

Preview: 

"Oww... God, somebody, please come!" Kate yelled, hoping one of the noisy voices from downstairs could hear her. "Ngghhh... Please!" 

Kate grit her teeth in desperation, her pacifier having fallen out while she slept. Her body's cramping was getting more and more insistent, and Kate's breathing was heavy and strained as she tried hard not to soil herself. Just a few more moments, and she'd be out of the woods. 

"Oh God, this can't be happening, this can't be happening!" Kate muttered to herself over and over in a mortified tone, her legs locking as she trembled, clenching her muscles as hard as she could to hold back the mess inside. "Please, somebody let me out!" 

But nobody came. Whimpering, tears spilling down her cheeks like a real toddler, Kate's nails dug into the white paint of the crib. She groaned, feeling her guts churn painfully once more... And then with a soft grunt, she felt her bowels beginning to empty into her diapers. 

"NGGHH! GNNHH!" Kate grunted, straining, not sure if she was pushing her muscles to hold everything in - or push everything out. "Ohhh GAWD... I'm pooping my diaper!" 

*** 


Adult Baby Katie’s Magical 2nd Birthday 

"What do you think, Kate?" Aunt Tina asked cheerfully. "Pink and purple, or pink and white?" 

"Don't know, don't care," Katherine Craine grumbled in reply, as she idly twisted ribbons around a pair of shears. 


Today was Kate's cousin's birthday - her 1st birthday, to be precise. And Kate had been reluctantly roped into organizing the decorations with her older Aunt Tina, while Kate's Mom and the other older adults collected the cake- and Kate suspected, enjoyed themselves while she was left alone to finish everything. 

"Have you blown up the rest of the balloons?" Aunt Tina continued cheerily. "I think we should put them up pink, dark pink, pink again." 

Kate rolled her eyes. Tina didn't seem to care that she hadn't been invited along with the other women, or maybe she'd volunteered to stay and help. There was something mysterious about Aunt Tina, who lived alone and had piercing green eyes - but Kate had the same bright eyes herself, too. 


"Sure," Kate replied with a shrug. "...I don't get how you can enjoy this so much, Aunt T." 

"What do you mean? I love these celebrations!" 

"I don't," Kate grumbled. "It's stupid anyway. Aunt Sharon's kid isn't going to remember this when she's older. It's such a waste of time." 

"Hmm, sounds like maybe somebody's jealous," Tina teased, with a knowing smile as she carefully tied three balloons in a bunch with ribbon. "And you know your cousin's name is 'Cassie'. I know it must be strange that someone your age has a baby, but there's no need to be rude." 

Kate's cheeks flushed hotly. There was no way she was jealous of baby Cassie... Sure, it would be nice to just lie around all day and have people love you, unconditionally... Take naps and get presents and all this fuss for doing nothing all day... Okay, maybe that did make her feel a little jealous. So what?! 

"It's not strange that Sharon has a kid," Kate replied. "I mean, not after how she acted while we were at school together..." 

Aunt Sharon was 19, and she and Kate had gone to the same high school before she got pregnant. They knew a lot of the same people - and at Kate's school, Sharon had been known for being something of a slut. 

"Stop that!" Aunt Tina protested with a frown. "You're being unkind." 

"Sorry," Kate muttered, still looking irritated. 

"Let's just try to get all this done," Tina said. "You pin these balloons up, I'm going to go finish icing the cupcakes in the kitchen." 

"Mm," Kate grunted noncommittally as Tina left. "Bye." 

*** 

Not more than twenty minutes later, Tina called her into the kitchen. 

"Sorry, Kate," Aunt Tina said, smiling guiltily. "I have to leave to pick up your grandmother. Can you finish icing these cupcakes for me?" 

Kate really didn't want to, but she found herself nodding anyway. 


"Thanks, hon," Aunt Tina said. "Be good now!" 

Tina kissed the air on either side of Kate's cheeks cheerily, and then grabbed up her purse and left. Now Kate was really alone - and faced with the boring task of icing several cupcakes. 

At first she managed to keep her mind on the job, swirling pink buttercream around on the plain cakes. It wasn't long before Kate started getting bored, though. 

Soon the perfect swirls got sloppier and sloppier, until eventually Kate resorted to just squeezing on a big dab of icing, smearing it around with the back of a spoon. By now the bratty teenager was eyeing the line of bare cupcakes with disdain, sneaking little licks of the buttercream off the spoon as she moved down the counter. 


It would take her 30 minutes to finish icing these, at the very least... An eternity when she could be talking to her friends online, or planning what to say if her crush from high school actually came to Sharon's baby's party... 


"Whatever, Aunt Tina can finish this herself," Kate said suddenly, putting the icing bag down with a wet THUD on the table. "I have shit to do." 

Tossing her hair, the blonde girl traipsed off back to her bedroom, to pick out something cute to wear. When she heard Tina get back, and the sounds of annoyance from downstairs, she hid in her room and refused to respond. 

*** 

Kate had gone to great lengths to pick out an outfit that looked casual, but still hot. A tight fitted red t-shirt with a black band logo went great with her skinny jeans, clinging to the curves of her body, outlining them subtly. With her hair combed and styled with wax into a punky, sexy style that hung down over one heavily mascara-ed eye, she couldn't help but admire herself in the mirror. 

The party downstairs sounded like it was about to start. Feeling smug, Kate opened the bathroom door and headed down the stairs. Most likely Tina wouldn't confront her right before the celebration started, and if she did, Kate felt confident she could get away easily enough. There would be a lot of distracting things going on, after all. 

Kate's confidence faded slightly as she took the last step, turned into the kitchen - and her eyes met Aunt Tina's across the counter.... Covered in perfectly-iced pink cupcakes. 

"Uh. Hey," Kate said, blushing as Tina glared at her. 

"'Hey'? Is that all you have to say?" Aunt Tina snapped, storming over to Kate. "I promised Sharon we'd have everything done by 1pm. But because of your selfishness, I had to finish icing all the cupcakes and putting up the decorations by myself!" 

"Whatever," Kate mumbled, although a little seed of guilt blossomed inside her. "It's not a big deal..." 

Tina glared, and as Kate turned to leave, she grabbed her arm tightly. Kate jumped, heart racing as mysterious energy seemed to crackle between them. 


"You really don't care about anybody but yourself, do you?" Tina said, in a low and dangerous voice. "Mark my words... you're going to regret being so selfish today." 

Kate felt herself knocked back, as a flash of green light filled her vision. She blinked, stumbling one step, two steps back, Tina now releasing her arm. Groaning, Kate reached up and rubbed her temples with one hand, squeezing her eyes tightly shut. 


