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Chapter One


How did I let this get so out of control?
 I thought to myself as I stared up at the rotating fan, watching the blades spin round and round as I sucked on a pacifier. The feeling of the latex nipple between my lips calmed me in a way I couldn't explain. And the wall of wooden slats that surrounded me on all sides left me feeling safe and secure in the strange room. But the pacifier and the crib I laid in weren't the weirdest part of my day.

No. That honor went to the diaper wrapped around my waist. It crinkled with the slightest movement I made, and the thickness of the padding kept me from pressing my thighs together without noticeable effort.

Nineteen years old. Why am I dressed like this?

I lifted my head from the mattress and stared down towards my feet. The soft swell of my breasts hid under a tight pink t-shirt. And where the shirt ended, my diaper began. White, with blue and pink trimming, the childish undergarment made me blush. Past the diaper, a square baby blanket covered my naked legs. And completing my baby themed outfit were a pair of light pink socks with ruffled lace running around the ankle.

I look ridiculous.

But as I laid my head back down, still sucking on the pacifier between my puffy lips, I knew I had no one to blame for this but myself. I could have said no. I could have kept myself out of this room and out of the diaper that hugged me so tight.

But I was curious.

That's what got me in trouble in the first place. And now, because of my curiosity, I was back in diapers. I was locked in a crib, inside of a room that looked a lot like a nursery on steroids. And until Olivia came back to check on me, there was no way out of my current situation.

I should have never looked in the box.

But as I stared back up at the ceiling fan, watching the blades cut lazy circles in the air, I knew deep down that I wouldn't stop myself from opening that box. Because as I laid in an over-large crib, with a paci in my mouth and a diaper around my waist, I couldn't decide if this was a punishment, or if this was what I'd always wanted...


Chapter Two

Two days earlier...

Sitting on the sofa, with my legs crossed and my head in my hands, I stared at the box sitting on the floor in front of me, wondering what could be inside. I'd been wondering all day. And the longer the unopened box remained in my apartment, the more I wanted to know.


I could just take a peek,
 I thought to myself as I stared. I can't get in trouble for that. Right?


But before I stood up, I shook my head and sighed. I wanted to know what was in the box, but I knew that whatever it was, it wasn't for me. It might have been delivered to my door this morning, but I hadn't ordered it, and I couldn't imagine anyone sending me a package. I hadn't even given my new address to my parents yet.

Why is there no name on the label?

That just made the mystery more intriguing. There was nothing remarkable about the box. It was plain brown, and sealed shut with normal packing tape. But the return label had no company name. And the address label had no name either. Just an address. My address.

I couldn't take it anymore. I pushed off the couch and grabbed a pair of scissors before returning to the box. I needed to know and I needed to know right now.

"My address means it's my box. That's only fair," I said to myself as I slid the edge of the scissor into the packing tape.

I held my breath as I pulled open the cardboard flaps. This was it. The mystery was about to be solved.

At least, that's what I thought until I saw inside. My brow furrowed as I stared down at the contents, trying to make sense of what I was looking at. Because inside the box wasn't the treasure I was expecting. Instead, four white bags with built-in handles were crammed next to each other.

"What in the hell?"

My hands shook as I pulled out one of the plastic bags. And when I finally freed the brick, my list of questions kept growing. I stared at the side of the bag, where green and white lettering covered the plastic. The word "Snuggies" stood out in bold lettering and a block of small type print covered the rest of the plastic.

"What the hell are Snuggies?" I asked myself as I put the bag down on my coffee table.

I could just barely make out the shape, or shapes, of whatever was behind the plastic. Long, thin rectangles of white were stacked side by side inside the bag. I tried to make sense of what I was looking at, but nothing came to mind. I had no idea what was sitting in front of me.

And as I stared at the bag with its mystery contents, I wasn't sure I wanted to know. If I opened the bag, there was no turning back. But if I put the bag back in the box, then maybe I could just reseal it and leave it outside for the mailman. After all, the package wasn't meant for me. There was no reason I should have to keep it in my apartment.

But as I lifted the bag to put it back in the box, my heart beat faster. My skin crawled as I stared at the plastic bag. What the hell is it?!


I couldn't take not knowing. Instead of putting the bag back in the box, I took it over to the couch and sank my fingernails into the thick plastic. The plastic separated under my fingers, leaving a ten inch gash in the bag. But even with the new opening I'd made, I had no idea what was inside.

More plastic. Softer and less shiny than the bag. And I could see something printed on the plastic squares within the bag too. In pink and blue, small animals bent around the folds of the plastic squares. My nervousness grew as I reached for one of the folded objects. And as I pulled one of the squares out from the bag, I couldn't help but notice how soft the plastic felt against my fingers. Or how thick and padded the folded item felt in my hand.

"What are you?" I asked as I turned the plastic square over in my hands. The colored animals dotted the plastic. And near the top of one of the sides, a thick strip of shiny plastic stood out from the rest of the object. It crinkled loudly when I pressed my finger against one of the pink animals. "So weird..."

Slowly, I unfolded the plastic. I still had no idea what I was looking at, but as the plastic square expanded, stretching out wide on top of my coffee table, the shape started to make sense. Fuzzy memories from the past started to bubble up as I stared into the soft inner liner. And when I unfolded the wings on either side of the strange object, I finally made the connection. I gasped loudly as I pulled my hands away.

”It's a diaper! A huge fucking diaper!"

What the hell is going on here?

There was no mistaking the diaper for anything else now that I saw it unfolded on my table. And as I looked back at the opened bag on my couch, I realized there were a lot more just like this one, hidden away in the plastic bags.


Why did someone ship a bunch of diapers to my apartment?
 I thought as I sat down on the couch. And why are they so big?


I picked the diaper back up and held it out so I could look at just how large the childish looking undergarment really was. And as I stared at the diaper, more and more questions bubbled up within me. It looked designed for a child, with its babyish color palette and animal print, but the diaper looked like it would be big on me!

This is so weird...

I dropped the diaper back on the table and grabbed my laptop from the kitchen. As soon as I sat back down on the couch, I opened up my computer and searched for Snuggies. I had to know what these were supposed to be for. Or more importantly, who...


It didn't take me long to find the website for the strange diapers in my living room. But when I pulled open the site, what I saw did nothing to quell my confusion. Because right there on the front page of the site were pictures of full-grown men wearing the childish diaper spread out on my table.

"What the fuck?!"

I closed out the page and rubbed my eyes. Had I just seen what I thought I did? Were the diapers in my living room really for adults? And if they were, why did they look like they were designed for a baby?

I'm not sure I want to know the answer to this one.

But it only took a minute before I was back on my laptop, searching Google for an answer to my question. And soon enough, I found what I was looking for, which only left me more confused. Adult babies. ABDL. Littles. Daddies. Mommies. Diapers...

I couldn't look away. Each page took me deeper. Stories, pictures, Reddit posts, videos... I couldn't stop looking. Hours flew by as I read stories and looked at pictures of men and women in diapers. It was all so strange and new.

I had no idea what a fetish was until today. And now that I knew, some part of me woke up, asking questions I would have never thought about yesterday. I'd only had sex once in my life, and it hadn't been that good. My sexiest outfit was a skirt and a t-shirt. I rarely even wore make-up. But now I was diving deep into something that tore my world view apart.

My stomach tightened nervously as I flipped through picture after picture of girls in diapers. Girls who looked the same age I did. In most of the pictures, they were smiling wide, owning the fact that they were wearing a diaper. And every picture I looked at had a string of comments below it from admirers. People actually liked this. They wanted this.

I wonder what it feels like...

I stopped on a picture of a red headed girl sitting on the floor with her legs wide open. She was leaning back on her hands, with her hair in pigtails as she smiled at the camera behind a pink and white pacifier. In a white shirt and a pink skirt, she had an air of innocence around her that made my whole body tingle. But it was what was under her skirt that sent chills up my arms. Instead of racy undies, the cute red head was wearing a Snuggies diaper.

She looks like me...

I shut the computer. I couldn't look anymore. And once the computer was closed, I picked up the diaper from my coffee table and threw it into the open box, followed quickly by the opened bag of diapers. I closed the box as fast as I could and pushed it towards my door, trying to get it as far away from me as possible.

Nervous energy built in my stomach. And within moments, that nervousness turned into a sudden urge to pee.


Do people actually pee in the diapers?
 I wondered as I stared down at the box. What would that feel like?
 I bit my lip as I looked down at the box, picturing myself in one of the diapers like the girls I'd seen online.

As soon as I had the thought, I pushed it away. What the hell?! Why would I even think about that?


I hurried to the bathroom. And as soon as I sat down on the toilet, relief washed over me. This felt right. This was
 right. I was a grown woman. I didn't need diapers. I didn't want diapers. The people in the pictures weren't like me.

But as I washed my hands, I caught my reflection in the mirror. I looked so young as I stared into my own blue eyes. Without any make-up, and with a natural blush in my cheeks, I had that same look of innocence as the girls online. And as I stared at myself, I pulled my hair into pigtails, trying to imagine how I'd look on camera. Would people like me?

I let my hair fall back around my shoulders as I shook my head and stepped away from the mirror. There is something seriously wrong with me. I need a boyfriend.


The strange tightness in my stomach loosened at the thought of finding a man to hold me tight. I hadn't had a boyfriend since high school. Maybe that's what I needed now. I had a new apartment in a new town where I was starting my new life. A new boyfriend wouldn't hurt any.

I opened my laptop once more. I'd set up a profile. I'd start my new life tonight.

But as soon as the screen flickered, I found myself staring back at the picture of the red head in her diaper. My stomach tightened once more and I felt heat build up in my cheeks as I took her in. And as I stared at her picture, I wondered who was holding the camera. Did she have a boyfriend? And if she did, was he the one who changed her? Did she call him Daddy?

Thoughts of making a dating profile faded quickly. And before I knew it, I lost myself once more in the strange new world I'd found online. The sun went down without me noticing, and bedtime crept up on me quickly. By the time I realized how late it had gotten, I'd spent hours online, lost in a lifestyle that I'd never thought about until today.

"It was just interesting, that's all," I said to myself as I climbed into bed, thinking about diapers and Daddies. "Just weird and interesting. I'm not like them."

But as I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep, my thoughts found their way back to the picture of the red headed girl. I could see her with my eyes closed, smiling at the camera with her pacifier between her lips, happy as could be to be in her diaper. And as sleep told hold of me, the red headed girl faded away so I could take her place. With my hair up in pig tails and my legs spread wide, it was my turn to smile as I showed the world my diaper...


Chapter Three

I jumped from one crazy dream to the next. At first, they were simple. It was just me wearing one of the diapers I'd found in the box. But then they just got weirder and weirder. Soon enough, I was dreaming about crawling around my new apartment on my hands and knees. I started sucking on pacifiers. I switched from cups to bottles. And when I made myself dinner, all I did was open a few jars of baby food before dumping the contents out onto a brightly colored divider plate.

But as weird as the dreams were, they weren't bad. I felt happy as I went along with my dream, wearing nothing but a diaper and a shirt. I watched cartoons on TV as I sucked on my pacifier with my legs wide open. And when the urge to pee hit me, I let the diaper do its job.

I had no idea what it really felt like, but I imagined it tickled as I peed. And as I leaked into the diaper, I could feel the warm wetness spread between my thighs. I blushed as the damp feeling spread across my ass cheeks. And when I finished up, I giggled behind my pacifier as I pressed my hands against the seat of my newly wet diaper. So strange, but so comfortable.

Comfortable until I woke up.

I was smiling to myself as I opened my eyes. I told myself that my dreams were just a byproduct of everything I'd looked at online before bed. That made sense to me. I stretched out on my bed as I tried to push the strange thoughts out of my head. But it was almost like I could still feel the diaper I'd been wearing in my dreams. Warm, wet, and thick between my legs.

Warm and wet? Wait...

My eyes opened wide and I sat up quickly. My comforter had bunched between my legs while I'd slept, which wasn't so strange. But the slight smell of urine and the odd warmth between my thighs wasn't something I'd been expecting. My hands shot to my crotch, touching down on the undeniable wetness below.

"I wet the bed!"

I rolled off the mattress as quick as I could, then pulled the comforter off after me. With my stomach twisting in knots, I stared down at the disaster I'd created. A huge wet spot stretched across the center of my mattress. My undies were soaked, and the wetness had spread up the left side of my shirt as well. The comforter had soaked me up where it could, and smelled strongly.

"How?" I asked as I started to cry. "This isn't right!"

My mind drifted back to the dreams I'd had throughout the night. Anger bubbled up within me as I thought about the diapers still sitting in my living room. They were the reason I'd soaked my bed. If I hadn't opened that box... If I hadn't looked inside...


This is all my fault.
 I thought as I dropped my comforter to the floor. This is what I get for opening that box. It wasn't mine.


I wiped a tear from my cheek before leaving my bedroom. As soon as I made it into the hall, the smell of my mistake faded. And as I turned on the light in the bathroom, I started feeling a bit more like myself. But the tightness in my stomach returned immediately when I started to pull my panties down so I could get into the shower.

There wasn't a dry spot anywhere on the cotton undies. I shivered as I peeled my pissed panties off. The smell came drifting back as I slid the ruined undies down my legs, and every time the wet material touched my skin, a tingle of electricity shot up my legs, making my whole body shake. When I finally stepped out of my panties, I couldn't believe how heavy they felt now. I stared at the yellowed seat of my once white undies before tossing them in the trash can by the toilet.

Peed the bed just like the baby you want to be.

My heart skipped a beat as the rogue thought drifted through my mind.

I shook my head quickly, trying to shake the stray thought out of my brain. I didn't want this. I didn't!


But as I straightened back out, catching a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror, I pictured myself with a pacifier in my mouth. And I remembered how my hair looked when I pulled it up into pig tails.

"No!" I shouted as I stepped into the shower. "It was just a fucked up dream! I'm an adult!"

I stayed in the shower until the water turned cold. Curled up in the corner, with the water raining down on my naked body, I didn't want to move. My heart beat so fast that my chest hurt, and my stomach was so tight that I felt like a rubber band about to break. Bits and pieces of my dreams last night kept popping into my head. And just as quick as they came I pushed them away, reassuring myself that I was a woman, not a little girl.

It should have been an easy sell. But as I stepped out of the shower, I sneered at the towel hanging from the hook. Pink and white, with Hello Kitty front and center, the towel looked as childish as I kept telling myself I wasn't. When I'd bought it, I thought it was cute and playful, but now I just felt stupid as I wrapped myself up.

I'm an adult. I live on my own. I have a job and pay my bills.

When I walked back into my bedroom, the smell of urine met me at the door. I wrinkled my nose as I stepped into the room. I opened my underwear drawer and grabbed for the closest pair of undies. But when I pulled out a light pink pair of briefs with a small yellow moon on the front, anger rushed through me.


Why do I even own these?!
 I looked through my drawer, taking count of all the cute, and childish, undies I owned. I want something without a fucking cartoon on the front!


I finally found what I was looking for in the back of my drawer. Rolled up in a tight ball and completely forgotten was a single black thong. I'd only worn it once, and I didn't really like how the underwear fit, but there was no mistaking the thong for anything childish. I puffed out my cheeks as I grabbed the panties. With a simple white tank top in my hand and a pair of tight shorts, I practically ran out of my bedroom.

Five minutes later and I stood dressed in my living room. I pulled at the thong through my shorts, hating how the cotton material ran between my cheeks, but I wasn't going to change. Not today. I checked myself in the mirror, making sure nothing about my outfit came off as childish. But when I saw my reflection, all I could do was smile.

I might have been petite. I might have been young. And I might even have an air of innocence around me, but right now, I couldn't see it. I smiled wide as I looked myself up and down. I didn't have the largest breasts in the world, but they looked amazing under the tight top I wore. My nipples poked against the fabric, making me feel sexy and naughty at the same time.

I turned around and popped up on my tip toes so I could look at my ass. Small and firm, my rear looked great. In the short shorts, with the bottoms of my ass cheeks playfully peeking out for anyone to see, I felt hot. And thanks to the thong, there were no panty lines to ruin the look of my perfect, perky backside.

The tightness in my stomach disappeared as I turned back towards the mirror. In its place, a rising warmth spread through me. I felt sexy. Confident. Older. I felt like the adult I wanted to be today. And just to hammer home the point, I pulled open the medicine cabinet and spent the next thirty minutes on make-up and hair.

By the time I left the bathroom, I'd never felt better. My hair was teased. My lips were full and pouty, covered in warm red lipstick. My eyelashes were thick and long. My lids were painted with an alluring shade of blue that made my eyes pop. And my naturally rosy cheeks looked even better with a little blush and contouring.

"Fucking nailed it," I told myself as I left the bathroom. "I feel so good right now."

Nothing could stop me. It was nine in the morning on a Saturday. I had the weekend to myself, I looked amazing, and I finally felt like the girl I wanted to be. I was ready to conquer the world. But before I did that, I needed to wash some sheets.

My confidence waned a little as I stepped back into my bedroom. The smell had gotten stronger and it made my stomach fold in on itself. I tried to ignore it as best as I could while I gathered up my sheets and comforter, but with my soiled linens in my hand, the smell wouldn't go away. My stomach bubbled nervously as I thought about what I'd done while I slept.

You can dress up and pretend all you want, but you still wet the bed.

I closed my eyes and took a breath, driving away the negative thoughts. I was an adult. This was an accident. And all I had to do was clean it up.

Before I left my apartment, I grabbed my bag of quarters for the machines. As I slipped on my sandals by the door, I tried to keep myself from looking down. Because right next to my leg was the box that had started all my troubles. And it was wide open.

I managed to get outside without looking down. I smiled to myself as I walked away from my door, happy that I hadn't let the box win. And as I walked towards the laundry, I saw one of my neighbors heading my way. She looked older than I was, but not by too many years. Describing her as anything but gorgeous would have done her an injustice. When I looked at her, I felt something inside of me stir. Nervousness and attraction bubbled up in my gut.

The woman met my eyes. Dark green, with flecks of ruby red running through her iris, her gaze drew me in like a moth to a flame. Her dark hair came down to her shoulders, with two wispy bangs framing her face. Her lips were thick and luscious. And when she smiled at me, deep dimples dug into her apple cheeks.

She's so pretty...

My eyes drifted down, taking the rest of her in. She wore a scarlet top with a plunging neckline that accentuated her swollen breasts. Where I was barely rocking a B cup, her boobs had to be hovering close to a D. Below her ample bust was a taut stomach where her shirt clung to her every curve. The scarlet top gave way to a light absorbing black skirt, which came to mid thigh. Her silky legs looked amazing as she walked, and the three inch heels she wore gave her an air of authority as she came closer.

She intimidated me. As I watched her, seeing how effortlessly she seemed to glide in her high heels and tight skirt, I could tell that she knew exactly who she was. That was how I wanted to feel, but even after dressing up in the most adult clothing I owned, I didn't see myself as an adult. Especially while I held onto my wet bed sheets.

I bet she's never had to wash her pissed on sheets.

As the other woman came closer, I smiled and said, "Hi."

With only a few feet between us, the other woman greeted me with a nod of her head. But as she stepped by, I caught the change in her face. Her nose wrinkled. Her smile faded. And as I kept walking, I felt her eyes on my back.

My heart beat faster and my smile drifted away. She could smell it! My first time meeting a neighbor and I'm holding my wet sheets! Why is this happening?!


