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Chapter 1 - Suggestions

"You want me to do WHAT?"

The windows shook with the force of Stella Labelle's outburst - an outburst so strong it sent her over-sized pacifier flying out of her mouth. Sitting in the middle of her adult sized crib, she gawped at her guardian, waiting for the words Hemera had just said to start making sense.

"I want you to enroll in Three Oaks University, as a real student," Aunt Hemera patiently repeated. "I think you ought to get out of the house more."

Hemera Savas was the president - formerly, the dean - of Three Oaks University, so it wasn’t a totally random request. That had been one of the reasons that Stella’s parents had chosen Hemera to be their daughter’s guardian, in the highly unlikely event of their deaths.

Not unlikely enough, sadly. When Stella was very young, her parents died in a car accident, and Hemera found herself stepping into the role of ‘Auntie’ for her best friends’ child.

With Hemera’s help, Stella had been given the finest private education until she was 14. Then, finally, Hemera allowed Stella to study independently, corresponding with teachers all over the globe. She had earned qualification after qualification - but had rarely set foot in a classroom until she started auditing after her 18th birthday.

"But... but, I already sit in on so many classes now!" Stella complained - she'd been reluctant to do even that, at first, but her aunt had persuaded her there was value in having a knowledgeable professor to ask for help during or after class.

"And how many people do you talk to in those classes, Stella?"

Stella swallowed, snuggling her stuffed toy dragon 'Sammy' to her chest, pouting cutely. Hemera had to fight to keep herself from giggling. Goodness, Stella really did still look like that little girl she'd taken in so long ago.

Of course, that wasn't helped by what she was wearing. Stella was thickly diapered every night, and the babyish knit pajamas she was wearing did nothing to conceal that. They might have even been designed to accentuate it, since they were made by an ABDL company.

Hemera was not an ageplayer herself, but she knew all about her adopted niece's interest. It had started off with diapers just at bedtime, when Stella couldn't stop wetting the bed. Over time, those became a way for Stella to comfort herself, way before she was old enough to have any shame about it.

One day, Hemera had come home from work, to find 12-year-old Stella poring over a hefty tome with the words 'UNUSUAL VESTISMS: PARAPHILIAS EXPLAINED' on the spine. Hemera’s eyebrows shot up - what exactly had her wife let Stella find in their household library?

"Hello, Auntie," Stella had said, lisping slightly due to her braces. "Did you have a nice day at work?"

"I did..." Hemera replied, trying not to appear concerned. "...What's that you're reading?"

"Oh, it's all about paraphilias! I told Auntie Rhirhi I was feeling funny about my diapers, and she recommended it..."

"Did she, indeed?"

"Oh yes! In fact, I'm sure she was right! From reading this book it sounds like I'm an infantilist... Um... not a sexual one, though," Stella hastened to add. "But who knows what puberty will bring! It’s not uncommon for adult babies - that’s another word for it - to develop their interests when they’re even younger…"

Over the years Stella had developed much more social grace and realized that her kink was something to be kept private, much to Hemera's relief. Her bedroom was decorated like a nursery, at her request, but she was careful to keep any overtly babyish attire in her room. Hemera accepted the girl’s interest, but she knew it was a little odd. She wasn't hurting anybody, though, so it was probably fine.

"You're hiding yourself away," Hemera continued. "Refusing to socialize. I don't like to see my niece alone up here all the time, with no friends."

Stella’s eyes narrowed in suspicion.

"...Is this actually about the fact I'm an ABDL..? Are you trying to get me to ‘grow out’ of it? Because I don’t think that’s going to happen-"

"No, little star. It's about a severe lack of social interaction with your peers,” Hemera interrupted her adoptive niece, quickly. “Forgive me for saying it, but it seems your only friends are myself, Aunt Rhiannon… and Sammy here.”

Stella huffed, but Hemera had more to say:

“I’m glad you value your education so much,” she went on. “But part of the value of college, and school in general, is forging real friendships.”

“You and Auntie Rhiannon are real friends!”

“Yes, but we’re much older,” Hemera replied. “You need friends your own age. Peers, like I said. Besides, your aunt and I would like to travel one day. We won’t always be around.”

Stella squeezed Sammy tightly, picking up on the double meaning. It didn’t seem like her adopted Aunt was going to let this go easily.

"Well... can't I at least keep sleeping here?" Stella asked after a moment’s thought. "I mean, you drive to the campus every day, I don't see why I should have to live in the dorms."

"I don’t think I’d be doing you any favors if I agreed to that," Hemera replied, her voice firm but gentle. "Living in a dorm will be good for you. You’ll grow up and move away one day, sooner than either of us expect- it'll be good for you to get used to having housemates."

"But, but, what about... you know! All this!" Stella stammered, blushing as she gestured to herself. "It’s not like college students would accept… an adult baby. Not everybody is like you, Auntie.”

"I think you would be surprised. Maybe if you give people a chance, they'll shock you in a positive way."

"Pah!"

"...And if not, you don't have to reveal anything you don't want to," Hemera continued. "You can keep everything secret, if you're careful."

Stella wrinkled her nose, frowning. She was all out of reasonable arguments. The last card she had to play was this - she was a legal adult now, and her aunt could no longer tell her what to do.

...But Hemera had anticipated that, as well.

"Stella, I know you aren't thrilled by the idea of staying in a dorm," she said. "And you're an adult, so I can't force you to do anything you don't want to. But I've been supporting you and funding your... unique lifestyle... for a long time now."

"...Are you going to cut me off?"

"No - let me finish, please. I'm just saying, I think I’ve proven I’m not trying to get you to go because I think you’re lazy, or a burden, or I don’t like your, ah, infantilism,” Hemera said, blushing just a little. “I just think it would be good for you. And I hope, after all this time, you might trust my judgment on that matter.”

“But-”

“Shh,” Hemera said sharply. “I’m just asking you to try it. Just for a semester. And, if you decide you don't like it, I won't bring it up again.”

Seeing Stella’s frown wobble, Hemera pulled out the big guns:

“Please, just try. For your Auntie Mera, little star?"

Stella blushed at the use of those childhood nicknames, her fingers reaching across the bed to grab her pacifier. She turned it over in her fingers, squeezing the rubbery nipple, and then sighed.

"Okay, fine," she grumbled. "I'll try it."

"Thank you, sweetheart," Hemera said, sighing with relief that Stella was finally going to get out of the house. "I appreciate you taking the time to listen to me..."

Stella leaned into the hug her adoptive Aunt offered, nuzzling against her like she was very small. She didn't want to make Hemera uncomfortable, but the innocent, platonic affection she sometimes showed often made Stella feel like a little kid again. She shivered and relaxed into the snuggle, feeling her bladder starting to empty into her padding, soaking it slowly. There was a hot blush on her cheeks as her body simply did what came naturally, tension leaving it as her muscles relaxed.

"I'll see you in the morning," Hemera said, as Stella gently released her aunt from the hug, blushing as she continued to secretly wet her diaper. "And we can start talking about when you'll move into the dorms."

"Okay, Auntie," Stella said, her voice becoming muffled as she re-inserted her pacifier. "...Love 'oo."

"Love you too. Night."

The door closed behind her, and Stella stared up at the glow-in-the-dark stars on her ceiling until she fell asleep.




Chapter 2 - Introductions

"So you're really Savas' niece, huh?"

Months later, Stella was at her dorm, about to move in. The blonde in front of her eyed her up and down appraisingly, a toothpick in her mouth, the snug-fitting plaid button-up she wore accentuating her muscles. Before she'd even spoken, Stella had been looking her over just as intently, examining the tanned skin and smattering of freckles across Harley's face. There were a handful of tiny scrapes and scars here and there - a small one right under her eye seemed fresh.

'She probably works outside. Some kind of laborer? An agricultural degree - or maybe she's just working to pay for college-"

"Uh, Stella?"

"What? Sorry!" Stella exclaimed, blushing - usually her zoning out wasn't a problem, but then again she did spend most of her days with just her two aunts. "I just, uh... I was thinking about something."

"Right. So anyway - you're Savas' niece?"

"Um... yeah. Sort of? She’s my adoptive guardian. We’re not blood related." Stella responded, not sure if there was a deeper meaning to Harley's words as she swung the door to the dorm open. "Is that... ok?"

"Oh, it's fine, just wondered how much she told ya about us," Harley replied, sounding uninterested. "Anything interesting?"

"Um. Not really? Sorry."

Harley just nodded, leading Stella into the center area of the room. Sitting on the couch was a scrawny girl dressed in baggy athletic shorts and a loose tank top - Stella thought she was a boy at first, but she could see her bra through the opening in the tank. She was playing a handheld video game - but she looked up and nodded at Stella before going back to it.

Beside her, a dark-skinned woman with puffy hair dyed blue and pink was snoring loudly, her limbs crumpled up and her face smooshed against a couch cushion. Harley clucked her tongue affectionately at the sight.

"These two vagabonds're Rosie and Valentina," Harley explained. "Rosie likes to party - don't know how she does it, I can't keep up myself. She's a hell of an economics student, too."

"And Val... well, I'm sure she does something other than sit on her ass playing video games all day."

"You're just saying that cuz you’re jealous that I'm better than you," Val shot back, grinning.

"At video games?" Harley asked, a smirk on her lips.

"At anything!" Valentina replied. “Athletics too, obviously. I bet I could kick your ass at any sport you throw at me… ya big baby…”

“Oh, I’m the big baby now, huh?” Harley said, her tone halfway between amused and irritated. “Sounds like you’re the one who’s looking t’get their ass beat…”

Stella's eyes widened as she saw Harley reach down to roll up her sleeves, those powerful forearms revealed as she took a step forward. Oh god! It was her first day in college, and her dorm-mates were about to get into a literal fist fight right in front of her!

"Woah! Girls! There's no need to fight!" Stella cried out urgently, jumping in front of Harley. "Harley, put your fists away! I'm sure you can discuss this like rational adults..."

Val and Harley both froze up, Harley's face turning a deep shade of red. She released her shirt cuff, and Valentina snickered quietly behind her hand. Awkward silence fell for a moment - Stella frowned, feeling confused. Were all people her age this... volatile?

"Aw, sorry, sugar," Harley eventually said. "I sorta forgot you were here. Val and I were just kidding around, don’t mind us.”

"Oh yeah? So you’re saying you’re not gonna follow through?" Val challenged, but Harley shot her a look. "...Right, yeah. Just kidding. Sorry if it bothered you."

The scrappy-looking girl frowned, staring down at her game. Stella wasn't sure exactly what she had said, but she knew she had made some kind of social faux pas. Fortunately, she had read that a good way to diffuse an awkward situation was to start a conversation about something else. Hurriedly looking around her room, her eyes widened at the rainbow flag hanging off of one wall.

"Oh, wow... is that a pride flag?" she asked. "Like from a parade?"

"Yup, it is," Harley replied, grinning - then let her smile grow bitter and tight. "Hope ya don't have a problem with queers, or we'll have a problem with you, understand?"

"Oh! God, no! I'm uh... I'm bisexual myself," Stella mumbled, face bright red - she'd only really come out to her aunts before now. At least this was a part of her she could share with her dorm mates...

"No problem, then," Harley said, the warmth back in her smile. "I'm a lesbian. Val and Rosie are bi as well-"

"Rosie's pan," Valentina interrupted.

"Ah, yeah," Harley agreed. "She likes that flag better."

"Anyway, other than these two, you'll probably see our friend Diamond here a lot," she went on. "She has a kid, lives in the city with her husband. He's a regular homemaker and a real sweetie but it's pretty hectic with a toddler underfoot. So she likes t'come and work here."

"I see," Stella said, not sure what she was supposed to say.

"We let Di take the single bedroom over there most of the time," Harley continued. "Valentina's in that other one."

"...And... there are no other single rooms?" Stella asked, a look of slowly-dawning horror on her face. "Right?"

"Nope."

"I uh... I really thought I would be getting a single room..."

Stella felt her fingers getting slippery with sweat around her rolling suitcase's handle. She'd already been stressed about sharing a dorm with other girls, now she was expected to share her personal space with a stranger? Even without the diapers, that idea made her stomach churn. And how would she ever hide her bedwetting now!?

"Nah, you're rooming with Hilda," Harley said, not noticing Stella’s growing panic. "She's real sweet. You'll meet her later today, she's at the farm right now helping with lambing season."

Great. Her roommate was an established member of the community hierarchy here... Stella was an interloper... she could never expect her own wishes to hold any weight here! She'd have to just accept whatever the other girls told her was law.

Stella was so caught up in her own racing thoughts that she didn't notice she was being led to another door. Still not aware anything was wrong, Harley pushed the door open and gestured for Stella to go inside, smiling at her.

"I'll let ya check out your room," she said. "I'm the RA here so let me know if ya have any questions, okay?"

"Okay... thank you..."

The door swung shut, and Stella sighed, looking around the bedroom hopelessly. It was immediately clear which bed was hers, thank goodness - no chance there'd be an awkward misunderstanding about that! Stella's roommate's bed had pastel pink sheets on, and her wall was covered in various inspirational quotes in calligraphic fonts, many of them over photographs of nature scenes. Not the kind of decor Stella was interested in - but kind of sweet, she supposed.

Laying on top of the neatly-made bed was a large, fluffy white rabbit plush with a pink t-shirt on. That brought a smile to Stella's face.

"At least I know my roommate is okay with plushies," she said, unzipping the top pouch of her bag to pull out Sammy the Dragon. "Maybe she and Sammy will be friends..."

Giggling at her own silly comments, Stella lifted her case onto the bed and laid it on its side, opening the main zipper slowly. Inside were clothes, plenty of books... and a full pack of diapers. They were the ugly medical kind, decorated with straight lines and wetness indicators, ID numbers printed joylessly down their middle.

Stella frowned as she gingerly opened the bag, careful not to make too much noise. There was less risk of being found out if she reduced the number of steps she needed to take tonight, when her roommate might be around.  That meant getting out a diaper now - and sliding it under her pillow.

These diapers weren't the kind Stella would ever wear at home. She preferred pastel purples and cute prints, and much thicker, crinklier plastic. But if she got caught with these, at least her dorm-mates would probably leave her alone. They'd just think she had a medical issue...

Stella unpacked most of her suitcase in silent contemplation. She hid the diapers at the back of her closet and closed the door, hoping nobody would be nosy enough to peek in there.

With her clothes put away, Stella picked up several books and placed them upright on her bedside table. She hesitated as she grabbed the last one - when she lifted it up, her pacifier was laying underneath.

"At least this should be easy to hide," she mumbled, as she carefully picked it up. "...I wish I could have brought one of the cuter ones, though. But it's just too risky..."

The pacifier was a plain white NUK 5, with nothing special about it. If questioned, Stella even had the box it came in, proclaiming its use as a medical, therapeutic tool. She'd hemmed and hawwed and made several pros and cons lists when trying to decide whether she should bring it, but in the end she'd decided it would be a useful tool to combat college stress...

Speaking of which... Stella's heart was still racing. Her eyes wandered back to the door, confirming it was closed. Good...

The latex pacifier nipple tasted funny in her mouth - probably because it was new - but quietly sucking on it helped to relax her. She sat down on her bed, hugging Sammy to her chest, and started rocking gently back and forth. It was a self-soothing motion she'd been performing since she was still a little baby for real, and it made her feel calmer right away.

Alone in her dorm room, Stella let her mind wander. She pictured herself being held tightly by someone - a big strong man, this time - rubbing her back, soothing her. Checking if she was wet...

Several quick raps on the door made Stella jolt upright, immediately pulling out the pacifier and clenching her fist around it tightly.

"Wh... what is it?"

"Hey, Stella! Do you want any pizza?" Val's harsh voice came through the door. "We're about to order some..."

"Um, uh... okay!"

Stella shoved the pacifier under her pillow along with the diaper, trying not to shake or show her surprise as she opened the door. Her heart was pounding worse than ever now. The excitement of nearly being caught was even making her feel hot between her legs, and she flushed as she thought about what a 'naughty girl' she was for being aroused right now.

It was only once she was in the living area again, working with Harley to get their pizza order worked out, that Stella had two realizations, one after another.

First, she’d been there for one day, and she was already being included in the group.

Second - being included actually felt really, really nice…




Chapter 3 - Naughty Thoughts

Now she was mostly moved in and she'd gotten a chance to chat to the other girls (well, just Val and Harley for now, but still), Stella was thinking this whole thing might not be so bad. Other than the diaper thing, obviously. Thinking about that gave her anxiety, so she tried to avoid it for now.

Stella had taken a walk around the grounds and visited the school library, and she was feeling more confident. Of course, she'd done all those things before, but they felt very different now that she was a student and not just 'the Dean's niece'. By the time she got back to the dorm, she was almost excited.

"Hey there!"

"AH!"

Stella jumped out of her skin as Rosie's face filled up her entire vision - the shorter girl giggled behind her hand, stepping back quickly as Stella tried to compose herself.

"Oops! Didn't mean to scare ya," she said, bouncing on her heels. "I just wanted to say hey! So... hey!"

"Um... hey," Stella replied, looking around Rosie for a way to get by her. "...Can I come in?"

"Oh! Sure, sorry! Mi casa es su casa!" Rosie said cheerily, as she stepped out of Stella's path. "And I mean that literally! Cuz your house really is my house! Cuuuuz we're roomies!"

"Uh huh... right," Stella mumbled, unsettled by the other woman's enthusiasm. "You're Rosie, right?"

"Yup! And you're Stella!" Rosie hopped over to where Valentina and Harley were sitting, playing some kind of card game. "And this is Val and Harleeeey..."

"She's met us, Rosie," Val said.

"Sorry about her," Harley remarked. "She's... energetic."

If Rosie was hurt by Harley's remark, she didn't show it. She just grinned even wider - if that were possible. Stella carefully slid her satchel off of her shoulder, and set it on the edge of the table. She pulled out a thick book, hoping to get to read it quietly, eyeing a comfy-looking chair in one corner of the room that seemed just right for a reading nook.

"Ooo... what ya got there?" Rosie asked. "A book? What's it about?"

"Oh, um. It's Descartes... Philosophy, you know?"

"Hmmm... nope! You must be a real smartypants to understand all those big words!"

Stella felt a blush creeping up the back of her neck, Rosie's playful, childish language threatening to make her feel very small indeed. She could only nod softly as Rosie went on about how clever she must be, and how she must make her Aunties so proud...

"...Hey," Rosie said, her voice suddenly slowing. "...Would it be okay if I gave you a hug? You look anxious."

"Oh, um, I... sure?"