When she opened them again, the light was gone, and Aunt Tina looked down at her with an expectant smirk. 

'Was that a migraine?' dazed Kate thought to herself. It had been so weird - but it only lasted a moment, and it didn't look like Tina had noticed anything strange. 

"I get it, I get it," Kate finally replied. "Let's just go to this stupid baby party." 

Aunt Tina didn't say anything, but she smiled a little wider, and walked out of the kitchen, leaving Kate shaking her head and wondering why her aunt was so weird... 

Feeling just a little guilty, Kate reached down to pick up the plate full of cupcakes. Aunt Tina really had done an amazing job... The least Kate could do was bring them out for her... 

"Katie! What are you doing?" 


Kate abruptly pulled her hands away at the sound of her mother, Charlene Craine, yelling in a shrill voice. Even though she was an adult now, Kate's Mom always managed to make her feel like a guilty child with just a tone of voice. 


"I'm just trying to help with-" 

"No treats before the buffet," Kate's mother scolded her, pulling her back abruptly from the counter. "And why aren't you all dressed up?" 

Kate's lips turned down in a scowl at being interrupted, and her mother's comment only further soured her mood. Rolling her eyes, she stepped to the side, trying to escape her Mom's reach. 

"I am dressed up, mother," Kate replied. "This outfit actually looks cool, unlike anything you might wear." 

"Now, now, don't be fussy on your cousin's birthday, young lady," Kate's mother said, as if she thought Kate was a baby instead of a teenage girl. "Come upstairs with me. Mommy has an outfit for you." 

"What? Mom, I don't need an-" 

"What did I say about being fussy?" Charlene snapped, as she pulled Kate along by her wrist, and up the stairs. 


Kate blinked, in a daze again, as she was led along. Her Mom was acting really fucking weird - she'd fussed over Kate's clothes before, but she'd never outright picked something for Kate to wear instead. 


The teenage girl really doubted that her mother would have anything she'd like to wear, but it couldn't hurt to look. Maybe the outfit wouldn't be completely hideous, and Kate could just pick out one or two parts of it, as accessories? 

"Here we go, button," Charlene said cheerily, as she walked into her bedroom. "What a pretty dress, aren't you a lucky girl?" 

Kate was walking behind her mother, and she couldn't see the outfit on the bed until she was right inside the room. Once she did, Kate's jaw dropped in alarm, not believing what she was seeing. 

"Oh my God, Mom!" Kate exclaimed, as she looked at the huge, frilly monstrosity in front of her. "It's like a... A toddler's Easter dress. It's crazy. You're-" 

Kate's eyes went even wider as she noticed the thick pink rectangle of plastic and padding, folded up neatly beside the dress. Her face went bright pink, as she tried to think of a rational explanation for what she was seeing - but came up with none. 

"What the fuck?!" Kate finally managed. "Mom! Is this some kind of joke?" 

"Oh, come on now, Katie-watey," Charlene cooed, trying to tickle under Kate's chin. "Don't get pouty with Mommy today." 

Kate squirmed away, her face burning red. She tried to keep her voice firm and steady, but it squeaked and cracked childishly as she protested. 

"N-no! Mom, stop it! You're acting weird!" 


"Oh for goodness sake, Kate," Mom said, getting impatient now. "I'm not going through a huge rigamarole today. "Let's get you changed and ready for the party." 

Charlene pushed Kate forwards suddenly, knocking her off-balance. Kate gasped as she ended up sitting on the bed, surprised by how strong her Mom seemed to be all of a sudden. Still, she couldn't let this happen! Kate's heart raced. Her mother had obviously had a mental break of some kind. 

"Mom, stop! Stop! Ow!" 


Kate struggled as her mother tried to undo the fly on her jeans, brushing aside her flailing limbs like they were made of tissue paper. Kate's heart was in her throat now, legs trembling as they were swiftly exposed. 


"Stop! Stop!" she shrieked, as loud as she possibly could. "Help! Somebody help me! Mom's gone crazy!" 

If anybody heard Kate from downstairs, they didn't respond. Nobody rushed upstairs to Kate's aid or called back to ask what was going on. 


"Please, Kate, don't make today difficult," Charlene pleaded exasperatedly, as she reached up to hook her fingers into the waistband of Kate's underwear. "Oh, really now... Who on earth thought you were old enough for these?" 

As Kate felt her underwear being pulled away, she reacted instinctively, slapping her mother's hand, hard. 


"Ow! Kate! You naughty girl, that hurt Mommy!" 

"Then stop!" Kate replied, heart pounding. "Stop!" 

Kate shoved her mother away as hard as she could, and the older woman stumbled backwards, gasping in shock. 

"Kate! That is very naughty behavior," Charlene said. "Are you going to act like a good girl today, or am I going to have to punish you?" 

"No!" Kate squealed, childishly, scuttling backwards on the bed. "Fuck off!" 

Charlene reached out and grabbed Kate's foot with a look of irritated exasperation. Kate squeaked as she was slid back down the bed towards her mother, suddenly regretting her outburst... 

"I'm not a fan of corporal punishment usually," Kate's Mom said, almost under her breath. "But sometimes children need a firm hand..." 

Before Kate could ask what that meant, her mother had suddenly taken a seat on the bed, pulling her swiftly over her lap. Kate squeaked in surprise as her panties were tugged down, but the surprise soon turned to a yelp of pain as Charlene's hand landed squarely on her bare bottom. 

"Ow! Mom!" Kate yelped, kicking her feet. "Stop!" 

Charlene just tightened her grip on Kate's waist, bringing her hand down hard once again. She spanked poor Kate's bare bottom rapidly, making her daughter squeak, tears welling up in her eyes. 


As swat after swat rained down on Kate's backside, her head span with confusion and pain. Why the hell was her Mom doing this? What possible reason could she have - maybe she'd just snapped randomly... Kate cried out suddenly as one blow landed on her upper thigh, stinging painfully. 

"Stop wriggling!" Charlene demanded. "This hurts me more than it hurts you." 

And that was another thing - why couldn't Kate get away? She was pretty sure she was stronger than her Mom normally... and yet right now no matter how she kicked and screamed, Kate remained laying across her lap, unable to stop the open palm slapping her bottom. 

Everything seemed overwhelming, and the sore redness of her backside wasn't helping. Kate whimpered, her lip wobbling, feeling like there was no end to this humiliating spanking. Tears of shame pricked the teenage girl's eyes - she was 18 years old, dammit! She was too old to be pulled over her 'Mommy's' lap and spanked. 

"Are you sorry yet?" Charlene asked, her hand trembling above Kate's backside, ready to come down when she didn't receive a response. "Are you going to behave now?" 

