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Chapter One
In 1985 in a south Florida town, a group of women decided to start a special hospital for unruly men.  This hospital was built in what used to be an old correctional facility for the mentally insane.  It had all the needed equipment for rehabilitation.  But what kind of rehab was this hospital going to do?  Well all the women had medical, mental health backgrounds.  All had either PhD's or Doctorates in Mental Health, all but one, She was a certified Pharmacist.  All ten women were definitely on the dominant, aggressive side.  Three of the women were divorced and the other seven were never married.  All the women felt like men were not much use, unless they were domesticated.  In other words, submissive and subservient.
It took a little over 2.5 million dollars to renovate the facility.  When they had finished, it looked like a beautiful resort, or something.  Inside though had that definite medicinal smell.  All the rooms were single beds with rails.  The unique thing is that none of the patient's rooms had bathrooms.  It was too costly to put bathrooms in each room, so there were centrally located bath- rooms on each floor.  About six on each floor, with sixty rooms that meant each patient had to share their bathroom with nine other people.  The State said that was the minimum for them to be licensed, so that's all they did.
The reason for so little bathrooms was their little secret.  They knew that most of the patients in the hospital would be there because their wife's, mothers or girlfriends had sent them to Ms. Lydia’s school for bad boys.  The ad would break in most of the dominant newspapers on the week following the Grand Opening.  But to keep up the disguise of a true hospital, regular patients would be cared for also.  The special patients would be secured in the old mental wing that was not attached to the regular hospital, except that it could be entered by staff with a special passkey on the elevator.  Otherwise you had to enter the building from outside, through a 30’ high wall and other special security.
The security was special dogs that allowed only women to pass inside the compound.  This was to insure that none of the patients could just, walk out at will.  There was also a network of closed circuit television cameras that were monitored by the staff, inside the compound and by the regular hospital security staff.  Most of the employees in the hospital were women, but there were a few men.  I think that they were submissives of some of the staff.
I was hired by the State to investigate this hospital, and to evaluate the work ethics.  I met Dr. Tibeau, Lydia Tibeau in the summer of 1986 at her office in the hospital.  She immediately took charge of the interview and began to treat me like I was some kind of a child.  This really gets my goat, you see I am a very assertive man and I don’t like to be treated as a child, unless it’s in the bedroom.  You see I have a fetish.  I am into being babied.  No really I am.  I enjoy wearing diapers and other baby apparel and acting or doing what any other baby would.  That means wetting or messing in my diapers.  Taking my liquids from a bottle and of course eating baby food for my meals.
I think women can tell that men need that type of nurturing, some a little more than others.  I fell into the later category.  Anyway enough about me.
Lydia gave me a full tour of the main building, but when questioned about the other area beyond the wall.  She just told me that was a private property, leased to a private company, with the understanding that their privacy would be respected.  Now this peaked my curiosity, I mean really peaked it.
That night after faxing my findings to the State, I went back to investigate the private property.  My first problem came at the thirty-foot wall.  How would I get over?  Then I figured I’d just climb a nearby tree and take a look see.  I was not prepared for what I saw.  People that appeared to be heavily diapered or something, then I saw someone in a powder blue jumpsuit with a hand-held radio.  Then they spotted me, I jumped down out of the tree and made my way to my car and headed for the gate, which I blew past, hoping nobody recognised me.  Little did I know all my activities were recorded for prosperity.
The following day I decided since we had completed the evaluation I would wear my diapers and rubber pants to the hospital to meet with Lydia.  So after I put on my diapers, I just pulled a baggy pair of sweat pants over them.  After inspection of my pants, I decided that the diapers were unnoticeable, but did not know that the sweats had a hole in them about the size of a quarter, right on my butt.  This meant that anyone could see my baby print rubber pants and diapers.
At the hospital Lydia did notice the diapers, but did not say anything.  She instead invited me to the cafeteria for lunch.  In the cafeteria she explained that the meatloaf and potatoes were the best, but she only had a salad.  After lunch I felt like I had eaten a ton of food.  After lunch we went back to Lydia’s office.  Back inside Lydia’s office, about thirty to forty minutes later I began to feel the call of nature.  I asked Lydia where was the nearest bathroom.  She explained that all the bathrooms in the hospital were out of order, because of some plumbing that was being done.  I told her I really needed a bathroom.  She told me that there was one in the sub-level of the building.  She would take me, if I could wait until she made a quick phone call.  The call seemed to last an eternity, but it really only lasted ten minutes.  By now the cramps had began to win.  I knew that I was wearing diapers, but did not want Lydia to know.  I thought she might say, ”why you don’t need a bathroom, you need a fresh diaper and a spanking for making me think that you had some kind of problem.  Why didn’t you just tell me you had on diapers?  Now look at you.  This was my fantasy... well it was.