My stomach was a ball of hurt by the time I reached the laundry. I crossed paths with two more tenants on the way down, but I didn't greet either of them. I didn't want them to remember me. I didn't want to be known as the girl who wet the bed.

With my sheets in the wash, I walked back to my apartment, shoulders slumped. I looked down at my outfit, and this time I didn't see the sexy ensemble I thought I'd put together. Now I felt like I was wearing my older sister's clothes while I played dress up. And as I walked, I pulled the tank top to my nose, confirming that my shirt smelled just like my sheets now.

I can't do anything right. Why did I think I could make it on my own?

I was so busy moping that I didn't even notice the woman standing next to my door. Not until she cleared her throat as I reached for the handle.

Startled, I jumped backwards. And when I saw the pretty girl with the mesmerizing green eyes looking at me, my cheeks burned brightly. I had no idea who she was, or why she was waiting by my door, but just being near her made my knees weak.

"Who uh, who are you?" I asked nervously.

The woman smiled as she pushed herself off the wall. "My name is Olivia. This used to be my apartment."


Her apartment?
 I looked back at the door in confusion. There was nothing left behind when I moved in. Why is she here?


I turned back to Olivia. "Can I help you with something?"

She stepped in close, then reached past me so she could turn the knob. As she stared into my eyes, she pushed open my door.

"I had a package shipped here by accident," she said without breaking her gaze. "I just came to pick it up."

My eyes widened as I realized what she was saying. I looked away, peering into my apartment, searching for the box by the door. And when I saw it, my heart beat faster. Because not only was the box still open, but it wasn't where I'd left it.

Olivia's hand touched down on my cheek. With a light touch, she turned my attention back to her. And as my eyes watered, she smiled wickedly.

"We need to talk," she said as she stepped past me, into my apartment. "Why don't you come in and sit down."

Wait... She can't... I live here...

But even as my mind grappled with the fact that a stranger was inviting me into my own home, I walked by her, letting her lead me to my sofa. And as she watched me, I sat down with my hands folded in my lap, feeling nervous and wrong as I waited for Olivia to tell me what was going on.


Chapter Four

Olivia closed the door and turned towards me with a look of amusement on her face. She leaned down, showing off her ample cleavage as she reached into the open box by the door. Her hand disappeared inside before the air filled with crinkling sounds from within the cardboard container. I held my breath as I watched her. And as she stood back up, I saw the unfolded diaper from last night rise out of the box.

"What's your name sweetie?" she asked.

My stomach tightened at her simple question. I didn't want to answer her, but I couldn't just sit here either. "Alex."

"Short for Alexandria?"

I shook my head. "Alexia. After my Gram-gram."

"You know it's a federal crime to open someone else's mail right Alexia?" she asked as she looked at the diaper. She refolded it, then turned towards me. "I could call the police. Have you arrested. Should I do that?"


Arrested? She's not serious...
 But as I looked into her eyes, I knew she was. My pulse raced as I thought about myself behind bars. I couldn't handle it. As quick as I could, I shook my head, sending my hair flying as I fought back tears.

"I'm sorry," I said quickly. "I didn't know what was in the box. I promise I won't tell anyone!"

Olivia glanced at the diaper, then smiled wide as she looked back at me. "Why would I care if you told anyone?"

"Because you have a box of diapers... I mean, it's embarrassing right? That you wear them?"

Olivia's smile grew wider. Then the room filled with laughter. "You think... You think these are for me?"

I nodded, but I didn't feel confident about my answer.

Olivia dropped onto the couch next to me, with the diaper between us. She giggled again as she stared into my eyes. "Oh sweetie, the diapers aren't for me. They are for my clients."

"Clients?" I asked as I tilted my head. I was lost.

Olivia tapped on the diaper. "I'm a professional Mommy. People pay me to put them back into these."

My eyes dropped to the diaper. This is her job...
 I didn't have words. I just stared at the diaper, taking in the shapes and colors on the plastic.

"No questions for me?" asked Olivia. "You seemed curious enough to go through my things."

"I didn't... It was an accident!" I said quickly.

Olivia smiled. "You accidentally opened a package that didn't belong to you?"

I'm so fucked. What do I do?

She didn't wait for me to answer. With a finger under my chin, Olivia tilted my head up so she could look me in the eyes. "Was opening my box an accident like you wetting the bed last night? Something you just couldn't stop from happening?"

It felt like she knocked the wind out of me. "How do you know about that?"

"Professional Mommy," she said slowly, enunciating each syllable. "The smell of pee isn't new to me. And I've changed more wet sheets than I care to think about."

"It was an accident!" I blurted out, feeling the need to explain myself. "I've never had one before but I had a dream last night and I thought I was peeing and then I woke up and-"

Olivia pressed a finger to my lips. "Shh. I don't care. You wet the bed. It happens."

I dropped my eyes as my cheeks turned red. This was all wrong. This was my apartment, not hers. So why did I feel like I had no control here? Why did I feel like I'd be punished for talking out of turn?

Olivia's hand ran across my cheek softly. Lovingly. And when I looked up, she was smiling warmly at me, melting away the uncontrollable nervousness running rampant through my core. I couldn't help but smile back as she stared into my eyes, looking at me with an understanding that I didn't think I deserved.

"Why are you here?" I asked with a whisper.

Olivia's hand pulled away from me, but her smile stayed right where it was. "Well I came to pick up my package. But then I saw you in the hall. And well, curiosity got the best of me."

"What does that mean?"

Olivia leaned back on the couch. "Your door was unlocked, so I took a peek inside. And when I saw my package open by the door, I couldn't help but look around a little more."

"Look around?" I asked, feeling the nervousness in my gut returning quickly. "What do you mean?"

She giggled. "Well, I might have taken a look on your computer. Unlocked just like your door by the way. And I have to say, you have some very interesting internet history on there."


My computer? Internet history?
 I froze as I realized what she was saying. All the hours I'd spent online yesterday looking at age play sites... She knew about it all.

"You can't just break into my apartment and go through my things!" I yelled as I stood up. I dropped my hands to my hips as I fought against the fear in my belly. "You need to leave right now!"

Olivia didn't move a muscle. She just looked at me as she tilted her head quizzically. She patted the cushion next to her. "Come sit back down Alexia."

"No!" I stomped my foot as I pointed towards the door. "Get out!"

Olivia sighed as she stood up. She took a step towards the door, and for a moment, I thought I'd won. But then she turned. She eyes locked with mine. And with a quickness I wasn't ready for, her hands shot out, grabbing me by the arm before pushing me back towards the couch. I dropped into the cushions with shock on my face. And when Olivia sat down next to me, pinning my legs beneath her, I didn't know what to do. Fear filled my belly as I looked at the woman who wouldn't let me go.

"What are you doing?! Get off! Get out!" I yelled as I squirmed on the couch. "Please! Get out!"

She shook her head. "You're too interesting. I have to admit, I've never been so curious."

"What the hell are you talking about?"

Olivia's gaze burned into me. "What did you think about once you found the diapers?"

"Nothing! I threw it back in the box! It was weird!"

She leaned in. "So you just decided to Google all night on a whim?"

"I just... I was curious. I didn't know why anyone would want diapers like that!"

Olivia's hands dropped to my sides. Her fingers curled around my shirt and she slowly slid her hands upwards, gliding along my skin as my top slipped upwards. "Were you imagining yourself wearing one of my diapers? Did you want to try one on?"

I pushed her hands away as my eyes went wide. "No! I swear! Please!"

Olivia sat back. She started laughing. "What were you dreaming about last night? What made you have your accident?"

My cheeks burned brightly as my dreams came rushing back. But I couldn't let Olivia know about my fantasy last night. "Nothing! I don't remember!"

Olivia sighed. "I tell you what, I'm going to tell you what I think happened yesterday, and you tell me if I'm right. And if I'm not, I'll walk out that door and you'll never see me again."

I sagged against the couch. "Fine. But you have to promise to leave."

Olivia nodded. "I think this is what happened. You opened my box, and when you found the diapers, you were confused. You'd never seen anything like them. Is that right?"

I nodded slowly.

She continued. "So, already curious, you jumped on your computer. You looked up the diaper first, but what you found was a gateway into a fetish you had no idea existed. And being the curious little girl you are, you had to keep looking. Had to keep exploring. Page after page until you lost track of time. How am I doing so far?"

My cheeks flushed. I could feel the warmth spread all the way to my ears. As I dropped my eyes, I nodded again. "Good so far."

Olivia's hands dropped back to my sides. Her fingers crawled across my skin, leaving tickling traces behind. "At some point, you thought about putting on that diaper you found. You wanted to know how it would feel. But you're a big girl. That's what you told yourself. And big girls don't wear diapers. Right?"

She'd pulled my shirt up enough that my stomach was exposed. Now her fingers drifted across my flat belly. She circled my belly button, and drifted lazily down my sides, playing with the waistband of my shorts as she stared into my exposed skin. And all the while, I sat perfectly still, afraid to stop the strange touching going on across my middle. Not because I was afraid Olivia would get mad, but because I couldn't decide whether I liked what she was doing or not.

Confusion washed over me. My cheeks seemed to be a permanent shade of red now, and my whole face burned with embarrassment. But further down, my nipples hardened, pressing against my shirt. My stomach tightened and nervous bubbles ran wild within me. My skin seemed to tingle all over, and between my legs, desire swelled unexpectedly. I bit my lip as Olivia continued touching me. And every time her fingers pulled playfully at my waistband, my breath caught in my throat.

She smiled at me as she ran her hands across my skin. "You like that Alexia? The touch of another woman? The feeling of being wanted? The warmth of my hands against your skin?"

I bit my lip hard, afraid to answer. This was all so wrong. She'd broken into my home. She'd pinned me down and refused to leave. And now she was stirring up feelings I'd never had before. My head felt heavy as I tried to make sense of it all.

Olivia's hand ran across my cheek as she leaned in, with her face only inches from my own. I could feel her breath on my skin as she asked me again. "Do you like this?"

I didn't answer her in words. Instead, I sighed as I closed my eyes. My heart hammered in my chest as my answer drifted out into the air. "Mmmhmm..."

She leaned back. Her hands returned to my stomach. She slid down on the couch, freeing up my legs above the knee. And now when her fingers found the waistband of my shorts, they tugged roughly, inching them off my hips each time she found the fabric.

I lifted my head and watched as Olivia worked. My whole body hummed as I bit my lip. I gripped the couch cushions tightly, trying to keep myself from moving. I had no idea why I was so turned on, but right now, I didn't care. I didn't want Olivia to stop. I wanted the beauty at the end of the couch to finish taking off my shorts, just so I could find out what she was planning to do next.

My shorts were half way down my ass when Olivia stopped pulling on them. The thin fabric of my thong hung out on display, and as she stared at me, she hooked one of her fingers around the thong and pulled, forcing the strip of cotton between my cheeks upwards. I squeaked in surprise.

Olivia let my thong go. The material snapped against my hip. She leaned back and smiled wickedly at me as I panted on the couch. "I guess I should finish my theory on what happened here last night."

My whole body ached for her touch. I wanted to reach out and pull Olivia back down on top of me, but I was afraid of what she would do if I moved. I begged her with my eyes, but she didn't understand what I was asking for. Or she was teasing me on purpose, which only made me want her more.

Why is this happening? I don't even like girls. Right?

Even as I thought it, I knew the thought was wrong. My body was proving that. Whatever this was, it was real. I wanted Olivia. I wanted her touch. Her kiss. Her body. It was all new and confusing, but I didn't want to stop.

"What do you think happened?" I said quickly, trying to get her to come back to me. "Tell me."

"Well, I think you spent all night on your computer. And when you went to bed, you were still thinking about the box of diapers in your living room. You still wanted to know how it would feel to slide one of those thick diapers between your legs. You wanted to know what would happen if you pulled those tapes tight, sealing yourself into one of the cute diapers you'd been thinking about all night. Would it feel good? Would it turn you on? And if it did, would you ever want to take the diaper back off?"

Her words drilled into me. Everything she said was true, and hearing it come from her just made my arousal grow. She wasn't judging me. She wasn't mocking me. She was just stating the facts.

"Then what happened?" I asked as I curled my toes. "What did I do next?"

Olivia's hands dropped back to my skin. This time she ran her fingers up and down my legs. "I think after all your computer time, you went to bed. And while you slept, you dreamed about the diapers waiting for you in the living room. All those same thoughts you were having before you closed your eyes came rushing back, more real this time. And while you were dreaming, you decided to try out the diapers you were wearing. Like the little girl you wanted to be, you wet yourself. And when you woke up, you realized that it wasn't all a dream. Your bed was soaked."

"How do you know all of this?" I asked as I sat up. "How could you?"

Olivia pushed her hand against my chest, guiding me back down. "It's what I do Alexia. I spend all day around men and women who want to be young again. And they all follow the same patterns." She leaned in, smiling warmly. "But I've never gotten to see someone's first time. People come to me after years of craving it. You on the other hand... You just tasted it all last night. You have no idea how good it can feel.

But you want to. Don't you Alexia? You want to know what it would feel like to be treated as a baby again. To be dressed up and talked down to. You want to know what a diaper would feel like between your thighs. Right Alexia?"


Wait. What?
 My eyes went wide at her words. My stomach flipped. My legs tightened.

Olivia pressed me. "Tell me the truth Alexia. You're curious. It's in your nature. You want to know what I would do to you. How I would make you feel. You want to be my baby don't you?"

This is crazy.

I looked away from Olivia, but the first thing my eyes fell on to was the box of diapers by the door. And as I stared at the cardboard, I thought about the diapers inside. I thought about how they would feel between my legs. I thought about the crinkling noise that the plastic backing made.

I can't want this. I'm an adult.

Olivia guided my attention back to her with a hand on my cheek. "I want you to answer me Alexia. Tell me the truth. Are you the curious little girl that I think you are, or are you a big girl who just wants me to leave?"

Leave?

The message was clear. If I wanted her to stay, I had to admit my strange desire to her. But if I wanted her to go, all I had to do was shake my head and tell her I was an adult. The answer should have been easy. But as I looked into Olivia's eyes, the world became so confusing.

"Well?" she asked after a minute of silence. "What are you Alexia? Tell me."

I couldn't let her leave. My whole body was crying out for her in a way no one had ever made me feel before. She was a complete stranger, but somehow, I felt closer to her than most people I knew. She had to stay. I had to make her stay.

And that made my answer clear. I lifted my head and met Olivia's eyes. While my heart pounded in my chest, I answered her.

"I'm curious. I want... I want to know..."

Olivia's smile seemed to stretch from ear to ear. Her hands ran up my legs, hips, sides, until finally crashing into my arm pits. She pushed my arms up over my head as she leaned in. And as we stared into each other's eyes, our lips met. I sighed deeply as she pressed against me, letting her mouth meet mine.

When she finally pulled away a minute later, I would have done anything she asked. I was under her spell, and from the look she was giving me, she knew it. She traced my jaw line with her fingers as she stared down into my eyes. And when she finally spoke, electricity ran through my whole body.

"That's my good little girl," she said before kissing me again. As her lips pulled away, she pressed her cheek against mine. Her breath was hot against my ear. "Now it's time to show you what I do for a living. Are you ready Alexia? Do you want to be my baby girl?"

I closed my eyes, concentrating on the wild energy surging through me. And as I answered, that energy seemed to grow, threatening to overwhelm me completely.

In a small, weak voice, I answered her with a single word.

"Yes..."


Chapter Five

Olivia stared down at me as she dropped a diaper onto the floor. Then with a snap of her fingers, she pointed towards the carpet. "Off the couch Alexia. You don't belong up there anymore."

I wasn't sure what she meant by that, but that didn't stop me from tingling all over as I slid to the floor. I looked up at Olivia as I sat on my knees, waiting for her next command. My heart raced in my chest, and I could feel the wetness between my legs spreading. I couldn't believe how good I felt right now.

Olivia stepped in close, then dropped to her knees next to me. As she looked into my eyes, her hands found the bottom of my shirt. I held my breath as she slid the cotton top across my skin. And when it came time to lift my arms, I did so without pause, letting her pull my top off before throwing it across the room.

My cheeks reddened when I watched Olivia's gaze drop to my small breasts. I knew my nipples were hard, and I didn't know how she would take it. But I didn't have to wonder for long. Her hands slid up my stomach before her fingers traced the contour of my breasts. And as I held my breath, her fingers slipped across my skin before settling around my nipples. She squeezed gently, then twisted sharply, drawing a surprised gasp out of me.

"Do you like that?" she asked as she looked into my eyes. Olivia rubbed my nipples between her fingers as she waited for my answer. "Does that feel good?"

I nodded without a word. I was too busy losing myself in the sensual touch across my tits. No one had ever touched me like this, and I was just starting to realized how sad that was. How had I missed out on something that felt so good? And what else was Olivia going to do to me if I kept going along with it? Would it all feel as good as this?

Pleasure built within me. It spread through my body, making my skin buzz and my limbs heavy. It made my stomach tighten, and between my legs, my clit began to throb, demanding the same attention that my nipples were receiving. My eyes closed as I leaned back against the couch. My head clouded as Olivia twiddled my tits.

Then without warning, she stopped.

My eyes shot open and I sat up quickly, looking at Olivia with confused desperation on my face. "Why did you stop? I don't want you to stop."

She pressed a finger against my lips without answering. Her hands dropped to my shoulders and she pulled me forward, throwing me off balance. I dropped to my hands and lifted my head, looking up at Olivia in confusion.

She stood up and stepped back. With a curling finger, she called me towards her. But when I made a move to stand, she snapped her fingers and pointed back towards the floor.

"I don't want you to walk Alexia. I expect you to crawl. Now show me that you want to be a good girl."


Crawl? Just like a baby...
 My pulse picked up at the thought of what she wanted me to do. This is really happening.


Unsure of myself, I started moving towards Olivia. My arms felt like rubber as I crawled across the floor. And even though she was only five feet away, the distance seemed so much longer as I moved across the carpet on my hands and knees. I felt so strange. Embarrassed. Small.

"That's my baby," Olivia said as I reached her side.

She dropped a hand to my head and ran her fingers through my hair, massaging my scalp as I looked up at her. My nipples were so hard they hurt, and my clit ached for attention as I sat on all fours, waiting for whatever was next.

Why do I want this? It's so wrong...

Olivia's hand left my head as she stepped away from me. She walked across the room, then turned back towards me. With a smile, she snapped her fingers, pointing towards the floor in front of her. Without hesitating, I crawled across the living room, and stopped where she was pointing. My cheeks were burning with embarrassment, but my body was humming with desire.

Olivia forced me to crawl across the room three more times before she switched it up. My knees were starting to ache and the carpet was rubbing against my skin now. But I didn't say anything. I just followed directions, letting Olivia lead me around my own apartment like a new puppy. She snapped her fingers, and I'd come right over.

Olivia dropped back down to my level, and with her hands guiding me, I rolled over onto my back. She pushed my legs up until I was left looking between my knees at her. And as she smiled at me, she ran her fingers up and down my skin, teasing me with her touch. My legs shook uncontrollably, and I couldn't help but bring my own hands to my tits so I could touch myself like Olivia had. I wanted to feel that good again.

But as soon as my fingers touched down on my nipples, Olivia's hand shot out, smacking against the back of my hands with force.

"Bad girl," she snapped as she pushed my hands back down to the floor. "You need Mommy's permission for that. Understood?"

Permission? To touch myself? Mommy?

Confusion swept over me for a moment, but then I remembered what Olivia did at work. I worked my face into the best pout I could manage, and answered her just I like I thought she'd want me to.