Kate closed her mouth tightly, even though her eyes were brimming with tears. Her Mommy sighed in annoyance and resumed her spanking, the sound of the teen's tender flesh being smacked reverberating around the room as Kate gasped. 

"Ow! Ow! Ow!" Kate cried out, sobbing in earnest now. "I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" 

Again Charlene's hand paused, coming down slowly this hand, stroking her daughter's bare red backside. Kate whimpered at the touch, her shoulders shaking with loud, heartfelt sobs. 

"I'll wear the outfit. I'm sorry, Mom," she pleaded, fat tears rolling down her face and dripping onto the comforter. "I'll wear it." 

To Kate's surprise, Charlene didn't respond right away. Instead, she moved her hand upwards to gently stroke her daughter's back, sniffling softly herself. Kate glanced upwards to see her mother crying quietly, the image making her insides churn with guilt. 

Slowly, Kate shifted on her sore bottom to sit on her Mom's lap, snuggling into her chest as they both cried. Charlene didn't complain at all about Kate's adult-sized weight on her lap, as if she didn't even notice it. 

"There there, babygirl," Charlene said in a wobbly voice. "All better now. You know Mommy doesn't like having to punish you." 

Kate's face was pink as she buried it in her mother's soft, lightly-perfumed chest, curling into her bosom like she was an infant. Her bottom stang even now, bright pink and throbbing against her Mom's lap, but she ignored it, curling her hands into fists and gripping tightly to her Mommy. 


Kate knew she should be furious at Charlene right now, but the spanking seemed to have knocked all the fight out of her, the pain giving her a rush of endorphins and catharsis that made accepting this treatment much easier. Her mind no longer raced as she worried about her mother's mental health - instead, her thoughts felt like they drifted slowly behind a thick fog, just out of reach. 


"Now, let's get you into your pretty clothes, and a fresh diaper," Kate's mother said after a few moments, sliding Kate back onto the bed. 

Kate didn't protest, but she looked away, her mouth a wobbly line of humiliation. She felt incredibly exposed now, with her naked privates facing upwards towards the ceiling and her bare bum still burning pink from the spanking. 


Her mother didn't even seem to notice that there was anything strange about her adult daughter being naked - which made complete sense, Kate supposed, if she really thought Kate was a baby still. Resigned, Kate decided she'd just wait until she was downstairs and get help from somebody else. As soon as the rest of the guests saw her they'd know something was very wrong with her mother and call an ambulance, or something. 

"Ow!" Kate winced as her Mom lifted her legs, sprinkling powder onto her bottom and patting it in. "That stings!" 

"Shh-shh-shh," Charlene cooed, as Kate felt tears pricking her eyes again. "Here we are baby girl. This will make you feel better..." 

The pacifier slipped right into Kate's mouth as she whimpered in alarm and embarrassment, and she sucked on it softly, hoping not to make her mother annoyed again if she challenged her delusion that Kate was still a toddler. The rubber nipple felt soft against her tongue as it bobbed back and forth in Kate's mouth, and to her surprise she found the gentle sucking was actually soothing her, her heart rate slowing as the thick, jumbo-sized pamper was pushed underneath her. 

"Ohh, someone's being a good girl now, isn't she?" Charlene said, beaming as she reached down to tickle Kate's side. "Oo's a good widdle baby, hm? Who is?" 

Kate spluttered and giggled around the pacifier, kicking her feet slightly. Her cheeks glowed with embarrassment, but also happiness - she hated to admit it, but being looked after like she was a baby again was actually somewhat comforting. As her Mom's skinny fingers poked and wriggled against her side, she felt her bladder spasm, squeaking in alarm as a hot jet of pee spurted out from between her legs. Kate's mouth dropped open in shock, mind short-circuiting.  She hadn't had an accident since she was about 8 years old, and this was the worst possible time for it to happen! 

"Oops! Baby had a little accident there! Good thing I'd nearly gotten this diaper on already!" Charlene said brightly, pushing the thick padding up between Kate's thighs. "Mommy had better do this up before it happens again, hm?" 

Whimpering, Kate turned her head to the side, sucking on the pacifier worriedly. She could feel the crinkly diaper being pulled snugly down around her sides and taped into place, the babyish scent of powder in the air. Now not only was her mother making her feel like a baby, but her own body was, as well. The sooner she got out of this situation, the better. 

"Aww, don't you look so cute in your diapee," Charlene cooed. "I almost want to send you down in just a t-shirt and your pampers... But then we wouldn't get to see you in your lovely pink dress, would we?" 

Kate's heart skipped a beat as Charlene suggested that she walk around the house with her diaper exposed for her whole family to see. She couldn't imagine anything more humiliating, palpably relieved as her Mom confirmed she wanted her teenage daughter to wear a dress over the crinkly undergarment. It felt strange to feel relief over having to wear the ridiculously frilly, poofy pink toddler dress... But the alternative was far worse! 

Obediently, Kate sat up as her mother pulled her upwards by her arms. The bulk of the diaper between her legs compressed and pushed against her mound, crinkling loudly with her movement. Kate winced. Even with a dress on, the noise of her adult-sized pampers would be obvious to anybody around her. 

Her arms were lifted above her head, and the loathsome pink dress was pulled down them, poofy sleeves soon resting on her shoulders. Kate bit on the pacifier in irritation as she heard the noise of the zipper, trapping her in the babyish outfit. Hopefully, the rest of her family would put a stop to this soon... 

Kate had thought that was the end of her embarrassment, but apparently her Mom didn't think her outfit was complete. With a little grunt of protest, her feet were lifted one by one, and Charlene giggled as she slipped a frilled white ankle sock onto her foot. As Kate continued to pout grumpily behind the pacifier, her mother chuckled with fond amusement at the display, tickling at the other foot as she grabbed it. Kate squealed again in laughter, feeling humiliation wash over her like a hot wave as she released more pee into the diaper. 

It felt warm and a little damp against her bottom for a moment, before it was quickly absorbed and leeched away from her skin. Luckily this time her Mom didn't notice, too busy pulling the second sock onto her daughter's foot. 


"Now what are we going to do with this messy hair?" Charlene muttered as if to herself, pulling the ends of Kate's styled locks down towards her shoulders. "Hmmm... Maybe pigtails?" 

"I'm going to look stupid," Kate complained, but her Mom acted as if she hadn't heard her, responding in a chipper tone as if Kate's words were nonsense baby babbles: 

"Ooo, little one likes that idea," Kate's mother declared, as she pulled the hairbrush from her nightstand. "Won't you look like a widdle princess then, hm? A widdle baby pwincess for Mommy!" 