Rosie didn't waste any time. In an instant, Stella was being snuggled against her chest, her hand reaching up to gently stroke her hair. Instant. Littlespace. Trigger. Stella flushed hot pink as she felt herself regressing, the gentle swaying back and forth as Rosie patted her making her feel even tinier.

"Aw, that's a good girl," Rosie said cheerfully. "Now make sure you behave yourself and don't get into any trouble while Auntie Rosie is busy, okay?"

"Uh huh," Stella mumbled in a small voice, as Rosie stepped away. She heard Val snicker, and Harley muttered something that sounded like 'can't help herself', but it was hard to focus on much except how tiny she felt. How did people in this house keep making her feel little?!

Stumbling slightly, Stella managed to get herself over to the comfy chair. It was several minutes before she remembered to open her book and at least pretend to be reading it.

***

An hour later, Stella glanced up from her book to see what Rosie and Val were doing. They'd set up a ping pong table, one side against the wall so it took up less space. Watching curiously, Stella saw Rosie pop the lids off of two bottles of beer, carefully pouring them out into red cups set on the table.

"Gonna join us, Harl?" Rosie asked, as the blonde stood up.

"Nah. I gotta call my family tonight," she replied. "You have fun, though."

She left, leaving silence in her wake until Rosie turned to Stella with a grin.

"How about you?"

"Me?! Oh, um... I don't drink... I mean, I've never done it before."

"Awww! Well, whenever you'd like to try, just let your Auntie Rosie know, okay?"

Those words made a blush rise to Stella’s cheeks. She’d called her primary guardians ‘Auntie’ for most of her life, so the word had strong connotations for her. Unbidden, fantasies of Rosie filled her mind once again. Cuddling Stella in her arms, cooing over her plush dragon, sliding a hand between her legs to check her diaper… Ugh!

Stella shook her head to clear it, cheeks burning brighter. Could she seriously not keep it together for one day? She had never had so many intrusive fantasies about people around her before.

‘Then again, until now I spent most of my time around my aunts. Well. Adoptive aunts. They’re not technically blood-related to me, so it wouldn’t be incest if-’

Ugh! Stella forcefully shoved that line of thought away, refusing to entertain it further. There was taboo - and then there was just plain wrong! Sometimes her thoughts seemed to have a mind of their own, running off in random directions until Stella herself was dizzy and reeling.

With an annoyed huff at her own unruly imagination, Stella tried to return to her book. The chair she was sitting in was cozy, especially lit by lamplight. The conversation between Valentine and Rosie babbled like a friendly stream, interrupted occasionally by the ‘tink’ of a ping-pong ball missing its mark - or, less frequently, the quiet ‘plop’ whenever one landed in a cup.

Stella yawned. After a few minutes more, she could feel she was starting to get tired. Something about the room was… really relaxing her. Her eyes began to droop as she tried to focus on reading. Her eyes just didn’t seem to want to… make out the words.

Her head sank lower and lower, until Stella’s chin dropped completely, jerking her awake again. That was too close for comfort! If she fell asleep out here, without a diaper… Stella bit her lip as the bookish girl’s thoughts ran away from her once again, imagining playful teasing, forced diapering, and other impossible scenarios if her dorm-mates found her sitting in a puddle of her own pee.

‘Okay, time to get back to reality!’

“Well, I’m going to bed!” Stella said abruptly as she stood up, completely failing to moderate her volume level.

“Seriously?” Val gawped. “It’s barely nine pm!”

“Yeah - I hope we didn’t do something to make you feel unwelcome,” Rosie added. “And I hope you’d feel safe enough to tell us, if you did! We all want to be your friends here!”

“Um, ah, no, it’s not like that,” Stella stammered, feeling her face heat up again. “I just need some rest. I’m falling asleep in the chair…”

Obviously, Stella did not mention the risk she’d be running if she let herself fall asleep in the front room. Instead, she finished her sentence with an awkward smile, reminding herself to meet Valentina’s curious eyes rather than instinctively looking away.

“...Well, if you’re tired, you gotta sleep, I guess,” Rosie shrugged. “It’s a shame you won’t get to meet Hilda tonight, though!”

“Yeah, I expected her to be back by now,” Val added. “Wonder what she’s up to…”

“It’s okay! Really,” Stella said, starting to head towards her bedroom. Her shared bedroom, she supposed.

“I’ll… I’ll see you girls in the morning. Goodnight!”

Val and Rosie’s replies were drowned out by the sound of Stella closing her door, feeling hot all over and shaking slightly. Social interaction with new people was… difficult for her, sometimes. When she met people for the first time, there was usually some script she could follow. Hello, how are you, lovely to meet you, and so on…

Every conversation after that was usually much, much more difficult. There were so many things you could talk about, and so many things you weren’t supposed to talk about. Ways to act, things to do with your face… Stella liked to talk about her studies, about mythology, or chemistry, or physics. But other people’s expressions tended to glaze over whenever she did. And Stella didn’t know what else to talk about, so…

While she was thinking, Stella reached under her pillow and pulled out the waiting diaper. Her thoughts turned to how she was going to put it on. Laying down was more baby-ish, so she usually preferred that. But it was easier to tape herself up when she stood, and she wanted to put on pajamas, too. So a different position would have to work.

Stella stripped off her clothes, placing them delicately in the hamper at the end of her bed. She opened up the diaper, feeling her pulse beginning to rise just from the soft, yielding plastic against her fingertips. With it unfolded, Stella held open the back wings and pressed herself backwards, into the wall, pinning the diaper against it. The space between the end of her bed and the wall was relatively small. Stella would usually have put her back against the door to the room - but her roommate had hung a mirror there, so this was the best option for now.

“Easy does it,” Stella muttered to herself. “Let’s not be too loud…”

Maybe she was paranoid. Still, Stella gently peeled open the tapes of the diaper, one at a time. She pulled the wings snug around her hips, sticking them down firmly in just the right places. As she padded herself up, the warmth in her chest grew, a spreading feeling of total comfort and relaxation that she only got from being in diapers. Soon the plastic was tight around her, hugging her curvy bottom and hips, the padding between her legs pushing apart her thighs just a little.

Breathing out through her nose, Stella looked down at herself, her hand sliding down to her groin. The feeling of the plastic against her palm was a sensory delight - it was smooth, rustling quietly, so different from the thick and extra-crinkly diapers Stella was used to. She gently groped at the bulge between her legs, one other hand sliding up to gently cup her breast. Her fingers pinched at one nipple, and Stella felt her breathing quicken as she rolled it gently between her fingers.

Obviously, she wasn’t about to masturbate herself to completion standing right there… As much as a naughty diaper girl like her… might want to… Stella bit her lip, forcing her hands to stop. She’d started rubbing herself through her diaper, hips rocking idly while she felt herself getting slicker and slicker.

‘Being surrounded by cute girls must be frying my brain!’ Stella thought to herself, as she pulled out her pajamas.

There was nothing overtly babyish about them. They were flannel pajamas, a purple and pink plaid, slightly oversized. But despite the extra room, Stella could still feel the crotch of the pajama bottoms pulled snug against her diaper, pressing it against her groin and buttocks. Looking at herself in the mirror, Stella’s ears felt suddenly hot.

The diaper was obvious. Very obvious. It bulged out in the crotch, sure. But it also rounded and flattened Stella’s buttocks, and when she turned around she could see a clear and distinct ‘thickness’ that jutted out. No human being had a rear that was so strangely-shaped.

‘I wonder what ‘Auntie Rosie’ would think, if I walked out there like this…’

Stella’s fantasy of being exposed as a diaper baby stirred her libido, making her feel silly with lust. In the mirror, reflection-Stella lifted her shirt and began tugging down the elastic waistband of her pajamas, sliding them just far enough to reveal the crotch of the diaper. The annoyingly medical wetness indicator stood out immediately, a glaring yellow stripe between bars of navy blue.

But, wetness indicators weren’t all bad… Stella relaxed her bladder’s muscles, the sphincter opening. She shivered from the sensation just before urine began to trickle out of her urethra and into the diaper.

Stella felt the heat and wetness of her own urine against her skin before she saw any change in the mirror. Second after second, more liquid flowed into her diaper. The absorbent material began to swell, the fluff inside wicking and spreading her naughty ‘accident’ further and further. Her chest rising and falling eagerly, Stella stared excitedly as the wetness indicator began to change color, blue spreading all along that yellow stripe, moving quickly now her crotch was soaked.

“Oh yes. I’m… I’m going pee-pee in my diaper…” she muttered as quietly as possible, staring as if entranced by what she could see. “I’m such a little-”

The noise of metal hardware shifting broke through the near-silence of the room. Time froze as the door handle began to turn.

Through her panic, Stella swore she heard Val pipe up a warning of ‘whoa, wait!’ to whoever was opening the door, but it was hard to be sure while blood was pounding so hard in her skull. It was was opening now, and Stella could see a slender wrist attached to an equally slender hand, grabbing the handle, swinging it open, to expose Stella just like in her fantasies…

This was no fantasy, though. With a panicked squeal, Stella reached out and lunged for the door with both hands, slamming it shut. The mirror on the door swung, banging hard against it. It trembled for a moment, but didn’t break. Stella thanked whatever higher power was looking over her for that, at least.

“Oh my! Oh!” A breathy voice on the other side of the door gasped. “I’m so sorry! I, I forgot I would be- oh goodness! I’m sorry!”

Stella was still flooded with adrenaline, fighting to decide what - if anything - she should say. The voice - Hilda? - kept talking, filling the space where Stella’s voice was not.

“Are you okay? That must have been a big shock,” Hilda said, her voice soft but somehow still carrying through the closed door perfectly. “Would you like me to get you something? Um, a drink of water, or tea..?”

“N-no thanks! I’m fine! I promise!” Stella replied, the cheeriness in her voice audibly strained. “I was just changing, so…”

“I see… I’m so sorry. I’ll just… be out here. And I promise I’ll knock next time!”

Stella listened for the sound of retreating footsteps. She could hear Valentine’s laughter, and Hilda’s hushed protests, but couldn’t make out any words. It didn’t seem like Hilda would be coming back any time soon… Stella had avoided being caught!

“Phew. That was close!” Stella said to herself as she straightened up, her legs still shaking. “I can’t believe my roommate nearly walked in while I was… um…”

Stella trailed off, embarrassed to say what she was thinking out loud even while she was alone. She couldn’t remember ever being so anxious. Hilda could have seen her in her diaper, wetting it, looking at her crotch in the mirror. She would have known what a baby Stella was, she would have seen her urine soaking into her pampers as she gasped and helplessly wet herself, an infant with no control over her basic bodily functions…

Her heart still racing, Stella had to acknowledge the surge of adrenaline had also been a major turn-on. Stella lingered a moment longer near the door, before her throbbing pussy demanded she climb into bed and take care of business. Clumsily, she pulled back the comforter and then threw it over herself with one hand, while the other rifled around under her pillow for the pacifier.

“Mmm,” Stella moaned quietly to herself around the rubber nipple. “Gosh… I’m shucha bad girl…”

Her hand slid under the waistband of her diaper, an illicit thrill running up her spine as she felt the still-warm soddenness of her diaper. But that wasn’t the only kind of wetness Stella was interested in right now. With a whimper, she let her fingers dive between her folds, finding her cunny slippery and eager for attention.

Sucking the pacifier rhythmically, Stella’s fingers began to rub and tease at her clit. It  was already stiff, and for once her racing thoughts were actually helpful, as she drifted into filthy ABDL fantasies involving her dorm-mates…

“Oh my, did the baby wet herself?” Hilda asked, her soft voice playfully mocking. “We thought you were a big college girl, but now we all know the truth, don’t we?”

“Yup yup yep! Widdle Stella soaked her pampiiieees!” Rosie giggled, and reached out to…

Stella kept her eyes closed, but frowned, trying to orient herself in her fantasy. She needed to think about where everybody would be… The couch seemed like a logical place for this to be happening…

Hilda would have to be behind her, since Stella hadn’t seen her face. Perhaps Rosie would be on one side of her… the right side? Yes… and her big, soft breasts were right there, so close to Stella’s face. So Valentina would have to be on the left.

“Aaaanyway, as I was saying! Widdle baby Stella needs to stop pretending she’s a big girl,” Rosie continued in the fantasy. “We can all see how much she loves her diapers.”

“Looks like she loves something else as well,” Val teased. “She can’t keep her eyes off your tits, Rose!”

“Aw, is some baby thirsty?” Hilda cooed, making Stella whimper. “I’m sure Auntie Rosie won’t mind letting you nurse a little…”

In reality, Stella moaned, parting her lips so the pacifier wasn’t clenched between them. She pretended Rosie was lifting her top, bra conspicuously absent in this make-believe world. Feverishly rubbing her clit, Stella’s back arched as she imagined what that would look like…

Rosie’s brown skin darkened further around her nipples, her areolas a burnt umber shade with two enticing bumps in their centers, stiff and waiting for attention. Stella whimpered, humiliated, but also unsure of what to do, which nipple to choose… Rosie made the choice for her, putting her hand on the back of Stella’s head and pulling her towards her left nipple.

Stella’s mouth opened and she suckled greedily, her pacifier in the real world being slurped into her mouth just as hungrily. It bobbed back and forth with accompanying sucking noises, while Rosie moaned, face hot from Stella’s mouth on her tits.

“Good girl! Ooo!” Rosie shuddered, her hand reaching out to grab Stella’s thigh. “Keep going, and relax for me…”

“Y-yush…” Stella panted, imagining Valentina’s hand on her other thigh, pulling them apart.

“That’s our slutty little girl,” Hilda muttered from behind, gently stroking Stella’s hair. “Letting us spread baby’s legs so obediently. Don’t worry, you get to make cummies in your pampers. No big girl sex for you…”

As Hilda spoke, Val’s hand had found Stella’s crotch. She snickered as she pressed the wet diaper against Stella’s groin, eliciting a soft moan even around Rosie’s nipple. Val pressed and rolled her palm against that wetness, making it grind between Stella’s folds, sodden padding stroking teasingly at her clit.

“She’s humping,” Val said with amusement, as Stella did just that, needily grinding her crotch against her new friend’s hand through the diaper. “Wow, you must be really horny for your diapers, huh?”

Nodding desperately, Stella felt Rosie wrap one leg around her own, pinning it in place. One hand still kept Stella’s head in place - there was nothing else she could do except suckle, her nose pressed awkwardly against the other woman’s breast. She tried, just to see if she could, to push it away and out of her mouth - but only succeeded in sliding her tongue frantically across the hardened nub, making Rosie gasp in pleasure.

Stella was panting - she was getting close already, the fantasy was so hot. She imagined herself spread-eagled like that, a woman on each side holding her legs apart, nowhere to hide her shamefully soaked diaper or the equally shameful arousal. Crossing her eyes with bliss, Stella imagined it was Rosie’s fingers in place of hers, her skillful touch that stroked and teased her clit.

“Such a good baby,” Rosie murmured, delighted, as she rolled Stella’s throbbing clit under two fingers. “You’re so slippery down here, I’d almost think you were a big girl!”

“Yeah, but a big girl wouldn’t be wearing diapers like this,” Val interrupted, smirking. “A big girl wouldn’t be shamelessly spreading her legs to show off her soaking wet pampers…”

“Oh, no, Val, that’s not quite right, is it?” Hilda corrected softly. “Baby Stella isn’t spreading her legs - she’s too weak and obedient to try and stop YOU from doing it. Isn’t that right?”

“Hah, yeah!” Val grinned dangerously. “This little diaper humper is too pathetic to do anything except whine around Rosie’s tit while we’re making her cum in her soaked padding…”

Half-delirious with lust, Stella whined for real this time, almost forgetting there were even other people inside the dorm at all. Frantically, she thrust her other hand down the front of her diaper, not caring whether she was loosening the waistband. She imagined Val this time, shoving her tomboy-ish fingers past where Rosie was playing with Stella’s clit, right to her slippery entrance.

Val’s fingers plunged into Stella’s needy passage, curling upwards, seeking out her g-spot like a homing missile. Her eyes rolling back in bliss, Stella could do nothing but let her new friends grope and fuck her with their fingers, the diaper crinkling overwhelming the wet sounds coming from between her thighs. Her toes curling, Stella sucked hard on Rosie’s nipple, back arching. She was helpless, helpless to do anything against the onslaught of pleasure, helpless to cover her sodden diaper or the truth that she was nothing but a diaper-humping adult babygirl…

“Oh! Nn! Ah!”

The pacifier fell out of Stella’s mouth as she came, spasming around her own fingers while her clit throbbed over and over. Her hips lifted, thrusting towards her own hands, and another soft gasp escaping as pleasure slammed against her like a wave. Her breasts rose and fell rapidly, feeling those tidal waves of bliss passing through and over her, the epicenter of it all between her legs - and underneath her well-used diaper.

Squeezing, squeezing, squeezing, Stella’s body rhythmically tensed and gripped at the fingers deep inside of herself. Her hips rolled slowly, relishing and dragging out every last second of orgasm as she moaned breathlessly. Eyes tightly shut, Stella felt the overwhelming crest she had been riding begin to ebb away, becoming ripples of gratification that left her feeling limp and happily dazed from her climax.

“Gnnuhhh… Oooo… Whoa…”

Stella would have laughed at her own incoherence, but she was too breathless. Her shaky hands emerged from her diaper, leaving her pussy happily throbbing underneath. The waistband was only stretched out a little, thank goodness.

With a sigh of finality, Stella reached to grab at the box of tissues Hilda had left on the bedside table. Fingers shaking, she managed to wipe away the mix of juices and her own urine, dropping the used tissue into the trash before letting her head fall back onto the pillow in a similar fashion.

Sleep came quickly, after that.




Chapter 4 - Close Calls

Stella woke up to the sound of knuckles rapping on the door. It was still dark - who was that? Auntie Hemera? Wait, no - that didn’t make sense. Stella wasn’t at home right now…

“Um… excuse me?”

Stella’s eyes shot open as she realized it was Hilda, her new roommate, who was on the other side of the door. Instinctively, she clutched at her comforter, pulling it up to her chin to ensure her now-soaked diaper was covered…

“Hey! Uh. You can come in, now!” Stella replied, smiling nervously, as the door began to slowly swing open. “Sorry about uh, not letting you into your own room earlier. That was pretty rude, huh?”

“Oh, it’s okay,” Hilda insisted, as she stepped into the room and pushed the door shut behind her with acute delicacy. “You did me a favor, really. I managed to get some homework done…”

Nestled in her own bed, Stella looked Hilda over with curiosity. Like the other girls she’d met already, Hilda was beautiful. But she had an air of quiet ‘zen’ that appealed to Stella immediately, an island of calm in a sea of grinning, giggling college girls.