"Sorry Mommy."

Olivia's smile lit up her face. Her hands dropped back to my legs and she ran her fingers down my thighs. "That's my good girl. You catch on quick."

For the second time today, she found the waistband of my tiny shorts. But this time, she didn't tease me by pulling them half way down. The shorts slid to my knees before Olivia had me lift my legs into the air so she could finish pulling them off. The shorts joined my shirt on the other side of the room, leaving me in nothing but my black thong.

Olivia's hands slid up and down my body, stopping occasionally to play with my nipples as I sighed on the floor beneath her. She leaned in and dropped kisses across my stomach, tickling me with her lips. And when she leaned away, she licked me before blowing cool air across the wet spot she'd created, sending chills rushing through me.

"I rarely get to work with women," she said as she sat back, letting her eyes wander up and down my body. "And I've never worked with one as pretty as you are Alexia. I want you to know that. You're something special."

Goosebumps ran up my arms and down my legs as my face lit up with color. "Really? You mean it?"

Olivia nodded before draping her body over mine. Her lips dropped down, covering my mouth. And as she pressed against me, her lips parted. Her tongue traced across my lips. Without thinking, I opened my mouth and let her inside. My eyes closed as our tongues danced.

Olivia pressed her cheek against mine when she finally pulled away. I could feel her breath on my ear.

"Soft. Sexy. Small. You are everything I could ask for Alexia," she whispered. "You could be my perfect baby girl. And I would take such good care of you. All you have to do is behave."

Sexy. Perfect. She wants me... Wants me to be her baby girl... Do I want that? What does that even mean?

Olivia kissed me again and my mind went blank. The light scent of her perfume flooded my nose, and when her fingers found my nipples once more, I sighed into her as my eyes rolled back. She could have asked me anything at that moment, and I would have said yes without question. Olivia knew how to make me feel good without even trying.

When she pulled away again, I tried to pull her back down. But she pushed me to the ground and waggled a finger in front of my face. "My little girl needs to learn patience. She needs to trust her Mommy."

Trust my Mommy. Olivia is my Mommy...

The thought was so strange, but so comforting at the same time. I'd only just met her, and she was asking me to give up being an adult, but I didn't even care. I wanted her to take care of me. I wanted her to keep looking at me like I meant everything in the world to her.

She's my Mommy. I'm her baby. I want to be her baby.

Olivia's fingers hooked the strings of my thong. As the last of my clothing pulled away, I held my breath and bit my lip. I never thought I'd end up on my floor, being undressed by another woman, but now that it was happening, everything felt so right.

"When you put this thong on, what were you thinking?" she asked me as she held my undies in the air on the tip of her finger.

I blushed. "I wanted to feel like an adult."

"Did it work?"

I shook my head. "I felt sexy for a minute. But it didn't last. I felt like I was pretending."

Olivia smiled and dropped the panties next to me. "That's because you were. When you found those diapers, you crossed a bridge Alexia. And there's no going back. You'll never feel like an adult again, not really. No matter how much you dress up and pretend, at the end of the day, all you'll really want is a warm bottle and a soft diaper before a real grownup tucks you into bed for the night."


A bottle and a diaper?
 I pictured it in my head, cradled in Olivia's arms as she held a nipple to my lips. When the bottle was empty, she would make me crawl to my room. She'd tuck me in tight and make sure the nightlight was on before she closed the door. And as I drifted off to sleep, I'd hug a stuffed animal as I squeezed my legs together so I could feel the bulk of the diaper between my thighs.

"You're thinking about it right now aren't you?" Olivia asked as she pushed my legs open. "Imagining yourself in a nice, thick diaper. Not having to think for yourself. Not having to worry about anything. All a baby like you needs to do is stay close to Mommy. Because Mommy takes care of everything."

I nodded as I giggled. When I'd woken up this morning, I had no idea that my day would take such a wild turn.

Olivia slid between my open legs. Her hand reached out, and when her touch landed on my lips, I shuddered. I had no idea what to expect from the woman who had taken such complete control. But whatever she was about to do, I knew I wanted her to do it.

She tickled the small spot where my legs met hip, sending an involuntary spasm through my body as I giggled in surprise. Her touch moved inwards, sliding across my wet lips as she teased me with her touch. I waited with baited breath for her to push inside of me, but each time she came close, her fingers pulled away, leaving me tingling with desire. It was maddening. I wanted to grab her hand and press her into me. But I knew she would never allow it, so all I could do was lay there, wanting. Waiting.

"You looked so cute, crawling around for me," Olivia said as her fingers danced over my most private of areas. "And looking at you now, I know you'll make a perfect baby girl."

Her fingers drifted higher, sliding into my bush. "But there is just one thing that isn't working for me." Without warning, Olivia grabbed my pubes and pulled, sending pain through my body as she yanked on my short hairs. "Such a mess down here. A baby girl should know better."

As I grit my teeth, I lifted my head and looked at the small patch of hair down below. Mess? What mess?
 I had no idea what Olivia was talking about. I kept everything well trimmed.

But before she explained what was wrong, Olivia pushed herself up from the floor and walked away, leaving me alone on the carpet, confused and frustrated.

"Where are you going?!" I cried as I watched her walk away."What did I do?"

Olivia held up a finger as she disappeared down the hall. I had no idea what she was doing, but the sudden realization that I was letting a stranger walk around my apartment flooded through me. I jumped to my feet blushing, remembering how just a moment ago, I wanted her to touch me so intimately.

What the hell am I doing? What the hell is she doing?

It was like I was living in a fog, and the fog had suddenly lifted. Without Olivia in the room, touching and teasing me as she smiled, I could actually think for myself. And right now, I was thinking about how out of control I'd let things go.

After grabbing my shorts and shirt from the floor and quickly pulling them back on, I ran down the hall to find my uninvited house guest. Whatever spell she'd worked on me had broken, and now my heart was racing for a completely different reason. I needed to find Olivia. I needed to get her out of my home. I needed to be the adult, not some babified version of myself that she was trying to turn me into.


Why did I let her talk me into all of that?
 I wondered as I looked for Olivia. What the hell is wrong with me?


I heard noises from my bedroom. But when I burst inside, expecting to find Olivia rummaging through my things, I didn't see her at all. That's when I noticed the light in my bathroom was on. And through the slit door, I could see Olivia's shadow.

I burst in like a wild animal. "What are you doing?! You can't just walk around like you still live here! This is my apartment! Mine!"

Olivia arched an eyebrow as she looked at me standing in the doorway. Then a small smile crept across her face. But only for a moment. As soon as she realized she was grinning, she pushed her lips into a scolding look that sent slivers rushing down my spine. And when she turned in my direction, dropping her hands to her hips as she squared her shoulders, I felt like I was shrinking right in front of her.

"Did I tell you to move?" she asked.

I stomped my foot. "This is my apartment! Not yours!"

Olivia asked again. "Did I tell you to move? Yes or no."

"It doesn't matter! You need to leave!"

The smile crept back onto Olivia's lips. She shook her head slowly. "I don't think so sweetie. But I tell you what, I'll give you until the count of five to get those clothes back off before I have to punish you for being a bad girl."


Bad girl? Punish me?
 I shook my head as part of me thought about giving in. No! I'm an adult!


"I want you to leave!"

"One," counted Olivia as she stared me down. "And when you are done undressing, I expect you back on your hands and knees. You don't get to walk remember?"

"No! I'm not a baby!"

"Two," she said in an even tone.


I'm not a baby,
 I said to myself, trying to calm my rising nerves.

"Three. You should start moving Alexia. I don't want to spank you. We were having so much fun."

The thought of Olivia bending me over and spanking me filled my mind. I hadn't been spanked since kindergarten. It was something you just grew out of as you got older.

"Four. This is your last chance little girl."

I stood my ground. But my nerves were really going now. My legs were shaking. My skin was tingling. And the strange desire for Olivia was already flooding back. Just hearing her talk to me in that commanding tone was making me wet. It was so wrong, but I couldn't stop the rising tension in my stomach, or the tight tingling of my nipples.

Olivia sighed. "Five. That's it. You earned this Alexia."

Before I could say anything, Olivia rushed me. I froze as I watched her hand shoot out, catching my wrist. And when she pulled me forward, her other hand grabbed my ear. With what seemed like no effort at all, she starting walking me towards the bed.

"Oww! Let me go! You can't do this!" I yelled as I tried to free myself from her grip. "You can't spank me! I'm not a little kid!"

Olivia dropped down on the edge of the bed, then pulled me in close, pressing my stomach against her knees. She yanked on my ear, pulling my head towards the ground before she let go. And before I could sit back up, she leaned over me, digging her elbow into my back so I couldn't sit back up. I was trapped across her lap, and there was nothing I could do to stop what was about to happen.

Olivia pulled my shorts down as I kicked my legs ineffectually. As my bottoms slid to my thighs, I quit trying to escape, and switched gears to pleading with the woman who was about to spank me.

"I'll be good!" I said as I tensed my whole body. "I promise I'll be good! You can be my Mommy! I'll get undressed and crawl and I won't talk back anymore. I promise!"

I meant every word of what I was saying. My stomach tightened as I gave myself over to Olivia, but a strange sense of peace washed though me at the same time.

Olivia ran her hand across my small ass, rubbing each cheek gently. "You were being so good," she said as her fingers walked across my skin. "But I've seen this with every baby I've ever trained. At some point, you all want to grow up again. And you need a good spanking from Mommy to remember why you ended up my baby in the first place."

"I don't need the spanking! I told you, I'll be good! We can go back to the living room and keep doing what we were doing!"

Olivia sighed above me. "I wish it were that simple. But don't worry Alexia. Since this is your first time, I'll go easy on you. Six spanks. Three on each cheek. That doesn't sound too bad right?"

She's really going to do this. Nineteen years old and I'm about to be spanked. Holy shit.

Olivia's hand left my ass. But a moment later, her touch returned with force. The room filled with my cry as her palm crashed against my left cheek. The sound of the slap was like thunder in my ears.

"One," she said.

That hurts so bad!

Her hand fell again, catching me on the right side this time. Fire raced across my skin, burning me up as her hand lifted back into the air.

"Two."

"No more!" I yelled as I kicked my feet in the air. "No more!"

Smack! Smack!

Her hand hit my left cheek like lightning. And before the sting had faded, she caught my right side even harder. Tears welled in my eyes as I started to cry. I'd never felt so helpless. Any thought of being in control vanished in that moment.

"Three. Four. Only two more."

I braced myself for the final two spanks. They came just as fast as the last two, but hurt much worse. My ass was on fire, and with each beat of my heart, the pain seemed to pulse. I could almost feel the outline of Olivia's hand on my sore bottom.

"That's six," she said as she leaned back, freeing me from her hold on me. "Now show me you're a good girl. I want those clothes off."

I slid to the floor without a word. And as Olivia watched, I slipped my shorts the rest of the way down my legs, then pulled off my shirt, leaving me naked once more.

"That's my good girl," she said as she wiped a tear from my cheek. "Remember that from now on, I chose what you wear. If I want you dressed up, I'll dress you. Understood?"

I looked down at the floor. "Yes."

Olivia tilted my head back up. "Don't be all mopey. Just because you were spanked doesn't mean we can't keep having fun."

Warmth rushed through my body at her words. I felt my nipples harden into tiny pink peaks, and the tingle between my legs came rushing back full force, fighting for my attention against the sting across my ass.


Why do I like this so much?
 I thought to myself as I looked up at Olivia. I don't even know her! Why does she turn me on like this?


The answer was there in the back of my mind, but I didn't want o acknowledge it. Not right now. The small piece of me that still wanted to be an adult wouldn't let me.

Olivia tapped the mattress next to her. "Come up here. This is much more comfortable than the floor."

I moved slowly, feeling strange that I needed permission to get onto my own bed.

Olivia looked back at the mattress as I climbed up. She reached out and touched the wet spot in the middle of the bed. "Still wet. You need a plastic sheet to keep that from happening."

"Or I could just not wet the bed again," I shot back.

Olivia pushed me back onto the mattress as she giggled. "Something tells me that isn't a possibility anymore." I could feel the wet spot against my spine as I looked up at her.

"Why are you doing this?" I asked as I stared into Olivia's eyes. "Why me?"

She smiled down at me while she ran her hands up and down my naked body. "Because this is what I want. And I know that deep down, you want this too. Now be a good girl and stay right here for Mommy."

Olivia crawled off the bed, leaving me alone on my wet mattress as she disappeared back into my bathroom. But she wasn't gone for long. And when she came back out, she was holding something in each hand. As she came closer to the bed, I saw the razor she clutched in one hand and the shaving gel in the other.

"What are you doing?" I asked nervously.

Olivia dropped the shaving supplies on the bed, then pulled out a small towel she'd been carrying under her arm. She tapped the side of my thigh. "Lift up."


Lift up? Lift what up?
 I looked at her in confusion.

She sighed and tapped my leg again. "When I do this, I want you to lift your legs and that cute little butt off the ground."

"Okay..." I lifted my legs up, rolling onto my spine as I pushed my ass into the air. I had no idea why I was doing this, but I didn't ask questions. And with my cheeks exposed like this, I didn't want to make Olivia mad. My skin still stung from her spanks.

Olivia slid the towel under me, then tapped my legs again. When I dropped my butt back to the bed, I felt the terrycloth under me, soft and fluffy against my skin. I watched nervously as Olivia picked up the shaving gel. When she turned back to me, she tapped the inside of my thigh this time. Tingles shot up my spine.

"When I touch you here, it means I want you to open your legs wide."

I spread my legs slowly, watching Olivia for any hint at what she was about to do. But her face was a mask of determination. She didn't move until my legs were splayed out on the bed, leaving me open and unprotected. I shivered uncontrollably as I watched her.

She popped the top off the shaving gel and squirted a small mound of the pink goo into her hand. A tiny smile worked its way across her lips as she leaned in and reached for me. As her hand landed on my mound, I held my breath. The gel was cool to the touch as she rubbed it into my pubes, creating a mess of shaving cream across my privates.

She's going to shave me. I'll look so weird...

She wiped her hand on the towel between my legs before she picked up the razor. "Stay very still for me okay sweetie? I don't want to cut you on accident."

The razor touched down on my skin, sending nervous energy surging through me. I couldn't believe I was letting someone shave me. But as the razor slid across my skin, cutting through the patch of hair that marked my adulthood, I couldn't help but admit that this wasn't any weirder than anything else we'd done in the last hour.

The razor squeaked as it moved across my mound, leaving fresh, smooth skin in its wake. When I lifted my head to watch, Olivia stopped for a moment so she could push my head back to the mattress.

"You can look when I'm all done. I promise you'll like what you see."

I sighed on the bed and closed my eyes, trying to drive away all of the nervous energy rushing through my body. Every inch of me tingled as Olivia worked, feeling like I was ready to burst if I didn't do something soon. My stomach tightened into a knot and my heart beat so hard in my chest that it hurt.

Olivia pulled the towel up between my legs, wiping away the last of the shaving cream from my skin. And when she did, I squeezed my thighs together, feeling how the towel bunched between them. My clit throbbed as my mind flashed back to the diapers waiting in the living room. Would this be how it felt?

"All done," said Olivia. "You can look now."

I lifted my head and looked down at my mound where my hair used to be. But now there was nothing but smooth skin leading down to my little lips. I ran a finger across the area, but there was no trace of my hair anymore. I looked so much younger down there, and that made me feel younger too.

"It looks so strange," I said as I leaned back on the bed.

"You'll get used to it," replied Olivia. Then she leaned down and shot me a mischievous smile. "There are benefits to being so smooth."

Without warning, she pushed my legs open and dropped her head between them. I looked up in shock as I felt her tongue touch down on my newly smoothed skin. And as her tongue drifted lower, my breath caught in my chest. I didn't let it out again until I felt her push my lips apart so the tip of her tongue could find my aching clit.

My breathy sighs filled the room when she did. I threw my head back and clawed at the mattress as she ran her tongue up and down my swollen button, sending waves of ecstasy rushing through me. So far, Olivia had done nothing but bring me new experiences. And this one was my favorite so far. My eyes closed as her speed picked up. I couldn't believe how good it felt to have someone lick me like this.

And she wasn't done yet. As she massaged me with her tongue, I felt her fingers slide across my lips. My legs shuddered at her tender touch, and when her fingers finally pressed into me, every muscle in my body tensed at once. I'd never felt anything like this.

As her tongue danced across my clit, her fingers pushed in and out of me slowly. At first, it was a single digit, exploring my depths cautiously. Then a second diver joined in the fun, pushing me wider and making me sigh in pleasure. But it was the third finger that sent me over the edge. With three inside of me, Olivia pushed deep, then curled them within me, touching and tickling me intimately. With the twin sensations down below, I knew I wouldn't last long. And within a minute of her starting, I came.

I wasn't a stranger to orgasms. I'd given myself plenty. But this one was something else altogether. Pleasure exploded through me, rushing up and down my body, tensing every muscle along the way. I gasped as the pleasure grew, and as my eyes rolled back, I quit breathing. With each passing second, my ecstasy grew, leaving me writhing on the bed while Olivia continued pleasing me. My lungs began to burn, but I didn't want to stop holding my breath. I knew as soon as I tasted fresh air, my pleasure would end.

It was the longest, and most intense, orgasm I'd ever had. When I couldn't take it any longer, I let out my breath and melted against the mattress. As my eyes slowly opened back up, I saw Olivia leaning over me, smiling sweetly.

"I'm guessing you enjoyed that?" she asked with a smirk.

"Mmmhmm," I moaned, unable to form real words at the moment.

Without another word, Olivia's lips dropped to mine. Surprise swelled within me but it faded quickly as I kissed her back. I wrapped my arms around her as I pulled her down on top of me. And for good measure, I slid my legs around her middle so she couldn't get away. When I opened my mouth to let her tongue in, I could taste myself on her lips, tangy and sweet. I'd never wanted someone more than I wanted Olivia in that moment.

When we finally ended our kiss, I felt like a blank canvass. After what Olivia had given me, I was ready and willing to do whatever she wanted. I wondered if she would slide her skirt up and force me to return the favor. Would I be able to make her feel as good as she made me feel? Could I even do it? I never considered myself a lesbian, but after what just happened, I was really open to the idea.

Olivia slid off the bed, then held her hands out for me. When I slid my fingers between hers, she helped me up, but only until I was off the mattress. As soon as I was on my feet, she smiled at me, then pushed me down towards the floor. I sank to my knees without resisting, and looked up at Olivia waiting for her next command.

"Are you ready?" she asked as she ran her hand through my hair.

"Ready?"

She smiled down at me. "Ready to take the next step? Or I guess in your case, crawl."

I slid my hand up Olivia's smooth leg. "What do you want me to do?"

She stepped away, and walked towards the door. When she reached the hallway, she turned back towards me and curled her finger. "I want you to come with me baby girl. I think it's time to get you dressed."

My heart thundered in my chest. Her words could only mean one thing. The diapers still waiting in the living room filled my mind, and as Olivia watched me, that tiny piece of adulthood struggled against the rising tide within me. As my tummy ached, I dropped to my hands before crawling towards Olivia.

"That's my good girl," she said as she watched me. "Now let's go get you into something more your age."


Chapter Six

I felt so small as I crawled behind Olivia. From my spot on the floor, I couldn't even see all of her. My eyes locked onto her tight ass as she walked me down the hall. As I crawled, I watched her walk, driving home the feeling of being under her control. I didn't see myself as an adult anymore. I didn't make my own decisions. And even though this was my apartment, I couldn't touch anything within it without Olivia's approval.