'Little one' definitely did NOT like that idea, and Kate was aghast behind her pacifier as she felt her mother roughly pulling the brush through her hair, ruining all of her careful work on her hair. The product in it brushed out within a few seconds, and soon Kate's blonde tresses dangled limply downwards, parted loosely from the center and waiting to be tied into two bunches. 

Again, Kate found herself feeling small and helpless as her mother carefully pulled the hair into the band, being sure to use a gentle finger to bring in any loose strands. She remembered having her Mom style her hair like this for her when she was in kindergarten, and the memories churned a sea of nostalgia inside the confused teen. 

"There," Charlene finally said, as she finished pulling all of Kate's hair tightly into pigtails. "Don't you look cute! Everybody's going to think you're so adorable when they see you!" 

Kate's face went even redder, but she stuck her lip out determinedly behind the binky, allowing her Mom to pull her sock-covered feet into a pair of polished black Mary Janes, completing the baby-ish outfit. Soon she'd be downstairs, and everybody would finally realize something was wrong. 

*** 

Charlene fussed over her a little longer, but it seemed like Kate was all dressed now. Her heart pounded and she felt sick with nerves as she followed her Mom down the stairs once more, not sure what people would say to her. One hand reached down and tugged on the dress' hem, trying to make sure the diaper was covered, but every step Kate made caused the undergarment to rustle loudly, giving her away before anybody even saw her. 


"Come on sweetie, don't be shy," Kate's mother said, as they approached the noisy living room. "Everybody's dying to see you." 

Kate swallowed, letting herself be led by the hand as the door was pushed open. Instantly, all eyes turned to look at her, her heart thudding frantically in her throat. She could instantly pick out her other relatives - aunts, uncles, cousins, her two older siblings giggling behind their hands at the outfit she was wearing. Kate tried not to let her humiliation be obvious as she felt her eyes grow watery, turning her head up and away. She just needed to swallow her fear and tell everybody her mother had gone crazy, and she needed help... 

"Oh, isn't she precious?" her creaky great Aunt Elise said, hobbling towards Kate on her walking stick. "What a well-behaved baby!" 

Elise reached out and pinched Kate's cheek gently, making her pout harder. 


"Ow! Aunt Elise, stop!" Kate said from behind her binky. "My Mom's gone crazy! She's making me wear this dress, and treating me like a baby-" 

"Still not talking yet, eh, Char?" Kate's Uncle Dan asked, chuckling. "Don't worry, she'll soon catch up. " 

"She's got quite a mouth on her already. Listen to that babbling!" Another of Kate's uncle's commented. "I'm sure I heard 'Momma' in there a second ago." 

"Babbling?! I'm not babbling!" Kate said, her voice rising higher. "I'm talking perfeckly plainly!" 

Her pacifier fell out of her mouth as she complained, but one of Aunt Sharon's friends darted in and grabbed it, taking it off to be cleaned quickly. 

"Oh, please hurry with that," Kate's mother said. "She's being very fussy today, and that seems to be the only thing that calms her down..." 

"It's a lot of excitement for a toddler," one person remarked. 

"And now she's starting the terrible twos... Good luck!" one person joked, and several of the adults around Kate giggled as her mind imploded. 

As the slightly-damp but now clean pacifier was pushed into her mouth, Kate screwed up her face, full of rage and shame at how she was being treated. Was her whole family insane now? It was one thing when it was just her mother, but now every person at the party seemed to think Kate was nothing but a helpless infant, smiling at her as if she was a smiling, babbling toddler. She couldn't stand it - screwing her fists up at her sides, Kate stomped her foot hard. 

"No! Listen to me!" she protested, her binky falling out again. "I'm a grown-up! I'm an adult like all of you! Let me go, or I'll call the police!" 

Kate's face burned with rage as she lifted her fists, hoping to look threatening... Nobody seemed to care, though, except for one or two elderly aunts who tutted at her behavior. 

"Oh dear," Charlene said, blushing herself as somebody else hurried to get Kate's pacifier cleaned off. "She's definitely in a bad mood today... Maybe she's thirsty." 

"I could give her a bottle, if you need help," Uncle Dan offered. "It's no trouble." 

"Really? Oh thank you so much. There's formula in the fridge." 

Kate looked from her mother to her uncle with wide eyes, not believing what she was hearing. They talked about her as if she wasn't even there, and then suddenly she was passed over to Dan, his hands sliding down under her armpits. 

"Eep!" 


Kate squealed, grabbing for her bear of an uncle as he lifted her up into the air effortlessly, one hand curving under her and supporting her padded backside. She was so shocked she forgot to be embarrassed about the diaper she was wearing at first - promptly blushing furiously as she realized Uncle Dan now knew she was wearing a diaper. 

"Here we go, little one," he muttered, as he easily carried her into the kitchen. "Where's baby's formula, hm?" 

Dan didn't seem to notice anything amiss about Kate wearing a thick diaper as he searched through the fridge. The whole situation was completely bizarre, shocking Kate to her core. She was so stunned by the guests' reactions that she barely reacted as Dan sat her right on his lap on the sofa, only realizing what was happening as he pushed the bottle's nipple into her mouth. 

"Nmmf!" she complained, trying to force it out with her tongue, but Dan just chuckled, bouncing her gently on his knee and rubbing her back. 


"Oh my, you certainly are fussy today," he remarked, as the cool, sweet fluid flowed into Kate's mouth and she was forced to swallow it quickly. "That's a good girl, I know you must be hungry, hm?" 

Kate flushed, surprised to find the formula was actually pretty tasty. Closing her eyes, she suckled quietly on the bottle to appease the adult who's lap she was sitting on, wondering when this madness would end. Slowly, she found herself leaning more and more against him, the rising and falling of his chest soothing her. 


To Kate's surprise, the milky fluid filling her belly actually did improve her mood. She felt herself growing calmer in her Uncle's arms, sucking slower and slower as she drank from the bottle like a toddler would. As Kate finally finished her drink, Dan had to pull the nipple from her mouth sharply to get her to release it, rubbing her back in small semi-circles. 


"Urrp!" 


Kate went wide-eyed as she felt herself burp, but her Uncle just chuckled again, patting her back once more, seemingly satisfied. 


"That's better, eh, kiddo?" he muttered, grinning. "I know I get grumpy with an empty stomach..." 

Kate frowned slightly. Did nobody see a problem with this? As party guests moved back and forth from the living room to the dining area and kitchen, not a single person batted an eyelid about the fact a full-grown adult was being bounced on her uncle's lap. In fact, as Kate watched the expressions of people coming and going, she noticed only smiles and waves, people cooing at her like she was an infant. 