At the elevator, it was all I could do to talk to her, but I could not bring myself to look at her.  In about five minutes the call of nature began to knocking very hard at my bowels.  I knew that if I didn’t get to a bathroom it was sure to win the battle, and top it all off I had to pee.  I told Lydia this, she just matter of factly stated well... you men are all just big babies.  Why can’t you just hold on like we women do?  Then in the middle of our intellectual conversation I began to feel it happen.  My bowels and bladder were going to win the battle in the elevator if I didn’t make it to a bathroom NOW.  Then the elevator stopped, no really I mean it quit working...  kaput.  Then natures call became so strong that I thought, well, you know, I would just let a little urine out and maybe this would relive some of the pressure in my bowels, and boy did it relive the pressure.  As soon as I began to wet, I was abruptly shocked to find out that my bowels were not about to be beaten out by my bladder and I quit peeing and began to pump a smooth, solid, full amount of poop into the seat of my waiting diapers.  I think Lydia knew what was happening by the look on my face, but I wasn’t looking at her.  I was more concerned about if my diapers would hold the mess that my bowels and bladder were causing.  As I felt my diapers begin to sag because of the extreme amount of poop, I began to think what will happen when Lydia realises that I have the diapers on.  Then as if to be in a dream, Lydia asked me if I was ok?  Then she asked me to come over to her so that she could survey the damage.  Not thinking, or something, I went over to her.
When she felt my full diapered seat, she exclaimed that my underpants were holding the mess, then she felt the plastic pants, because of the noise and crunching that was created in her hand.  Then she became a very dominant women.  You know like the ones all of us big babies dream about.  I began to become fully aroused.  By the time the elevator started she had me down to my diapers and rubber pants, so I would not ruin my sweat pants.  Then the elevator began to move, and as if I came out of a trance, I began to realise the depth of the situation that I had gotten myself in, and then I screamed OH NOOOOO.  Just as soon as I started to reach for my clothes, the door opened to a full floor of nurses and doctors.  When I realised that I was in front of all these people I began to pee again, and my spincter gave way and I began to be the biggest baby, by filling up my diapers, so that to all present it was quite obvious that I had used my diapers for what they were meant.  The poop and pee made my diapers very slippery.  Lydia asked me if I was OK?  I just mumbled something like I don’t think I need a bathroom... anymore.  Then she said you poor dear.  Then she began to bark a blizzard of order to the staff that was present.  You get we some fresh diapers and rubber pants in XL, and you get me some warm water and wash cloths to clean him up.  You orderly’s take him to my office.  I will be along shortly.  Well not thinking about anything, because it was all happening so fast.  I was overtaken and transported to Lydia’s office.  I realised the severity of my situation.  Now all of the staff knew that I was truly a big baby.  Then Lydia explained to me that she told the staff as a precaution she had diapered me to insure that if I had an accident, that I would not soil my clothes.  Then I asked her how would she explain to the staff that I was being re-diapered, now that there was no longer a possibility of me having an accident.  Then she matter-a-factly pointed out that within a ten-minute period time lapse I had wet and soiled myself.  So there is still a possibility that I could and probably would have additional accidents.
I caught the Accident(s) part.  This only added to the constant state of arousal.  Anyway, you don’t have any other options, do you?  Then she said that if and when I could hold myself like a big boy, she would not have change the big baby.  This caused me to begin to come to a climax.  I was surprised, since I had never been this excited.  I mean come on.  So excited, without being stimulated manually.  Then I began to cum inside my already full diapers.  Lydia noticed this and took charge while I was in seventh heaven.  By the time I had cum down, she had re-diapered me and put on a set of different plastic pants.  They were real full in the crotch, but at the waist and legs, they had a thin steel cable that she fastened with a little pad lock.  When I questioned her about the pad lock, she told me that it was to insure that I did not tamper with her handy work.
Just a few minutes after she had changed me I began to wet in my clean diapers to her delight.  Now not only was had I pooped in my diapers in less than a half hour, but I now had wet them as well.  Anyway, it would be obvious to everybody that I had really pee-peed in my diapers.  Lydia’s plan of today made all the events, like a finely tuned machine come together.  I had no idea of what was about to happen next, but I was surely excited about whatever was going to happen.  Lydia asked if she could survey the damage.  For some reason I said yes.  When she felt the front of my diaper, she explained that the diapers were doing a good job of containing my wettums.  Then she reached down and squeezed my hardon, and made the comment, I sure was a heavy wetter.  I must have blushed a thousand shades of red, but at the same time I was so excited that I almost came again.  Inside Lydia’s office, I told her that I could change myself, but she reminded me about the steel cable, and she alone possessed the key, so she was not going to have any of that.  She explained that plastic pants were made a special plastic called tyvek.  Nothing would cut, rip, or damage the tyvek pants.  This meant that the only way to remove them was with the key.  I agreed after I tried to remove the pants.