This is crazy. I shouldn't like this. I shouldn't want this.

But no matter how many times I had the same thoughts, I couldn't get past how good I felt right now. This morning I was a nervous wreck, worried about how people would see me. Worried about how old I felt. How sexy I looked. But as I crawled across my carpet, I wasn't worried about any of those things. I felt sexy. I felt free. I felt good.


And all I had to do to keep feeling this way was give myself over to Olivia. It sounded crazy on its own, but I couldn't deny how she made me feel. She took away my need to try and control anything. I was nothing but a baby in her eyes. And she would be my Mommy. She would take care of me. She would make it so I didn't have to worry anymore.

I moved away so I could be myself. I couldn't even make it a week. Maybe Olivia is right. Maybe I've always been a baby. I've never been able to stand on my own.

Back in the living room, Olivia picked up the diaper that started it all. She unfolded it as she turned around to face me. And when she looked down at me, still on my hands and knees, she gave me the warmest smile she could manage.

"Lay down for Mommy," she said as she sank to her knees. "Let's get you dressed."


This is it,
 I thought to myself as I rolled onto my back. I'm really letting her do this.


Olivia tapped the outside of my thigh. Remembering what she'd told me in the bedroom, I rolled my hips and lifted my legs into the air. I heard the slight crinkle of the diaper as she slid it into position. And when she tapped me on the leg again, I dropped my ass onto the soft inner liner of my new undies. I'd never touched anything that felt like the diaper under my butt. It was soft, but not like my towel. It was puffy, but not overly-so.

My heart raced. And as I laid on the floor, a single thought ran in circles through my mind.

You're a baby now. You couldn't make it by yourself. You needed this.

I closed my eyes and took a breath, trying to calm my rising nerves. When Olivia tapped the inside of my thigh, she startled me. She tapped my thigh again, and as my eyes opened, I spread my legs.

"You're learning fast," Olivia said as she pulled the diaper up between my legs. "I like how willing you are."

The sound of Olivia pulling the tapes free sounded like thunder in the distance. Ominous and more than a little scary. My tummy tightened as she pressed the tapes into place. With each one, the diaper hugged me tighter. And when she finished securing me into my diaper, she patted the front, making the plastic crinkle loudly.

"Go ahead," she said as she looked down at me. "Get a feel for them."

My whole body tingled as I brought my legs together. The diaper crinkled as I moved, and when my legs came close to each other, it bunched between my thighs. I rubbed my legs together experimentally, feeling how the diaper moved with me. I'd never felt anything like it. The closest I could compare it to was a maxi pad, and that didn't even come close to what sat against my skin right now.

"How does it feel?" she asked.

I wasn't sure how to answer. I said the first thing that came to mind.

"Weird."

Olivia giggled. She sat down on the couch and crossed her legs while she looked at me. "The first time is always a little strange. I bet you can't even remember the last time you were in a diaper."

My hands ran across the smooth plastic cover. I pushed my fingers against the seat of the diaper, forcing the padding against my pussy. A shiver shot through me as my wet lips touched down on the soft lining.

I looked back at Olivia. "How do I look?"

She smiled wide. "Adorable. It's taking a lot for me not to pull that diaper back off so I can have more fun with you."

Color filled my cheeks while bubbles rushed through my tummy. I rolled over and crawled towards the couch so I could rest my head on Olivia's legs. Her hand dropped to my head and her fingers ran through my hair.

"I wasn't lying when I said you were special you know," said Olivia.

"What do you mean?"

She stopped rubbing my head so she could look me in the eyes. "When I take a client, I make sure they know that everything we do will be non-sexual. They might get turned on during our time together, but I don't let them get off."

"But not me, right?" I asked with slight worry in my voice. I was already feeling horny again.

She chuckled as she brushed a strand of hair from my face. "No, not you. Because you aren't one of my clients Alexia. When I saw you in the hall this morning, trying to look so grown-up while you held onto those wet sheets, I knew right then that I wanted you. You were so cute, and so nervous.

And then I took a look inside of your apartment. When I found the diapers opened, I hoped a little that I'd find one missing. When I didn't that hope died a little, but something drove me to look at your computer. It was wrong and crazy and probably more than a little illegal, but I couldn't get you out of my head."

"I'm guessing my search history restored that hope."

She nodded as she laughed. "And then some. You weren't just curious. You were diving into the deep end and swimming around. And all of those early searches told me you didn't know about any of this until yesterday. Do you know how crazy that makes this?"

I shook my head. "Pretty crazy I guess."

Olivia continued. "I don't think you understand how incredible this is. My package was delivered to you by accident. How many other people do you think would have opened up that box? And how many of them would have been so driven to find out everything about the diapers inside? How many would end up wetting the bed? And how likely would it be for us to cross paths like we did this morning?"

"Coincidences aplenty," I said.

"Or fate," Olivia responded. "Maybe you and I were destined to meet."

"That's
 crazy."

But even as I said it, I wondered if she might be right. I'd been drowning since I'd moved away from home. Work was exhausting. And then there was school. By the time I came home, I just wanted to sleep. I had no friends. No family. And I couldn't even decide who I was. Then Olivia showed up at my door.

Olivia shrugged. "Maybe. Maybe not. But think about it for a second. Did you think this is where you'd end up today?"

My hand dropped to the diaper I was wearing, just to make sure it was still there. I pressed my fingers against the plastic so I could hear the crinkle. My cheeks blushed at the noise, and I had to admit, Olivia might have been right. Even after peeing my bed, I didn't think I'd be sitting on my floor in a diaper today.

I looked back up at Olivia. "So... Fate or not, what do we do now?"

Her smile grew. "Now we finish getting you dressed."

"You mean I don't look cute like this?" I asked as I giggled and shook my hips.

Olivia stepped around me as she made her way back towards my bedroom. "As adorable as you are right now, I can't let you go outside in nothing but a diaper."

My blood ran cold. "Wait... What? Outside?"

I was on my feet and half way down the hall when Olivia came walking back out of my room with a pink and white floral dress, still dangling from its hanger. She gave me a disapproving look when she saw me standing in the way.

"I can't go outside in a diaper!" I said as I looked at Olivia with wide eyes filled with fear.

She sighed. "Why not? Babies do it all the time."

"I'm not... I'm not a real baby! People will notice!"

Olivia stepped in close and placed a hand on my shoulder. She pressed down, and for a moment, I didn't know what she wanted. But then she pointed towards the ground and I knew she wanted me back on my hands and knees. But I wasn't in the mood to crawl around. This was fun when it was just the two of us, but now she wanted me to step out of my front door wearing the biggest baby diaper anyone had ever seen. I shook her hand off and stood my ground.

"Do you really want another spanking?" she asked as she looked me in the eyes. "Your butt probably still stings from the last one."

My butt cheeks clenched in fear while the rest of my body tingled nervously. But I ignored her threat even as my body reacted.

"I'm not going outside in a diaper!" I yelled as I stomped my foot. "No! I won't do it!"

Olivia grabbed me by the arm and pulled me into the living room. I knew before she even pulled me to the couch that she was going to try and spank me again. But I wasn't going to let it happen this time. There was nothing she could do to make me go outside in a diaper.

Nothing!

"Are you sure this is what you want?" she asked as she pulled the back of my diaper down. "You're up to ten spanks right now."

In a bizarre act of defiance, I pulled my diaper back up. I glared at Olivia and she glared right back. Neither of us said a word as we looked at each other.

She dropped to the couch so suddenly that there was nothing I could do but fall with her. And with movements that made it clear she'd done this exact thing multiple times before, she managed to yank me onto her lap and pull my diaper back down in one fluid movement. She pinned me down like before, and without warning, her hand fell, quick and hard.

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!

She wasn't taking it slow like she had in the bedroom. There was no stopping between each spank to count out loud. Her hand just fell again and again, filling the room with the sound of her slaps as my ass turned bright red.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Each time her palm dropped, it landed on the opposite cheek. Fire burned across my rear as I kicked my feet in the air. I cried loudly as tears ran down my cheeks and my diaper crinkled every time I moved, adding to the cacophony of embarrassing noises.

SMACK! SMACK!

The last two spanks hit harder than the ones before. Pain shot up my spine and raced down my legs while my ass pulsed. And when Olivia pulled the diaper back over my butt, the light touch of the soft liner was enough to make me wince. When she slid me off her lap, I made sure not to land butt first onto the floor.

"Are you going to be a good girl now? Can I get you dressed?"

I wiped the tears from my cheeks as I looked up at Olivia. My ass was on fire, but she hadn't spanked away my resolve. I shook my head. "I'm not going outside in this."

Olivia sighed, then pushed herself off the couch. She walked towards the door, and paused with her hand wrapped around the knob.

"What are you doing?" I asked nervously.

"Leaving," she said. "You might be back in diapers, but you're still too big for me to force you into something. And if you are stopping me already, I don't see what else we can do together."

I felt like I'd been punched in the gut. Her words hurt more than the spanking I'd just received. After everything that happened between us in such a short amount of time... Was she really just going to leave?

She hesitated for a moment before turning the knob. The door opened slowly while my heart raced. Olivia looked back at me one last time.

I can't let her go!

I bounced to my feet and ran across the room, grabbing Olivia's arm in a desperate attempt to make her stay.

"Don't go! We can still have fun in the apartment!"

Olivia shook her head, then pulled her arm from my grip. She stepped out the door, and gave me one last sad smile before she closed the door behind her.


She really left. She can't leave! I need her!
 I could barely breathe as I looked at the closed door in front of me. And as my panic grew worse, one thought bubbled to the top.

I need her...

My stomach ached as I looked at the door. Olivia burst into my life a little over an hour ago. Her leaving shouldn't have hurt this much. But there was no denying the growing pain I felt in my gut. She woke something up inside of me, and I didn't want to share this with anyone else. I had to get her back. I needed to get her back.

I was running on instinct when I grabbed the door knob. In nothing but my diaper, I pulled open the door and stepped out into the light. And as quick as my small feet could carry me, I ran down the hallway of my apartment building, chasing after a woman I barely knew, but couldn't live without.

"Olivia! Wait!"

Twenty feet ahead of me, she turned. Her hands rose to her mouth as she looked on in surprise. And she didn't move an inch until I closed the distance. But when I reached her, she held her arms open for me, pulling me into a hug that drained away all of the worry built up in my gut.

"What are you doing?!" she asked in a whisper as she pulled away from me. "Are you crazy?"

I looked up at Olivia in confusion. Had I done something wrong?

"I... I didn't want you to go," I said nervously. "Are you mad at me?"

Olivia shook her head and pulled me back towards my apartment. She walked so quick that I practically had to jog to keep up.

"I can't believe you ran outside like this," she said as we hurried back to my home.

"I thought you wanted me to go outside in a diaper," I said. "Isn't this what you wanted?"

Olivia shook her head as she pulled me back into my apartment. The door slammed behind us. And as soon as it was closed, Olivia turned, staring down at me with disapproving eyes. I shrank back as she stepped in.

"That was really dumb," she said as she backed me up to the door. "Someone could have seen you. You can't just run around naked you know."

"I... I just wanted-"

I never finished explaining myself. My eyes went wide when Olivia grabbed me by the neck and pulled me in for a kiss. But as soon as her lips found mine, my surprise fell away, replaced by a feeling of comfort that seemed to wrap around me. My eyes rolled back as I let Olivia lead me to the couch. When we fell into the cushions, with our lips still locked together, I felt like I was drunk off her. I still couldn't explain it, but she made me feel so good.

She bit my lower lip as she pulled away from me. Not hard, but enough to let me know who was in charge. And I was okay with her unspoken rule over me. I wanted to give myself to her.

"So, should we get you dressed appropriately for the outside?" Olivia asked with a smirk. "We could try some clothes this time."

I nodded as my cheeks lit up.

I actually ran outside in nothing but a diaper. What the hell is wrong with me?

The floral dress Olivia had pulled from my closet was still draped over the back of the couch. I shivered when she picked it up, remembering the last time I'd worn the childish looking outfit. I was a freshman in high school, out on my first date with a boy. We'd gone to the movies, and I'd been so nervous around him that I wouldn't even hold his hand.

I felt none of that nervousness now. As Olivia pulled the dress over my head, I thought about just how at ease I was with everything she'd done to me since she'd barged into my apartment. I'd let her embarrass me. I gave into her when she ordered me to my knees. I let her strip me down. Shave me. Fuck me. What would have taken anyone else a month, spread over half a dozen dates, I'd let Olivia do in an hour.

I squeezed my thighs together as she buttoned up the back of my dress. The diaper crinkled as it pressed against my legs.

I'd let her put me back into diapers. She called me baby and I liked hearing it. Olivia wanted to change me completely, and make me into her perfect plaything. And so far, I'd barely resisted. She was taking complete control of me.

And the more she did, the more I liked it.

"That dress looks so cute on you," she said as she stood up from the couch. "But we have to do something about all that hair. Wait right there."

Olivia disappeared down the hall. And this time, I didn't follow her. Instead, I sat on the couch in my pretty dress, with my hands folded in my lap like a good little girl, waiting for her Mommy to return. When she did, I smiled brightly at her, wondering what she was going to do to me next.

"Time to give you a cuter hair style," she said as she ran a comb through my hair. "Something more your age."

When she finished with my hair, Olivia took a damp hand towel and wiped off the make-up I'd so carefully applied this morning. After finishing, Olivia led me into the bathroom by my hand. She flipped on the lights, and when I saw myself in the mirror and gasped. I still recognized myself, but I no longer looked like the adult I'd tried to create this morning.

My scarlet hair sat in two even pigtails now. Hair ties held the hair back, and for most people that would have been enough. But not for Olivia. She'd taken two pieces of pink ribbon and tied them into bows around the hair ties. My new hair alone took years off my look. And combined with my dress, with its modest cut that hid my small breasts away, I couldn't imagine anyone believing me if I told them I was an adult.

"What do you think?" she asked as she dropped her hands to my shoulders.

"I... I look..."

"Younger?" she said.

I nodded and kept staring into the mirror.

"Well that's the idea." Olivia slipped a hand under my dress, pinching my skin right below the diaper. "All dressed up. Now you just need somewhere to go."

Nervous energy rushed though me. Even though I'd just run outside in nothing but my diaper, the thought of going back out there scared me. If people found out... If they knew what I was wearing...

Olivia grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the bathroom. I let her lead me to the front door, and I didn't move when she opened it. I held my breath as we stepped back into the hallway. And as I watched her close the door behind us, I slipped behind Olivia, trying to hide myself from view.

"Oh stop that right now," she said as she pulled me back to her side. "There's no point in hiding. People are going to see you no matter what."

"What if they can tell?"

"Tell you're wearing a diaper?" She shrugged as she walked me down the hall. "I doubt anyone will notice. And if they do, all they'll see is my little girl who still needs to wear them."


Little girl.
 I looked back down at my dress. The hemline fell to my knees, but I didn't feel like it was long enough. I feared the wind now, and each time my skirt fluttered around my legs, my heart jumped. As we walked down the silent hall, I could hear the crinkle of my diaper.

"Where are we going anyways?" I asked.

Olivia squeezed my hand. "Well, if I remember correctly, you have some laundry to finish. Once you get your sheets in the dryer, I thought we could grab some lunch."

I'd completely forgotten about my bedding. But my sheets weren't what I was worried about right now. No, my heart was racing because of what we'd be doing after
 I took care of my laundry.


Lunch. Out in public. She wants to parade me around.
 I looked back towards my apartment, wondering if I should make a break for my door. I'll be stuck in a diaper the whole time.


Three other women stood around in the laundry room when we walked in. Clustered in a group by the dryers, the women stopped talking and looked over and me and Olivia. I could feel their eyes scanning me, looking for something out of the ordinary. I could feel the blood rushing through my body.

"Olivia?" said one of the women. "I thought you moved out?"

"Sarah!" Olivia smiled wide as she let go of my hand. "I did. But my cousin moved in recently. I've been helping her unpack."

Sarah looked to be about as old as Olivia was herself, and just as pretty. And right now, she was looking at me with a curious expression. "Is this your cousin?"

Olivia giggled as she pushed me forward. "One of them. She's my cousin's daughter."


Cousins? Daughter?
 The three women were staring right at me. My cheeks turned scarlet as I dropped my eyes to the ground.

"Bit shy isn't she?" said Sarah as she stepped in close. She leaned down and gave me a look that you only give to children. "And what's your name sweetie?"

I didn't know how to answer. These were my neighbors. And I was meeting them for the first time while dressed up like a child. I couldn't give them my real name. I couldn't let them know who I was. How would I even go outside after this? What if they recognized me when I was in my normal clothes?

"Her name is Lexi," Olivia said when I took too long to respond. "Ten years old and already a handful. That's why I'm taking her to lunch. Her mommy needs some me time."


Lexi?
 The name bounced around in my head. It's kind of cute actually.


Olivia patted me on the butt, and my whole body tensed when I heard my diaper crunch. But when I looked up at the gathered women, no one seemed to notice the odd sound coming from under my skirt. I looked up at Olivia, wondering what she was doing.

"Why don't you go take care of the laundry while the grown-ups talk," she said as she looked down at me. "Then we can get going."

"Okay," I replied in a small, fragile voice. I stepped away from Sarah and Olivia, making sure to take tiny steps so my diaper didn't crinkle too loudly.

"You can move faster than that Lexi," said Olivia. "We don't have all day you know."

I blushed and walked a bit faster. My diaper made a bit more noise now, but I realized as I stepped up to my washing machine, that I was probably the only one who could actually hear the crunching plastic around my hips. Half a dozen dryers hummed, and the swishing of the washers drowned out so much noise that I couldn't even hear Olivia talk to Sarah from ten feet away.


I'm worrying about nothing.
 I gathered up my sheets and dropped them into a dryer. But when it came time to turn the machine on, I hit a snag. "I forgot my quarters."

"What was that sweetie?" asked Olivia.

I turned around and held out my open hands. "I forgot the quarters. I can't turn the machine on."

Olivia sighed, then shook her head. "Well I don't have any change on me." She held out her hand. "Let's go back to the apartment and get your money."

"Wait," said Sarah as she dug into her purse. "I have a few quarters. I'll save you the trip."

Sarah dropped the coins into my hand.

"What do you say Lexi?" asked Olivia.

I blushed again as I looked up at my neighbor. "Thank you."

"You're very welcome," she replied. "Anything to help out such a cute little girl."

Olivia and Sarah both smiled at me while I fed the machine. As soon as the dryer hummed to life, I returned to Olivia's side.

"Ready to go?" she asked as she rubbed my back.

I nodded and started walking towards the door. But before I got more than a few steps away, Olivia grabbed my hand and pulled me back.

"Say goodbye to Miss Sarah sweetie. Be polite."

"Bye," I said quickly without making eye contact.

Olivia squeezed my hand. "You can do better than that little girl."

My stomach tensed as I looked up at Sarah. I could barely keep my eyes on hers as I struggled to get out the words Olivia wanted to hear.

"Goodbye Miss Sarah," I said softly. "Thank you for the quarters."

Olivia squeezed my hand again. "See? That wasn't so bad."

Olivia let my hand go and stepped in to hug Sarah. As they embraced, jealousy filled me. And that fire only grew hotter when Sarah dropped a kiss on Olivia's cheek.

"Can we go now?" I said loudly. "I'm hungry!"