"How's she being now?" Charlene asked as she came over, pushing the clean pacifier back into Kate's mouth once more. "Better?" 

"Much quieter," Uncle Dan said, with a smile. "I think she was just grumpy because she was hungry." 

Kate frowned harder, but nobody seemed to notice. Was she the one who was going insane? Maybe, in reality, everybody was acting normally, and she was bouncing herself up and down on a couch cushion, peeing into a homemade cloth nappy pulled between her thighs... 

Was this going to be what life was like from now on? Her being treated like an overgrown baby by everybody around her? She whimpered, and soon felt her uncle's leg jouncing her up and down in an attempt to soothe her, only making her eyes fill with even bigger tears. 

As she felt her diaper growing warm and wet once more, then damp and swollen, pushing out her thighs just a little more, Kate trembled and sniffled, burying her face in her uncle's chest. When would this humiliating experience end? 

*** 

A few more adult relatives came by and remarked on how cute 'little Katie' was, none of them seeming to notice that she was actually a teenage girl and not a toddler. 


While one of Aunt Sharon's high school friends gushed over her 'pretty dress', Kate watched as Aunt Tina walked into the living room. Kate eyed her suspiciously - she hadn't seen her since right before all this started. 


As Kate stared, Tina looked back, and winked. Kate jumped slightly - was she really behind this? Or was she just playfully interacting with what she thought was a baby? 

"Sis? Charlene?" Aunt Tina said, smiling cheerfully as she addressed Kate's mother. "The cake is all set up... If you want to put baby in her high chair, I can bring it out to the table in a moment. " 

"Oh, you're an angel, Ti," Kate's mother said. "Come on, kiddo... Let's get you ready for your birthday cake..." 

"My birthday cake?" Kate asked in shock as she was lifted to her feet, the thick diaper under her poofy dress forcing her to waddle. "Mom, it's not my birthday!" 

"That's right, Katie!" Kate's mother said cheerily. "It's a cake for Katie! What a clever girl!" 

"But I-gah!" 

Any protests Kate might have had were ignored, as she was lifted high into the air once more. Her heart pounded, clinging to her mother as she moved Kate about as easily as if she were a bag of flour. Kate was so distracted by the heart-in-mouth sensation of being picked up so quickly she didn't notice where they were heading. 

"Heerrre we go, baby girl!" 

Kate felt herself being lowered into a seat of some kind, the padded cushion squishing her diaper against her backside. To Kate's surprise, she really was sitting in a high chair - an extra large one that towered over all of the other chairs. 


"Let's get baby all strapped in," Charlene said, as she fastened the straps across Kate's chest, pulling one up between her legs. 


Kate fidgeted uncomfortably as the strap was done up. It squished the damp diaper against her private parts, making her feel hot under her frilly collar. It was a constant reminder that she was wearing a diaper like a baby. 

Kate's Mom slid the table into place, trapping the adult baby in the high chair. Feeling claustrophobic, Kate pushed vainly at the tray, kicking her legs gently. 

"Mom, let me out," Kate hissed, frowning, as the rest of her family gathered around, smiling. "Come on... This is embarrassing! Please!" 

"Okay, Tina," Kate's mother said, ignoring her daughter's complaints entirely. "We're ready now! Bring the cake in!" 

The lights flicked off, and Kate jumped again, whimpering. Her Mom found her hand in the dim light, squeezing it to calm her - as two glowing cakes began to move towards her. 

"Haaaappy birthday to you," Aunt Tina began, and everybody else soon joined in. 


"Happy birthday to you... Happy birthday dear Katiieee," the throng of relatives and friends surrounding her continued. "Happpy Birthday to you!" 

Kate shrank down in her high seat, but there was nowhere to hide. She was completely on display here, being treated like a toddler, trapped in the high chair until someone decided to let her down. 

"Make a wish, baby," Charlene said, as the small cake with its two glowing candles came close. "Blow it out." 

"N-no," Kate protested, face bright red. "Mom, this is crazy! All of you, stop!" 

"I don't think she's big enough to understand," Tina added, a mischevious glint in her eye. "You'll have to help her, Char." 

"Ooo, does somebody need Mommy's help?" Kate's Mom asked. "Come on then... One, two, three..!" 

On three, Kate's mother blew hard, extinguishing both the candles. A cheer went up from Kate's entire family, and soon people began to spread out around the table, taking their seats for slices of cake. 

"Can somebody put a bib on Kate for me?" Charlene asked, as she dealt with slicing the cake and dishing it out. 

Kate didn't even see who did it, but sure enough, a moment later a bib was being fastened around her neck from behind, a gentle pat on her shoulder reassuring the apparently nervous baby. Kate blushed, pouting as she looked down at the seaside-themed bib she was now wearing, tugging gently at it to see if it would come off. 

"Here," Aunt Tina said, as she approached. "Cake, for the baby- I mean birthday- girl." 

For just a moment, the slice of cake that was slid onto the tray seemed to sparkle. But then it stopped, and Kate found herself licking her lips at the sight of a big slab of yellow cake and pink and white frosting in front of her. She was still pretty hungry, apparently, and she just hadn't noticed 'til now. 

The teen's hand reached out for cake, trying to carefully pick up the whole slice and nibble one end. 

"Wha!" Kate exclaimed, as her palm pressed down hard into the top of the cake, smearing icing on her hand. "That's not right..." 

Kate tried again, clenching her hand muscles in an attempt to pick the cake up. Instead, her hand closed completely, crumpling half of the birthday treat into a pile of icing and crumbs. Whimpering, Kate pulled her hand back, uncertainly. 


So far, whatever was happening today hadn't affected her too much, just the people around her... or so she'd thought. But then again, she had been wetting herself... And now she found herself unable to use her arms correctly, her sense of pressure and force totally out of wack. It made her feel just like the big, diapered toddler she was being treated as. 

Kate had  a small frown on her face as she looked around at everybody else using a fork or spoon to eat, some of them managing what she couldn't and picking little pieces up with their hands instead. Kate knew it would be pointless to ask for cutlery herself - for one thing, nobody would understand her request, thinking it was just baby babble. 


For another, Kate didn't think she'd have any more luck using a fork than her hands. She sighed... 

Well, if people saw her as a baby... She may as well act like it, she thought to herself. 

Hesitantly, Kate lifted her icing covered hand to her mouth, sloppily licking the pinkness off. It tasted as sweet as she'd hoped, and while her face was bright red, nobody seemed to be batting an eyelash at the sight of her messily eating her 'birthday cake'. 