Hilda was tall and willowy, and her flowing mousy-brown hair was tucked behind one ear. Her corduroy overalls hid a slender pair of hips and waist, but also a large bust. Hilda could have been a model, Stella mused. But there was nothing especially fashionable about the outfit she was wearing, grass stains on her knees and the long sleeves covering her elbows.

Silence hung in the air for a moment. Stella realized she’d been staring for several seconds, trying to take in all the visual information about Hilda she possibly could. Hilda gave an awkward, uncertain smile, her eyes casting about for something to talk about.

“...Oh! You have a stuffed animal!” Hilda gasped, as her gaze landed on Sammy, awkwardly smooshed into the corner of Stella’s bed. “I’m really glad. Sometimes people tease me about Gabriel.”

“Gabriel?”

“My rabbit, silly,” Hilda giggled, sitting down on her bed and tweaking the big white bunny’s ear. “I used to carry him everywhere I went, when I was younger. Right up until high school, actually. But the other kids were bullies about it.”

Stella smiled politely, not sure what she was supposed to add to this conversation. Luckily, Hilda carried on anyway:

“So now he stays hidden in my room,” she said, fondly. “The others do still tease me about him sometimes, though.”

“That’s not very nice of them. I’m sorry they’re doing that,” Stella frowned, thinking of her seemingly-friendly interactions with the other girls so far. “If they’re upsetting you, you can always tell the president of the university. Or another staff member.”

“Oh, I think it’s all in good fun,” Hilda insisted, a shy smile on her face along with what could have been a blush. ‘Oh, but if you’re sensitive, you can ask the girls not to say anything… I’m sure they won’t want to hurt your feelings.”

“Hmm…”

Stella narrowed her eyes, thinking that Hilda must be very naive. Bullies didn’t stop when you asked them to, no matter how reasonable your request was. It wouldn’t be polite to point that out, though.

And Hilda might be even worse than Stella herself was with picking up on subtle social dynamics. Perhaps the taller girl thought the others really were being friendly, but she was the butt of all their jokes. Stella had found herself in that position more than once.

Of course, it would be arrogant not to consider the possibility that Hilda knew what she was talking about. Maybe it really was just light-hearted teasing. Stella couldn’t know for sure until she’d gotten more of a chance to observe the group interactions.

One thing was for sure - if the other ladies in the dorm were rude about Hilda’s stuffed rabbit, they’d probably be even crueler about Stella’s diapers. Keeping them a secret would have to be a top priority. Maybe she could try and switch to a pull-up style if she doubled up? But those wouldn’t be the best for side-sleeping, which Stella did roughly 40% of the time…

“Um… I don’t mean to be rude,” Hilda said, after several more moments of silence. “But I’d like to change for bed…”

Stella gave her a blank look.

“So… Is it okay if I, um, undress?” Hilda asked.

“Oh! Sorry! Hah!” Stella grinned sheepishly, then closed her eyes shut tight, looking away for good measure. “I’m uh, used to having my own room…”

“That makes sense. It must be a big change.”

Stella expected Hilda to be silent while she got undressed and into her nightclothes, but she continued the conversation in the same quiet voice, asking Stella about her home with Auntie Hemera, and why she was coming to Three Oaks. She even asked what Sammy’s name was, and how long Stella had had him for. It made her blush, but in a nice way again.

“Well, I hope you’re going to have a nice time here,” Hilda said softly. “I know it can be hard to get the courage to talk to new people. I used to be terribly shy, if I’d met you last year… I might not have said a single word to you all semester.”

She giggled.

“Anyway, um. I’m all dressed again.”

Stella opened her eyes to see Hilda standing in front of her once again, this time in a long, flowing ‘granny’-style nightdress. She let out a yawn as she did so, her body reminding her she had been fast asleep before Hilda knocked. It was good that it seemed like it was time to sleep now, because Stella didn’t know if she could stay awake to keep talking any longer.

She was about to say ‘goodnight’ to indicate the discussion was over, but then:

“Oh, I think you dropped something,” Hilda squeaked, bending over to pick up whatever it was. “Is this your… oh…”

Stella couldn’t tell what Hilda had picked up, her hand and expression hidden behind her veil of hair. Her heart raced from the anxiety of not knowing. It sped up even faster when Hilda flicked her head back and Stella could clearly see that what she’d found on the floor was Stella’s pacifier.

“...Is this your pacifier?”

“Um, uh, ahah, yes, it is!” Stella stammered, her cheeks burning hot. “It’s just- well, it’s a tool, really! It’s um, an orthopedic adult pacifier, because I grind my teeth! It’s medical!”

“Oh, my,” Hilda muttered, suddenly looking shier than ever. “That must be… really hard to deal with. I’m sorry.”

“It’s no big deal,” Stella insisted, her face hot enough to toast marshmallows on from the lie. “I mean, it’s pretty embarrassing, but, I’m sure nobody would make fun of somebody for needing a medical device, right? For um, medical reasons - it would be weird if I just had it because I liked it!”

Stella forced a laugh, hoping she could reassure her roommate that she wasn’t some kind of weirdo fetishist. But it seemed like Hilda was even more uncomfortable, her smile nearly disappearing altogether. She handed it to Stella silently, and the other girl took it, ignoring the jolt of excitement as their hands brushed.

“I had… better put it in now,” she mumbled, trying to fill the empty silence. “Since, you know… I’m going to sleep! Because it’s bedtime…”

She pushed it into her mouth, just holding it against her tongue without suckling. It would have been embarrassing to have someone she’d just met watch her using a binky like a baby, but Hilda wasn’t watching at all. Her hands were in her lap, a little frown on her face, as she looked down at the floor in silence, as if deep in thought.

“Welllll…. Good night!”

Stella tried to sound cheery, enunciating her words carefully as she gingerly rolled onto her side to face the wall. Her diaper rustled with the movement, but it seemed unlikely Hilda would work out what the quiet sound was through her comforter.

“...Night,” Hilda said, quietly, after a few more awkward seconds.

There was the sound of bedding being moved, and Stella could tell Hilda was snuggling down under her own blankets. She wasn’t sure exactly what Hilda’s reaction had been about. It seemed like Stella’s pacifier had somehow caused offence? Or maybe the other girl was just shocked to see it.

‘I REALLY have to keep my diapers a secret now, then,’ Stella thought to herself, sucking as quietly as possible in the dark. ‘Between that, my pacifier, and Sammy… it would be way too obvious that I’m an adult baby…”

On the other side of the small room, Stella heard Hilda sigh quietly, and frowned. Maybe after a good night’s sleep, things would be okay again - like they had been before Stella had somehow done something to upset her new friend…

***

Stella’s alarm went off at the crack of dawn, her phone vibrating aggressively against the wooden nightstand. Her hand shot out, muscle memory guiding her to shut the buzzing alert off within a matter of seconds.

She didn’t usually wake up so early. Stella preferred to stay up late reading and then make up for it later by sleeping in. But after analyzing her new living situation, the very early morning was the only viable time for her to change out of her soaked night-time diaper. Stella didn’t want to run the risk of being caught when everybody else was up and moving about the dorm. And after everybody left, she’d have class - so if she didn’t change now…

“I’m not turning up to my first lecture in a stinky diaper,” Stella muttered under her breath, pushing herself up carefully so the bed didn’t creak.

She spared a glance for her roommate, but Hilda seemed to be both facing away from her and fast asleep. Good. She could feel her diaper was absolutely soaked, so it was a good thing she did get up early.

On a normal morning, Stella would have taken some time to enjoy the feeling of her squishy padding against her privates. The plastic outer shell and her body’s own warmth kept the wet diaper from cooling off too much, and she felt her hand absently trailing down towards her crotch, ready to push her palm between her legs and grind against her widdle babygirl pampies until-

No! She didn’t have time for that! Face flushed with blood, Stella hurriedly threw off her blankets and got out of bed. The rapid movement pressed out a small trickle of urine from her pulpy padding - Stella cringed as she felt cold wetness wick into her pajama bottoms, knowing it would be making that distinct crescent-shaped mark just next to the diaper’s left leg opening.

“Well, this certainly isn’t going to plan,” she grumbled.

Out in the public space of the dorm, Stella tried to remember which door was the bathroom. The dim fluorescent lighting wasn’t helping, casting everything in a strangely-alien whiteness. Was it that door over there? Or maybe she needed to walk past the kitchen…

Stella took five steps in that direction before she realized her mistake. Somebody else was awake! Stella’s heart dropped into her stomach, trying to make out whose face was cast in shadows and bent over the kitchen island. Unsteadily, she took a step back, deciding on her next move.

The figure - Valentina, Stella realized now - looked up in surprise. Stella bit her lip, looking for an exit. But there was no time for her to head for the safety of her room OR the as-yet-unfound bathroom before Valentina spoke:

“Oh. New girl. I didn’t expect to see you up… just… yet…”

She trailed off. Stella didn’t need to be an expert in body language to see that Valentina was shocked by something. And since she was looking right at Stella, specifically right between Stella’s thighs…

“Wow.”

“Wow, what?” Stella squeaked. “There’s nothing to wow about!”

“Hah! Yeah there is!” Valentina said with a grin.  “Wow, as in: wow, you’re wearing a diaper, huh?”

“N-no I’m not!” Stella protested, feeling her heart skip a beat just hearing the spunky tomboy say the d-word. “I’m not!”

“Right, sure,” Valentina continued, putting down the carton of apple juice and the energy drink she’d been holding. “So that little leak mark between your legs is what, water?” 

Stella wasn’t good at deception. She tried to think of a comeback or explanation, but while her brain was ticking over, Valentina had closed the distance between them. With a naughty smirk, the shorter girl reached behind Stella and gently patted her backside.

As Valentina expected, the sound her patting made was the tell-tale thump and crinkle of a diaper. Stella already thought her mind was about to self-destruct, but Val followed up her cautious patting by sliding her hand right down to the seat of Stella’s pajama bottoms, feeling the thick shape of her diaper through them.

“Wha… buh… gnuh…” Stella stammered, her face sizzling hot.

Snorting in amusement, Valentina squeezed, just a little bit - and Stella couldn’t help but squeak in humiliation, knowing her new roommate now knew without a doubt that Stella was not only wearing a diaper, but that she’d completely soaked it with her own urine. She could swear she felt her mind creaking under the strain of this experience. This pretty girl so close and touching her so intimately, her biggest secret already busted, the hand groping, feeling how wet she was, so casual, as if Stella was a real baby who needed a change. It was all too much…

“Aw, someone’s SOAKED!” Val said, her eyes dancing with laughter as she let go of Stella’s rear end. “Poor baby! Did you wet your bed?”

Still rendered speechless, Stella nodded shyly. Part of her was screaming that she needed to get out of here at once, that the other girls - the normal girls - would rip her to shreds once they knew she wore and USED diapers. Another part was slamming Stella with waves of arousal, the kinkiest part of her brain reveling in the humiliation, hoping Valentina would take it even further, teasing Stella and making her admit to loving her diapers, exposing her in front of the rest of the dorm…

“Hey… don’t look so worried. I just thought it was funny,” Valentina explained, interrupting Stella’s imaginings. “It’s not a big deal.”

Stella frowned, still unable to find her voice. Her heart pounded, but it seemed like the conversation was heading in a more ‘normal’ direction at last. She willed her racing heart to slow down, focusing on deep breathing… But then Valentina said something Stella didn’t expect at all:

“Ya know, if you want, I can help you change?”

“Wh-what?!”

“Yeah, it’s not a big deal, like I said,” Valentina continued, brushing her hand through her short hair as she spoke. “I have plenty of experience with changing diapers, believe me, heh.”

The cogs of Stella’s keen mind whirred, but social interactions were not her forte. She couldn’t work out if Valentina was making a genuine offer, or trying to bully her. If Stella accepted, Val might just laugh at her for being stupid and naive enough to think she was being genuine. Situations like this always made her feel tense - why couldn’t people just say what they meant?

“Um. Uh. No, no thank you?” Stella replied after a moment’s thought, trying to project the image of the confident, intelligent young woman she usually felt like. “...Really. I have it under control… I just need to know where the bathroom is.”

“Suit yourself. It’s just over there,” Valentina said, picking up both of her drinks once more. “You should know the trash can is pretty small, though.”

“Small?”

“Yeah. An adult-sized diaper won’t fit inside.”

Valentina paused, then grinned before she continued:

“Especially not if it’s completely DRENCHED like yours is!”

“V-valentina!”

“Aw, relax, relax,” Val soothed - or maybe she was only pretending? “I’ll get out of your hair. That way you won’t have to be embarrassed when you carry your pee-pee pampers to the kitchen trash instead.”

“...It’ll fit in there?” Stella asked, unsure. “Really?”

“Yeah, definitely. Okay, well… goodnight…”

Valentina started to walk towards her bedroom, but Stella stopped her.

“Wait! Um… do you promise not to tell anybody about this?”

The shorter girl seemed to hesitate, and Stella panicked for just a second. Then Val sighed, and nodded:

“Sure… sure, I promise,” she said. “But you know, you don’t need to keep secrets around here… you’re expecting people to freak out, but if you just let them know-”

“No!” Stella hissed, louder than she meant to. “Oops… Sorry. I just mean… I don’t want anybody to know about this…”

“Mmhm.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing, nothing, I get it,” Valentina replied with a smile and a shrug. “I promise to keep your secret, ya big baby. Now let me get going before you wet yourself again and end up leaking all over the kitchen floor…”

Stella’s heart pounded and she glared, infuriated, at Val as she left. The conversation had made her insides twist up, unable to read whether the other girl was just playfully teasing or actually trying to bully her. Her eyes followed Valentina all the way to her dorm room door, and lingered there as she pushed it open with a bump of her bony hip.

Stella only got to look inside Val’s room for an instant, but what she saw made her eyes open wide in surprise.

It looked like she wasn’t the only one making secret late night excursions out of her own room - because Harley was waiting on Valentina’s bed, sitting up and waiting for the carton of juice she was being handed.

Then the door closed - and Stella shook herself, and hurried off to the bathroom.




Chapter 5 - Quiet Time

Once Valentina’s door was closed, Stella got back on task. When she came out of the bathroom with her used diaper bundled up tightly under one arm, there was nobody there to see her pull out the big green trash can from under the kitchen counter and throw it out.

Stella hesitated for a moment, seeing her diaper laying there on top of a pile of empty cans and cardboard boxes, completely out of place. Frowning, Stella cautiously pulled out a flattened cereal box and laid it over the top of the offending undergarment, hiding it from view.

It was far from perfect, but lingering near the trash can or being caught trying to ‘organize’ it would probably make Stella look even more suspicious if her roommates caught her.

Decisively, she pushed the can back under the counter, and headed back to her room.

***

Stella showered and got herself dressed before anybody else woke up. She heard people’s alarms starting to go off as she left, making her way to one of the campus’ cafes for breakfast.

The cup of coffee they sold her was bitter and poorly brewed, but it kept Stella awake through her class. It was just General Studies, so the topic itself was easy. Talking to her classmates was harder. Stella found she was constantly stumbling over her words and second-guessing herself. Sometimes it seemed like she might have said something offensive or accidentally amusing by the way people’s eyebrows shot up or their lips twitched at the edges - but of course, nobody actually told Stella if she’d said something wrong.

It was a relief to get back to the dorm. Stella felt exhausted, not least because she had gotten up so early. She stiffened as she approached the kitchen table, a figure already sitting there. It was going to take some time to get used to having roommates…

“Oh. Hello,” Hilda said softly, half her face hidden behind a lock of her wavy hair. “Um. I’m usually the only one home at this time… so… I hope it’s okay if I study out here?”

“Uh… of course!” Stella replied, hoping her smile looked friendly enough. “I mean, it’s your house too, huh? Well, dorm…”

Hilda just nodded and gave a small smile, before going back to reading her textbook, carefully taking notes every few minutes. It seemed like things were fine between them, so maybe Hilda had just been tired last night.

Stella decided she liked Hilda. A lot of people liked to talk for no reason, but Hilda didn’t seem that way. Stella didn’t really have any friends, but she thought Hilda seemed like a good choice. She felt like she could read quietly next to the other girl, or do a puzzle together, and there wouldn’t be any pressure to talk or force interaction.

Deciding to test that assumption, Stella took another seat at the table and pulled her own book out of her bag, letting it open to the last page she’d been reading. Hilda didn’t make any remark on it. The two of them sat quietly together, the only noises the shuffling of pages and the scribbling of Hilda’s pen.

As she read, Stella felt the tiredness come back with a vengeance. She put her hand over her mouth to cover her yawn, only to find herself doing it again five minutes later. Darn it. She’d lost her place, too. Maybe a nap was in order, but that would mean another diaper and another change later…

“Um. Stella?”

Hilda’s voice was so soft Stella almost didn’t hear her, but she turned to look anyway.

“Sorry, um, to disturb you. You seem a teensy bit… tired?”

“It’s okay, I don’t mind,” Stella replied, surprised to find it was completely true, even though she had a good book right in front of her. “...Actually, I didn’t sleep so well last night. And class was stressful, so I’m sure that didn’t help.”

“Classes can be stressful,” Hilda said sympathetically. “Is the course very difficult?”

“Ha! No,” Stella snorted, smugly, without thinking. “Not for me, anyway. I’m just not used to being around other people my age, I guess.”

“You’re not?”

“Well… before I came here, I spent most of my time inside, or online… I, uh, didn’t really socialize much,” Stella explained. “That’s kind of why Aun- why President Savas wanted me to stay in the dorms. She wants me to make some friends.”

“Oh… I understand,” Hilda replied. “I have a hard time making friends too. Sometimes I get so nervous I can barely speak… Um. I think it’s good you’re in our dorm, though. The other girls are really nice.”

“Yeah…”

“And people don’t have to have every single thing in common to be friends…”

“Uh. Right,” Stella agreed, not sure what Hilda was talking about. “...I guess there are a lot of different personalities at play when you live in a dorm.”

“Mmhmm… Um. Sorry, I got off track there,” Hilda apologized, blushing. “I was going to say, if you’re feeling tired, I could make you a cup of tea? It’s no bother… I usually make myself some around this time.”

Hilda was already out of her seat before the ‘sure’ had even passed Stella’s lips. Stella watched as the other girl filled an electric kettle with water and set it to boil, setting down two floral teacups on upturned saucers.