Olivia giggled as she stepped away from Sarah. "We'll talk later," she told her as she pulled me towards the door. "Take it easy Sarah!"

I was never so glad to leave a room in my life. And as soon as we were out of eyesight, I stopped walking, pulling hard on Olivia's arm.

"What the hell was that?" I shouted. "Are you trying to humiliate me?"

Olivia giggled as she pulled me into a hug. "Maybe a little. But deep down, you know you like it."

"That's not funny! What if they found out?"

Olivia shrugged as she stepped back. "Would it matter if they knew?"

"Yes! I'm an adult being paraded around in a diaper! You just told them I was ten! Don't you think they'll freak out a little when they find out how old I really am?"

Olivia pressed a finger to my mouth. "If you don't want people finding out about your little secret, then you should probably quit yelling loud enough for everyone to hear."

Fear shot through me. I looked around, making sure no one was in earshot. "Sorry."

"You don't need to apologize. I'm not mad." Olivia took my hand once more. "Ready to go to lunch?"

My stomach grumbled. I hadn't eaten since yesterday. "Are you going to try and embarrass me again?"

She smiled as she pulled me towards the parking lot. "It's only embarrassing if you let it. You should relax and just try to go with it."


Go with it?
 I felt the diaper bunch between my legs as we walked. I kept track of where my skirt was at all times. And as we walked, I made sure no one was looking at me. How can I just go with it?


Olivia pulled me over to a black sedan and the car beeped as the door unlocked. My stomach tightened as I stared at the car. Fear surged through me as I looked up at Olivia, realizing that I was about to get into her car after knowing her for a couple of hours. But that fear faded away the second I heard my diaper crinkling. How could I be afraid of going to lunch when I'd already let her do so many thing to me?

She opened the door to the back seat, then stepped aside to let me in.

"I can't sit in the front?" I asked.

She shook her head and pointed towards the back. "Child safety laws and all that. Little ones need to sit in the back."

I blushed but didn't argue any further. As I slid into the back seat, I made sure my dress stayed in place around my legs. And as soon as I was sitting down, Olivia leaned over me, pulling the seatbelt across my body before buckling me in.

"I could have done that myself you know."

She kissed me lightly before pulling away, smiling playfully. "Just want to make sure my little girl is nice and secure."

The door closed. And as Olivia walked around the car, I looked around the backseat. My eyes locked on a package of unopened baby bottles lying halfway under the driver's seat. My stomach stirred as I thought about what it would be like to drink from one of the bottles. And the tingle grew stronger when I realized it was a very real possibility now.

Olivia entered the car. She adjusted the rear view mirror so she could look back at me. And even though I couldn't see her lips, I could tell by the way her eyes looked in the reflection that she was smiling at me.

"Ready to go?" she asked as she started the engine.

I nodded slowly, but had a question before we pulled away from the apartment complex.

"Where are you taking me?" I asked. "What's for lunch?"

Olivia chuckled as she threw the car into reverse. "It's a surprise. But I have a feeling that you'll have a good time. Just wait."

I leaned back in the car and looked out the window, watching my apartment complex fade into the distance. Two hours ago, I'd been an adult named Alex. But now... Now I had no idea how old I was. The only thing I knew for sure was that I didn't feel like an adult anymore. I was just a diapered little girl. And Olivia was my Mommy.


Chapter Seven

Twenty minutes later and I was standing in line, waiting to get my hand stamped so I could enter the restaurant. I looked past the rope line and saw the string of arcade machines just around the corner. Music pumped out from a dozen different speakers, turning into a wall of noise as we waited, hand in hand. And with each second that passed, my nervousness grew stronger.


I shouldn't be here.
 I thought as I looked around at the brightly colored room. I don't belong here.


Olivia pulled me forward.

"Welcome to Chuck E Cheese!" said a girl wearing a purple shirt with the trademark mouse on it. She smiled at me as she held up the stamper. "Can I see your hand for a second princess?"

Olivia pushed me forward. Nervously, I held out my hand.

The stamper rolled across my wrist, marking me with ultraviolet ink. The girl behind the rope stamped Olivia's wrist too, then pull the rope away and waived us into the restaurant.

"Have a fun time!"

"I feel weird," I said as I pulled on Olivia's arm. "I'm not supposed to be here."

She ran her hand across my back while we waited in line to order pizza. "You look the part. Now you just need to act your age sweetie. You can have a lot of fun here if you just relax."

My stomach tightened again as I watched kids of all ages run around the game floor. I felt so out of place in the noisy restaurant, but I knew Olivia was right. I did look the part to be here. And out of all the kids playing right now, I bet I was the only one still in diapers. That had to count for something right?

We left the counter with a number for our food, a couple of drink cups, and a small plastic container of dull, golden tokens. I walked behind Olivia as she led us to the soda fountains. My eyes locked on the Dr. Pepper dispenser, but Olivia had other ideas.

"Hi-C or pink lemonade?" she asked as she held my cup under the fountainhead.

I pointed to the soda. "I like that one."

She just shook her head. "Well I didn't give you that choice. You can have Hi-C or you can have lemonade."

"I don't like either of those," I said with a pout. I felt ridiculous doing it, but I started to beg. "Please
 can I have Dr. Pepper?"

Olivia sighed. But instead of giving in, she chose for me. "If you don't want what I offered, then you can just have water."

I wanted to argue, but Olivia gave me a look as soon as I opened my mouth that told me to keep my thoughts inside. I stayed silent until we reached our table, set in the corner with a good view of the animatronics stage, and well away from the rest of the gathered families.

Olivia pushed a straw into the lid of my cup, then slid it over to me. "Drink up."

Grudgingly, I slid the straw into my mouth, sucking down as much water as I could. When my small cup was empty, I chewed on the tip of the straw and stared across the table at Olivia, taking her in. Part of me still couldn't believe this was happening, and I still felt a bit wrong for being so attracted to another girl, but I pushed those feelings away as soon as they popped up.

She caught me staring. "Do I have something on my face?"

"Just admiring the view," I responded. "It's a good one."

She giggled. "I think my view is better."

As we locked eyes, I felt her toes slide up my leg. She'd popped her foot from her shoe and now it was moving upwards slowly. I tensed as she smiled at me. But instead of pushing her touch away, I spread my legs a little wider, blushing deeply as I did. I looked around nervously, making sure no one was looking in our direction while Olivia's toes tickled the inside of my thigh.

I shivered as her foot disappeared under the hem of my dress. But as I bit my lip, waiting for something to happen, her toes found the seat of my diaper. I could feel her pressing against the plastic, but other than the tingle of fear from hearing the diaper crinkle, I didn't feel anything.

"Guess that's as far as we go," I said as I reached under the table and rubbed Olivia's leg. "It's not nice to tease people you know."

She shrugged and took a sip from her drink. "You think you're the only one being teased right now? I can't stop thinking about you."

Curiosity filled me. I leaned in and met Olivia's eyes. "What are you thinking about?"

She leaned back, blowing out a lungful of air. "I've been thinking about how pretty you are. And how lucky I am to have found you." She grinned wickedly. "And I'm thinking about those cute little nipples of yours. And how sweet you tasted earlier. I can't remember the last time I was this attracted to someone."

I blushed deeply. "I was thinking a lot of the same things. I had a boyfriend in high school, but I never felt like this when I was with him."

Olivia sighed as she sat back. "I had a boyfriend in high school too. He was the one who introduced me to all of this."

I sat up a little straighter. In a whisper, I asked, "You mean diapers?"

She nodded. "Some people find the fetish earlier than others. His parents were gone one night and he brought me over. I was a junior at the time. I thought I was in love, and I figured that night was the night I'd lose my virginity."

"But it wasn't was it?"

She shook her head. "He wanted to show me something. I had no idea what was going on, but he was so nervous. He was a senior and on the football team. He had the muscles, the looks, and the attitude. So it was weird seeing him shake like that."

She continued. "When we were up in his room, he told me right away that what he wanted wasn't normal. And I told him I didn't care. But when he pulled out a bag of diapers from under his bed, I nearly ran out of the room."

"Why didn't you?" I asked. "What made you stay?"

"I told you, I thought I was in love. So I listened to what he wanted. And even though I thought it was super weird at the time, I did what he wanted me to do."

"You put him in a diaper?" I asked. "That's when you became a Mommy?"

She shook her head. "Not exactly."

"Then what?"

Olivia held her breath for a moment. And when she let it back out, she told me everything.

"I let him change me. He undressed me for the first time. And after he was done staring at my naked body, he laid me down on the bed. I wore a diaper for him the rest of the night. Just a cheap store bought one, but still a diaper. And when his parents came home early, I had to run out the back, holding my pants in my hand. It was so embarrassing."

I couldn't keep the smile off my face. I tried to picture the woman sitting in front of me with no pants and a puffy diaper on. I choked back a laugh as I slapped my hand across my mouth.

"You
 wore diapers?" I shook my head. "I don't believe it."

"Well it's the truth," she replied. "And after that night, my boyfriend wanted more. When we went on dates, he'd bring a diaper. He'd change me in the back of his car before we went anywhere. Then one day he brought one to school."

"You didn't..."

Olivia grinned. "I did. I was wearing a skirt that day too. And every time I'd see him, I'd lift up my skirt so he could see."

"So then what happened? How did you go from wearing diapers to being a professional Mommy?"

"It didn't take me too long to get used to his fetish. And I loved seeing how horny he became when I slipped into a diaper for him. I lost my virginity in the back of his car the second time I put a diaper on. And soon enough, I wanted to wear diapers just to tease him. I wanted him so worked up that I was all he thought about. I started making him wait for sex. I wanted to see how long he would hold out before just taking control and fucking me."

She sighed. "But he never did. No matter how much I teased him, he wouldn't rip my diaper off. So I started pushing him further. I sat in class all day, thinking about things I'd make him do. And once we were alone, I started bending him. Small stuff at first, like kissing my toes or sucking on my nipples."

Her smile took on a sinister edge. "But then I had him crawling to me. I made him beg. When he didn't ask correctly, I'd spank him. I just kept adding on. I wanted to know how far I could push him. Then one day while we were both in his room, I had him naked on all fours. He was panting like a dog in heat. That's when I got the idea. I took off my diaper and made him lay down. Then I sealed him up in the same diaper I'd been wearing for hours."


Holy shit.
 My whole body tingled. "That's kind of hot."

Olivia grinned. "I thought so too. That night our whole relationship flipped. I told him to show up at school the next day wearing a diaper if he still wanted to go out with me. And sure enough, he came to school with padding. I was hooked at that point. I never wore another diaper for him, but he spent the rest of his senior year wearing one for me."

"What happened to him?" I asked. My whole body was humming. I wanted to hear more.

She shrugged. "He went off to college. Life went back to normal for awhile after that. But like I told you this morning, once you flip that switch, you can't turn it back off. I went through a string of boyfriends after that. And with each one, I tried to break them down. I got off on humiliating them. Dominating them. By my second year of college, half the school knew I liked to break boys."

My cheeks burned as I pressed my thighs together, forcing the diaper between my legs to bunch up. While Olivia talked, I rolled my hips, driving the diaper into my crotch. Every word from her made me a little hornier. And hearing about how she broke down grown men made me feel a little more normal somehow as I sat in my diaper.

"I found my first job on Craigslist. Some businessman wanted a woman to spank his ass and call him dirty names. Sounded like something I could do, and I needed the money. I started as a dominatrix. I had the black leather and the high heeled boots and the flog. But that got boring quick. So I slowly started working diapers into my sessions. And since it was so humiliating, my clients ate it right up."

"What happened next?" I asked.

My clit was tingling like mad. Slowly, slyly, I snuck a hand under the table and pressed it against my diaper. As quietly as I could, I rubbed myself through the thick padding.

"What happened next was that I got really good at it all. Within a year I had a dozen clients. Most of them were wearing diapers when I visited them. And after the diapers, I added pacifiers. Bibs. Bottles. I made grown men crawl and cry. I shaved their beards and their balls. I watched as they wet themselves and I took pictures when they were finished. I made enough that year to pay my tuition and my rent. And all without sleeping with a single one of them."

Olivia leaned in and smiled wickedly. "I got really good at teasing my clients. I'd bring them right to the edge of an orgasm just by talking to them. They'd do anything they could to try and get it, but I'd just slap their hands away and spank them for being naughty."

She took another sip from her drink as she slid her foot on top of mine. "How close are you right now Alexia? Do I need to spank you too?"

I froze. My eyes went wide as I looked across the table. And as Olivia watched, I slid my hand out from between my legs while my cheeks lit up like a Christmas tree. "How did you know?"

She shrugged as she played with her straw. "Everyone makes the same face. Girls or guys, it doesn't matter. That look of concentration even though you don't seem to be staring at anything. The way you breathe. The little vein in your neck. How you lick your lips. Even the color of your cheeks. I'm really good at what I do Alexia."

"Sorry," I said as I place both my hand back onto the table. "I got excited."

Olivia took my hands in hers. "That's a good thing. I'd rather have you horny than upset. I can work with horny."

I blushed even deeper as I stared down at the table. And just to up the awkwardness of the moment, a waiter stopped at our table holding a pizza.

"Pepperoni and sausage?" he asked even as he dropped the pizza pan in the middle of our table. As he walked away, he smiled at us. "Enjoy ladies."

Olivia loaded up her plate with pizza, and smiled at me as she dug in. With her mouth full, she started talking. "Most people think it's crappy pizza, but I kind of like it."

My nerves were back now. And as I stared at the food, my stomach tightened. It felt like I was on a rollercoaster and my emotions were along for the ride. I had no idea how I was going to feel from one minute to the next. But right now, I was incredibly aware of how strange it was to be sitting in a Chuck E Cheese while pretending to be a little girl.

"I'm not hungry..."

Olivia put down her piece and pulled a slice of pepperoni from the tray before dropping it onto my plate. "You need to eat. I don't want a cranky baby later."

I blushed at her words. But they didn't spur my appetite any. I just stared at the pizza on my plate while Olivia ate.

"You need to eat Alexia. Don't make me feed you."

Feed me? She wouldn't...

But even as I thought it, I knew her threat wasn't an idle one. She'd made good on all of her promises so far. With a sigh, I picked up my slice and nibbled on the end. But after a few seconds of my halfhearted attempt to eat, Olivia pushed my hand, and the slice of pizza, back to the plate.

She took my slice away and picked up a plastic knife. Half a minute later and finger sized slices of pizza covered my plate. When Olivia dropped the plate back in front of me, she pointed at the pizza with her knife.

"Eat."

With my food cut up like a toddler, I started eating. And after I slipped the third piece of pizza into my mouth, I had to admit, the smaller slices made the whole process a lot easier. While Olivia finished off all of her slices, I ate everything on my plate.

While she cleaned her hands with a napkin, Olivia smiled at me. "That wasn't so bad was it?"

I shook my head.

She slipped from the table and came over to my side. I wasn't sure what Olivia was doing until she brought her napkin to my chin, wiping away errant pizza sauce that I hadn't noticed. And when she finished cleaning my face, she wiped my hands clean. While she cleaned me, I watched kids run around like maniacs, and for the first time since we walked into the restaurant, I started to feel like I belonged here.

Can't even clean myself up. I need my Mommy to do it.

When Olivia finished, she kissed me on my forehead and pulled me out of the booth. She handed me the small cup of coins and pushed me towards the play floor.

"Go have some fun Alexia. We can talk again later."

"I like Lexi," I said without thinking.

Olivia tilted her head as she looked at me. "What?"

I smiled back at Olivia. "The name you called me in the laundry. Lexi. It's cuter than Alexia."

"Then I guess that's your name now," she said. "Go play Lexi. And don't come back until all those coins are gone."

I shook my cup, making the tokens rattle. "Okay Mommy."


Chapter Eight

It took me over an hour to burn through all of the tokens Olivia bought with our food. And the only time I stopped playing arcades games was to walk to our table so I could drink a little more water before scurrying back to the beeping machines.

I'd felt so out of place when we arrived, but all of those worries had drifted away as soon as I lost myself in a Mario Kart racing game. Half my tokens went to that machine alone. And as I raced around brightly colored tracks, playing as the baby version of Princess Peach, I found myself actually having fun for the first time in weeks. Maybe even months.

Growing up was hard. I left high school thinking I was ready for the real world, but I found out quickly that I was wrong. I barely scraped by in my first year of college. And when I managed to get a transfer to a better school two states away, dread followed me around everywhere. But I pushed it down inside and kept marching forward. Because that's what adults did.

Just yesterday, before I found the box of diapers sitting on my front porch, I'd been worrying about how I was going to pay my rent, my tuition, and manage to eat this month. I worried about how I was going to balance a full course load with a full-time job. I worried about making friends and fitting in.

But while I sat in a molded plastic seat in front of an arcade game, wearing a dress and a diaper with my hair up in pigtails, I wasn't worried about any of those things. None of my real world worries had taken care of themselves, but they just didn't matter so much anymore. The only thing I worried about was losing a race to the eight year old sitting next to me.

After my Mario Kart fun, I ended up playing Skee-ball until I had nearly two hundred tickets folded up on the floor beside me. Just like a kid, I felt a rush of excitement and worth every time my ball sank into the middle hole, causing more tickets to roll out of the machine. And when my arm was tired from rolling balls up the slope, I took my tickets and showed them gleefully to Olivia, who promised to keep them safe for me.

My last tokens went to taking over the Guitar Hero machine near the entrance. I was nervous at first, being so visible to everyone who came in, but by the time my first song ended, I didn't care who saw me. I was having too much fun. And with the ambient noise, combined with the twin speakers pumping out music, I didn't have to worry about anyone hearing my diaper crinkle.

I was actually sad when I ran out of tokens. I wasn't ready to leave. I wanted to hold on to the care-free feeling that surrounded me. That's how I ended up barefoot, climbing through a maze of plastic pipes on my hands and knees. I loved the playgrounds at fast food restaurants when I was growing up, and now that I was making my way through one again, that love came rushing back. It was satisfying to crawl through a tunnel just to see where it led.

I didn't take the twisting slide back down until I crawled through every tube up top twice. I worried a little when I first climbed into the playground that someone would find out what I was wearing under my skirt, but as soon as I reached the top of the tubes, my fears died away. I had the playground all to myself. The other kids were more interested in the video games.

I reached the bottoms of the slide with a smile on my face and a giggle on my lips. And waiting for me at the bottom, with my sandals in hand, was Olivia. Before I could climb off the slide, she pointed her phone at me and snapped a picture.

"Time to go Lexi," she said as she held my shoes out towards me. "We have other things to do today."

I took my sandals from her with a pout. "Fine. But I get to pick a toy on the way out right?"

Olivia chuckled as she showed me a ticket slip. "I'm not bringing this home."

There was a line at the prize counter. And as we waited, Olivia took her phone out. She swiped through a few screens before holding the phone so I could see it. "See how cute you are?"

My mouth fell open as I looked at the picture she'd taken while I was still on the slide. My pigtails draped over my shoulders and a large smile stretched across my face. I sat with my arms behind me and my legs together. But in all my fun, I'd forgotten what I was wearing. And as I slid down the slide, my dress had pulled up enough that the bottom of my diaper was on clear display. I could make out three different blue and pink animals on the plastic.

"Delete that!" I said quickly.

Olivia giggled as she slid the phone back into her pocket. "Now why would I do that?"

"Because it's humiliating!"

She shrugged. "I don't see why. I think you look really cute in your diaper."

