the latest early afternoon, youâ€™ll be well conditioned and on your way to total diaper dependency. If youâ€™d like me to prove it, tomorrow just say STOP when I ungag you boy and weâ€™ll put you in training pants and big boy pants, but if you have any accidents or on purposes, youâ€™ll find yourself back in diapers no matter where we happen to be and in front of whomever also bABy boy.â€
I saw Prill holding what looked like a butt plug with wires attached and Prill saw my focus on it and said, â€œI donâ€™t think weâ€™ll need this little item bABy boy, but just in case itâ€™s an insertable semi-hollow butt plug that can be used to open up your anal cavity and render those muscles useless manually or automatically bABy boy.â€ How does it work? Well itâ€™s inserted and the probes are placed in the front of your diapers and if the sensor remains wet and lubricated, nothing happens, but as the diaper starts absorbing the urine and it dries, the butt plug slowly inflates. It takes about 24 hours for it to fully inflate and when it does it has stretched the cavity is opened to nearly 3â€ and it will snap back, but each time it snaps back less and less, until a slow weak opening that will not completely close is permanently rendered.â€

Each time I wet, I knew I was contributing to my own demise and permanent sentence to diapers for life. I wet as often as I could, but my body wasn't conditioned to releasing as often as I needed and the anal intruder was inflating and I could feel effluent seeping through the hollow hole in the butt plug into the back of my diapers, but it was afterward, there was no sensation of having to empty my bowels at all.
As sleep over took me, I surrendered and upon waking, I could the diaper more heavy and also more full in the rear. Prill came in and said, "How are  you dooing bABy boy?"
Of course I couldn't answer do to the feeding tube in place, so I felt her hands on my leg and then fingers inside and she commented, "Oh my, you really do need diapers bABy." Then she pulled the back of my diaper and sniffed and said, "Yep, it's diapers for you from now on bABy."
Just then my penis started growing and I could feel an orgasm growing to a crescendo and I knew Prill was using Pavlov conditioning to make me want to wet and mess my diapers to feel the climax she was constructing in my diaper, but worse than that was being reinforced in my mind that wetting and messing my bed, pants or diapers was going to feel good and so I should do it as often as I wanted a good feeling.
Prill placed her hand on my crotch and worked backwards on the diaper, until her hand rested on the load in the seat of my diaper. She began to massage it as the climax to my orgasm built. I knew I had committed these infantile acts, but the orgasm was more important right now and I wanted more than anything in my being to be this woman's bABy, diaper dependent for the rest of my life, if it meant this was the reward.
My legs tensed up, my back arched and I could feel it starting in my toes and radiated up my calves, into my thighs, through and into my groin. My arms was so tense I thought they were going to break, the feeling emanated into every muscle, nerve and fiber of my being and all of sudden, it felt like my strength was being drained through penis into my diaper and as pulse after pulse continued, my body jerked with each and every pulse, until I collapsed in a sweaty heap back down onto my padded posterior. I felt Prill gently remove her hand sliding from the backside to the top of my diaper and gently pat saying, "Good bABy boy. Now wasn't that enjoyable?" 
I could only nod as my mouth felt like a desert, dry and parched.
I curled up in to the fetal position and Prill was patting my loaded bottom as I drifted off to dreamland.
I never felt the earphones she placed over my ears, but my dreams were vivid and colorful with her and I. I of course was diapered and she was in charge in my dreams. Bully girls picked on me and exposed my diapers and Mommy came to my rescue in my dreams. The mean girls told me, "if you're not a bABy, why are you wearing diapers?"
"Mommy makes me", I replied.
"Well do you use them like a bABy", the girls asked in unison?
"I sometimes have accidents" I said.
They said, "what type of accidents, wet or messy or both?"
I couldn't look at them and said, "Both." I was on the verge of tears and I think they knew it. Nothing more was said in the dream.
I awoke and the sun was shining in and I had no idea of the time or how much had lapsed since I fell asleep.
I could however feel my anal intruder had expanded to an uncomfortable size and more fecal mater was being deposited without my consent. The other thing I noticed is that my diaper was different and soaking wet as well as soiled.
Prill came in and said, "Oh you're awake bABy boy, how did you sleep?"
My mind said, "Better than I ever had, but what I heard was ABaa Goobgaia Daana."
Prill saw the confused look on my face and said, "the files do work."
I tried screaming at her and all that came out was more bABy goobltygoop and I started wailing. Prill came over to me and hugged me tight against her 38DD's and said, "this is what you wanted...you told me repeatedly online bABy. I'm only giving you what you want and I need. I will always be here to change your diapers and make sure you are safe and cared for."
Just then I felt my diaper expand in the back like someone pumped it full. Prill saw the surprised look on my face and said, "the Miralax and Benifiber in your feedings is coming through nicely into your diaper bABy boy."
My erect penis took notice too as I could feel another orgasm approaching. I tried to fight it as I knew each time I was loosing more and more of a will to be an adult and more and more will to wet and mess my diapers for Prill for the reward. I could feel my resignation to the diapers each time I climaxed in a wet and poopy filled diaper. Prill called it Number 1, Number 2 and finally a well deserved Number 3, to finish off a perfect usage of every diaper for her.
I tried thinking of something other than the climax coming and my thoughts were interrupted by my anal intruder expanding to the point of bringing me to tears. Prill said, "it's time to show bABy boy, you can't fight the diapers, they always win. Especially when a Registered Nurse is determined to make all your dreams cum true."