Stella’s nostrils flared as the hot water hit the tea leaves, the scent bringing her right back to being a little girl sitting at Aunt Hemera and Rhirhi’s table. Stella recalled how she’d swing her legs back and forth under her chair as she read, the warmth and love in the breakfast area wrapping her up in a big warm hug. They’d sit there in companionable silence for an hour or so, before the adult women had to go to work.

Most kids might not have enjoyed sitting quietly for so long. But for Stella those were some of her favorite moments. If only she could go back…

“Here,” Hilda said softly, once the tea was finished steeping. “You’ll probably want to add a little honey, it’s Ceylon tea so it’s rather bitter. Oh! And don’t drink it too quickly - you’ll burn your mouth.”

“You don’t need to fuss over me,” Stella mumbled, her cheeks reddened. “I’m a big girl, you know.”

“Even big girls need to be reminded to be careful, sometimes,” Hilda replied quickly - but then she opened her eyes wide as if she was shocked at what she had said. “Um. I mean, I’m sorry. I’m used to… Well, I guess I tend to be a ‘Mom friend’ sometimes. I can back off, if it makes you uncomfortable.”

Hilda’s way of talking and acting was making Stella feel embarrassingly little. Maybe she was just interpreting things strangely, though… Thinking about the chances of that, Stella dipped her spoon into the jar of honey and then carefully lowered it into her hot tea.

“...Does that mean we’re friends, then?” she asked, as what Hilda had said finally hit her.

“Um. I think so?”

“Wow,” Stella smiled genuinely. “Well - in that case maybe it’s okay if you fuss over me a little bit.”

“You’re sure?”

“As long as it doesn’t go too far,” Stella replied. “I mean, I hope I’m not going to come out to breakfast one day and find you’ve bought me a bib to catch any spills!”

Stella couldn’t believe she’d just said that! She was so dangerously close to revealing her fantasies! She had better quit while she was ahead…

“Oh no, that would never happen,” Hilda giggled mischievously. “Since I’m sooo worried about you falling out at night, I’d have put rails on your bed like a crib. So you’d have to wait for someone else to come and take you to breakfast.”

‘She blushed’ wasn’t a strong enough phrase to describe the burning heat of Stella’s face right then. She thought she would melt from how hot her neck and ears were, unable to keep the embarrassingly goofy smile off of her face.

It had just been a joke, she reminded herself. But the way Hilda said it… It hit so many buttons at once, and now Stella could feel herself getting all squishy in her princess parts, chest thumping uncontrollably from excitement.

Trying to calm herself down, she lifted her cup and took a big sip, swallowing before she could register how hot it was.

“Ow!” Stella cried out, eyes watering. “...I burned my tongue.”

“I warned you,” Hilda replied, giggling - but she hurried to get Stella a glass of water for the burn anyway.

***

Rosie and Valentina got back to the dorm several hours later. Stella had to admit that Hilda’s tea had perked her up a little, but by the time Harley got home, she was just about ready to go to bed. She smiled blandly at the small talk around her for a few moments, then cleared her throat and started to stand up from the table.

“Oh, you’re leavin’?” Harley asked, a tiny smirk on her face. “Right as I got in, huh?”

“No! I mean yes… I mean, it’s nothing to do with that,” Stella replied quickly. “I’m just really tired and I want to go to bed… ”

“She is tired,” Hilda agreed. “I mean - she was very tired when she got home. I made her some of my tea.”

“I’m just kidding, hon,” Harley said, placing a hand on Stella’s shoulder and giving it a casual squeeze. “Sorry if I worried ya. But before you go, there’s something I wanted to mention to everybody here.”

The contact from the pretty girl would have kept Stella rooted to her seat, anyway, so it was a good thing Harley wanted everybody to stay. A moment later, and Harley’s hand was gone, but Stella could still feel the warmth of her palm lingering there… She swallowed, trying to remember how a face should look when you’re smiling.

Anxiety churned her insides again, as Stella turned to look at Harley’s new position at the end of the table. There were a few seconds of shuffling, as Hilda sat up straighter and Valentina reluctantly put down her phone.

“Thank you,” Harley said, once the other girls were paying attention. “It’s no big deal. Just a little reminder about the trash cans in the kitchen…”

Stella’s eyes shrank to pinpricks. She swore she could feel all the color draining away from her face. Her heart was thumping so loudly she could barely hear what Harley was saying next, her brain screaming that she was about to be outed as an ABDL to everyone in the room.

Her kinky brain couldn’t even twist this into a fantasy right now - instead, Stella fought to keep from trembling, watching Harley’s lips as she spoke:

“Well, when I took out the trash this morning, I noticed somebody had used the recycling bin for a… personal sanitary product,”

Oh God. That tore it - Harley was definitely talking about her, Stella thought to herself. Sweat pricked at her forehead, shock pulsing through her veins as she tried to predict how the next few seconds would go. Harley glanced right at her and frowned, seemingly hesitating before she spoke next. 

Stella knew why - it had to be hard to confront her. To tell the others they’d been sharing a dorm with a disgusting pervert, even if it was only for one day. Harley seemed like she had a kind heart, so maybe she even felt bad about exposing Stella…

“...Well, anyway,” Harley finally said, looking at the ground. “I just want to remind folks that those sort of things go out with the regular garbage. Alright?”

Blinking, Stella looked from left to right, trying to confirm from the looks on the other girls’ faces that she’d heard right. She wasn’t being revealed as an adult baby freak?

“Well, don’t look at me!” Val huffed. “You always handle-”

“Val, hush!” Harley barked, looking anxiously from Stella to her friend. “I just wanted to remind EVERYBODY. That’s all. Okay?”

“Absolutely okiedokie, Harl! I’ll remember!” Rosie said, perfectly cheerfully, although her voice sounded just a little bit strained.

Rosie was joined by noises of assent from Hilda and Stella. Valentina huffed, her eyes darting angrily over to Stella, and for a moment it seemed like she might be about to reveal Stella’s secret after all.

“...fine,” Valentina grumbled, eyes moving back to her phone. “Whatever.”

“Thanks, ladies,” Harley said, relaxing. “I’m gonna go take a shower now…”

“...And I’m going to bed,” Stella added, feeling her heart rate starting to return to normal. “Um… goodnight, everyone!”

Stella barely heard their replies, focusing on playing that moment over and over again in her head. She’d gotten so lucky to not be caught! Next time she’d have to be more careful - and use the right trash can!

Honestly it felt miraculous that the sight of her used adult diaper in the trash hadn’t caused MORE of a reaction from Harley… but maybe the TA didn’t like to gossip much. Thank goodness!




Chapter 6 - Night Night

Friday afternoon. The week had passed without much incident, thankfully.

Stella had gotten into a routine of waking up extra early to dispose of her used diapers (in the correct trash can) and avoiding everybody else. None of the girls, including Stella herself, had much free time - and when she did have a break from class or homework, Stella’s new friends made it impossible for her to really “little out” the way she wanted to.

Alone at the living room table, Stella was contemplating going home for the weekend. She didn’t think her Aunts would object to that. She was still spending most of her time at the school, after all.

“They might think I was being rude if I came home and just locked myself in my room all day, though,” Stella muttered under her breath as she carefully highlighted another set of notes. “But without the release of littlespace, it feels like every day I’m getting closer and closer to just totally regressing in front of everybody!”

Okay… that actually sounded exciting. Stella bit her lip, her hand trailing up her thigh. She was wearing jeans, but maybe she could head to the bedroom and take them off. It had been a while since she’d had the time and privacy for a dedicated masturbation session - the last time had been the night she’d first moved in. She’d managed to push herself over the edge into a lackluster climax in the shower once, but Stella missed being at home in her own infantile bedroom, humping her pillows through her squishy diapers until she came and soaked them once more.

Living with friends was certainly making it challenging to find time to herself. But there wasn’t anybody here right now… Stella’s breathing hitched as she slid her palm between her thighs, squeezing it against her covered groin.

“Naughty girl,” she whispered to herself. “You know you belong in diapers…”

Right on cue, Stella heard the door burst open. Her hand flew back up to the table, hoping nobody would be able to tell she’d been up to something before they arrived. She glanced at the doorway, seeing Harley and Hilda talking as the first wheeled in a large purple suitcase.

“Heya, Stel,” Harley said cheerily. “We were just talking about you to Di. You two haven’t met yet, huh?”

“Um, no,” Stella replied. “Di as in Diamond? Your other- our other roommate?”

“The very same!” Cried a voice from behind the two other girls, as they moved aside to let Diamond pass. “It’s lovely to meet you, Stella!”

Diamond was about the same height as Harley, but the blocky heels she wore made her even taller than Hilda. Her skin was a cool white, her glossy dark brown hair tied in a ponytail slung loosely over her shoulder. Stella noticed her make-up immediately - the red lipstick was a vibrant, eye catching contrast to Diamond’s pale skin. Her eyeliner and mascara were more subtle, but they made for a striking look when all three were combined

As Di closed the gap between them, Stella noticed something else - a gleaming, diamond nosestud in her right nostril. Thoughts rapidly filed through Stella’s head as she wondered whether that piece of jewelry had come before or after Diamond’s nickname. Before she had a chance to wonder any further, the buxom woman was right in front of her, her arms opened invitingly.

“Do you do hugs, sweetheart?” She asked, smiling.

Stella nodded that she did, and in an instant she was seized in a plush, perfumed embrace. Her heart skipped a beat as her face was pressed against Diamond’s impressive bust, her cheek touching the bare skin the older woman’s neckline revealed. The hug lasted for several lingering seconds before Di peeled Stella off of her, giving her a wry little smile as she looked down.

“Aren’t you sweet,” Diamond chuckled. “...And such soft skin. I’m guessing that dewy glow is all natural, hm?”

“Um, uh, yes? I guess so…” Stella chuckled, as Diamond cupped her cheek with one hand. “I don’t use anything on it.”

“Not even a moisturizer?” Di gasped. “Oh no, that won’t do. I’ll have to lend you something of mine. Even at your age it’s important to take care of your skin…”

Stella found herself abruptly swept up in a conversation about beauty products and anti-wrinkle creams, as Diamond pulled pristine but clearly opened bottles and packages of make-up from her suitcase, laying them out in front of her. None of this was really Stella’s area of expertise, but Di talked with such clarity and passion it was easy to pretend she was in another lecture. She nodded along as her new friend talked, her face heating up every time the gorgeous older woman remarked on how beautiful she was.

“Yes, those shades would work wonderfully with your skin tone,” Diamond said as the discussion drew to a close. “I’ll keep an eye out for products matching this berry color especially.”

“Oh, you don’t have to-” Stella began, but was quickly interrupted.

“Nonsense, dear. I’d love to help,” Diamond replied with a smile. “Not that you really need much help. You just might want to try a little lipstick on special occasions, if you’re not already.”

“...Okay,” Stella said, shyly taking the bottle of moisturizer she was being offered. “I have to admit I’ve been curious about make-up in the past…”

For now, Stella held back that she’d avoided experimenting with it at all before now. She’d always felt ‘off’ compared to other girls. Not wearing make-up was a social faux pas in her middle school - but wearing it badly was an even worse sin.

“No worries at all. And if you find it’s not to your liking - well, your natural look is very alluring, dear.”

Stella felt her loins heating up from Diamond’s tone. The older woman had leaned right in and practically purred that last word, leaving Stella’s mind stalling and sputtering. Diamond was heading to her room now, but Stella stayed put, pretending to read the contents of the moisturizer’s bottle.

She had never thought of herself as ‘alluring’ before… but if a MILF like Diamond thought so…

Stella bit back a whimper of frustration as she squeezed her thighs tightly together, trying very hard not to imagine her new friend in a dominant ‘Mommy’ role for her. It wasn’t working very well - after tensing and untensing her upper legs rhythmically for a moment, Stella groaned as she realized she was just stimulating her tingling clit even more.

Alone time was definitely needed, and soon.

***

By the evening, the rest of the girls had gotten in. Stella decided if she was going back to her Aunts’ house, she should leave in the morning - everybody was together and enjoying themselves, and she didn’t want to be left out.

Hilda and Di were talking over the kitchen island, drinking tea. Stella thought about joining them, but her eyes were also drawn to the rest of the group. Valentine, Harley, and Rosie were all playing a video game, the bright lights and flashing colors drawing Stella’s eye. She hadn’t played many video games, despite how often she was on her computer. This one had cutesy, chubby characters and pastel graphics, appealing to Stella’s little side as well.

Rosie had dragged a huge, worn beanbag chair out of her room, setting it in front of the couch. Valentine was sitting cross-legged on the floor, while Harley took up just one seat. That meant two seats were free if Stella wanted to join them…

“Hey, Stella!” Rosie chirped, seeing the other girl standing around awkwardly. “Why don’t you come and play Party Highway with us!”

“Party Highway?” Stella asked as she slid into the seat furthest from Harley. “What kind of game is that?”

“It’s kind of like a board game, but with more stuff in it. Ya spin the wheel and whatever number comes up, that’s how many spaces your vehicle’s gonna move ‘round the track,” Harley explained. “Every space has a piece of candy on, so a bigger number is gonna mean more candy, which is kinda like points”

“Right, and every time the last person finishes their turn, we have to play a mini-game!”

“Ugh! Enough talking,” Valentine complained. “Stel, take this controller and let’s get started already! You’ll pick it up.”

Party Highway was harder than it looked. Or maybe Stella just wasn’t used to the controller. She usually played games on a computer, with a keyboard and mouse. Spinning the wheel and moving her little yellow bus (there had been an option to use a baby carriage, but Stella had deliberately avoided choosing it) was easy enough, just like a board game. But the minigames presented more of a challenge.

“Oof! Bad luck again, Stella,” Rosie giggled, as Stella’s little bus was shoved right off the edge of the platform, the first one out, once again. “Don’t worry. You’ll get better over time…”

“Uggh. I hope so,” Stella huffed. “I didn’t expect this to be so difficult.”

“Hah, you think this is hard, wait until we get to the last 5 turns!” Valentine said, grinning.

“What’s so different about the last 5 turns?”

“We like to make things a bit more excitin’ after the game gets going,” Harley explained. “Every time there’s a mini-game, the first loser has to take a shot.”

“She means a shot of alcohol,” Valentine added, rolling her eyes at Stella’s confused expression. “Rosie, go get the bottle! Rum this time, not whiskey!”

A worried look passed over Stella’s face. She’d never really had alcohol before, other than an occasional sip from Aunt Rhia’s glass of red wine. Just thinking about the sour, pungent taste made Stella’s nose wrinkle. She didn’t want the other girls to think she was a coward - but she didn’t think she could handle knocking back hard liquor with the others.

“Um, girls?” Stella started once Rosie had returned. “I’m actually not a big drinker…”

“Oh… not sure you’ll be up to the shots?” Harley asked, putting her hand on Stella’s back.

“Yeah.”

“Well, that’s okay. How about you try one the first time, and if ya don’t like it, you don’t need t’have anymore?”

“No problem with me,” Valentine added, smirking. “More rum for the rest of us!”

“There’s half a bottle left, silly,” Rosie giggled, as she poured some of the coconut-scented liquid into a tiny glass. “There’s no way you’ll be able to finish all that!”

“Is that a challenge?”

“Um… nope! I know better than to challenge you.”

“Yeah. Val doesn’t know when to back down,” Harley teased, directing what she said next towards Stella. “One time we were playing truth or dare and she kept refusing to pick ‘truth’, no matter what we suggested. So Ah told her to walk to the lamp post outside and back - in nothin’ but her underwear.”

“And she did it?” Stella gasped.

“Nah…” Harley chuckled. “...She did one better and went naked.”

Stella’s jaw hung open. Val didn’t even look embarrassed - instead she grinned smugly, catching Stella’s stare with a twinkling eye.

“That’s right. Don’t be jealous, though,” Valentine said. “I promise there’ll be plenty of chances to see me naked if you play your cards right!”

“Um, uh, ah…”

“Okay, that’s enough,” Harley interrupted with a chuckle. “Let’s get back to the game. Stella, there’s still a couple turns left until we usually start doing shots. So you have a little while to decide if you’d like to try.”

Stella wanted to be offended that the others assumed she was going to lose the rest of the minigames, but it was hard to blame them when her track record was so awful. And thinking about whether or not she wanted to try the rum wasn’t helping her focus!

Predictably, Stella lost the next two minigames. The game after that had the girls finding their way through a top-down maze - the challenge was that only a small area around their vehicles was illuminated, and the light flickered every few seconds.

Fortune was on Stella’s side this time, though - she managed to work out the right way to go almost immediately. If she’d been more used to the controller, she might have won. Instead, she came third, after Valentine and Harley… which meant Rosie was last.

“Oh! Looks like I’m on the hook for this one!” Rosie giggled. “Pass me that shot, Val!”

Rosie sighed playfully as she picked up the small glass. Stella watched with intrigue - now it was closer, the sweet coconut-scent of the rum couldn’t hide the underlying alcoholic scent. Rosie put the glass to her lips casually, and tossed it back, wrinkling her nose just a little as she swallowed.

“Oohh, that’s not bad,” she said with a shiver. “Way better than whiskey! Still kinda burns, though…”

“How did it taste?” Stella asked, wanting as many details as possible before she tried it herself.

“Uh, coconutty? Alcoholic? Um, good, I think,” Rosie giggled. “I don’t know! I liked it, but that doesn’t mean you will.”

Frowning, Stella thought that over. What Rosie had said was true, but the fact that Stella’s friend actually liked the taste of the rum was another data point.

Stella got a chance to try the rum for herself at the end of the next turn. She’d totally bombed the next minigame, which was some kind of miniature obstacle course. The other girls had known when to switch lanes to ride up ramps or avoid objects in their way, but Stella was totally blindsided every time.

“So… you lost…” Valentine said. “...Do you want the shot?”

“I’ll try it,” Stella replied. “It can’t be that bad…”

“Now, it’s okay if you don’t want any more after this,” Harley said firmly, as she handed over the small glass. “This is pretty strong stuff for someone who’s new to alcohol…”

Giving the others a grateful but nervous smile, Stella lifted the shot glass to her face. As it approached her nostrils, she swore the tiny hairs inside her nose were being burned off, her eyes watering. There was an underlying sweetness there, though - perhaps the initial taste would melt away after a moment, giving a flavor that made drinking it justifiable.

Copying what she’d seen Rosie do, Stella lifted the glass to her lips, and closed her eyes as she tossed it back. Valentine gave a whoop of congratulation, but Stella’s focus was on the intense burn and acrid taste against her tongue. She groaned through her closed lips, eyes watering, holding it in her mouth for a second to see if the flavor would improve.

“Swallow it!” Valentine ordered, right when Stella had decided to do just that. “It burns worse if you do it slow.”