"Don't say that so loud!"

"Quit being such a baby," Olivia said as she grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the prize counter. "Pick your prize so we can get going."

I wanted to say something else to her, but a worker stood behind the counter, waiting for me to point out what I wanted from behind the glass. I didn't have as many tickets as I thought I did so I ended up settling on a pink snap bracelet and a cherry Fun Dip. With my spoils in hand, Olivia led me back to the entrance. And before we left, the same worker who'd stamped my wrist had me hold my arm up once more so she could check to make sure my number matched Olivia's.

"Did you have fun?" she asked me as we stepped out into the midday sun.

I nodded as I slapped the bracelet onto my wrist. "Yep!"

"What did you like the most?" she asked.

As Olivia unlocked the car, I thought about my answer. I really liked the games I'd played. The pizza wasn't bad either. I got to pick out prizes and I had the whole playground to myself. It was hard to decide which of those things I enjoyed the most. But as Olivia buckled me into the backseat, the answer came to me. As she settled into the driver's seat, I told her.

"I liked talking to you the most."

She turned around so she could look at me. "Really?"

I nodded. "Hearing about how you became a Mommy was really cool. When you sent me to go play, I was actually a little sad that we couldn't talk longer."

Olivia smiled before she turned back around. As she started backing up, she talked to me. "I told you we could talk again later. And I think it's later now, so..."

I had so many questions. I couldn't decide which one I wanted to ask first. So I said the first thing that popped into my head.

"Where are we going now?"

"The store," she replied. "We have to pick up some things."

"Like what?"

"Well, most of my babies are boys. And even though some of them like being little girls for me, I don't really have too many girly things at my house right now." Olivia looked back at me through the rear view mirror. "We need to stock up a bit."

My stomach bubbled at the thought. She was taking me to another public place. And this time, she'd be loading up a cart with baby supplies while I watched.

"How many clients do you have anyways?" I asked.

She shrugged. "Depends on the week. Overall though, I see a few dozen people. Most are in the city, but a few fly me out when they need some Mommy time."

My eyes went wide at the thought of her being in control of so many men. "And you don't have sex with any of them?"

She shook her head. "Not a one. Some of my babies don't like that, and I've been offered quite a bit to break my rules, but if I do that, then I lose the control. A lot of my clients would start misbehaving if that happened."

"So... why did you..."

Olivia finished my sentence. "Go down on you this morning?"

I nodded as my cheeks lit up. I wasn't sure why I was embarrassed right now, but I was.

"Well, you aren't exactly a client now are you? Normal rules don't really apply here."

The words slipped out of my mouth before I could stop them. "What are we Olivia?"

She looked back at me through the mirror. The car took on a deathly silence. And for the next minute, neither one of us spoke. I stared down at my hands as I cursed myself for ruining the moment.

"I don't know what we are yet," Olivia said out of nowhere. "I... I haven't had a relationship with anyone for a few years now. I'm not even sure what a relationship would look like at this point." She looked back at me with worry in her eyes. "If you wanted a relationship... I mean, I kind of just barged into your life. I uhh..."


She's as freaked out as I am!
 I leaned forward, fighting against my seat belt so I could drop my hands onto Olivia's shoulders. As my fingers worked their way into her skin, I spoke softly behind her.

"I wouldn't mind seeing where this goes." I pushed my fingers harder against her stiff muscles. "If that's okay with you..."

"More than okay," she said as she pulled into a shopping center. As soon as she parked the car, she turned around and smiled at me. "I'd say we should take it slow, but that really hasn't been our speed so far."

I laughed at that. I sat back and patted the seat of my diaper. The sound of it filled the car. "You think?"

For the first time since I'd met her, I saw Olivia blush. She ran a hand through her hair as she stared at me. "Yeah, I came on a bit strong this morning. I'd apologize, but it seems to be working out."

"Strong is an understatement." I said as I unbuckled. "I'm pretty sure you broke a couple of laws this morning."

Olivia shrugged as she stepped out of the car. And when she opened the rear door, she was back to her normal self as she helped me out of the backseat. As soon as I was on my feet, she grabbed my hand tightly, leading me towards the store.

"You're still my baby girl," she said as she squeezed my hand. "No matter where this goes, I don't want that to change."

I listened to the sound of my diaper as we walked towards the entrance. I felt the thickness of the padding between my legs. And as we walked, my pig tails tickled my shoulders.

I'm her baby girl. She's my Mommy.

I squeezed Olivia's hand just as hard as she'd squeezed mine. "I'm your baby." I shivered even though it was nice and warm outside. "I think I'm ready."


Chapter Nine

I'd been in a big box store many times before. But ever since I'd let Olivia put me back into diapers this morning, everything seemed new. And as she grabbed a bright red shopping cart, tingles shot up and down my arms.

She stared at me with a serious expression on her face. "You stay with me while we're in the store, okay Lexi?"

I nodded "Yes Mommy."

She pulled me over and pressed my hand on the side of the cart. "You either hold my hand, or you hold the cart. I don't want you wandering off."

I nodded again, even as the humiliation started to build.


What if I run into someone I know here?
 I thought as I looked at all the people around. What if someone sees me?


It was a stupid worry. I didn't know anyone in the area. But the fear still coursed through me. It gathered in my stomach just like it had all day, festering in my gut as I tried to keep it under control.

At least, I thought it was fear. But as we walked into the store, we past a restroom to our left. That's when I realized there was more than just fear building in my gut. There was also a growing urge to pee.

I pulled on Olivia's arm. "Umm, Mommy?"

She stopped and looked down at me. "What is it sweetie?"

I clenched my hands into fists. My cheeks turned red. "I need to use the bathroom."

A small smile past over Olivia's face. "And?"

"And?" Was she testing me? "And I need to go potty!"

Her smile grew wider. She pulled my hand back to the cart and started walking again.

"What are you doing?" I asked as I let go of the cart. "I said I need to go!"

Olivia sighed and grabbed my hand again. This time, she kept a firm grip on me as she pushed the cart with one hand.

"What are you wearing today Lexi?" she asked as we walked.

Before she said another word, I knew where this was heading. My stomach dropped. Oh no. No no no.


She squeezed my hand. "Well? You need to answer me when I ask you a question."

I didn't want to say. I stared down at the ground as I answered stubbornly. "A dress."

Olivia squeezed my hand. "What else Lexi?"

"Sandals," I shot back. I wouldn't say it. I couldn't.

She stopped pushing the cart. She tilted my head up so she could look me in the eyes. She wasn't smiling anymore. "What else?"

I shook my head. "I don't want-"

Olivia pressed a finger against my lips. "I don't want to hear you complain. I want you to tell Mommy what else you're wearing. You don't want to make Mommy mad do you?"

Just say it you big baby.

In a small voice, I finally answered Olivia. "A diaper..."

Her smile came back, bigger than ever. "And what do babies do in their diaper?"

My stomach tightened so hard I felt like throwing up. I answered her with a whisper. "Go pee..."

"What was that Lexi? Mommy couldn't hear you."

"They go pee," I repeated, louder this time. "Babies go pee in their diaper."

She pushed my hand back to the cart and started walking once more. "Glad we had this little talk."

I thought back to this morning. How I felt when I'd woken up to wet sheets and the smell of urine. I'd been so embarrassed. I convinced myself it was all an accident, and I promised it would never happen again. I told myself I was an adult. I fought against my own strange dreams of diapers.

I'm going to piss myself.

I looked back at Olivia and shivered.

And this time I'll be awake. It won't be an accident. What the hell am I doing?

My promise of holding on to my adulthood this morning lasted less than an hour. I practically jumped at Olivia's offer to turn back the clock. What little resistance I put up I didn't hold onto. I begged her to make me her baby girl. And now I knew just how far she expected me to go.

The urge to pee grew stronger now that I was thinking about it. I could have held it for hours when we first walked into the store, but now I felt like I had minutes before I needed to come to a decision. And as Olivia piloted the cart into the baby section, I felt like I only had one choice.

She parked the cart by a wall of strollers, then grabbed my hand, walking me down one of the other aisles. My legs felt like lead and my heart raced as I thought about what I was about to do.

"Normally, I pick out all of this stuff for my clients," Olivia said as she pulled me in front of a wall of pacifiers and bottles. "But I think you should choose today Lexi."

I stared at the wall of baby supplies. "Anything I want?"

Olivia nodded and let go of my hand. "Anything you want. If I think you need something else, I'll pick it out, but I want you to make the call right now. Show me what you want Lexi."

I thought about the pack of bottles in the back seat of Olivia's car. When I'd seen them, I'd been so curious to try one out. But now all I could do was stare at all the different options in front of me. There were big bottles, small bottles, hard plastic, soft plastic. Latex nipples or silicone. Colored? Ones with patterns? Did I like butterflies designs more than fishies?

A wave of urgency rolled through my tummy. I pressed my knees together in an attempt to push away the need to pee for another few minutes, but I knew I was fighting a losing battle.

"So, what do you pick?" Asked Olivia as she stood right behind me. "Lots of cute choices."

I looked away from the bottles and moved onto the pacifiers. Dozens of different colors hung from hooks in little plastic packaging. And just like the bottles, there were choices here too. Once again, I had to decide between latex or silicone. And as I stared at all the different shield designs, I noticed sizes on the packaging. Some of the cutest designs were in the smallest size.

"Well whatever you pick out, I think we'll need one of these," said Olivia as she reached over my shoulder to grab a pacifier clip. The clip looked like a butterfly, and an eight inch ribbon in pink and white stretched out below its wings.


Has to match the clip,
 I thought as I stared at the pacifiers. And as I stared, my side started to cramp. The urge to pee was building fast. I shouldn't have had all that water at the restaurant.


"You need to pick something Lexi. We can't just stand here all day."


Have to pee. I can't hold it forever.
 I clenched my fists, trying to calm my nerves. Why am I even trying to hold it? I'm a baby now. I'm Olivia's baby. I'm wearing a diaper for a reason.


I shifted my stance, pushing my feet out just a little wider as I closed my eyes. I should just pee. I wanted this. I was dreaming about this.


Olivia's hand dropped to my shoulder. "What about that one? It's cute."

"Stop for a second!" I said in an angry whisper as I pushed her hand away. "I need a minute!"

Olivia stepped to the side. "What are you-" She stared at my rosy cheeks, then looked at how I was standing. Her eyes lit up. "Ohhh."

Now she's watching! I can't go if she's watching me!

Olivia smiled and rubbed my back. "Just relax and let it happen sweetie. You'll feel better when you're all done."

"You aren't helping!" I shot back as I glared at Olivia. "This is so embarrassing!"

She shrugged. "You wanted back in diapers. This is part of what that means."

I closed my eyes and dropped my hands to the shelf in front of me. I leaned forward slightly, and as I held my breath, I pushed.

A small stream squirted out of me, tickling my skin before splashing against the liner. My eyes went wide before I clamped back down. And almost immediately, the diaper drank me up. The only proof that I'd peed a little was the small wet spot pressing against my lips. The inner liner felt softer now. Warmer too.

Holy shit. I did it. I actually just peed in a diaper...

"Don't force it out Lexi. That's how you leak."

I waved Olivia away as I ignored her advice. I pushed again. This time, my stream lasted twice as long before I reflexively clamped back down. I could feel the wetness spreading through the absorbent core. And every time I clamped back down, a huge cramp surged through me.

I need to pee!

Olivia's hand returned to my back, stroking me in small circles. I opened my legs a little wider and pushed one more time. And one more time was all I needed. When I felt myself clamping back down again, I relaxed and willed myself to keep going. It felt like a cork pulled free when I did. And as I stood in the middle of a crowded store, I filled my diaper with warm wetness.

My stream tickled on the way out. I felt it splash against the liner. Warmth rolled over my skin and the diaper grew heavy between my legs. I felt the tug on my hips, but the tapes kept everything in place. And when I finally finished, there wasn't a dry spot between my thighs. When I stood back up normally, I felt the diaper squish between them. It pressed against me, reminding me that I'd just peed myself.

"It feels weird doesn't it?" Olivia asked. "But also kind of good. Warm. Soft."

I bit my lip as I nodded. "I can't believe I just did that."

Olivia pulled me into a hug. Her hand drifted down my back, and slipped across my diapered ass. She squeezed my rear end as she held me close. "It gets easier every time. But it never stops feeling good."

My whole body tingled as she held me. My heart raced and cheeks flushed. I felt my nipples harden while my clit begged for attention. I felt so naughty, standing in a store after using my diaper. The heat from my pee radiated across my skin, and I wanted Olivia to change me as soon as possible, just so I could feel her touch between my legs.

I'm standing in a store wearing a wet diaper. I'm in the baby aisle in a wet diaper. I'm really not an adult anymore.

Olivia turned me back towards the wall of nipples. "You still need to pick out some bottles and a couple cute pacis."

"Shouldn't I change first? Isn't that how this works?"

Olivia patted my ass, squishing her fingers against the wet part of my diaper. When she stopped, she shook her head. "You aren't even close to needing a change."

"But I'm wet!"

She shrugged. "Not wet enough. Use it a couple more times and you'll be ready."

Her words sank into me. She's going to keep me in a wet diaper. She won't change me!


Olivia pointed back at the wall. "Pick. We have more things to buy."

I sighed as I pulled a pack of bottles from the shelf. Eight ounces each, with silicone nipples, the clear plastic bottles had fish and submarines dotting the outside.

"Interesting choice," Olivia said as she took the bottles from me. She pointed towards the pacifiers. "Pick at least two. Make sure they are the big nipples."

I took a little more time picking out pacifiers. And as I reached for one of the blister packs, my hands shook nervously. Whatever I chose, I'd be using soon enough.

I ended up with three pacifiers. One was white with a pink swinging handle. Hello Kitty decorated the button. The other two came in a pack. The Nuk pacifiers were simple but cute. One was pink and purple, the other was its exacted opposite. And across both shields, wavy gentle lines swirled across the plastic. The Hello Kitty paci had a silicone nipple, and the two Nuk ones were latex. I wondered what the difference was, but I knew I'd find out soon enough.

Olivia grabbed a few more things before we left the aisle. She pulled down another pacifier clip, and picked up a bottle brush before dropping everything into the cart. But we weren't even close to being finished. She walked me by the hand into a new aisle, filled with bibs and flatware on one side, and baby food on the other.

"Pick out some food. Whatever you think you'll like."

I stared at the wall. There were so many options. I didn't know which one to start with. After staring for a full minute, I decided to try a little bit of everything. My hand shook as I piled cups and jars of baby food into the crook of my arm. I had everything from apples to zucchini, and part of me couldn't wait to sample the mashed up food.

Why am I enjoying this so much?

"Go put the food in the cart Lexi. I'll be right there," said Olivia.

I dropped over a dozen containers of baby food into the front basket of the cart. I eyed everything nervously as I waited for Olivia. And when she popped out of the aisle, my nerves grew that much stronger. Because in her hands was a can of formula.

"Can't I just drink normal stuff?" I asked as I looked at the Simulac she was holding.

Olivia shook her head. "You're getting the full experience little girl. That pizza you ate was the last solid food you'll be having this weekend."

I looked down at the cart and stared nervously at the baby food. My breakfast, lunch, and dinner were all right there, sealed up in plastic and glass jars.

Can I even survive on nothing but baby food?

Olivia grabbed my hand and walked me back into the aisle. She stopped me in front of the bibs and I knew immediately what she wanted me to do. But before I could make a choice, she leaned down and grabbed a two pack of terry cloth bibs for me.

"I know I said I'd let you pick, but there are really only a few bibs that will fit properly." She held up the pack she picked out. "And I have to admit, I love the princess themes on these pull-over bibs."

They were the largest bibs on the shelf, and just like Olivia said, there were princesses on the front. Bell in her pretty yellow dress decorated one, and Cinderella in her ball gown was on the other. I wasn't sure they would have been the bibs I'd have chosen, but they were pretty cute. And if Olivia liked them, then I did too.

"One last aisle and then we can go," she said as she grabbed my hand.

It was the diaper aisle. I wasn't too sure why she'd pulled me over here, but I didn't say anything. Not until Olivia pulled down a box of Goodnights and handed them to me.

"What are these for?" I asked as I stared at the box. "I'm not sure I need a bunch of baby diapers."

She shook her head and tapped the front of the box. "Read the size restriction."

I looked at the corner where she was pointing. And my eyes went wide when I saw what she was talking about.

60 to 125 pounds? Why are these in the baby section?

Olivia squinted at me. "I'm guessing you weigh around 105, so you should fit into those no problem."

"Is this what I'm wearing this weekend?" I asked as I stared at the box. "They look kind of cute."

Olivia shook her head. "Those are only for when a real diaper would be inconvenient. You won't be wearing pull-ups around me very often."

"Then why are we buying them?"

Olivia smiled wickedly. "Well, you have a job right? Do you really want to wear a thick diaper to work?"

Wait... What?

I looked around to make sure we were alone. "I'm not wearing diapers to work!"

"I know. I just said that." She tapped the Goodnights box. "That's why we are getting you pull-ups."

My face turned beet red. "I'm not wearing pull-ups to work either! I can't be a baby all day!"

Olivia sighed. "Well, I can't make you wear them. It's not like I can follow you around all day."

I breathed a sigh of relief. "Thank you." I started to put the Goodnights back.

Olivia stopped me. "Hold on. I said I couldn't make you wear them. I didn't say we weren't going to buy them."

"I'm not going to wear them to work!" I said again. "I won't!"

Olivia took the box from me. "I'm still buying them. And if you keep acting out, I'll spank you as soon as we get to the car."

I closed my mouth quickly. The thought of another spanking sent chills down my spine. And the threat of getting punished like that in public was enough to tighten my tummy into a knot of pain.

"Go wait by the cart," Olivia said as she turned around to look at the baby care items. "I'll be there in a minute."

I sighed and walked back to the cart. As I waited for Olivia, I shifted my weight from foot to foot, squishing my wet diaper between my thighs. I stared at the cart, and I felt embarrassed that everything in the basket was for me. And even more embarrassed that I couldn't wait to try it all out.

I shouldn't like this! Why do I like this so much?!

Olivia came back with the last items and dropped them all into the cart. In addition to the Goodnights, she'd picked up a box of scented wipes, some baby powder, and a tube of diaper rash cream. I swallowed nervously as I looked at all of the supplies.


I hope I don't need the cream.
 I blinked my eyes, trying to clear my head. If I wasn't wearing a diaper, there wouldn't even be a chance of needing it.


"You okay?" asked Olivia as she stared at me. "You look a little green."

I stared back into the cart and felt my heart race. When I looked back up at Olivia, my hands were shaking. "I just... This is a lot all at once. I'm freaking out a little bit."

Olivia stepped away from the cart and pulled me into a hug. I dropped my head to her chest while she stroked my back slowly.

"I don't expect you to enjoy everything right away," she said as she held me. "But I want you to trust me. I won't make you do anything I don't think you're ready for."

I looked back in the cart. "What else is there to do? You diapered me up. I used it. And now I'm giving up real food?" I looked up at Olivia. "Am I crazy? Normal people don't do this. Why am I letting you do this to me?"

"Every baby I've ever taken care of asked the same questions. It's hard to let go and just enjoy this for what it is."

I dropped my head back to Olivia's chest. "What does that even mean? This isn't normal."

She hugged me tight. "What's so great about being normal? Were you happier yesterday before you met me? Was a normal life working out for you?"

I thought back to my job. My school. My bills. None of it brought a smile to my face. They were all just sources of stress. I shook my head.