Then she produced a baby bottle full of prune juice and stuck it in my mouth and told me, baby drink this all gone and mommy Lydia will take care of every- thing.  After about half the bottle, my vision began to blurr and then lights out.  When I woke up, I was in a crib with thick diapers on and the top locked so I could not, or would not try to escape.  Then my attention was turned inward, I began to have those all too familiar cramps and then I erupted inside my diapers.  Then Lydia walked in and asked how was her newest baby.  I tried to talk, but all that came out was baby babling.  Lydia said you can understand what is being said, but you can’t respond in anything but baby babble.  Now here is what is going to happen.  You see I knew the whole time you were with me that you had on diapers.  So just to see if you were a true infantilist at lunch you ate about three pounds of bulk fibre in your meatloaf and potatoes.  This equates to about ten to thirty pounds of fibre or poop, when expanded with water or any other type of liquid.  You also were given a potent laxative to speed up the process and insure you would soil yourself for the next week to ten days.  This is because the laxative is time released over a ten to fourteen day period.  The first movement usually occurs within the first hour of ingestion.  Then to make sure you didn’t have access to a bathroom and would have to be the baby you are, and use your diapers, we took a trip to the sub-level.  But to insure that you wouldn’t be able to answer natures call in the bathroom, but would have to answer it on my terms, while you were waiting for me, that call I made before we left for the sub-level was to maintenance, so that they would cut the power in our elevator for at least thirty minutes.  I knew by then, my poor big baby would have answer the call that nature would so urgently make and then you would have the accident on purpose I had planned for you.  You see we don’t like intruders, yes I said intruders.  You see we have you on tape in the tree.
It was then I began to realise that I had not found Lydia, but she had found me now I realised that I truly was in a very severe situation, but I had put myself in this one.  Lydia then said, when I saw you were wearing diapers, I knew that I could get my revenge, and you would enjoy it.  You see, whether or not you had been wearing diapers or not you would have had the same accident and found yourself in diapers.  All you did was confirm that you are indeed nothing, but an overgrown baby.  Judging from the way you soiled and wet, you're just a part time baby but... when you leave here, you will be a FULL time BABY.  You will wet and soil your diapers without any resistance, however anytime any woman wants you to, you will admit why you wear diapers.
All this is accomplished with medication and diet.
Then to add insult to injury I began to poop while Lydia was talking to me.  She just looked at me and told me to get used to it, that I would be in diapers for the rest of my life.  Then she walked over to the crib and checked out the load that I had and then took the flat side of her hand and mashed the poop all over my butt.  Then she injected me something and again...  Lights out, then she started laughing and walked out of the nursery.  I could hear her as the lights went out and sleep overtook me.
Chapter Two
When I woke up my diapers were damp, but not saturated and they were also very full.  When I tried to move, all I could do was kinda wiggle.  It was then I realised that had lost most of my motor skills.  I couldn’t even sit up, and when I tried to move my arms, all they did was wave.  I had no control.  I was as helpless as a newborn.  Then for some reason I figured to get attention I should cry, so I did.  It was less than a minute, but seemed like a lifetime to me and some pretty face came in and stuck a bottle in my mouth, then proceeded to change my soiled diaper.  For some reason, I don’t know why, but I wanted to nurse on something other than a bottle.  My attendant seemed to know this and released a breast from the confines of the bra and began to suckle me like a baby.  I was surprised and excited that I got real milk.  I was so engulfed in nursing, that I did not realise that we were not alone.  Lydia had entered the nursery and was watching.  Lydia cleared her throat and my breast was taken away.  Then I heard Lydia explain that after only three months of therapy I had become an incontinent big baby, completely helpless.  The medication and hypnotherapy had really done the trick.  For the next three months they would re-grow me into a diaper-wearing adult that would work in the hospital and maybe marry or better yet become a docile slave to one of the superior women on the staff.  Then another shot and again lights out.