Almost sure now that nobody was judging her for acting 'like a baby', Kate grabbed a big handful of the cake, pressing the gooey sweetness into her mouth. At least half of it didn't make it inside, dropping onto the tray below, flecks of icing and cake crumbs on the teen toddler's bib. 

"Whoops!" Kate giggled to herself, finding it almost a fun challenge to try and eat with such limited control. "Baby made a little mess!" 

Kate scooped up what she'd dropped, and shoved it and several fingers into her mouth. The cake was good and sweet, and she wiggled happily in her damp diaper as she ate, barely noticing the feeling of it growing heavier and thicker between her legs as her body wet without any input from her. 

So engrossed in eating the cake now, Kate didn't even notice that Aunt Tina was watching her from across the room. 

And she was smirking again. 

*** 

By the time she'd finished the cake, Kate could tell her diaper was soaking wet. She could feel dampness around the cuffs, and the padding inside had swollen so much her thighs were forced apart. 


Wrinkling up her face in discomfort, Kate squirmed from side to side, not enjoying the sensation of pee against her skin. She hadn't thought the diaper could get much bigger when she first put it on, but she was definitely being proved wrong now, as the SAP inside strained against the outer plastic, swollen with her urine. 

"Baby girl's all done, hm?" Kate's mother said in a sing-song voice, approaching Kate with a wet wipe. "Well, let's get those mitts cleaned off..." 

"Gah! Mom!" Kate squealed in protest as her hand was grabbed, her mother running the wipe over it again and again to clear it of icing. "Stop that!" 

"Don't fuss, Katherine," Charlene said, distractedly, as she cleaned off Kate's other hand. 

Finally, she grabbed another wipe, spreading it across Kate's face and swiftly removing the cake that had ended up there. Not expecting the cold touch on her blushingly hot cheeks, Kate squirmed away, turning her head this way and that with her eyes closed until the wipe was gone. 

"There, fresh as a daisy!" Kate's mother said in a chipper voice as she pulled away the tray from the high chair. "...Or are you?" 

"MOM!" Kate gasped in loud protest as her mother's hand lifted her skirt, squeezing the crotch of her diaper shamelessly. 


Kate didn't think her face could get any redder as her mom palpated the mass of squishy wetness between her thighs, frowning as she evaluated how badly Kate needed to be changed. The humiliation made Kate want to disappear, but she was still up high, on display, with everybody thinking she was nothing but a stupid baby. 

"Is she wet, Char?" Aunt Tina asked, seemingly appearing out of nowhere. 

"Very," Kate's Mom replied, finally pulling her hand away with a sigh. "I'll have to change her before I can have her open gifts..." 

"Well, babies are going to wet themselves, aren't they?" Aunt Tina said pointedly, smirking as she looked right at Kate as if talking to her. "They just can't help filling their diapers..." 

Kate's heart pumped frantically as her big eyes met her Aunt's narrowed ones, seeing the smirk on her face. She knew! Somehow she knew, and she was teasing Kate. 

"I can change her," Aunt Tina offered. "So you can get on with cleaning up." 

"You're a lifesaver, sis," Charlene said with a relieved smile. "Be a good girl, baby Kate!" 

"Oh, I think Kate's going to be a very good girl for me, aren't you, sweetie?" 

Kate gulped, and nodded slowly. Aunt Tina seemed to be unaffected by this... curse... or whatever it was. And Kate wanted to stay on her good side, just in case she could help. 

Bib removed, Kate gasped as she was lifted out of the chair, one hand supporting her squishy bottom below the dress. As if to make it even more embarrassing on purpose, Tina happily bounced Kate on her arm, the wet diaper squishing against her rump as she was carried to the center of the living room. 

Kate looked around at all the people sitting and talking on the couches, some standing, all of them smiling or enjoying themselves. They didn't pay any attention as Kate was carried through them, but fear rose in her chest as her pulse raced, praying frantically that Tina wasn't going to change her right in the middle of the room... 

"I know what you're thinking," her Aunt whispered in her ear with a giggle. "But I'm sorry, kiddo. Babies don't have any choice in where they're changed - and nobody cares, anyway." 

Kate gulped, blushing as she was laid down on the floor, her dress pushed up and exposing her soaking wet padding. She covered her bright red face with her hands, peeking out shyly through them at everybody, sure they were all watching... 

"Oh don't be silly," Aunt Tina continued, pulling the changing bag towards herself. "Everybody just sees a helpless toddler when they look at you. I'm the only one who knows you're actually an adult." 

Kate pulled one hand away, and looked up at her smiling Aunt. 

"How come?" she asked. 


"Because I'm the one who cast the spell to make everybody see you as a baby," Tina said simply, as she reached for the tapes of Kate's wet nappy. "Duh!" 

"Y-you, you what?!" Kate hissed, looking around, worried somebody would overhear her and realize she wasn't really a baby - and shriek in alarm at the sight of her laying there in an enormous soaked pair of pampers. "You're a witch?" 

"Nobody can understand you, either," Tina pointed out. "Or somebody would have come when you were yelling at your Mom. All they heard then was a crying toddler being dressed up for a party." 

Kate gulped, trembling as she watched Aunt Tina pull the sodden front of the diaper away from her crotch. The cool wipe on her skin felt refreshing, but knowing Tina knew she wasn't really a baby, was fully aware that Kate was a teenage girl... It made the whole process far more embarrassing than her mother diapering her. 

"Anyway, yes, I'm a witch. You- we -have a long history of magic, in our family," Tina went on, wiping Kate slowly clean. "Nobody else in my generation ever showed 'the gift', but I think you just might, as well." 

"When you started acting like a brat yesterday, I was willing to let it slide at first. But after you left me to do all the work here, and had such an attitude, I got so angry. I decided to teach you a lesson." 

Kate blushed, turning away from Tina as she easily lifted her bottom into the air, sliding the dirty diaper away. Then this whole thing had been her own fault, in a way. If she hadn't acted like a child earlier, she wouldn't be being treated like one now... 

"It seemed like you enjoyed some parts of it," Tina added, with a grin, and Kate turned even redder, but couldn't stop her shy nod. "So it's not all bad, right?" 

"I... yeah," Kate mumbled. "I guess not. I'm sorry for being such a brat before. I've really learned my lesson, I promise." 

"Oh have you now?" Aunt Tina asked, powdering Kate's backside generously as she began to pull the fresh, thick diaper up between her legs once more. "In that case... I could let you change back right now..." 

Kate looked up eagerly, wanting that very much... but having a feeling her suddenly-very-interesting Aunt was going to offer her another choice she might like as well. 