Olivia pressed me. "So being my baby girl makes you happier than being a normal girl with normal problems?"

I touched the snap bracelet I'd won at Chuck E Cheese. It was a ten cent toy, but picking it out from the prize case made me happier than any grade I'd ever gotten in school. And I couldn't deny how good it felt this morning, with Olivia's head between my legs. Or just how satisfying it felt to pee in my diaper just a few minutes ago.

I don't hate any of this. So why am I freaking out again?

Olivia answered my own question. "It's normal to be scared. This is all new. I'm asking you to trust me with your whole identity." She squeezed me tight. "All I can do is show you a path forward. It's up to you to walk it."

I took a breath, trying to calm my nerves.

Up to me. It's my choice.

But I didn't feel like it was. I didn't feel like there was a choice here at all. I didn't want to make the hard choices anymore. I just wanted things to be simple and easy. I wanted to be happy.

Olivia makes me happy. I want to make her happy too.

I pushed myself away from Olivia and smiled. "I'm better now. Just needed a second."

She kissed my forehead, then without a word, she pulled my hand back to the cart.

"Let's go pay for all of this, then we can have some real fun at my house," she said as she pushed us out of the baby section.

"Your house?" I asked. "We aren't going back to my apartment?"

Olivia shook her head. "We'll swing by so you can get your sheets out of the dryer, but I think you'll have more fun at my place."

I stared into the cart as we walked, thinking about all the things Olivia was going to do to me today. She was taking me to her house. Taking me away from everything I knew. My nerves flared back to life, but this time, I didn't freak out. Now I was imagining using everything in the cart. And with each new daydream, my smile spread just a little wider.


This is my choice,
 I thought as Olivia started loading up the checkout belt. And I'm choosing to be her baby.



Chapter Ten

Olivia didn't wait until we arrived home before she started babying me. After she buckled me into the backseat, she reached into the shopping bags and pulled out the pacifier clip along with the two-pack of Nuk pacifiers. I watched quietly as she opened the package, then secured one of the pacifiers to the paci clip.

"This stays in your mouth unless I say otherwise, understood?" she asked.

I nodded nervously, and when Olivia pushed the pink and purple paci to my mouth, I let the nipple between my lips without complaint. I sucked on it experimentally, getting the feel for the nub in my mouth. My whole body tingled as the plastic shield dug into the corners of my lips when I pulled on the nipple.

Olivia clipped the pacifier holder to my dress and stood back, looking down at me with a large smile. "You look so cute right now."

She took out her phone and took another picture of me. My cheeks burned brightly when she turned the phone around so I could see myself. With my pigtails and no make-up on, I already looked young. I would have never guessed there was an adult behind the nervous smile on screen.

With the pacifier in my mouth, I would have pegged the girl in the photo as maybe five or six.

I caught Olivia looking back at me the whole drive to her house. I shifted nervously in my seat, wondering what we would do together when we finally arrived. And every time I moved my hips, I felt the squishy wetness between my legs. I silently hoped that the first thing we did was change my diaper, but Olivia had already told me I wasn't wet enough.


I can fix that problem,
 I thought to myself as I sat up a little straighter. There wasn't a built up urge this time, but I didn't care. As I sat in the backseat listening to the radio, I spread my legs a little wider and dropped my palms to the seat. I sucked hard on the pacifier as I pushed, forcing out a steady stream of warmth into my already wet diaper.


I could get used to this,
 I thought as the wetness spread out once again. The tormenting tickle of my stream put a smile on my face. After making sure Olivia wasn't watching, I slipped a hand under my skirt and pressed my palm to the seat of my diaper. As I peed, I felt the warmth spread outwards under my hand.

Peeing in my diaper like it's no big deal. Just another day in the life as a baby.

I hadn't needed
 to pee when I started, but once I got going, I didn't stop until I was empty. I pushed my fingers against the squish experimentally, then nodded to myself as I closed my legs. I was sure I'd gone enough to earn a change now. I could feel the wetness half way up my rear end, and towards the end of my second soaking, I could tell the diaper was having trouble absorbing me quickly. I felt pee puddles pool near my legs. Those tickled worst of all.

"What are you so happy about?" asked Olivia as she stared back at me through the rear view mirror.

"Nothing. Just enjoying the ride," I replied. I smiled wider when I heard my words slur a bit because of the paci in my mouth. "Are we almost there?"

"Almost. Just a few more minutes."

She wasn't lying. Two minutes later and we pulled off the main road. A minute after that and she pulled the car into the driveway of a two story house. I stared out the window at the large home, and if I hadn't been sucking on my pacifier, I would have stared slack jawed. Olivia's house was big. Really, really big.

"Like it?" she asked as she unbuckled me. "I saved up for a couple of years for this place."

"Only a couple?" I asked as I got out of the car. I couldn't believe she'd gone from my one bedroom apartment to a four bedroom mini mansion.

"What can I say, being a Mommy pays the bills." She chuckled as she unloaded all of the supplies we'd bought at the store. "And I get to write off part of the house as a business expense. It works out well."

I couldn't wait to see inside. But Olivia wasn't going to let me go in empty handed. She pulled me over to the trunk and gave me the bag of baby food to carry. But when I started walking towards the front door, she stopped me.

"Did you pee in the car?" she asked as she held my arm.

I blushed. "Yes. I had to go."

"Remember how I told you not to force it out?" she said as she stared at the back of my dress. "Well you leaked."


Oh my god...
 My cheeks turned red as I grabbed at my dress. And sure enough, there were two wet circles on the back of my skirt.

"I'm sorry! I didn't know I would leak!"

Olivia took me by the hand and led me into the house. As soon as she shut the door, she put our bags down, then took me by the hand. "Well let's get you changed. I can't have you leaving puddles all over my new carpet."

After being pulled upstairs, she walked me towards a closed door. The knob was keyed, and I had to wait while Olivia unlocked the door. I wasn't prepared for what I saw next. I mean, I knew Olivia was a professional and all, but when she opened the door, my pacifier fell out as I gasped at the decor.

The walls were a baby pink, with butterfly decals spaced strategically around the room. Soft, cushy white carpet covered the floor. That's where normalcy ended though. Because the large room wasn't just another bedroom. No, this was a nursery. An adult sized one.

I stepped in the room hesitantly. On the left wall was a bright white dresser. Stuffed animals lined the top. More toys were scattered across the floor, all made for babies. In the left corner was a child sized desk. It had no chairs, but crayons and coloring books sat on top of the plastic table.

Against the back wall was the centerpiece of the room. It was the biggest crib I'd ever seen. Bright white just like the dresser, the railings were four feet high from the mattress. The mattress itself looked like a normal twin size, but it had a childish fitted sheet with butterflies and flowers on it. The crib had a door set off to the right side, and from what I could tell from where I stood, the door locked from the outside. Whoever got into the crib wasn't getting back out without help. And above the crib, attached to the wall, was a small, blank whiteboard.

The closet set into the right wall was closed, but I had no doubt more baby items waited inside. And the last piece of furniture in the room sat right next to the closet door. It took me a moment to recognize the piece, but when I saw diapers and wipes tucked into the shelves on the side, I knew I was looking at the adult version of a changing table.

Olivia smiled at me as she led me inside. "You like it? Spared no expense when I had this room put together."

I didn't know what to say. I was still in shock from it all. "It's uhh... It's pink."

Olivia laughed as she took me by the hand and walked me over to the changing table. "Sure is. My girls all like it. And for the boys, I have a nice nursery for them right next door."

Olivia tapped me under the armpits. "Arms up."

I didn't hesitate. And as soon as my arms were over my head, Olivia unbuttoned my dress and pulled the wet outfit off, leaving me in nothing but my soaked diaper as I stood next to the changing table. She made sure to take the pacifier off the dress, but she didn't push the nipple back into my mouth just yet.

She tapped the seat of my diaper as she looked at me. "Pretty wet. Let's get you changed. Hop up on the table."

With a little help from Olivia, I managed to lay down on the changing table. And from my back, the room looked so much different. Everything seemed bigger while I felt like I'd shrunk. When Olivia took her place to my side, I felt so small as she looked down at me.

"This is your first diaper change. Are you excited?"

I shrugged my shoulders. I was feeling overwhelmed again. I stayed perfectly still while Olivia pulled at the diaper tapes, ripping them away one by one.

"Let's see if you remember the commands I taught you this morning," Olivia said before she tapped me on the outside of my thigh. "What does that mean?"


Lift my legs,
 I thought. And as Olivia pulled down the front of my diaper, I did exactly that, letting her slide the wet diaper out from under my clammy rear end. As soon as she wrapped up the diaper, she made sure to hold my ankles so I couldn't put my legs back down. Then with the other hand, she pulled out a baby wipe from one of the shelves on the side. I watched her every move until she became obscured by my upraised legs.

"That's cold!" I gasped as the baby wipe slid across my bare ass.

"Shh," said Olivia as she kept wiping. "It's only cold for a second. And we have to get you nice and clean before we put a new diaper on you."

I blushed at her words. There was no hesitation in her voice. No self doubt. She was just stating a fact.

When she was done with my butt, Olivia lowered my legs back to the table. Then she tapped my inner thigh. This time I spread my legs for her, just like she'd taught me. I was a trained animal, ready to react as soon as my master gave me a command.

"Good girl for remembering," she said as she took another wipe and cleaned the rest of my pubic area.

I shivered when she slid the cool cloth across my pussy lips. Just having her touch me there brought back memories of this morning and how good she made me feel. But her touch didn't linger this time. As soon as she was satisfied, the baby wipe moved on, leaving my wanting pussy behind.

Olivia pulled out a new diaper from one of the shelves. It was a Snuggies, like the one she'd just taken off of me. After she unfolded the diaper, she tapped my outer thigh once more. When my legs were in the air, she slid the diaper under me. When I touched back down, the butterflies in my stomach went wild. Even though this was only my second diaper, I was already starting to get used to how they felt against my skin.

Before Olivia pulled the diaper between my legs, she took out a bottle of baby powder and dusted me quite liberally with it. She rubbed in the sweet smelling powder, making sure to take her time as she slid her fingers once more across my pussy. She smiled wickedly as she pressed down on my clit, drawing a sharp breath of excitement from my lungs.

"Almost done," she said as she pulled the diaper between my legs. And with a practiced hand, she pulled the four tapes tight, sealing me back into my absorbent underwear. She tapped the front panel when she finished.

With a new diaper on, Olivia helped me down from the table. And as soon as my feet hit the floor, she snapped her fingers, pointing towards the carpet.

"No more walking. In this house you are on your hands and knees always."

I sank to the floor, feeling a bit foolish as I did. But I didn't say anything, and once I was sitting on my knees, I looked up at Olivia for my next direction. My stomach was twisting itself into knots, while my mind once again fought against itself over what I was doing.

Olivia walked to the closet and opened the door. With a curl of her finger, she invited me over. And like a good little baby, I crawled the whole way, relishing the feeling of the soft carpet on my knees.

"Not all of it is going to fit you," she said as she waved me into the closet. "But there should be enough in here to get you through the weekend."

I let out another gasp with I crawled into the open closet. The walk-in was nearly the size of my bedroom, and every hanger and shelf was full. There were dozens of frilly dresses in almost as many colors. Childish t-shirts and strange looking overalls hung up as well. There were footed sleepers, onesies, and even a few normal looking outfits scattered around the closet.

On the middle shelves of the closet, hundreds of diapers sat tucked away in neat little rows. And as I looked up at the wall of diapers in front of me, I realized there was more than one kind on the shelves. Most were white, but I saw blue, pink, and purple diapers too. Some had designs across the cover. Some just had the model name or a few colored lines. But all of them looked as thick, or thicker, than the diaper I was wearing right now. And that wasn't even counting the stack of cloth diapers I saw on the lowest shelf.

"How many kinds are there?" I asked as I stared, dumbstruck.

Olivia shrugged. "Enough. I could put you in a different diaper every time I changed you this weekend and never repeat a brand. Seems like a new company springs up every couple of months now."

This is more than I ever imagined. I thought this was just a small fetish. How are there so many choices?

"Are you going to dress me?" I asked as I looked over at Olivia. "I'm a bit chilly."

She stepped into the closet with me and stared at the assorted clothes. I watched warily as she slid outfits aside as she searched for the perfect one. She finally settled on one of the onesies with the snaps in the crotch, along with a separate ruffled pink skirt. The onesie was white, with a unicorn on the front riding across a rainbow. And underneath the picture were the words, "Mommy's Little Girl," in childish pink font.

"Come on, let's get you dressed."

I followed Olivia back out of the closet. My stomach was rolling wildly now. The diapers I could handle. They were easy to hide. But I didn't have that option for the clothes she picked out. As soon as she snapped me into the onesie, I would look just like the baby she wanted me to be.

"Arms up," she said as she stood above me with the onesie open.

I lifted my arms. My hands were shaking.

The onesie slipped down my arms and over my head. As Olivia pulled it down, I felt how soft the cotton was. And as the fabric ran across my nipples, they hardened. The tickle of the onesie sent tingles through my body.

"Alright. You have to lay down for the next bit," said Olivia as she crouched down next to me.

I rolled onto my back. I felt her tug the back of the onesie, straightening out the shirt in the process. She tapped me on my inner thigh and I opened my legs for her just like she'd taught me. The onesie pulled tight, and then I heard a series of buttons snapping. When Olivia let go of the onesie, it stayed in place, secured now between my legs.

"You look adorable," Olivia said as before leaning in and tickling the sides of my tummy.

I couldn't stop the string of giggles that spilled out of me. I rolled on the floor, trying to escape her touch, but she stayed with me no matter where I went. She tickled me for a full minute before letting up, and by the time she was done, I was gasping for breath on the floor.

As Olivia picked up the skirt, I stared at her in desire. My whole body called for her. The tingle between my legs was maddening as I took her in. And every time I moved my arms, the onesie pulled tight across my body, tickling my nipples mercilessly. My muscles tensed and part of me wanted to tackle Olivia just so I could steal a kiss, but I never moved unless she commanded it.

She tapped my outer thigh and I lifted my legs. As she slipped the skirt down, I curled my toes and drove my thighs together, trying to ward off the growing desire for my new Mommy. Her hand touched against my skin as she pulled the skirt down, and the smallest touch sent electricity rushing up my spine.

"You okay?" she asked as she positioned the skirt around my waist. "You seem a little tense."

"I'm... I'm horny..." I said quietly. "Like, really horny."

Olivia snapped the skirt closed and pushed my legs back to the floor. When she caught my eye, a huge smile sat on her face. She giggled before running her hands up my naked legs.

"Poor baby," she said as she leaned over me. "If only there was something Mommy could do..."

Her hand climbed higher. It dipped under the short skirt she'd just fastened around my hips. I felt her fingers tap against my inner thigh, and I wasted no time spreading my legs for Olivia. When her touch slid across the small patch of skin between the seat of my diaper and my leg, my whole body tensed while a small sigh squeaked out of me. Olivia played with the edge of the diaper, pulling on it just enough to let the tip of her fingers glide inside.

But as much as I wanted it, her fingers never moved all the way in. She smiled wickedly as she teased me with her touch. And when she finally pulled her fingers out of the diaper, she walked them across the onesie until they sat between my legs. As we stared into each other's eyes, she pressed down, trying to massage my aching clit through the frustrating layers between us.

I lifted my hips and ground myself against her touch, helping her along in any way I could. But no matter what I did, or how hard she pushed her fingers against the diaper, it wasn't enough. The soft inner liner rubbed against me, but it was just another tease. It was maddening that we were this close, but we couldn't go any further.

"Take my diaper off," I said. "I want to feel you."

Olivia pressed her fingers as hard as she could against the diaper. But then she shook her head. "No."

I squirmed under her. "Please! You're driving me crazy right now. Aren't you horny?"

She nodded. "Probably more than you are. You look so cute right now. The things I want to do to you..."

"Do them!" My eyes were wild. I pulled Olivia down on top of me, holding her tight as I lifted my head so I could whisper into her ear. "Fuck me Mommy. I want you so bad!"

She started to pull away, but her resistance was just for show. When I pulled her back down, she collapsed on top of me. Her mouth found mine in an instant and her hands ran up my body until they found my hair. I sighed into her when she grabbed both my pony tails and pulled them roughly.

"I want you so bad," she said between sloppy kisses. "You're so fucking cute... You were meant for this."

I didn't say anything. I just kept kissing. Not just her mouth, but her cheeks too. Her neck. The small bit of shoulder peeking out of her top. I wanted to kiss it all.

"Take off your shirt," I sighed. "Hurry."

Olivia complied. She leaned back just long enough to pull her scarlet top off and throw it across the room. Then she dropped her lips back to mine, wearing nothing up top but a lacy black bra. The heat of her body seeped through my onesie, warming me up as she pressed against me. And while she pinned me down on the floor, my hands were sliding up and down her sides, touching every inch of her smooth skin that I could reach.


Stupid bra,
 I thought to myself when the fabric kept getting in the way of my sliding fingers. Got to get it off.


I reached behind Olivia and tried to unhook her bra while we continued kissing. It was hard work. I couldn't see what I was doing, and my whole body was shaking with pleasure. It was impossible to concentrate. When I managed to get one hook free, the other stuck tight. When I tried to free that one up, I managed to rehook the first hook.

After a minute of trying, I gave up on the hooks altogether. That's when I grabbed the straps of her bra and simply pulled. My arms strained as I fought against the small metal hooks holding everything together, but eventually I won out. Olivia sighed in surprise as her broken bra slipped from her shoulders, but she didn't say anything else.

I was the baby. She was the Mommy. She was supposed to be the one in control. But I couldn't stop myself from pushing Olivia off me. And as soon as she was up, I tackled her. My diaper crinkled loudly, which just seemed to stoke the fire in both of us. Olivia dropped to her back and let me crawl on top of her. And with our positions reversed, I walked kisses down her body.

I started at her lips. Soft and sweet, I almost didn't want to leave. Even as I pulled away, Olivia lifted her head to follow me. Soon enough and my lips were on her neck. I giggled as I thought about leaving a hickey behind, but I was on a mission. Her shoulders were next, but I didn't stay long. After I left there, I started the climb up her soft, round breasts. Olivia held her breath as I reached the top, and she blew it out again when I started sucking on her hardened pink peak.

Her sighs were like music to me. I let my tongue drift up and down her nipple between pulls. Her tit in my mouth reminded me of the pacifier she'd shoved between my lips earlier. And her nipple was just as soothing as the latex one. But it wasn't enough to just suck and kiss. Olivia let out a sharp sigh when I wrapped my fingers around her other tit.

"Keep going," she sighed. "That feels amazing."

I did exactly as she asked. And as I played with her tits up top, I pushed Olivia's skirt up. When it was high enough, I crawled between her legs. I started pressing myself against her. Her black panties rubbed against my onesie. Between the sounds of Olivia's quiet moans, the suckling noise of my lips on her tit, and the crinkle of my diaper as I rubbed against her like a cat, I was as turned on as I'd ever been.

I reached between my legs with my free hand, and one by one, I popped the buttons on my onesie. But when I reached for one of the tapes on my diaper, Olivia stopped me. She sat up slowly, forcing me from her tit as she met my eyes. Then without a word, she dropped her hands to the top of my head and started pushing me down. I resisted at first, but her insistence broke my resolve.

"The diaper stays on," she said as she kept her hands on the top of my head. She dropped her head back to the floor. "But I think it's time for my panties to come off."