“Ghuh…nn… Oh boy,” Stella gasped, her throat burning as if she’d just swallowed a hot coal. “That was… pretty awful.”

“It’s an acquired taste,” Harley said, sympathetically. “Don’t worry. We won’t make ya do that again.”

“Unless you want to!” Valentine added.

“Thanks, but no thanks,” Stella mumbled, raising a hand to her neck. “I feel like my whole esophagus is on fire! Urgh…”

Several big glugs of water later, Stella had finally washed away the acrid taste of alcohol in her mouth. The burn on her tongue went away - but the strange warmth in her chest only seemed to get stronger. After another turn, Stella found herself wanting to take a nap. And when the game ended a few minutes later with her in last place, she declined to join the next one.

“I’m feeling kind of worn out,” Stella said, her cheeks feeling hot. “I think I’ll just watch you guys…”

“Are you sure? We don’t have to do the shots,” Valentine offered. “That stuff’s only fun if everybody’s having fun.”

“I’m sure, but thanks for offering,” Stella replied, surprised at how earnest Valentine sounded. “I really am tired… but I’d like to keep spending time with you all, if that’s okay?”

Stella was relieved - but not surprised - that her new friends all agreed they wanted her to stay around too.

***

Several minutes later, Rosie and Valentine were back at the start screen and arguing over who should get to play as the bright purple monster truck. Harley rolled her eyes impatiently, having already picked the utilitarian green sedan at random. She glanced over to Stella to try and strike up a conversation while she waited… Oh.

It looked like Stella had gone from ‘tired’ to ‘falling asleep’ really quickly. She’d leaned herself up against the back cushion of the couch, but was slowly sliding sideways. If her fall was unimpeded, Stella would probably topple over and wake herself up in a few moments.

But Harley was sitting right there. A blush crept over Harley’s freckled face as the other girl’s head slowly came to rest on her shoulder. Harley tried to gently shake her awake, but Stella made an adorably cranky noise, shaking her head as her eyes stayed closed.

The warmth of the room was lulling Stella to sleepytown once again. Harley asked her a question, and Stella grunted in response, hoping whatever answer she’d given was sufficient to let her get back to sleep. The strangely-bony pillow she was resting on moved, and Stella frowned as she felt herself being slid downwards. Soon her head was parallel with her lower body, and she sighed happily, nuzzling her pillow.

In reality, Stella’s cheek pressed against Harley’s thigh, head resting in the other girl’s lap. Harley’s lips turned upwards in an amused smile, and she carefully stroked Stella’s forehead with one hand. The sleeping girl mumbled something, her hand drifting up to her mouth as she relaxed completely.

“Aw…” Rosie giggled quietly. “Stella’s sucking her thumb!”

Valentine and Harley chuckled as quiet sucking noises filled the air, but Stella didn’t stir. She slept like a baby - at least until her friends had to wake her up once more…




Chapter 7 - The Dam Breaks

“-onna wake her up!”

Through a haze of alcohol-induced sleepiness, Stella heard her roommates talking. She wasn’t ready to be awake yet. More sleep, she decided, hoping they would stop talking soon.

“We’re going to need to wake her up eventually, dear…”

“Um, maybe we could just throw a blanket over her? Pretend we didn’t notice?”

A blanket sounded like a great idea to Stella. She was feeling cold, for some reason. Especially around her bottom and between her legs…

“And let that stain sit all night?” Harley hissed. “Hell, no!”

Stella felt herself stiffen. Stain? What stain? A jolt of adrenaline surged through her, but she kept her eyes closed, trying to pretend she was still fast asleep.

Now she could tell what the coldness was. She’d wet herself, right on the couch. She could feel the dampness had wicked all along her hip and buttocks, probably leaving a huge wet spot she was laying in. Stella managed to suppress a whimper, but behind her closed eyes she was on the urge of crying. Maybe if she stayed as still as possible, the others would leave, and she could deal with this by herself… and they’d never mention it again? Hopefully?

“Guys, wait,” Valentina said suddenly, and Stella could feel the heat from her face close to hers. “...Her breathing’s different.”

“Oh fuck,” Val groaned. “Yo, Stella… you awake?”

Stella froze, refusing to let herself breathe or make any other noise or sound for a moment. Then she realized that was futile - Valentina would notice her breathing suddenly stopping, too. No matter what she did, she was caught.

Keeping her eyes closed Stella gulped, blood rushing to her cheeks, lip wobbling. Slowly, vulnerably, Stella let her eyes open, several blinks dislodging tears that spilled down to soak into the couch. Another fluid she was ruining the furniture with!

Five concerned faces looked down at her. Stella’s lip wobbled even harder, thinking about how she’d been so irresponsible and childish, how they’d surely be furious with her when they realized she was a bedwetter who’d selfishly refused to wear protection while she napped on their very special important couch…

“...BWAAAHH!” Stella cried, bursting into tears. “I’m sorry! I’m so so sorry!”

“Yep. She’s definitely awake!” Rosie said.

“I th-tho-thought I could, I could hang out with all of youuu,” Stella wailed, her voice wavering and barely coherent. “B-b-but I… *SOB* I ended up havinganaccident… like a BABY!”

There was silence from the others for a moment. Stella couldn’t see what they were doing through her haze of tears, but a moment later somebody was pulling her upwards and wrapping their arms around her. She shook her head, crying harder, trying to squirm away from the affection, feeling as if she was too disgusting to even touch.

Harley’s powerful arms cinched tighter around her, and Stella burst into a fresh round of sobbing. She could tell she was getting tears and snot on Harley’s clothing, but there was nothing she could do about it. Just the thought made her bawl louder, getting more worked up over what felt like yet another example of her rude behavior.

“There, there, girly,” Harley muttered gently. “It’s okay. Even big girls have accidents sometimes…”

Stella tried to get out a protest through her heaving sobs, but words were beyond her for a moment. Harley was being so comforting, but it wasn’t fair. She didn’t deserve this kind of treatment.

“M-m-my fault!” Stella managed. “This is… my own fault!”

“An accident is the opposite of your fault, silly billy,” Rosie chirped, petting Stella’s head like you would a dog. “That’s why they’re called accidents!”

“I’d have to agree,” Diamond started. “We’ve all had-”

“NO!” Stella interrupted, her chest heaving as she fought with her quaking body to find her voice. “No, it IS my fault!”

“Um…” Hilda mumbled. “...I’m sorry, but I really don’t see how-”

“It IS my fault,” Stella interrupted again, frowning. “...Because I didn’t go to bed soon enough. Because I fell asleep out here, even though I… I knew it would be risky… but I did it anyway…”

“Risky?” Harley asked.

“Because, because when I go to bed, when I sleep, I have a little problem sometimes,” Stella continued, forging ahead through sniffles and tears. “And I peed all over your couch because I wasn’t wearing…my protection.”

Stella’s face burned with embarrassment as she finished talking, feeling the stunned silence from all around her. She’d been about to say ‘my diapers’, but that would have been even more mortifying and she didn’t think she could have even said the word out loud. This was already so, so humiliating - but it didn’t seem like things could get any worse than they already were, and she wanted to be honest with her new friends.

If they even still were her friends after this…

“Protection? You mean like… a condom?” Valentina asked, not getting it, even though she’d caught Stella red-handed the night before.

“No!” Replied Harley, Hilda and Diamond all at once.

“Oh, I get it,” Rosie suddenly said, cheerily. “She means DIAPERS!”

Stella cringed and nodded. It seemed like the other girls cringed too - was just the thought of diapers that disgusting to them?

“That’s nothing to be ashamed of, silly!” Rosie continued. “I wear diapers all the time!”

Frowning, Stella looked up at Rosie in confusion. The rest of the girls seemed absolutely stunned as well, but Rose carried on as if nothing was wrong, pulling up her tunic-like dress to expose the baby blue leggings underneath.

Stella glanced in shock, as sure enough it looked like Rosie had a distinctive diaper bulge between her legs - but Rosie went further, grabbing the waistband of her leggings and yanking them downwards…

Stella’s jaw dropped as she saw the thick diaper between Rosie’s legs, covered in a pattern of baby blocks and little purple bunnies. The white plastic stood out starkly against the chubby girl’s dark skin… Except it wasn’t really ‘white’, more of an off-white, or even a pale yellow…

Blushing harder but unable to look away, Stella realized Rosie’s diaper was absolutely soaked. She thought she could detect the faint scent of baby powder and urine even from this distance. Even if that part was just her imagination, Stella could see how swollen the diaper was, could see the way the SAP crystals had expanded and pressed up against the shell of the diaper to make it obviously used.

“...W…what?” Stella managed, her brain short-circuiting. “What is… what?”

“They’re cute!” Rosie insisted. “They’re snuggly and cozy… and they feel GREAT against my private parts!”

“Oh, Rose,” Diamond groaned. “Perhaps you’ve said a bit too much?”

“Nuh huh! I don’t want Stella to feel alone! And now she knows other people in the house wear diapers too!”

“Maybe not for the same reason,” Harley said. “Ya might be offending her! Put that away!”

Rosie shrugged and let her dress fall back down again. Stella was still staring open-mouthed straight ahead, shocked beyond all reason. Where did Rosie even get that ABDL diaper? And the other girls had known about that all along, and they were okay with it?

“Um… Do you know what an ABDL is, Stella?” Hilda asked, quietly.

Stella’s mouth closed. She nodded. The gears in her mind began to turn, but the conclusion her thoughts were leading her to… she had to be wrong…

“Oh, well, um,” Hilda stammered and blushed. “I’m sorry if it makes you uncomfortable for your medical issue to be… um… exciting to some people…”

Stella watched how the other girls reacted as Hilda spoke. Rosie was undaunted. Diamond’s lips were turned down in a frown, and she was looking away. Valentina was blushing, crossing her arms and shifting about as if she was five seconds away from running out the door. And Stella could feel Harley stiffen, her breathing unsteady.

Unbelievable. Could Stella’s insane inkling actually be right? Despite herself, Stella felt a smile growing on her face. Hope started to slowly bubble in her chest, as she tried to focus on what Hilda was saying.

“We- I mean, they… I mean, um, Rosie,” Hilda continued, flustered. “Can do her best to keep it private from now on?”

“Aw! You think I creeped her out?” Rosie interjected. “I kinda hoped she was, you know… one of us!”

“And what the hell gave ya that idea?” Harley huffed, as she stood up and released Stella from her embrace. “Not everybody who wears diapers is a… an adult baby…”

“I dunno! Just a sense, I guess,” Rosie said cheerfully. “Oh, and the thumb-sucking! Stella looked like a super cute little baby sucking her thumb earlier!”

Stella squeaked and covered her face, cheeks burning again. The other girls groaned.

“You’re making her so uncomfortable!” Valentina complained. “I kinda already knew about the diapers - Stella told me not to tell you all. Maybe she was afraid that some of you would be weird about it!”

“I’m not being weird! I’m being friendly!”

“Ch’yeah right! You have to know this stuff is freaky to vanilla people!” Val insisted. “It’s not the kind of thing you just… assault people with, not in the first week of knowing them!”

“What!” Rosie squawked, as Stella started to uncover her face. “Assault?! I didn’t do anything wrong! And I didn’t even say anything about you doing you-know-what with you-know-who at night!”

“Oh, dear…” Diamond sighed. “Girls, maybe we should all try to stay calm…”

“Calm? CALM! Kinda hard to stay calm with Rosie running her big yap!”

“My big yap!? What about YOUR big yap?” Rosie shot back. “The walls here are pretty thin ya know, I bet Stella already knows all about you and Harley.”

“That’s- Come on, don’t say that!”

“Oooo, Mommy, pwease, I need my diapeeees,” Rosie cooed in a mocking voice, making Harley and Valentine go bright red while Diamond bit her lip to avoid laughing. “I’m sooooo wet! Let me humpy my squishy soggy padding against your leg for a while!”

By now, Stella was no longer the center of attention, and she could see the other girls trying to decide whether to look amused or worried. Valentine had turned red. Her mouth was a thin line of embarrassment, her arms crossed over her chest as she looked down moodily. Harley reached out to put a hand on the scrawny girl’s shoulder, but Val jerked away.

It seemed like Stella’s suspicions had been confirmed in a big way, but Valentine looked like she might cry. And Rosie didn’t seem to notice she was bothering the woman, carrying on her pantomime of sucking her thumb and waddling around asking for her Mommy. Hilda kept giving anxious glances between Rosie and Val, and Stella decided it was time for her to speak up.

“Uh. Um. Girls?” She mumbled, before repeating herself and stopping Rosie in her tracks. “Girls! Rosie, could you maybe stop for a moment?”

“Huh? Oh, sure thing,” Rosie said cheerily. “I was just teasing widdle Valentine…”

“Um, actually… I think you hurt Val’s feelings,” Hilda said quietly. “Just a bit?”

“N-no she didn’t,” Val huffed, but she didn’t look so sure. “I just… didn’t want Stella to know that stuff…”

“Aw… Aw, I’m sorry,” Rosie replied, looking crestfallen. “I definitely got carried away… Sorry. I should have kept that stuff private…”

“It’s just not the kinda stuff everybody’s happy to have spread around,” Harley added, putting her arm around Valentine, who allowed Harley to pull her into a hug this time. “Stel, I trust yer not gonna tell anybody outside of this dorm about what ya just heard?”

“I promise,” Stella said quickly, her heart racing from the new information about her friends, trying to think of how to confess to her own ABDL interests. “And um, I can, well, I can sympathize with keeping things private, um. This is hard to say out loud… But Rosie’s actually right… I am an ABDL.”

Now the other girls’ jaws dropped. Except Rosie’s. Rosie’s mouth curled into a big grin, happy with herself for guessing Stella’s secret so easily.

“I knew it!”

“Um, I guess you did! I uh. Yeah. I like to wear diapers,” Stella mumbled. “I mean, I actually need them at night, but I love how they feel anyway. Oh gosh. I hope that’s not inappropriate to say?”

“I don’t think so,” Hilda replied. “It is a bit of a surprise, though…”

“Well, um… now the cat’s out of the bag, is it okay if I ask… how many of you are adult babies too?”

There was silence… but then, Valentina started to grin wickedly, her face turning towards Harley, who was now turning red herself. Diamond’s frown became a wobbly, embarrassed smile, shrugging and blushing in agreement. Hilda’s face was completely hidden behind her long hair, but she also lifted a shaky hand, confessing.

“Uh, yeah. I guess you caught us,” Harley said, grinning bashfully. “...The whole lot of us are littles or diaper lovers in some way or another.”

“Yep!” Rosie beamed. “And boy am I glad to know you are too! It was going to be super duper weird trying to hide it after so long living here!”

“Yeah. President Savas didn’t say nothin’ about you being an ageplayer too,” Harley added. “Does she not know?”

“No, she knows… I’m not sure how that relates, though,” Stella replied, puzzled. “I mean, I guess if she already happened to know about some of you she might mention it. That might be a breach of privacy, though. But wow! Five ABDLs all sharing a dorm. That seems… like some kind of magic. I guess we all got pretty lucky…”

“It wasn’t lucky, duh,” Val interrupted.. “That everyone in this dorm wears diapers is kind of an open secret in the local kink community. I guess you don’t get out much, or you’d have already heard about it.”

“That’s why it was pretty weird when the president said you’d be moving in,” Rosie chirped. “I mean, all she told us was that you would ‘appreciate privacy’! She didn’t really give any clues you liked to wear diapers.”

“That night I caught you, I thought maybe something was up. But then I figured you were probably assigned here cuz of the bedwetting,” Valentine said. “Like, if any of us noticed, we wouldn’t make fun of you, ya know?”

“Wait, wait… so the rest of you all knew your roommates would all be adult babies?”

“Pretty much,” Harley shrugged. “Just before I started my first semester, a pet-player I’m buddies with suggested I try t’get into this dorm. Good thing too - this is where I met Val.”

Valentine grinned - then squeaked and blushed as her apparent-girlfriend swatted her butt affectionately.

“I um, posted about looking into colleges on an adult forum…” Hilda mumbled, her face beet red as she brushed the hair out of her eyes. “A-and a person contacted me and suggested I send my transcripts here… rather than going to college locally…”

“My husband, Griffi, lived in this dorm before we got married,” Diamond added. “So when I decided to go back to school, it was an obvious choice given my soft spot for diapered littles.”

Rosie giggled as Diamond pinched her cheek playfully, the mood more relaxed than it had been since Stella’s arrival. Stella herself felt giddy beyond belief, her mind thinking back over all the littlespace-inducing moments she’d been through in just a few days here. Maybe those weren’t all her imagination after all.

“That… was probably why Auntie Hemera wanted me to stay here,” she said, in slow realization. “...Wow… I can’t believe I actually have ABDL friends now!”

She grinned, bouncing in her seat slightly - and then cringed, feeling how cold and wet her bottom and thighs were. Oops…

“Oh dear,” Diamond sighed. “You poor thing. You really soaked yourself, didn’t you?”

Flushing, Stella nodded silently. Hearing those words directed at her sent tingles up and down her spine, feeling like a very little girl who’d had an accident because she was just too small to be out of diapers yet. Shivering slightly, Stella corrected that mental image. She was a very adult little girl, because just thinking about how she’d helplessly wet herself and everybody knew she belonged in diapers was really turning her on.

Stella resisted the urge to rock back and forth, but she knew she’d have her hands down the front of her diaper as soon as she got padded for bed tonight. She was so excited and lost in the sensations between her thighs that she almost didn’t hear what Hilda said next.

Only almost, though, because it was something that immediately made her ears perk up.

“Stella… would you like us to change you into a diaper?” Hilda asked.




Chapter 8 - Diapered!

“Um, uh…”

“Would you like us to change you into a diaper?”

Hilda’s question played over and over in Stella’s head, striking her dumb. She felt her head moving up and down in a dreamy nod, none of this feeling real. Hilda smiled, straightening up and slipping into an authoritative role that Stella hadn’t seen her in before now:

“Okay, Harley and Rosie, you help me get her down on the floor,” she commanded. “Valentine, could you go get me a diaper? No, no, one from your room, thank you. Diamond, is it okay if she puts her head in your lap?”

“Of course,” Diamond purred, as Stella found herself being carefully helped onto the floor, head spinning from how fast this was moving. “Has anybody ever changed your diaper before, sweetie?”

“Um, no, not really,” Stella admitted, as the elegant woman knelt behind her, guiding her head onto her thighs as if they were a voluptuous pillow. “I mean, not since I was a baby…”

“Aww. You mean when you were a smaller baby,” Diamond teased. “I don’t know many adult women who find themselves in this position.”