"Or you could agree to spend the rest of the day as a baby. And I'll teach you how to use your powers." 

The thought of spending the next 5 or 6 hours in a diaper unable to control her bladder didn't appeal to Kate, but she really wanted to understand how to use magic. She'd only met a handful of magic users in her life before this, and had had no idea she might have any talent for it... 

Weighing up her options, it was easy to see the 'right' choice was to agree and endure the rest of the day as an infant. But it still made her feel ashamed to agree to that - giving up her pride and saying, essentially 'yes, please treat me like an infant, I want that'... Even if it was for a greater cause. 

"Okay," Kate finally said, her cheeks pink. "I'll do it. I want to learn how to use my powers as well." 

"That's a good little girl," Tina chuckled, as she finally did Kate's new diaper back up. "I think next they're going to have you open birthday presents. Won't that be fun, hm?" 

Kate nodded shyly as she was sat up, aware of the thickness of the new diaper as it refused to give way with her movements. 


"Fair warning," Aunt Tina continued with a wicked smile. "I have something special planned for later today." 

"Yeah," Kate said with a sigh. "I bet you do." 

*** 

The next hour was full of minor embarrassments, but Kate got through them all. It was true that her mother wanted her to open presents, and a camcorder was pointed right at Kate's face to catch the 'baby's reactions as she unwrapped things. 

The presents were things like toys, bottles, soft books made for toddlers... Kate didn't know what her face looked like to the gathered crowd of adults, but after every gift they laughed or clapped or 'aww'ed, while she frowned or rolled her eyes at the childish treatment forced upon her. 


Sort-of forced, she thought to herself. At least she had something of a choice now... 

Shortly after the last present was opened, Kate felt her eyelids beginning to droop. Another way she'd been affected by Tina's spell that she hadn't noticed - she was exhausted already. Before Kate knew what was happening, she fell asleep on the arm of the couch, much to the amusement of the other party guests. 

"Looks like it's naptime," Uncle Dan mused, while one of her siblings snapped a photo of the adorable sleeping baby. "Cutie, ain't she?" 

"She certainly is," Aunt Tina replied, with a giggle, only her seeing Katie as she truly appeared. "Char, maybe you should put her down for a nap..." 

"Mmm," Charlene agreed, and Tina's eyes fluttered open briefly as she was moved onto her mother's lap, a finger sliding into her diaper's legcuff to check her wetness. "She doesn't need a change yet.... Everybody wait her, I'll take her up to bed." 

Kate felt herself being lifted again, but she was too tired to care. As she faded in and out of consciousness, she felt herself being undressed, a pink t-shirt pulled over her head in place of the frilly dress. When a pacifier pushed asgainst Kate's lips, she took it happily, sucking on it as she was laid gently down to sleep. 

"Goodnight, baby," Charlene muttered, stroking her little girl's hair. "Mommy loves you." 

"Mmf... luv you..." Kate mumbled around her binky - as she fell into a deep, babyish sleep. 

*** 

Kate awoke to bars all around her, and was momentarily confused. 

Then she felt the heavy wetness of the diaper between her thighs, and remembered what had happened. With a soft groan, the teenage girl sat up, wondering where her mother had even gotten such a big crib from... Kate peered up towards the top of the bars. She didn't think she'd be able to climb out of there on her own... Maybe she could just sleep through the rest of the day, here? 

A loud rumbling from her stomach made Kate realize that wasn't an option, and she gulped, hard. The sensation of needing to use the bathroom was so overwhelming, it must have woken her up... Kate groaned in discomfort as a wave of cramps swept over her, cold sweat breaking out on her forehead. 

"Oh sh-sh-... sugar," Kate groaned, finding herself unable to swear. "I need to get out of here before I poop myself..." 


Unsteadily, Kate pulled herself up using the bars of the crib, her chest level with the upper bar. She whimpered as she tried in vain to pull herself up and out of her infantile prison, tears of panic and discomfort beading at the corners of her eyes. 

"Oww... God, somebody, please come!" Kate yelled, hoping one of the noisy voices from downstairs could hear her. "Ngghhh... Please!" 

Kate grit her teeth in desperation, her pacifier having fallen out while she slept. Her body's cramping was getting more and more insistent, and Kate's breathing was heavy and strained as she tried hard not to soil herself. Just a few more moments, and she'd be out of the woods. 

"Oh God, this can't be happening, this can't be happening!" Kate muttered to herself over and over in a mortified tone, her legs locking as she trembled, clenching her muscles as hard as she could to hold back the mess inside. "Please, somebody let me out!" 

But nobody came. Whimpering, tears spilling down her cheeks like a real toddler, Kate's nails dug into the white paint of the crib. She groaned, feeling her guts churn painfully once more... And then with a soft grunt, she felt her bowels beginning to empty into her diapers. 

"NGGHH! GNNHH!" Kate grunted, straining, not sure if she was pushing her muscles to hold everything in - or push everything out. "Ohhh GAWD... I'm pooping my diaper!" 

Her face was bright red from exertion, screwed up in effort as she emptied the contents of her bowels into the soaked back of her diaper. She could feel it starting to sag, the back bulging out as she trembled and moaned, more poop filling up the seat of her padding with every contraction of her muscles. Red hot shame burned on her cheeks as she finally finished loading her diapers with her own mess, reaching behind herself in disbelief. 

"Oh God, I can feel it!" Kate moaned miserably as she felt the large lump in the seat of her diaper now, heavy and hot in her hands even through the plastic. "Th-this sucks so much!" 

Kate's eyes welled up with tears once more. The rush of endorphins that came from no longer holding back her mess hit her like a truck, and she suddenly found herself crying like an infant, humiliation and relief combining awkwardly as she fell back down onto her messy rump. The poor teenage girl winced at the feeling of the warm load spreading across her rear, sobbing harder, howling really, as she sat in her own mess like a helpless baby, crying loudly until somebody came to change her. 

Unfortunately for Kate, somebody did. 

"Hey hey hey, what's this noise about?" 

Kate gasped at the sound of that voice. It couldn't be... The world... Her aunt... Wouldn't be so cruel, would it? But as she stopped crying, giving a big sniff, the person standing in front of her was unmistakeable. 


It was Tyrell - the boy she'd had a crush on since she could remember... And he'd caught her in a diaper full of her own shit, crying like a baby. Seeing him there overwhelmed Kate again, and she threw her head back, crying even harder once more. Tyrell chuckled, quickly pulling down the side of the crib to let Kate out. She cringed as he lifted her out, his hand pressing the soiled diaper against her backside, but soon she was being laid down on a changing mat sized for an extra large baby. 