My diaper filled more and orgasm was still building. This time I thought I was going to break every bone in my body I was so tensed up, and arched on my tippy toes and back of my head that Prill could reach my crotch and rear and she did with both hands kneading my diaper and erection front and rear. I was so distracted by pleasure and pain that my mind literally went to white space, no thoughts, no images, nothing but concentration on the feelings my body was experiencing in this moment at the loving hands of my Dommy Registered Nurse. Just as I climaxed I felt a small pin prick and the words from Prill, "sleep bABy boy, SLEEP."
...to be continued, maybe
When I awoke things seemed so much more different. My diapers seemed to hug me and they seemed to be heavier than remembered when I was climaxing. Did Prill change me? Thoughts were going through my mind a thousand miles an hour. I saw the box was missing that was my orgasm trainer, and yet had a euphoric, almost like being high and a smooth, orgasm as I felt my diaper expand and soak in even more urine and feces. I tried to clamp down and stop the flow and stream of effluence into my diapers, but no mater how hard I tried, it just kept running and dripping. Then it hit me, she had said, "I'm going to make all your dreams and fantasies come true." 
And by George, apparently she had rendered me totally diaper dependent. About that time the lights came on in my new nursery and  there was Mommy I thought and I corrected myself and said Prill in my head. Why had I thought of her as Mommy, I had no idea. She walked over to my crib and opened the lid and stuck her hand in my diaper and smiled and then she rolled me over and pulled the back of my diaper up and an even bigger smile appeared. She began patting my soiled posterior and inside I felt loved and cared for. Completely secure in my diapers and happily using them as I should.
Prill massaged my bottom and shifted everything around from front to back and all over. Then she gently flipped me back over and started massaging my crotch but my didn't respond like it used to and she said, "Awww, we need to get the bABy changed into some clean diapee's so he can enjoy himself some more." She hooked each in a stirrup and attached them to an over head pulley and bar and effortlessly lifted my legs the way a mother would a toddlers. She pulled the tight rubber pants down and stopped at the bar and fetched a wash cloth and terry towel and wiped and dried them inside out. The smell assaulted both of our noses simultaneously  and she said, "We  need to get you off adult food and on to a more bABy bland diet to eliminate the odor bABy boy."
She unpinned the diaper and onside and the room was filled with urine and feces odor. She unpinned the other side and used the front of the diaper to clean backwards and contain as much of the fecal matter I had deposited in my diaper, before retrieving the wipes to complete the process. She took adult wipes scented with baby powder and cleaned me thoroughly, but not before showing an imprint on the first wipe of how wide my poop chute was now. I gasped as she showed me the wipe impression of a nearly 3" gap now in my anus. The she said, "Nothing will stay in bABy now. It all goes into the diaper."
Then she grabbed another thick cloth diaper and placed it under and laid the front over my penis as it was letting some more urine out and I couldn't stop it. She inserted a liner and stated, "this will make a messy diaper clean  up easier." As she secured my diaper, she pulled it snuggly into place, almost as if to imply the diaper was caressing my lower torso in a hug made by her. I could feel it pulled snug on my buttocks and hips, right through the front of my crotch and over my penis. Now before Prill had done her Dommy Mommy Nurse magic on me, I would have had an erection no diaper would have fastened over. Now, it was just a limp toddlers pee-pee dripping into his diaper.
Prill saw the concerned look in my eyes and the welling of tears coming and she hugged and said, "This is what you wanted, isn't it bABy?"
She kissed me on the forehead and said, "I will always take care of you and you will always be my bABy with nothing to worry about..EVER."
I nodded as she held me and she, "We need to talk, since soon I will have to go back to work. I'll talk, you listen and nod, OK?"
She started with, "When I go back to work, do you want to go with me, or stay home? One nod for work, two for home."
I nodded once and hesitated thinking and then nodded twice.
She said, "There's nothing to be afraid of at work. It's a bunch of adults in daycare and other nurses taking care of them, just like I'm doing for you. They'll change you, bathe you, feed you and keep you safe while I'm at work."
I thought about and nodded my approval because of her saying "she would always take care of me for EVER." That gave me peace of mind knowing I would be safe, protected and cared for.
Then Prill said, "You and I have four weeks, until I have to go back to work as the Director of Nursing at a geriatric facility. I may hire you as my little helper so you have an income, until you decide what it is you want to do by diapered bABy boy."
It's amazing, I had been having such a great diaper with Prill I hadn't given a thought to income or work. Being a semi-retired computer tech and programmer, I could work from just about anywhere and earn a very good income, or not. I wrote down my so called ransom diapered demands.
1. I did want to work with computers.
2. I like interaction with people, before I was her diapered bABy boy...I'd like to see how I feel diapered and interacting with women and men working on their computers.
3. How would we deal with changes, if I'm working?
4. Initially how many people had a need to know about my diapered status?
She hugged me and patted my diapered bottom and said, "Let's start with staff only at the Nursing Home, OK?"
Then she asked, "What do I need to be able to work on computers?"
I said, "A fast laptop, external drive and all my software I brought with me."
She cornered me and said, "How much money do you think?"
I said, "Estimate probably 5K for the laptop and hardware. Then some funds for advertising on some contractor type websites another 5K over the next 12 months." 
Then it hit me, I was accepting my situation and actually embracing it with the woman who made ALL my dreams come/cum true.