Giggling nervously, Stella watched the others hurrying to get the changing supplies. As the world bustled around her, Diamond’s hands slid through her hair, fingers combing through it gently. Stella shivered, relaxing against her new friend, some of the tension leaving her body. She closed her eyes slowly, half-convinced when she opened them she would be in bed, and this would all have been a wonderful dream…

“Okay, ready whenever you are,” Hilda said brightly, and Stella’s eyes sprung back open. “Let’s get these soggy pants off of you…”

Rosie and Valentina giggled indiscreetly as Hilda reached for Stella’s fly, but neither of them paid any attention. With burning hot cheeks, Stella lay there submissively as she was undressed. First her soaked jeans were undone, Hilda boldly hooking her fingers into the waistband of both them and Stella’s panties.

Stella’s heart pounded with the embarrassment of being exposed like this. Her wet clothes were peeled away from her crotch, clinging to her skin from how soaked they were. Hilda continued her work in a business-like manner as Stella’s drenched mound was revealed, but the other girls leaned in curiously. Stella could even feel Diamond leaning over to get a better look, and she hid her face in embarrassment as she heard her remark:

“Oh, that really is soaking wet,” she said. “I think this naughty little girl must really need her diapers.”

“Yeah! Or maybe, you know - some extra special attention, if she’s wet the other way, too!” Rosie chimed in.

“Sh,” Hilda ordered, clucking her tongue. “Go put these into the laundry.”

“Aww…”

Rosie hurried to do just that, while Hilda put her hand out for the packet of wipes Valentina was holding. Stella looked up at the athletic girl shyly, getting a saucy grin in return. Distracted, she didn’t notice Hilda opening the wipes and pressing one against her inner thigh until she was jolted back into awareness by the cold.

“Eep!”

She squealed, closing her thighs around Hilda’s hand.

“No, no, baby,” Hilda chided. “You have to keep your legs spread for me, okay?”

“...O…okay,” Stella mumbled, aware of how childish her voice was sounding now. “I’ll be good…”

The authoritative tone and the command itself had gotten Stella’s pussy slicker than ever with arousal. She bit her lip, trying not to moan out or whimper as Hilda ran the wipe against her inner thigh, cleaning where the skin met her needy mound.

Hilda’s hand slid upward, and Stella’s heart leapt as she felt the cold wipe running across the burning hot flesh of her peach. Hilda swiped downwards, removing the urine sitting on Stella’s skin. Her toes curled, suppressing a quiet whine along with the urge to spread her legs wider and press her vulva against Hilda’s fingers.

“That’s a good girl,” Hilda cooed, smiling. “Such a sweet little baby, isn’t she? Oh yesh she is, oh yesh she is!”

“Nooo,” Stella squeaked, face wreathed in smiles. “I’m notta baby!”

“You certainly don’t look like a big girl right now, honey,” Harley chuckled from the side, her arm around Valentine’s waist.

Stella opened her mouth to protest - but all that came out was spluttering laughter, as Rosie reached down and tickled her side aggressively. Without thinking, Stella kicked her feet, jerking in Diamond’s firm embrace. She’d been so tense, anticipating the next stroke of the wipe between her folds.

Now that tension was redirected into snorts and giggles, and Hilda took the opportunity to press her wipe-covered fingertips firmly between Stella’s inner labia. The cool wetness was overwhelmed in seconds by the heat of her arousal. Stella’s gasp was caught up in her torrent of laughter, but she couldn’t miss the electric feeling as the wipe ran over her throbbing clit.

Then, just as quickly as the contact had arrived, it was gone. Rosie’s tickling finally stopped, and Stella shivered, feeling her heart beating urgently between her thighs. She was embarrassed that she was so disappointed by the fact that the most intimate touching was now over.

“Okay, fresh diaper for the widdle baby,” Rosie giggled, as Valentina handed it down.

“What’s the matter, sweetpea?” Diamond asked with amusement, looking down to see Stella’s expression full of desire as she watched Hilda carefully unfolding the diaper. “Aren’t you glad to be out of those wet pants?”

“Yeah, and back in diapers where you belong?” Rosie teased.

“No! I mean… y-yes, I mean… nothing’s the matter… guhhh!”

Stella covered her burning face with her hands, an enormous grin giving away just how much she was enjoying being teased.

“I think I know the problem,” Harley chuckled. “I reckon our little Stella was hoping for some extra-thorough cleaning just then. Poor mite. She’s probably real worked up from all this embarrassing treatment.”

Whining, Stella nodded shyly, still hiding her face. Valentine snorted in amusement.

“Yeah, well, that kind of adult fun-time are for adults, not tiny babies,” she teased. “It’s a good thing we’re padding her up - I guess she needs a nice thick diaper between her and her hands, maybe that’ll keep her from trying to play with her private parts.”

“Ooo, and if she does, we can give her a spanking!” Rosie chimed in.

“Girls, let’s not embarrass her too much,” Hilda insisted. “It’s her first time being put into a diaper. Right now, I want her bottom up in the air so we can slide this underneath.”

Her brain fried from all the embarrassing commentary, Stella could only whimper as she obediently raised her ass. Would they really spank her? And… they knew she was turned on! She was on the floor, legs spread and pussy exposed, and everyone watching knew she was excited by it…

The inner padding of the diaper was the softest Stella had ever felt. It was as if it had been somehow imbued with extra-comfy crinkliness, the thick plastic rustling in just the right way as Hilda spread the wings below her. With a shy chuckle, Stella wondered if how amazing this particular diaper was might have more to do with Hilda putting it on her than the diaper itself.

“Nearly done. I’m just sprinkling on a little powder so the baby doesn’t get a rash…”

At home, Stella used talcum powder very rarely. It smelled amazing, but the unruly white powder had a tendency to get all over her sheets and lower body. The messiness made her cringe.

Hilda applied it expertly, sprinkling it onto her hands and rubbing it around Stella’s groin. She sighed softly, leaning back against Diamond with her eyes closed. She felt her hair being stroked backwards again, surrounded by her new friends and the smell of baby powder.

The diaper was pulled up between her thighs. She was being covered up, but somehow Stella felt no less exposed. Her heart in her throat, her powder-scented, padding-covered privates tingled with arousal at the sound of a tape being done up, followed by another on the other side.

“Ohh,” Stella moaned as quietly as possible, as Hilda finally secured the last tape. “It feels so nice…”

Stella looked down dreamily, the diaper between her thighs a cool white contrast to her warm brown skin. Her hand moved down to her crotch, ignoring the giggles of Valentine and Rosie, as she gently rubbed at the thick plastic-covered pillow of padding. Her face was burning hot but she had to touch it, had to make sure it was real. Her fingers pattered across the surface, the intoxicating smoothness of the diaper’s crotch pulled tight against the padding within.

“Wow. Th-thank you,” Stella mumbled, looking up shyly at Hilda - then back around at the other girls. “...Thank you all.”

“Aw, it’s no big deal,” Harley replied.

“To me it is,” Stella insisted, as Sammy the dragon was pushed into her hands. “I’ve fantasized about this maybe a hundred different ways before, but I never dreamed it would happen like this. With five friends who… really understand… how this feels.”

She muffled her happy sniffles in the back of Sammy’s head. As Diamond helped her to sit up, Stella heard the plastic crinkle between her thighs, the padding against her bottom pressing more firmly against her. God. This felt like heaven.

“Well, you’d better get used to it,” Val said. “Because in this dorm, bedwetters belong in diapers.”

“Yup! No piddling on our furnishings any more, young lady!” Rosie playfully scolded. “Or next time… we really will give you a spanking!”

“Speaking of furnishings,” Harley said, interrupting Stella’s embarrassing train of thought. “We should get the cover off that couch cushion. It’s waterproof so the stuff underneath should be fine…”

While the rest of the group turned to the mundane task of cleaning the furniture, Diamond drew Stella closer with one arm while the other pushed a pacifier against her lips. With a soft squeak, Stella let it slide into her mouth, rhythmically suckling on it as she knew she was expected to.

“There we go. I’m glad you found us, little star,” Di said softly, hugging Stella tight against her. “You’re a very special baby girl.”

And Stella closed her eyes, diapered, sucking her binky, feeling totally safe in the arms of her friend.




Chapter 9 - Spanked!

It seemed like the festivities were winding down. With the couch cushion coverless for now, the girls had draped a towel over the foam to make it temporarily usable as a seat again. The couch was pretty cramped, with four girls nestled together. Stella was leaning against Diamond, her legs across Valentine’s lap and her bare feet resting on Harley’s. The TV played a Biznee flick, the sound and lights of the TV mostly just filling the silence.

Being here like this brought to mind Stella's earlier fantasy involving this same couch… Sighing, Stella gently shifted her feet, her toes brushing against the plastic of Harley’s own plain white diaper. With everything out in the open, Harley and Valentine had gone back to Val’s room to pad up. It felt almost surreal to Stella how quickly they’d adapted and had been comfortable openly wearing around her.

Of course, Stella thought with a small frown, this was normal for them. She was the one who had temporarily disrupted things.

“You know, I feel a little bad for not telling you all sooner,” Stella remarked idly. “I mean, I could have opened up to Hilda or Valentine at the very least.”

“It’s no problem, hon,” Harley remarked. “It’s not an easy thing to admit, even if you’ve been friends a lot longer’n we have.”

“I… guess,” Stella mumbled. “But… I don’t know. I just feel guilty. I mean your routines were all disrupted… because of me. And I know how much I personally hate that feeling…”

“It’s seriously no big deal,” Valentine huffed, rolling her eyes, but Stella couldn’t stop thinking about it. “Nobody’s upset with you.”

Rosie, who was sitting on her beanbag, had turned to look at Stella with her wide, oddly-insightful gaze. Stella bit her lip to control the urge to talk again about how she felt some more - but Rosie seemed to get it:

“Stella… if you’re still feeling guilty, even after we all said there’s no hard feelings… Do you think a punishment might help?”

Stella’s eyes opened wide - she honestly hadn’t been thinking about that. But she was now. Her gaze darted away as she imagined it, the others waiting with bated breath for her response.

Yes… maybe it would help. Stella craved that feeling of resolution, of knowing the matter was well and truly put to bed, so she could stop focusing on it. And she couldn’t deny she’d imagined being disciplined and put in her place by the cute girls around her before.

“I, um, uh, I think so?” She stammered. “I’ve never really been punished, actually… But I think it could help me feel better…”

“Oh boy, here we go,” Harley chuckled - Valentine was already grinning, pushing Stella’s legs off of her own. “I’m guessin’ you’ll want me to deliver the spankings?”

Stella jolted. Spankings? That made sense, of course, but hearing somebody actually say the word out loud… She could feel herself starting to hyperventilate, her body quivering with excitement.

“Oh, don’t be too hard on her,” Hilda said, reaching down from behind the couch and affectionately petting Stella’s hair. “Please?”

“Of course!” Rosie insisted - the grin she gave Stella sending shivers up and down her spine, electricity between her thighs. “And you know, Stella, if you’re uncomfortable at any point you can tell us to stop! Um… if there’s anything you know you’re not okay with, you should probably tell us now!”

“N-not okay with?” Stella squeaked, her mind suddenly flooded with images of women in tight leather outfits wielding whips and scary-looking bondage implements. “Uh, well, I mean, that might be a long list, there’s a lot you could do… hypothetically.”

“Wow, you’ve been thinking about it that much?” Valentine snickered. “It’s always the nerdy ones, huh?”

“Shh!” Diamond interjected. “I’ll make things clearer for you, Stella, dear. Are you okay with being spanked by hand?”

“...Yes.”

“Just through the diaper, or on your thighs as well?”

“...Um… my thighs as well? I mean, uh,” Stella tried to imagine how a real life spanking would actually feel, unable to really picture the sting of it. “I guess I, I’ve fantasized about it hurting a bit, but also about, uh, hearing someone’s hand… feeling it smack against the diaper when they spank me…”

She trailed off, face burning, unable to meet anybody’s eye. Thinking about these fantasies was dizzying enough. Being this close to the real thing made Stella’s heart feel like it was about to pound right out of her chest. Again, things were happening so quickly - but Stella didn’t really want them to slow down.

“Oh, yeah, that’s the best,” Valentine teased, as she swapped places with Harley, sliding into the taller girl’s seat. “Hearing that soft THUMP and the crinkle, the way the diaper absorbs the hit so it hurts less but the feeling spreads all the way across your butt. Noooo way to forget that you’re a naughty baby girl being spanked through her pampers…”

Stella couldn’t help the moan that escaped her lips just hearing Val describe it, her legs shaking as the other girl began to slide a hand under her thigh. The skin-on-skin contact sent prickles of electricity straight through Stella. As Val’s hand slid higher, Stella looked at her with wide, unguarded eyes, heart fluttering at the sight of the athlete’s cocky smirk.

“Slow down a little, Val,” Harley ordered. “We need t’ask her a few more questions. Stel, are you okay with being held down?”

“I think so…” Stella managed, her mind a jumbled mess of arousal and anxiety, her desperate desire to be dominated overriding all other thoughts. “I’d um. I’d like that. But I guess I’d like to… pretend it’s not really my choice?”

Val snorted in amusement, taking Stella’s words as an invitation to start lifting her thigh up and backwards. Stella hadn’t noticed Hilda’s gentle hands sliding down her shoulders, but she felt them now, moving down her arms, reaching for her wrists as if to pull them over Stella’s head. On her other side, Diamond was smiling knowingly as she moved Stella’s other thigh upwards and apart, spreading her open.

The nerdy girl whimpered happily as she was slid into a new position, grateful for the depth of the couch cushions which allowed her to lay back nearly all the way. Her legs were held firmly apart by two beautiful girls, while another watched from behind, cooing softly down at her. Hilda pulled her arms up and out of the way, holding Stella’s wrists together delicately - but she used both hands, and Stella had no doubt her grip would be secure if she tested it.

***

Further negotiations took several long, agonizing minutes of discussion - but Stella was glad her friends cared so much. And it was reassuring to know what she was letting herself in for. Even if the questions themselves were so embarrassing she almost wanted to skip them entirely…

Stella told the others that she was okay with being touched anywhere except her anus - for hygiene reasons. Blushingly, she admitted that she would be okay with the others groping her chest or rubbing her genitals, even inserting fingers inside of her. They agreed on a safeword - ‘sololiliquy’ - after Stella made it clear how many of her fantasies revolved around being ‘forced’ to be a baby.

Rosie brought up toys - would Stella be okay with a vibrator being used on her?

That made Stella’s eyebrows shoot upwards, but then she nodded hurriedly. Harley asked about implements. She could just use her hand, of course… but Stella said she could probably take a spanking from a wooden spoon or the back of a hairbrush. She decided an actual paddle would be too much for now.

“Well, I think that’s enough info f’r now,” Harley said firmly. “I’ll go get the wooden spoon outta the kitchen. Don’t you go anywhere, missy.”

Stella pouted playfully as the four other girls giggled. She could hardly get up and walk away like this, held in place by several pairs of hands and the watchful eye of Rosie. Rosie herself was nearly vibrating with excitement already, despite the fact the hefty wand in her hand wasn’t even turned on yet.

“This is… so exciting…” Stella squeaked, the anticipation fluttering in her chest, second after second. “Oh God… I can’t believe this…”

Some of the details were different, but memories of Stella’s former fantasy flashed through her mind again. She squirmed in Val and Diamond’s grip - her left leg moved just a little, but Valentine’s grasp held her right thigh firmly up and out of the way. Stella whimpered, the real life gravity of her situation washing over her. Her cunny tingled needily as she peered from between her legs up at the kitchen, where Harley was searching for the tool to spank her with..

Her thighs were open wide, the slippery wetness between them parted and glistening with arousal. Not that you could see that, Stella reminded herself with a whimper. There was an inch of thick, crinkly white padding between her private parts and the outside air. Diamond’s free hand abruptly slid down to Stella’s crotch, rubbing ever-so-gently at it. Stella’s clit throbbed just from looking between her thighs and seeing someone stroking her diaper, and Di chuckled softly, knowing just how arousing that crinkling sound and teasing touch must be to someone as inexperienced as Stella.

“Traditionally, this is how a young woman would present herself for sexual intercourse,” Diamond murmured into Stella’s ear “Letting her suitor or husband take a good, long look at the flower of her womanhood, her vulva lips spread open wide and ready to be penetrated…”

Di’s fingertips pressed harder into the front of the diaper, sliding down to roughly where she expected to find Stella’s clitoris. A sudden whimper told her she was on the mark, and then Stella gasped in surprise and arousal as the older woman rubbed firmly against her protruding nub through the diaper. Sparks of pleasure erupted between her thighs as the cotton-like padding teased her clit with gentle, repetitive friction.

“Of course, this diaper covering your princess parts tells me you’re much too widdle for that,” Diamond sneered. “This little baby gets her legs spread for diaper changes and spankies only, hm?”

“Oh! And for Auntie Rosie’s special-good-feeling-wand!” Rosie added, cheerfully. “We can’t forget that!”

“Oh, that’s so right,” Diamond chuckled. “Baby wants to make cummies in her pampy-wampies, hm?”

Stella’s only response was a desperate, embarrassed whine, her hips trying to push upwards to grind against Diamond’s fingertips through the diaper. With a grin, Di jerked her hand away, clucking her tongue admonishingly.

“Naughty girl. You really do deserve a spanking, don’t you?”

“Y-yes…” Stella mumbled, her tongue like taffy in her mouth. “I, I need a spanking, Missus Diamond…”

“And that’s exactly what you’re gonna get,” Harley declared, emerging from the kitchen with the spoon clasped in one hand. “Y’all got her pinned down?”

Several voices replied in the affirmative, and Stella gulped nervously as she felt Hilda’s grip on her wrists tighten. She looked from the spoon to the smirk on Harley’s face, her thighs tensing as she imagined what was coming next. Emotions of panic swirled inside of her, but she also knew this was something she wanted more than anything.

“I’m, I’m actually not sure about this,” she mumbled - meaning every word, but holding back her safeword. “Maybe we should do this another day?”

“You know what to say if you really don’t want this,” Val replied dismissively, and Stella felt a thrill go through her as the women on either side resisted her weak efforts to close her thighs. “Until then, you’re not the one in charge.”

“That’s right,” Harley chuckled, moving to take her place in front of Valentine. “You’re totally helpless, Stel. We’re gonna spank that cute li’l tushy ‘til it’s red.”

“But if you take your punishment like a good girl,” Hilda added. “We might just let you have an orgasm through your diapee.”