"Shh, shh shh, it's okay, kiddo," Tyrell said in a soft voice that Kate had only dreamed of hearing until now - although she wished it could have been under different circumstances... "Don't worry... I have a little sister. I'm used to changing stinky baby diapers." 

Kate sniffed hard again, blinking away tears as she peered curiously up at Tyrell. Her heart thudded excitedly as he smiled at her, just for her. Seeing her cheer up a little, Tyrell reached down and tickled the teen's side, making her squeal and giggle happily, despite the mess in her britches. 

"Peeyuuww," Tyrell said, holding his nose as he grinned. "Somebody really had to go poopy, didn't they? I'm surprised you're not already potty-trained. You look old enough for it." 

Kate blushed - Tyrell didn't know just how true that was. 

"Let's see the damage," Tyrell muttered, grimacing as he gingerly peeled open the diaper. 


Kate looked away shyly as Tyrell discovered the big poop she'd made, feeling it sticking to her backside as the diaper moved. He made a soft 'huh' noise as he reached for the wipes, cleaning away the worst of the mess with the front of the diaper. 

"Well, it looks like we got lucky here, kiddo," Tyrell remarked. "Most of it's on your tushy, not your... uh... Girl parts." 

Now Tyrell blushed, even though as far as he knew he was talking to a baby. Kate giggled, finding herself chewing on her thumb shyly as she watched Tyrell start wiping her clean. 


The gentle touch as he slid the wipes across her messy backside felt good, and Kate found her pulse quickening as Tyrell slowly cleaned her up. Each successive wipe came away less and less brown, and every time Tyrell touched Kate she found herself more and more squirmy and excited. 


She felt guilty about it, because Tyrell definitely thought she was a baby, but she just couldn't help it... As Tyrell finished cleaning off her poopy bottom, he lifted the diaper up, off of the changing mat, balling it up with the wipes to be thrown away. Kate's legs twitched, watching with hungry eyes as the object of her affections grabbed another wipe, swiping it down across her mound. 

"Oooo," Katie moaned, knowing Tyrell wouldn't hear her. "Oh gosh..." 

This felt very different to having her Aunt wipe her up, and Kate was incredibly embarrassed by her body's responses. As Tyrell took a wipe and pressed it between Kate's folds, she gasped, feeling his fingertip brush her stiffened clit, sending jolts of electricity up and down her spine. Biting her lip, Kate pushed her hips up urgently, whimpering, wanting more of Tyrell's intimate touching... 

"Whoa!" Tyrell said suddenly, with an awkward laugh. "Uh, I think that's enough cleaning for now..." 

He pulled the wipe away, and Kate's bottom dropped onto the mat, pouting. Tyrell chuckled, shaking his head in disbelief. He was uncomfortable - but little Kate was just a baby, she had no idea what she was doing. 

"Let's get those naughty bits covered up," Tyrell said quickly, slipping another thick diaper underneath Kate's backside. "And then I'll take you back downstairs to join the other guests." 

Kate huffed softly, but nodded, as she felt the diaper being swiftly brought up between her thighs. The clean padding felt much nicer against her bare backside, and soon it was done up tightly, leaving her unable to touch - or let anybody else touch - her private parts. She was as chaste as a toddler should be, and the thought made her feel at once very safe and very shy. 

"That's better," Tyrell said. "Let's go." 

Kate clung to him, arms around his neck as he carried her down the stairs after putting the dirty diaper in the genie. She breathed in his scent deeply, the comforting notes of sandalwood and coconut making her feel protected and safe. 


As they arrived downstairs, many of the adults cooed in delight - the party was winding down, and as people left, they were happy to say goodbye to the crinkly guest of honor. Kate herself managed several sleepy nods of acknowledgment, resting her head against Tyrell's chest as she felt his heart slowly beating. Somehow a pacifier had found it's way into her mouth, and Kate found herself drifting off as she relived the days events. 

She'd been naked in front of her crush! Sure... She'd had her diaper changed, and she was poopy, but... The memory of Tyrell looking down at her so adoringly gave Kate butterflies. She clung to him happily, part of her hoping this moment would never end, even if she had to be in diapers to enjoy it. She'd be Tyrell's baby girl, if that was what he wanted... 

Kate smirked, a little. Heck... With Tina's magic, she could make him HER baby girl, instead... 

With a yawn, Kate nuzzled against Tyrell as the voices around her slowly faded into the background. 

She would just take a short nap. 

*** 

Kate jerked awake to the sound of voices - although she wasn't sure who's voices, or what they said. 

"Whu-?" she asked groggily, rubbing the sleep out of her eyes clumsily. 

"I said, are you going to get up to help with the birthday party?" her mother's voice demanded, and Kate's eyes sprung open. 

The room looked completely normal, and as she sat up and looked down at the couch, Kate noticed she wasn't wearing any frilly dress or thick diaper. Instead, her skinny jeans were back on... She must have fallen asleep in the living room. 

"Um. Sure," Kate mumbled groggily as she stood up. "Let me... *yaawn* just go get out some of the supplies." 

Had that really all been a dream? Kate couldn't be sure... It felt so real, but then again, dreams sometimes did, didn't they? 


Even if it was a dream, Kate was determined to commit fully to helping with the party this time. She felt incredibly guilty for leaving Tina alone with all the responsibility, resolving to apologize from her heart the next time she saw her aunt. Her mind grappling with what exactly she'd imagined as she napped on the couch, and why she'd had such detailed fantasies about wearing diapers, Kate wasn't paying much attention as she opened the closet... 

But as she saw the giant high chair folded up and standing right in the middle, Kate gasped, jaw dropping at what she saw. It had been real! 

With trembling hands, Kate reached out to pull the note attached off of the high chair, cheeks pink as she realized she really had done all those things in her 'dream'. How embarrassing! 

Turning the note over in her hands, Katie slowly read what was written there: 

Nice job, baby, 

I'll be back soon to teach you about magic, 

love, Aunt T 

Kate gulped, but then let a soft smile spread slowly across her face. She couldn't wait to use the new powers that Tina would be showing her soon... 

And maybe she'd return to being a baby again sometimes... just for a day... Or two. 

End. 

Other Books by Amelia Hobbes:

● Her Pampered Fantasies pt 1, 2 and 3 bundle - anthology of 3 shorts showing a new ABDL girl exploring saucy diapered situations for the first time.
 

● Daddy’s Padded Babygirl - Her First Time in Diapers - Gentle loving DDLG ABDL first time short
 

● Regressed into a Toddler - in front of her Crush! - Nonsexual physical age regression short.

OEBPS/image_8.jpg
‘\
e R

“

\ /14

b Birthda

TR