When I woke up this time Lydia was asking me questions, and I found that I could actually answer her in a semi-adult voice, except for a slight lisp.  Lydia explained that after more therapy and medication I would most likely lose the lisp and regain complete vocal enunciation.  She was right, but I would never regain control of my bladder or bowels.  I would have to wear diapers… forever.  For some reason, I could not remember a time when I did not wear diapers.  This was due to the hypnotherapy sessions.  You see when they re-raised me they created memories for my re-growth as well.  So as far as I was concerned I had always had to wear diapers, since when I was five years old I fell off the back of my Aunt’s couch and damaged my spine, while breaking my collar bone.  In the hospital the nurses diapered and changed me, since the pinched nerve rendered me totally incontinent.  My mother institutionalised me, because she said, “I am not going to raise or keep another baby."  I met Lydia when she came to the hospital on my twenty-first birthday and requested that I be released to her.  She gave me my job at the hospital and I live with her.  I help around the house, and Lydia introduced me to intercourse and sex.  The first time she changed me she asked me if I knew what an orgasm was?  I told her no.  Then she proceeded to manipulate my pee-pee until I thought I was going to pee.  She reassured me that if I did pee she would clean me up.  I did not pee, but the most, warm, wonderful feeling came over me and soon, sleep over took me.  When I woke up Lydia had re-diapered me and I was wet.  When she came in, I thanked her, then she asked if I would like to really thank her, she would show me how to give her those same feelings.  I was a little scared, but I knew that I really wanted to thank her.  So she showed me how to masturbate a female, with my hand and also with my mouth.  At first I was apprehensive, but then Lydia gave me my first blow job, as she called it.  I knew that I had to at least try and give Lydia back some of the pleasure that she had given me... well I did.
The first time I orally satisfied Lydia, she came in about fifteen minutes, but the second time it took almost forty-five minutes to make her cum again.  She reassured me that it had nothing to do with my performance, but still I wondered if maybe, well, you know, I was not as good as she made me out to be.
That was the problem at first, but as time went on Lydia and I began to explore each other in the most intimate ways possible.  She taught me how to 69, Doggie Style, Missionary and so much more.  By the time Lydia and I had been together for five years, I began to wonder if all men wore diapers.
Then it happened, I got left in town, when all the staff had forgotten me.  I began to notice that all the towns' people were staring at me.  I got scared, and pooped and peed in my diapers.  On of the women told me, go back to your insane hospital.  We don’t want your kind here.  Why don’t you all just leave town.  Then it started to happen, all the towns' people began to get madder and madder at each statement they were making.  Then some men grabbed me and ripped off my shirt, pants and shoes.  I was standing there in nothing but my soiled diaper and rubber pants, when one of them said, “Look it’s another big baby."  Then the women said, “well since he is a baby, lets feed him," then all the women surrounded me, so I could not move.  Then they proceeded to de- diaper me and forcefully.  When I was naked, they all commented about how baby smooth my skin was and that I should be re-diapered, but not before they gave me a mineral oil enema.  After the enema they re-diapered me in a disposable incontinent brief, which they knew would not hold or even contain the mess that was about to happen.  Sure enough, when the diaper was put in place, the mess erupted in to the diaper and all over me, then they began to feed me jar after jar of strained baby food, until I thought I would pop.
I don’t know how long all of this lasted, but I heard a voice in the crowd that I recognised... it was Lydia, and man was she ever hot.  She came busting through the crowd and matter-a-factly began to chew out all the participants in my degradation.  She told them that I was a mentally ill patient and that they might have done irreparable harm to me, and if they had, she would sue the entire towns population.  Then their anger and rage turned toward Lydia.  The men seized Lydia and the women, said, “since you like diapers around you so much, why don’t we show you what it’s like.  Then the whole crowd said, “YEAH, lets diaper the bitch.”
The look on Lydia’s face, was that of sheer terror, but I was helpless to render any assistance.  You see when they were giving me the enema, they had tied me spread eagle against a wall, so I could see Lydia, but could do nothing to help her.  Then they began to strip her and she started screaming, when some one produced a huge pacifier and stuffed into her mouth and secured it with some rope.  This muffled the screams, but did nothing to halt the assault that was being rendered to her body.  When they had de-clothed her, one of the women said, “my we can’t have baby get a diaper rash because of all this pubic hair, and then proceed to shave Lydia’s pubic hair off.  Then some of the other women went and got another enema and proceeded to administer it into Lydia’s bottom.  While the enema was being administered she was secured next to me and made to forcefully fill her disposable diapers.  The town's people left Lydia and I outside all night.  Luckily it was not cold, but still every one of the towns people saw us, and nobody offered to release us until the following morning.  A young girl released Lydia and I and then ran away laughing, saying look at the two big babies.
Lydia and I tried to find a pay phone to call the hospital, to have someone come pick us up, but there were no phones, so we ended up walking over five miles back to the hospital in wet, shitty disposable diapers.  All the way back Lydia kept on saying, you wait, I’ll get even with all those bitches, and son’s of bitches.  You just wait and see.  I knew from past experience that she would indeed find a way to get even, maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow, but someday, she would have her revenge, and boy would they be sorry.  .  .  real sorry.
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