“But, but, but…” Stella stammered, her eyes shrinking to pinpricks as the urge to get away hit her full force. “I’m, I’m a big girl? I don’t need a spanking…”

Stella’s squeaky voice spoke to the genuine fear and humiliation she was feeling. There was a part of her that really wanted to jump away and leave, to keep this idea a fantasy that was private and only for her. Her muscles were tensed for a speedy escape, if the other girls would just let her up…

But another part of Stella was desperate to see what would happen next. The anxiety and arousal fed on each other, an ouroboros of kinkiness. Knowing this was going to happen despite her fear and pleading was making her hornier than she’d been in her life. She really was totally at the mercy of these other girls, just a helpless widdle baby whimpering with her legs spread wide…

Knowing she had a safeword kept things feeling… safe. Stella was afraid of the pain of the spanking, and embarrassed by being exposed this way. But she didn’t want to stop, not really. She focused on the tension in her chest, the constant pounding of her heart. Here, with her new friends, she would be allowed to feel like a weak, frantic babygirl - and her whimpers and struggles would do nothing to stop the naughty, humiliating things being done to her.

“You’re a helpless ickle girl,” Rosie insisted, grinning. “And Harley’s gonna spank your cutie-booty as long as it takes for you to understand that!”

“I’m, no, I’m an adult, I’m in control of myself,” Stella helplessly sputtered, hyperventilating as Harley knelt down and got ready. “You can’t! You can’t spank me, I won’t- YEEP!”

Harley had pulled the spoon back and swung it right down onto Stella’s upper thigh. Her body jerked like she was struck by electricity, the place where the spoon landed already starting to sting. It was really happening. She couldn’t do anything to stop it, she really was a pathetic, weak, helpless, squirming-

“AH!” Stella cried out again, tears stinging her eyes as the wooden implement slapped against her skin. “Oh, God, fuck!”

“Bad girl! Extra spanks for the cussin’!” Harley snarled, eliciting another panicked squeal from Stella as she nailed her in the same spot again, twice.

“Ahh! I’m sorry!”

“Sorry doesn’t cut it, missy,” Hilda said, with a surprisingly firm voice. “You need to take your punishment. Then maybe we’ll forgive you for being such a naughty baby.”

Stella could only let out a pathetic sob as the tears started to break free. She hadn’t expected how intense this would feel! Harley aimed the spoon at her padded backside instead this time, swinging the implement downwards to smack against the outside of her diaper. Stella felt it through the padding, but much of the ‘bite’ was gone.

Harley whacked her there again, and again, and again, the sound of wood on plastic accompanied by Stella’s panicked gasps. At first it hadn’t really hurt at all, but hitting the same spot over and over was starting to make an impact. Stella squirmed, diaper rustling, but Diamond and Valentine held her tight in place. Her head spun, her pussy feeling like a molten pot of wet ooze that was jolted with every spank.

“Naughty li’l girl!” Harley huffed, as she brought the spoon down hard on Stella’s other thigh. “Not wearin’ your pampers cuz you’re embarrassed and peeing all over our nice couch! You ain’t mature enough to be outta diapers!”

“N-n-nooo! I am, I’mma big girl!” Stella blubbered, her hips jerking upwards and away from the pummeling her tender tushy was taking. “P-please! Stop! It’s too much!”

“I’ll stop when I think you’ve learned your lesson!”

Stella whined, pouting, but inside she loved how helpless she felt. She was held firmly down, bursts of stinging pain erupting wherever the spoon landed, her reddened skin burning where she’d already been spanked. Her whole body felt like it throbbed with arousal, awash in a sea of desire and lust.

Stella’s shirt was lifted, a hand moving underneath it. Her head jerked in Valentine’s direction, but the other girl just smirked even wider as her fingers thrust under the band of Stella’s bra. Her jaw dropped, thoughts totally incomprehensible even to herself as Val carelessly groped and squeezed at her breast, touching her just because she felt like it.

Fingertips brushed Stella’s nipple, teasing it into further stiffness. She whined, biting her lip, realizing with some embarrassment she was drooling. Oh God yes that felt so right, and-

“OW!”

Stella’s eyes shot open as Harley landed another painful swat, her lip wobbling. Harley looked pleased with herself, the wooden spoon moving through the air and smacking Stella’s tender inner thigh. She cried out, whimpering, Valentine’s digits nimbly tracing circles around the bud of her nipple.

The stinging and sudden shock of each spank stood out harshly against the background radiation of tingles of pleasure rolling up and down Stella’s body. Her whole being resonated with sensation, her supple rear end smarting with pain, jolts of bliss radiating out from her nipple… and between her legs, Stella’s cunt cried out desperately to be touched.

The maelstrom of feelings was too much, too strong. Stella kept wanting to say something, but every time she tried to speak the words were forced out of her with another loud smack. Eventually, she gave up, letting out a pitiful yelp as her vision swam with tears. Her whole body was trembling… She felt like such a bad, naughty girl, such a helpless baby, so weak…

“You don’t think we’re pushing her too far, do you?” Hilda said softly, to which Valentine snorted.

“Nope. She’s got a safeword,” Harley said at first. “...Well…if she c’n use it right now…”

The scene paused for a moment. Several feminine faces leaned in to see if Stella was okay.

Stella didn’t feel okay. No - Stella felt amazing, wonderful, her brains feeling like melting cotton candy… She bucked at the air, whining quietly, wanting to grind her cunny against the inside of her diaper. Stupid little baby, she managed to think, moaning as Harley tapped her drool-covered chin.

“Y’okay? Wanna say anything, hon?” Harley asked, her voice obviously concerned.

“Gnn… uuhh…”

“Oh my God, wow,” Rosie gasped from somewhere nearby. “She can’t even talk yet! She must be even littler than we thought!”

Stella dreamily nodded her assent, but the other girls seemed to want something else from her. What? What else was there… Oh…

“Nggglll…”

With some effort, Stella lifted her head, looking at Harley. She was shaking and her vocal cords felt like they were made of jelly, but she forced herself to talk like an adult. She wanted there to be no confusion whatsoever about what she wanted to happen next:

“I… yeah… I have to say something…” she muttered through her heaving breaths.

Stella felt the others’ gaze on her, felt she was commanding everybody’s attention for a few moments. She would usually squirm under those looks, but tonight they felt like exactly what she needed and deserved…

“I wanna say… I’m sorry for bein’ a naughty baby! I’m sowwee for not wearin’ my diapers!” Stella announced, her voice slipping into a babyish lisp. “I sorry I went peepee on da couch an’ an’ didn’t admit I need my baby girl pampers!”

Harley’s jaw dropped, but Stella had more to say:

“Pwease! Punish me for bein’ so bad! I’m too widdle to know better without it, I g-gotta get diss-a-pinned!”

There was stunned silence for a second, and through her haze of subby littlespace Stella worried for a second she’d gone too far. But then she felt Valentine’s hand squeeze at her chest once more after being still for so long, and she looked back and up and saw Hilda’s blush and smile…

“Well, okay then!” Harley chuckled, bending her arm just-so as she gripped the spoon. “You asked for it!”

For a second, Stella thought perhaps she had made a mistake by not using her safeword. There wasn’t time to think for longer than a single second, though - because right then Harley swung the spoon downwards, the long handle slapping against both of Stella’s thighs at once, right below where the diaper would protect her.

Stella squealed hoarsely, eyes wide and panicked at the biting pain, her legs trying to kick and disperse some of the burn. Before she could catch her breath, the spoon hit her again… and then again…

There was no clemency whatsoever in the way that Harley walloped Stella’s backside over and over with the wooden spoon. Even through the diaper it stung, whack after whack ringing out through the air without even a second between them. Stella panted and squirmed, trying to wriggle but held in place, as the burning in her backside increased and spread, a fire fanned by her desire and the punishment she was receiving.

Her feelings of arousal and pain curled in on themselves, twisting, forcing upwards through her chest. Stella found her voice quavering, eyes ready to spill with tears, but the swats just kept on coming, and coming, the wooden spoon thwacking her crinkling bottom again and again as tension built inside of her.

Her body began to shake, the world shrinking away as she felt sobs building in her chest. The spanking kept on going, forcing her towards a peak of some kind, her soul aching and tense, desperate for a release…

“Ohh! Wuuuhh! Waaaa! Huuaahh!”

Stella heard herself starting to sob, loudly.

Tears dripped down her cheeks in a catharsis she hadn’t even dreamed of. Her eyes had watered before, but now she howled, every guttural wail rolling through her like a wave. It was like a faucet she couldn’t turn off now she’d started, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to.

Elsewhere, another kind of release was happening - Stella’s muscles relaxed, and she felt herself flooding her diaper unexpectedly. She didn’t even know she was wetting herself until she felt the soft padding against her bottom growing soft and squishy, heat spreading across her rear as she emptied her bladder.

That prompted a fresh bout of sobs, emotions of humiliation and excitement and curiosity melding together into one big BIG feeling for which the only solution was tears. Harley’s spanks had begun to slow, but Stella kept crying, pinned in place and totally vulnerable as she bared her soul to her new friends.

“Damn. She really lost control,” Val remarked. “Uh, you think she wants-”

“Come here, sweet thing,” Diamond interrupted, her voice like honey as she released Stellas thigh and started wrapping her arms around the sobbing girl. “Your punishment is all done now, yes it is, shh…”

Without a moment’s hesitation, Stella flung herself at Di, wrapping her arms around the older woman. Her thoughts were completely free of worries about social norms, about not drooling or crying on her friends’ clothes, even about how her face was pressing right against Diamond’s large bust.. She clung to Diamond, squeezing her, barely noticing as Val’s hand slid between her legs, squishing her soaked diaper.

“Shhh-shh-shh… that’s a good girl, oh yes, it’s okay,” Diamond cooed. “I see you wet your pampers again… No, no, it’s okay, it’s alright… We’ve got you…”

Her face as wet with tears as her diaper was with her pee, Stella cried softly, holding tight to Diamond and letting the tension flow out of her. Inside she felt she was glowing, floating above all her other problems as she let herself be nothing but a simple, helpless baby girl, the squishy padding between her legs reminding her of her true status.

For now, Stella was just a sensitive, spanked, sobbing toddler, held in an adult’s arms and allowed to cry it out. She had never felt so whole and at peace in her life.




Chapter 10 - Humped!

The peace didn’t last too long - but Stella didn’t mind. Her crying and sniffles gradually slowed, her body thrumming with the release of her recent punishment. While she was nuzzling against Diamond, being pet and cooed at by Hilda at the same time, Stella felt movement against her diaper’s crotch.

When she had rolled over, Stella had trapped Valentine’s hand between her thighs. Without saying anything, Valentine’s palm began pushing Stella’s legs apart, demandingly. Stella could picture the cocky smirk on her face, her body responding as her legs started to open.

Stella felt heat rolling over her cheeks as she adjusted herself, obediently parting her thighs to let Valentine do what she wanted. The tomboy groped and squeezed at the soaked padding, pushing it firmly against Stella’s private parts. It wasn’t enough to bring her to orgasm, just a tease. But Stella could feel the soggy warmth of her own urine pressing between her folds, nudging at her excited clit. She pushed her hips needily against the stimulation, whimpering loud enough to get the attention of Diamond.

“Oh, someone’s being a naughty girl,” Diamond chuckled, looking down between Stella’s legs.

“I don’t mean you, Stella,” she added, feeling the young woman tense in her arms. “Val has a habit of being a little handsy when someone else takes on the baby role. It tends to make her have delusions that she’s… a dominant.”

“Hey! I’m plenty dominant!” Val shot back, grinning. “Watch this!”

Before Stella knew what was happening, the other girl grabbed her face, her lips melding with Stella’s in an overwhelming kiss. She squeaked in surprise, not sure what to do with her tongue as Valentine’s shoved its way into her mouth. Stella’s heart felt like it was about to jump right out of her chest from the passion of the moment.

Val held her there for second after second, her palm mashing and squishing against Stella’s groin. What had been a gentle brushing of the diaper’s padding against her folds was now a frantic rubbing against Stella’s clit, her squeals and whimpers getting louder and louder as sparks of sexual pleasure built between her thighs.

Just as her body was beginning to rock and tense, the stimulation stopped. Valentine’s lips left hers, leaving Stella to gasp desperately, trembling. Her usually keen mind could now only process the basest, most animal desires… She wanted to cling, and hump, and cum… Trying to get control of herself, she squeezed her eyes shut, nestling against Diamond once more.

“Oh, my,” Hilda giggled. “It seemed like Valentine was going to, um… make our little baby feel very, very good!”

“I’m sure Stella will get the chance if she wants that,” Diamond chuckled. “But I think Val’s about to be reminded of her place…”

As if in response, a moan that was unmistakably Valentine’s filled the air. Curious, Stella opened her eyes, peering over at the other side of the couch.

Her eyes widened at what she saw - Harley’s had one hand around Val’s shoulder, assertively groping at her small chest, while she forced kisses against her thin lips. Harley’s other hand was right down the front of Rosie’s leggings and her diaper, and the chubby girl was huffing excitedly as she bucked eagerly against her friend’s fingers.

“Oh… wow,” Stella croaked, swallowing as she tried to get her voice back.

“Don’t worry, you don’t have to do anything they do,” Hilda reassured her. “...Um… unless you wanted to?”

Wiping away the wetness on her face, Stella watched as Harley pulled her hand out from between Rosie’s legs. Rosie gasped in what could have been amusement or disappointment - but Stella’s attention was quickly stolen by Harley again. The blonde woman smirked as she grabbed the back of Valentine’s scalp, pulling her down onto the floor to kneel in front of her.

“H-hey!” Val huffed, but soon any sounds were muffled by Harley’s padded crotch against her face.

Harley’s smirk grew fangs as she held her partner’s face steady, grinding her dry diaper against her. Valentine groaned her dissent, but Stella noticed she was reaching down between her thighs, pressing her padded crotch against the ball of her palm and letting Harley’s humping motions rock her gently.

There was a soft hissing sound and Valentine moaned in what could have been desire or disgust - Stella couldn’t help gasping as she realized that Harley was wetting her diaper! And Valentine’s face was right there, huffing and nuzzling against the front of her girlfriend’s padding as it visibly swelled outwards with urine. Stella’s face felt hot as she watched, feeling like it would have to embarrass Val to be seen like this.

Valentine gave no indication she cared about her audience at all. She rubbed her cheek against the warmth of Harley’s crotch, nostrils flaring at the pungent aroma of urine. No longer invested in pleasuring herself, the scrappy girl lifted her hands up and began to tug at the tapes of Harley’s diaper, trying to peel them off.

“Oh, that’s Momma’s good little whore,” Harley chuckled, her freckled face burning red with lust. “Why don’t ya get your tongue to work cleaning me up down there? Yer so good at it…”

Now it was Harley yanking at the sides of the diaper, ripping them open with a grunt of exertion. The sodden padding fell to the ground with a wet thud, Harley’s pubic hair glistening with her own piss. A tiny whimper was the extent of Val’s protest - or was it pleading? Stella couldn’t tell - before Harley shoved her head between her thighs.

Noisy slurps and breathy grunts were muffled in Harley’s pubic mound, as Valentine’s tongue pushed between her folds. Stella’s jaw dropped open and her nose wrinkled, slightly disgusted at the thought of tasting someone else’s urine… but she couldn’t deny that level of degradation would be really, really hot.

“Gnn! Good girl! Whoo!” Harley moaned, as Val stopped even making a pretense of ‘cleaning’. “Tongue Mommy’s clit, that’s my baby!”

“Oh, you two… you certainly know how to put on a show!” Diamond chuckled breathlessly from over Stella’s shoulder, reminding her that she wasn’t seeing this alone. “I’m feeling awfully hot all of a sudden.”

“Ooo, me too,” Rosie panted, squeezing her thighs around her own used diaper. “Val’s such a slutty little diaper bitch!”

“Stella, darling, I’m getting worked up,” Diamond said softly. “Would it be okay if I put my other hand between my legs and took care of myself? I can keep holding you. Unless you’d rather I not?”

“Oh! Um… that’s fine,” Stella replied. “I mean, I don’t mind. I think I’d like to watch?”

Diamond smirked, squeezing Stella gently as she started to part her thighs. Stella bit her lip, watching. A bead of sweat ran down the nape of her neck as the elegant woman pulled up her skirt and slipped her hand into her underwear, her eyes meeting Stella’s with a look of amused confidence.

After a moment, Diamond let out a low moan, eyes rolling back into her head as she evidently found the right place to touch.

Once she’d started looking, Stella found she couldn’t keep her eyes off of Diamond’s fingers curled inside her underwear. Her pussy was hidden from view, but the crotch of her panties moved back and forth, stretched over her hand, hinting at the needy motions of her digits. There were tiny wet sounds coming from between Diamond’s legs, a complement to her own gentle moans and sighs.

In contrast, Harley and Val’s vocalizations and movements were anything but gentle. Whenever Stella glanced over, she could see that Harley’s teeth were bared in an exultant snarl. Her eager humping at Valentine’s face was accompanied by almost comical squelches and grunting noises, riding her face like it was a pussy-eating rodeo.

Stella whimpered, her slick cunny tingling urgently. She felt like she was about to go cross-eyed from how horny she was.

Squeezing her thighs hard together, Stella sat forwards, rolling her hips, grinding her slit against the inside of the wet diaper. Diamond was still cuddling her close, even while her own body rocked and gyrated in pleasure… Surely it would be okay to join the others?

Stella’s hand moved down between her thighs, her fingers brushing the sodden crotch of her diaper. She sucked in a deep breath, her aroused body urging her to cross that line… Without even thinking, she found herself pushing the soaked padding against her genitals. Her fingers pressed the bulge of wet fluff and SAP inwards, against her needy slit. With a soft whimper, Stella rocked her hips back and forth, pressing her palm in firmly.

Moaning, Stella tried to work out the optimum hand placement for maximized pleasure. Of course, pushing harder provided more friction, but a lighter, more teasing touch could be nice too. Oh, who was she kidding? Stella wanted to play with herself NOW, with nothing in the way.

Stella ignored the gasp somewhere nearby as her hand dove under the waistband of her diaper. Her fingertips were just brushing her outer labia when a hand grabbed her wrist, making Stella jerk and stop in surprise.

“Am… is this… not okay?” she croaked, looking up at Hilda’s disapproving face. “Di-Diamond and Rosie were-”

“MISS Diamond and AUNTIE Rosie are grown-ups,” Hilda said firmly, the smile at the edge of her lips letting Stella know she wasn’t really in trouble. “Babies aren’t allowed to put their hands inside their diapers. They shouldn’t mess with them at all, or else they might end up making a mess…”

Stella let Hilda drag her hand out of the diaper, her lip wobbling. She looked at the sheen of urine and girl-juices on her spread fingers. Then she looked at Hilda and Diamond - one blushing but keeping her hands off of her own body, the other burning red and biting her lip as she masturbated and eyed Stella hungrily.

“But… Miss Hilda… I really, really wanted to um… have cummies,” Stella mumbled, her arousal pushing her through the embarrassment of what she was saying. “I, I don’t think I can do it through the diaper…”

“Well, that’s too bad,” Hilda remarked, letting go of Stella’s wrist. “Babies only get to have cummies inside their pampers, and ONLY with a grown-ups permission…”

“Hmmm… ah… I wonder if there’s somebody who could… ooh… who’d help our little girl out?” Diamond panted, looking pointedly somewhere to Stella’s left.

Stella followed Diamond’s gaze. Rosie’s grin was enormous, wiggling her bottom playfully as she gestured with her head at Stella’s spread legs. Stella gulped and nodded, putting her hands together in a faux-begging pose.

“Pwetty pwease Auntie Wosie,” she lisped, electric arousal rolling through her as she spoke. “Can you help da widdle baby make cummies?”

“Awwww! Of course!” Rosie grinned, jumping forwards and grabbing Stella’s arm. “Let’s get down on the floor so we have lots of room to GET DOWN, you know? Auntie Rosie bets she can make your pretty baby cooter feel extra nice!”

Stella didn’t really know what to expect, but she was soon back on the floor again, her legs trembling and opened wide. Rosie had pushed a pacifier into her mouth again, but Stella didn’t know if it was hers or somebody else's. Stella looked behind her, at the couch, to see what the others thought of what was happening.

Hilda stayed standing behind it, but both her hands were in view so she wasn’t masturbating… Diamond was still playing with herself, but from her position on the floor, Stella could see directly up her skirt. The older woman’s chest rose and fell rapidly as she fingered herself, staring intently at Stella’s prone body.

Stella gave a quick glance to Val and Harley, but the two lovers were preoccupied with one another. And her attention was stolen a moment later anyway. Rosie’s shadow loomed over her, and Stella was sucked back into the moment as she felt skin brushing against her thigh.

Now her leggings were gone, Rosie’s soaked, sagging diaper was fully exposed. Stella suckled frantically, eyes enormous as Rosie hooked one leg over hers. She giggled, their diapered crotches so close to touching it made Stella whimper with need.

Then Rosie lowered her hips and the two diapers were smushed together, compressing the sodden padding and forcing pee out against the groins of their respective owners. Stella’s heart fluttered, cheeks hot, as Rosie wriggled and adjusted, resting more and more of her weight on Stella.

Stella had expected the wand right away, but maybe Rosie didn’t think she was ready for it. Curious, Stella rolled her hips up to Rosie’s just to test how it felt, hearing the rustling of plastic against plastic. The binky in her mouth muffled the pleasured sound she made as she felt the sodden bulge against her cunny press against her and shift with her body’s movement.

“Aw, baby wants to do humpies, huh?” Rosie giggled, looking down at Stella fondly. “Well, you’re so itty bitty I think you don’t know how to do humpies like a big girl! So you oughta just lay there like the widdle baby you are and let your Auntie Rosie make your princess parts tingle!”

Stella flushed, suckling her pacifier twice in an effort to show she agreed. She didn’t know if Rosie noticed and she didn’t know if she cared. Her agreement or opinions on the proceedings weren’t needed, she reminded herself. Babies had to accept whatever the grown-ups wanted to do with them… Her eyelids fluttered and she moaned in the back of her throat at the thought.

While Stella was thinking, Rosie’s thick thighs began to move, rolling and rocking her soaked diaper against Stella’s own. Stella squealed, trying to spread her thighs further as Rosie humped at her, but the other woman just kept moving at her own pace.

Instead of just a tease, the sodden padding now pressed firmly between Stella’s folds, the hot squishiness melding around her clit and rubbing against it again and again. She moaned audibly this time, eyes rolling back into her head as Rosie humped more eagerly, thrusting down and against Stella while she was pinned into place.

Stella hadn’t expected to be the one giving direction in her first real sexual encounter - but she hadn’t thought she’d be so utterly dominated, either! She whimpered, the speed and pressure at which the saturated inside of her diaper grazed her clit totally controlled by Rosie. Stella squirmed slightly, just to test, but it made no difference - as Rosie’s hips sped up, the pleasure built more and more quickly. No matter how much Stella wriggled or moved.

“Ohhh! You’re such a good baby!” Rosie gasped. “I bet your cunny feels soooo tingly from the squishy diaper against it! Such a good girl getting so horny for your pampers! Mmm!”

Rosie’s words began to run together into frantic babbling as she grunted and huffed on top of Stella, grinding their diapered pussies together. Stella arched her back needily, but tried to stay still, gritting her teeth around her pacifier’s silicone nipple as Rosie’s frantic attentions rubbed her soaked diaper groin against her aroused womanhood.

Her body was responding as expected, but she wasn’t close to orgasm yet. Stella needed a few more minutes, but she was worried she might not get it. Stella squeezed her eyes shut and tried to focus on how good this felt, how everybody was watching her, the diaper rubbing against her clit again and again. It was good to climax when your partner did, right?

“Ahh! Oh baby, baby, baby!” Rosie moaned, her humping turning into desperate jackrabbit movements that jostled Stella’s whole body. “You’re such a good girl! So cute! Nnn!”

Stella flushed, able to tell Rosie was right on the edge of an orgasm, too lost in her own pleasure to even think about her partner or what she was doing. Even though her own breathing was coming in frantic huffs and gasps, it still felt like another level of intimacy to be so close to another person as they approached orgasm.

And she was helping… Stella whimpered, pushing her soaked crotch up gently to try and get more contact with the diaper grinding against her pussy. She was helping Rosie get off, being used like a toy for the happily humping woman’s pleasure, held in place, another girl’s diapered pussy thrusting against hers over and over in a show of boisterous dominance.

“Oh gosh, oh, sweetie, sucha good baby for A-Auntie Rosie, nn!” Rosie panted, her eyes unfocused as her movements became nearly feverish in their intensity. “Oh cutiepie baby girl, Auntie Rosie’s gonna… I’m… OOOHHH!”

Rosie squealed and then grunted, driving her hips down hard. She shimmied them back and forth, making little pleasured huffs with every movement, wringing out second after second of pleasure. Stella’s own clit throbbed in time with every thrust of Rosie’s hips, her sensitive nub inflamed as she watched Rosie ride through her crinkly climax.

Even though she knew she was ‘supposed’ to cum at the same time, excitement gripped Stella as she watched Rosie’s orgasm. She could pretend for a second that her own pleasure was irrelevant. Stella felt her clit twitch as she thought of herself as Rosie’s obedient fuckdoll, diapered and babbling as the other woman mounted her, humping until she got herself off.

Any pleasure that innocent baby Stella felt was nothing but a byproduct of Rosie using her to masturbate, not the point of the encounter. Stella shivered, wondering if she would be left like this, denied an orgasm, a sexless baby in her soggy diaper.

At long last Rosie shuddered, her hips slowing to a stop. She gave a blissful sigh as she sagged against Stella, catching her breath for a moment. Stella felt her own breathing was still heavy, looking up expectantly at Rosie as she waited for what her new ‘Auntie’ would tell her came next.

Stella wanted to come, but she was deep in subby littlespace now. She might whine about it, but Rosie and the others were ‘growed ups’, and they got to decide if she had an orgasm. She might have missed her chance…

Unaware of her diapered lover’s thoughts, Rosie leaned down and brushed away some of the strands of hair that stuck to Stella’s sweaty forehead. She wobbled, kissing Stella gently on the button of her pacifier.

“Sowwee I din’t do cummies,” Stella lisped, trembling. “It felt weal good though…”

“Aw! Auntie Rosie is the one who should be sorry, cutie,” Rosie panted, as she pushed herself up and off of Stella, her legs shaking. “I got too excited doing humpies! You’re just too cute, lying there like that. Such big innocent eyes and sucking on your pacifier…”

Stella whimpered, her thighs tensing. She started to close her legs, feeling her muscles resistant to moving after so long in the same position. Rosie’s hand found her thigh, keeping her legs parted. Stella looked at her curiously - hopefully, even.

“Hey! I’m not about to leave you like that,” Rosie chuckled. “Nope, nope, nope! I wanna make you cum, even if my own cutie kitty’s exhausted right now… Sooo lay back, and let us work a little magic on YOU!”

“You… you don’t havta…”

“I know I don’t, silly,” Rosie said. “I want to! And I know you’re gonna be a good baby girl and let the grown-ups MAKE you cum in your diapers because THEY want you to… aren’t you?”

“...Yesh, Auntie Rosie…”

Stella flushed, obediently letting Rosie maneuver her one more time.




Chapter 11 - Finished at Last

“What a precious little one you have here,” Diamond said, her voice slightly breathless.

Stella was the center of attention again. Laying on the floor, Diamond and Rosie sat on either side of her. Rosie’s hands were under Stella’s top, plunged through her neckline and under her bra. Each palm was spread around a handful of Stella-titty, rubbing them in playful semi-circles, eliciting soft whimpers from Stella behind the pacifier.

On the couch, Val was straddling Harley’s lap while she grabbed and nibbled alternately at the other woman’s exposed breasts. Stella watched them for a while, hearing Harley’s low moan of desire as her girlfriend’s tongue swirled around her nipple. Valentine’s face was still glazed with wetness from pleasuring Harley earlier, but neither woman seemed to care as they both shared an eager kiss.

A quick grope from Rosie sent a jolt of electricity through Stella, pulling her back into her own ‘scene’. She gasped, her binky bobbing back and forth frantically as Rosie’s fingers teased her nipples into stiffness. Diamond made a small noise of amusement, her hand under her skirt, still masturbating. Stella glanced over with an embarrassed smile - the other woman responded with the same kind of patronizing smile you’d give to a toddler, then went back to ignoring her to talk to Rosie.

“Like I was saying… she’s so well-behaved!” Di said, still playing with herself as if she didn’t have a care in the world. “She… ohh! Ahem, sorry. Anyway, she’s such a good baby girl. So quiet and curious. You haven’t got any clue what’s going on around you, have you, sweetie?”

Diamond patted Stella’s hair with her free hand, her sticky hand still buried in her panties. She kept working away at her clit, getting close to an edge, then backing off, catching her breath until starting over again.

“Mm, she’s usually very quiet, yeah,” Rosie said with a wink, eliciting a soft yelp from Stella as she pinched her right nipple gently. “But I have a feeling she’s going to start making a big fuss soon!”

“Oh, is that so?” Diamond huffed. “I wonder why that could be…”

The answer was Hilda, who was currently taking her place between Stella’s spread legs. Stella looked down, suckling anxiously, as the taller woman offered her a gentle smile, holding up the enormous-looking massage wand Rosie had had earlier. Stella whimpered as it turned on, the buzzing reminding her of a power tool - she was excited, but frightened at the same time. What would it feel like to have such strong vibrations against her cunny?

Stella gulped as the wand’s head got closer and closer, her fingers curling in anticipation. Diamond had paused her self-stimulation for now, resting her hand on Stella’s head and cooing affectionately, while Rosie kept groping her chest.

“Ohh, what’s the matter baby?” Rosie cooed. “Don’t worry, Auntie Rosie’s here to look after you, yes she is, yes she is-”

There was an electric pause in the air for a moment - and then the wand made contact. Stella gasped and jerked, as the full power of the wand was unleashed against her privates. Through the diaper’s wet padding, the vibrations were diffused slightly, but it didn’t seem to dull them at all. The only effect was that Stella’s entire mound was suddenly being massaged by overwhelming sensation, her sensitive spots both inside and out being stimulated aggressively by the thrumming against her diaper.

“Ohhh!! Nnn!” Stella groaned, her hips bucking without even a thought, her thighs twitching. “Uh! Uh!”

Her body twisted and squirmed, unsure of whether this new overwhelming sensation was a good thing or not. Hilda kept the wand’s head in the same place, frowning with concentration as she forced the buzzing right against Stella’s sensitive clit. Stella let out a helpless whimper, her legs stiffening as her back began to arch, body pushing towards the stimulation between her legs.

“There she goes again,” Rosie sighed playfully. “What a squirmy little girl! What silly baby babble!”

“Nm guh huhh!” Stella responded, beyond coherence, drooling from the side of the pacifier. “Shoo guuud!”

“Goodness me, it almost sounded like she said a real word then,” Diamond remarked, face red as she looked down at the adult baby being pleasured beneath them. “But she’s much too little to talk, isn’t she?”

“Oh absolutely! She’s a tiny baby! Still wetting her diapers-!”

Rosie was interrupted by an almost-painful sounding moan as Stella’s body writhed and rocked. Her diapers… she loved them, the drenched, jelly-like innards squishing between her folds, against her excited little lovebutton. She was helpless against the onslaught of pleasure, only able to whine and hump against her diaper as a grown-up made her cunny get more and more tingly.

“Sometimes it even seems like she might be having a… you know… an orgasm,” Rosie stage-whispered. “But there’s no way… after all, she’s much, much too widdle to have a big girl feeling like that!”

“Of course,” Diamond chuckled, as Stella’s breathless humping continued, her whole body tensing with building arousal. “Who knows what’s going on in her innocent little mind right now? That’s a good girl, Stella, keep doing your funny little dance!”

They were talking about her like she couldn’t even understand them. Stella’s mind span, as the fantasy of being a helpless, diapered baby ran headfirst into the reality of being a sexual, adult woman being masturbated by someone else for the first time. Instead of clashing, they melded together into something more arousing than anything Stella had ever imagined.

She was so little, so helpless, a baby in pampers, wetting them, soaking them. Her cunny felt so tingly, and she whimpered and tried to push against the funny feelings, wiggling away from them only for them to keep coming. Her pacifier stopped her moans from sounding like anything but tiny baby gasps, her caregivers chuckling at her funny movements as if she was dancing around for their amusement.

The feelings kept building and building, Stella’s gasps and squeals getting more urgent, fists curling, face burning as her cunny kept being mashed against the diaper and the noisy, buzzy toy. Something big was gonna happen, and Stella imagined she had no idea what it was, that she’d never cum before (technically she had never been made to climax by somebody else), that her trembling, powerless body was about to be shattered against the rocks of a climax much too big for such a tiny tiny baby…

Hilda smirked as she noticed the way Stella’s face was scrunched up, saw her back arched, body pushing desperately up at that tension point between her thighs. Her pacifier was clenched between her teeth, ignoring everything except the blissful feeling building to a peak inside of her. It was so much, so big, so good, so fun, so-

“NNNNNNN! GNnnn!”

Stella’s hips bucked hard, nearly shoving the wand away, as the first massive wave of climax hit her. Luckily Hilda was paying attention, and the enormous buzzing head was pushed securely back against Stella’s crotch, following along as she writhed and squirmed. The diapered woman moaned as she felt her climax slam against her like a wave, shuddering as she let the orgasm swirl between her thighs and pull her under.

Stella could feel her pussy spasming and clenching on nothing, her clit pulsing over and over as she totally gave in, knowing it was pointless to do anything else. She groaned behind her pacifier, pulse after pulse throbbing and radiating through her groin, making cummies in her diaper the way a babygirl was supposed to. The blissful sensations filled and overflowed from inside of her, with nothing for her to do but submit and let it happen.

She had never felt more amazing than this, eyes rolling back in her head as her friends cooed and cheered her on for being such a good baby girl. In the foggy, dream-like bliss of Stella’s climax, she felt a massive outpouring of love and affection for her on all sides, her body and brain feeling totally wrecked and reduced to mush by her enormous climax.

As Stella whimpered pathetically, she could feel the tiniest amount of urine trickling out into her well-used diaper as her hips began to slow, still rocking and pushing against the vibrator as Hilda let her wring every last drop of pleasure out of her climax. The tension flooded out of her muscles, body trembling, as she felt herself sagging against the floor. The vibrator stayed one second longer, and then clicked off, leaving Stella’s whole pussy tingling and sensitive, her body still feeling the ghost of sensation there.

Stella sighed, her thighs aching from supporting herself for so long, waves of orgasm still receding as she relaxed in the afterglow. Rosie and Diamond smiled down at her, but Stella could barely focus, closing her eyes and enjoying the blissful feelings between her legs.

“So um… did you like that?” Hilda asked, softly. “It seemed like you did, but…”

Stella gestured to her pacifier with a floppy wrist, and someone pulled it out of her mouth. Again, she felt drool all over her chin, but this time she couldn’t bring herself to care.

“Hilda… wow… I loved that,” Stella murmured, looking down at herself. “I… wow… just wow… I’ve never orgasmed like that in my life!”

Several of the other girls giggled at that, including a flushed-looking Valentine who was now sitting on an open diaper on the couch, her shaved pussy uncovered. From the grin on Harley’s face and the wetness on her fingers, Stella assumed that Val had been made to have an orgasm very recently. Maybe she’d even cum watching her…

“Thank you all so much, girls,” Stella continued, a big smile on her face. “I can tell I’m going to really like living in this dorm.”

“Well that’s good,” Rosie said, with a smile. “Because we really like having you here as well, cutie!”

There were mumbles of assent and head nods all around as Stella peered through her sleepy eyelids to see. And even though she had a hard time with tone of voice and reading expressions sometimes, this was one time Stella could tell for certain - at that moment, everyone in the room agreed completely with what Rosie had said.

Stella couldn’t wait to see what other kinds of fun she could get up to with her new friends…

End.

Look out for the next book in the series, coming soon!

Other books by Amelia Hobbes that you might enjoy:

●  Adult Baby Katie’s Magical ‘2nd’ Birthday -

A bratty 18-year-old girl finds herself under a spell (or a curse?!) that makes everybody around see her as a helpless, diaper dependent toddler! (10k words)

●  My Diaper Girl Harem!-

In a parody of harem animes, a young man finds himself inheriting his deceased brothers’ wealth and mansion - home to half a dozen diaper-wearing women! An 80k silly, sexy story that shows how Kano adjusts and finds true love in his ABDL harem!

●  Diapered by my Mom’s Lesbian Best Friend -

A novice 18 year old ABDL, Amber is humiliated when her Mom’s friend catches her buying adult diapers! But that humiliation turns to gratitude and even attraction once the older woman offers to keep her secret, and both ladies find themselves falling head over heels for each other in this sweet and gentle 40k age gap romance novella.
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