When my head was between Olivia's legs, she quit pushing me down. I stared into the black cotton of her undies, imagining what was waiting for me underneath. My heart raced as I reached for the waistband of her panties. I'd never done anything like this before, but that was really just par for the course today.

Olivia lifted her hips as I slid her underwear off. Once they were down around her thighs, she tucked her legs in so I could slide the panties off completely. And as soon as the black lace undies cleared her ankles, she dropped her feet back to the floor, throwing her legs open in the process.

"You know what I want you to do," she said as she looked at me through her open legs. "Make me moan Lexi."

My nervousness had never been so high. Olivia had given me the best orgasm I'd ever had this morning, and now she expected the same from me. But as I stared down at the glistening lips in-between her fluttering thighs, I didn't know if I could do it. I didn't know if I could give her what she wanted.

She wasn't giving me a choice to back out. When I hesitated for too long, she sat back up and wrapped her hands around my head, pulling me down between her thighs as she lay back down. My eyes went wide as my head came closer to her slick lips.

"I don't know what to do," I said as I looked up at Olivia.

She pressed me down, forcing my mouth to her pussy. "Use your tongue. Find my clit. Then lick until you I tell you to stop."

I could taste her. Slightly sweet, and a little tangy, her juices coated my lips. With no choice but to press forward from here, my nervousness died away, letting my arousal surge back to the forefront of my mind.

I can taste her pussy. I'm actually going down on another girl...

My tongue slipped out from between my lips, testing the waters. Desire swelled within me as my tongue slid between her lips. I pressed into her, trying to drive myself as deep as I could go. And as her thighs closed around my head, my whole world became the small space between her legs. I closed my eyes and lost myself in her taste. Her smell. The warmth of her skin.

Find her clit. Make her moan.

My tongue slid upwards. It didn't take me long to find what I was looking for. Hidden under a fold of skin, I touched down on her tiny button. When I did, her legs jerked around me, letting me know I was in the right spot. I licked her as quick as I could, dancing my tongue across her clit while I listened to any cues that told me I was making the right moves.

I want to make her come...

I was on a mission, but I was failing. I'd found her clit. But that was the easy part. After less than a minute, my jaw started to hurt. My tongue started cramping. I could hear Olivia breathing heavily, but I had no idea how close she was. I needed to do something more. I needed to make her feel as good as she made me feel this morning.

That's when I remembered she'd used more than her tongue. I slipped a hand under my chin and slid my fingers across her slick lips. With two fingers, I pressed into her. She moaned almost instantly. She clamped down on my fingers, squeezing me with her pussy as I wiggled my digits inside of her. And just like she'd done this morning, I slid myself in and out while I kept going with my tongue. I curled my fingers within her, touching every part of her insides. And when I felt her loosen around me, I added another finger to the mix, filling her even more.

That set her over the edge. Her breaths shortened. Her stomach tightened. And as she came, she squeezed her thighs together, trapping me between her legs. Her pussy pulsed around my fingers and she lifted her hips off the ground, pressing my face hard against her. She was so wet now that I could feel her juices rolling down my chin.

If there was ever a need for a bib...

One short, soft sigh. Then silence. I couldn't even hear her breathing. Her body jerked once, twice. Then her hips dropped back to the ground. Her legs parted, freeing me from between them. And as she pushed me away from her pussy, she let her breath out before going completely limp.

"That's a very
 good girl," she said as she looked at me with half closed eyes.

"My turn?" I asked innocently. My whole body hummed. I wanted to come. I wanted to feel what she'd just felt.

Olivia sat up slowly, then pushed me onto my back. She tapped the inside of my thigh and I gladly opened my legs for her. But instead of pulling off my diaper and dropping her head between my legs, she grabbed the tail of my onesie and started snapping the buttons together.

"What are you doing?" I asked quickly.

Olivia smiled at me. And once the last button on the onesie snapped closed, she pressed her hand between my legs, rubbing me through the diaper. "This stays on unless you need to be changed. And right now, you don't need one."

"Please!" I begged. "I'm so horny!"

Olivia stood up and held out a finger, telling me to wait. I rolled to my stomach as she walked out of the room. I almost ran after her, but before I popped to my feet, I remembered that in her house, I was supposed to crawl. On my hands and knees, I headed towards the open door, but Olivia walked back into the room before I could get in the hall.

"And where are you going?"

"I missed you," I said as I sat back on my knees. I pressed my heel against my diaper and rubbed, searching for anything that could make me come. "Please take my diaper off! Please!"

She shook her head and smiled playfully. But before I could say anything else, she pushed me to my back and pulled out something from behind hers.

"What's that?" I asked as I stared at the long white object in her hand.

Olivia held it up for me to see. It had a power button in the middle, and a small rubber ball on one end. On the other was a power cord.

"This is a Magic Wand. And if you promise to be a good girl, I'll show you how it works."

I didn't know what to expect, but from the look on Olivia's face, I wasn't too worried. I nodded slowly, then watched as she plugged in the strange device. When she hit the power button, it hummed to life.

"What's it do?" I asked as I stared at the wand.

Without warning, Olivia pressed the bulb end against my diaper. The hum in the room grew twice as loud. And in that instant, I found out exactly why the wand was so magical.

My whole diaper started vibrating. I grasped at the carpet as she pressed the wand down harder, driving the vibrating bulb right over my clit. Almost instantly, I felt an orgasm building. I gasped as Olivia wiggled the wand, sending pulses of vibrations through the diaper and into my clit. She grinned as I snapped my legs together, keeping the wand steady.

It took less than a minute before pleasure washed through me. My whole body went numb as I sighed into the air. And as I came, the Magic Wand kept humming, driving my orgasm to higher and higher heights until it was too much to take. I had to push it away when the tickling pleasure grew too strong.

Olivia switched the toy off. "How was that?"

"Magical..." I lifted my head and looked at Olivia. "Why do you have that? I thought you didn't do sex things with your clients."

She smiled as she wrapped the power cord around the wand. "A girl gets lonely sometimes. And it works just as well without a diaper on."

I dropped my head back to the floor and laughed. Today had been the weirdest day of my life, but so far, each new discovery turned into something wonderful. I was already worrying about having to return to my normal life come Monday.

"I like this," I said out of nowhere. "I like being your baby."

"Well I'm glad to hear that." Olivia put the Magic Wand away in the changing table. Then she came and laid down right next to me. She kissed me on the cheek before pulling me into the crook of her arm. "And just so you know, I like being your Mommy too. It's been a surprising day."

I hugged Olivia as I shut my eyes, happy and content in her arms. "I never want to leave."

Olivia sighed as she stroked the back of my head. "If it were up to me, I wouldn't let you."


Chapter Eleven

We didn't move from the floor of the nursery for half an hour. It wasn't until my stomach rumbled that Olivia finally perked up.

"Is my baby hungry?" she asked as she smiled at me.

I nodded quickly. All I'd eaten today was a single slice of pizza.

Still in nothing but her skirt, Olivia stood up and walked towards the door. "Let me go slip into something more comfortable, then I'll make you dinner. Okay?"

I watched her leave the room with a smile on my face. She looked so good. "Okay Mommy."

The words still felt funny when they rolled off my tongue. But every time I called Olivia "Mommy" my tummy tightened a little and my arousal peaked. It was naughty and dirty in a way I couldn't explain, but I could have said the same thing about most of the things we were doing together. I wasn't sure why
 I liked all of this, but I knew I did, and right now, that's all that mattered.

Alone in the nursery, I decided to explore. On my hands and knees, I crawled over to the crib and looked inside. The mattress itself was nearly two feet off the ground. And laying on the mattress was a large pink blanket, neatly folded up in the corner.

I dropped back to the floor and looked under the crib next. That's where all the toys in the room were kept. In three different clear plastic bins, I saw numerous toys that would have looked at home in any nursery. Ring stackers, shape sorters, colored balls, stuffed animals. They were all there. And one toy in particular caught my eye.

I pulled a stuffed white rabbit out of one of the bins. It was a foot long from the tip of its floppy ears to the soft cotton tail. A pink plastic nose matched the color of its inner ears, giving the bunny a lifelike look. Its fur was soft and felt good against my skin. But more than anything, it reminded me of the stuffed bunny I had when I was a real little girl. I'd taken my bunny everywhere, and by the time I grew too old for my stuffed animal, one of his ears was threadbare and he had half a dozen holes where the seams had given out.

"Just like Bun-bun," I said as I pressed the fluffy toy to my cheek.

"Well don't you just look adorable," Olivia said from the door. She'd changed into a simple light blue summer dress with a high waist and a knee length skirt.

I blushed as I turned around, still holding the stuffed bunny. "Can I have this?"

"Everything in this room is yours Lexi. Whatever you want."

I smiled and hugged the bunny once more. It was silly, but the stuffed toy was comforting.

I really am a little kid. Was I ever an adult?

"Come on," she said as she waved me over. "Let's go downstairs."

I dropped back to my hands and knees and started to crawl across the floor, but I found it so much harder now that I held a bunny in my hand. I stopped and sat back, wondering if I should leave the toy behind.

"What's wrong?" asked Olivia.

"Just having some trouble with my bunny. It's hard to crawl."

She shrugged and walked out of sight down the hall. Her voice drifted into the nursery. "Figure it out sweetie. I'll be waiting for you downstairs."

I stared at the bunny, trying to decide if I wanted to keep the toy with me or not. Part of me knew I didn't need the stuffie with me, but another part of me wanted the toy in the same irrational way a child wanted anything. It was mine.

With my mind made up, I grabbed my bunny by the ears and dropped back to my hands. I crawled a little lopsided, but I made it out the door and around the corner. My diaper crinkled loudly as I moved, but I was getting used to the near constant noise. I made it all the way down the hall with no trouble, but when I reached the stairs, I hit a new snag.

"How do I get down?" I asked myself as I leaned over the top of the stairs.

Olivia called up from the bottom. "Stairs aren't so easy when you're a baby are they?"

I shook my head and sat back as I thought about my new problem. The stairs were U shaped, with two wide stairs at the bend. I knew without even asking that Olivia wanted me to keep crawling, but there was no way I could make it down the stairs if I kept going like this. At best I'd slide down face first. At worst, I'd end up rolling and breaking something.


Have to go down backwards,
 I decided. I turned around quickly, then slid backwards, easing myself down the stairs feet first. I felt ridiculous, but so far, my strategy was working. And once I made it to the middle part of the stairs, I was sure this was the only way to go.

Olivia clapped when she saw me. "You figured it out."

"Not used to this," I said as I started my backwards crawl down the second half.

I heard Olivia's phone click behind me. I blushed at the sound, knowing she just took a picture of me as I navigated my way down. And when I finally reached the bottom of the staircase, Olivia rubbed my head before walking off towards the kitchen. Without a word, I crawled after her.

We passed through the living room on the way. It looked the way a living room should have looked, with a table, a sofa, and a TV. A fireplace was built into one of the walls, and on top of the mantle were half a dozen votive candles. The only thing out of place in the living room was the basket of children's toys set off to the side of the couch.

But where the living room was almost normal, the kitchen was not. As soon as I crossed from carpet to tile, everything changed. All the cabinets had child locks across the handles. And the fridge was covered in alphabet magnets, all in easy reach of someone sitting on the floor. But the real standout piece of the kitchen was the wooden high chair in the corner. Wider and taller than a normal high chair, this piece of furniture was clearly made for an adult, just like the crib.

Olivia led me over to the chair, and slid the tray off before tapping her hand on the seat.

"Climb on up. Let's get some food in your tummy."

I stood up and climbed into the chair. It was about as high as a tall barstool, and when I swung my legs, there were a good ten inches between me and the floor. The chair actually felt too big for me, as I couldn't comfortably put my arms on both armrests at once. And before Olivia slid the tray back into position, she reached around my waist, pulling out two canvas straps with plastic buckles. She fed one of the straps into a loop between my legs, then buckled me into the chair before pulling the strap tight. When she was finished, the belt across my middle held me into the chair.

"Can't be too safe," she said as she picked up the tray. "Arms up."

The tray itself was molded plastic, and when she slid it onto the railing, I heard it click until it locked into place. I pushed against it when I put my arms back down, but the tray wouldn't budge. It was tight enough against me that I couldn't slip my hands under the tray either, so I just rested my arms on top and waited for Olivia to feed me.

"I'll be right back," she said as she walked out of the kitchen. "Don't go anywhere sweetie."

I sighed at the bad joke. There was no way I was getting out of the high chair without her help and she knew it. But she wasn't gone for long anyways. And when she came back in, she was holding the bag of baby food I'd picked out at the store.

My tummy rumbled again. I was getting really hungry. But Olivia still wasn't ready to feed me. The first thing she pulled out of the bag was the set of princess bibs. She pulled off the light blue Cinderella bib, then walked over to me and pushed it over my head. It caught on my ears on the way down, but other than that, the bib slipped around my neck with no problems.

"No toys at the table," Olivia said as she pulled the bunny from my grip. "You can have Bun-bun back when you're done eating."

My stomach flipped when she called him Bun-bun. I didn't think she'd heard me back in the nursery.

"How hungry are you?" she asked as she started lining up food jars on the counter.

I eyed them all. "Really hungry."

"Good answer." Olivia picked out six jars and popped off the lids. Then she grabbed a plastic baby spoon from a drawer and brought over the first jar. "Open up sweetie."

I was more than happy to let the spoon in. And from the moment the sweet potato puree hit my tongue, I was in heaven. Not only did the baby food smell like Thanksgiving, but the sweet taste of the orange mush tasted exactly like I was expecting from the smell. I ate without complaint, smiling and banging on the tray when Olivia wasn't spooning the food into my mouth fast enough.

She was enjoying meal time as much as I was. Every time I acted out, she started giggling. And just to add to the experience, she "missed" my mouth a few times, spilling baby food across my cheeks and chin. By the time the first jar was empty, we were both laughing.

"Ready for number two?" she asked as she grabbed a new jar. "Banana this time."

"Ready Mommy!" I said excitedly.

After the banana jar was empty, we moved onto applesauce. And after that, it was peas. I had a smile on my face until half way through the fourth jar. That's when my stomach started to turn. I closed my mouth for the first time since Olivia picked up the spoon.

"I think I'm full," I said as I turned my head away. "No more."

Olivia shook her head and pressed the spoon against my lips, smearing pea across my mouth. "You need to eat. This is a normal meal's worth of calories."

"But I'm full!" I said again. "My tummy hurts."

Olivia sighed, but didn't give up. "Open your mouth Lexi."

I hesitated. But a stern look from Olivia broke my resolve. Slowly I opened my mouth, and as soon as she could fit the spoon inside, she dumped peas across my tongue.

"Now swallow," she said as she closed my mouth with a hand under my chin.

I closed my eyes and swallowed. It took effort to get that little bit of baby food down my throat. And as soon as I opened my eyes again, there was another spoonful waiting only inches from my face.

I can't eat anymore! Why am I so full?

I shook my head quickly. "No more!"

Olivia dropped the spoon back into the jar, then put the jar down on the counter. "You aren't getting down until you finish your dinner."

"I told you, I'm full!"

"Fine, you can just sit there for a bit."

Olivia ignored me as she moved around the kitchen, preparing herself a sandwich while I watched from the high chair. After she cut her sandwich and poured a glass of wine from a bottle in the fridge, she turned back to me.

"Ready to finish eating?"

I shook my head. Just looking at her food made my stomach curl. And the thought of swallowing another mouthful of peas wasn't something I was looking forward to.

She smiled wickedly, then turned and walked out of the kitchen with her dinner in hand. "I'll come back in half an hour, maybe you'll be hungry then."

"No! Don't leave me in here!"

In a panic, I pushed at the tray, but it wouldn't move. I tried to find the unlocking mechanism, but it was either out of reach, or I just didn't understand what I was looking for. I called out for Olivia again, but she didn't come back. And from the other room, I heard the TV turn on.

There was nothing I could do. I was trapped in a high chair.

This is crazy! What the hell am I doing?

I looked down and shivered when I saw the bib. Just another reminder of my status now. I wiggled in the high chair, trying to slide enough that I could get myself free, but with the waist buckle pulled tight, there was nowhere I could go. All I could do was kick at the air and slam my fists against the tray while I waited for Olivia to come back into the kitchen.

I dropped my head into my arms. I couldn't remember the last time I'd felt so helpless. But this was what I wanted right? I'd been happy enough to follow Olivia into the kitchen on my hands and knees. I'd eagerly climbed into the high chair, and I didn't try to stop her when she buckled me in. When the tray slid into place, I didn't complain. I just opened my mouth and waited for food.


I'm her baby and I'm being bad,
 I thought to myself as I sat alone in the kitchen. Olivia is punishing me. Mommy is punishing me.


True to her word, Olivia didn't come back for half an hour. When she finally walked into the kitchen, I sat up quickly and opened my mouth without a word. My stomach wasn't hurting anymore and I wanted to get out of the high chair. My legs were starting to fall asleep.

"That's my good girl," she said as she started feeding me again. "See how easy things go when you listen to Mommy?"

I swallowed the last bit of peas as I nodded silently. I was determined to be a good girl now. If I wanted to act like a baby, then I needed to listen to my Mommy.

When all six jars were empty, Olivia tossed the spoon into the sink, then pulled the bib off my head. She wiped my face with it before throwing it into the sink as well. "Full?" she asked.

I nodded slowly. In truth, I was beyond full. My tummy felt like it was bulging and every breath I took threatened to let some of the mush I'd swallowed come back up. I had no idea why the baby food was so filling, but six jars was a challenge that I wasn't ready to repeat any time soon.

As soon as the tray was off, I unbuckled the strap around my waist and slid out of the chair. I was actually happy to drop back to the floor. I didn't think I could stand up right now if I wanted to.

"Here's Bun-bun," Olivia said as she handed me the stuffed bunny.

I took him by the ears before slumping to the floor. "Thank you."

"Is my baby girl tired?" asked Olivia as she nudged me with her foot. "Do you want to go lay down with me on the couch?"

I nodded as I pushed myself up onto my hands. Olivia led me to the living room and pointed towards the sofa. "You're allowed up there for right now. I'll be in soon." With that, she turned around and walked back into the kitchen.

It was barely six o'clock and I was already tired. I yawned as I stretched out on the couch. The now familiar sound of my diaper crinkling was soothing. I hugged my new bunny as I curled up into a ball and waited for Olivia to come back into the living room.


What is she doing?
 I thought as I laid there. But I didn't have to wonder for long.

Olivia came back and sat down near my head. She tapped her leg. "Come here. Lay down."

I dropped my head on her thigh and basked in the glow of her smile as she looked down at me.

"Have I told you how cute you are yet?" she asked.

I giggled. "I don't mind hearing you say it."

"I brought you something." Olivia held up a bottle she'd been keeping out of sight. "I hope you're thirsty."

My tummy tightened as I looked up at the bottle, full of milky white liquid. In truth, I was still far too full from all of the baby food. But I wasn't going to say no to Olivia. And I'd been thinking about drinking from a bottle all day. I rolled onto my back and opened my mouth as I looked up at my Mommy.

The nipple dropped to my lips. And as I started suckling, Olivia smiled. With each pull, warm formula flowed into my mouth. As soon as I relaxed, bubbles filtered up through the bottle, making a squeaky noise in the process. I held the first sip of formula in my mouth for a moment, trying to decide if I liked the taste of it or not. It was almost like milk, but slightly sweeter. When I swallowed the warm liquid, I decided it wasn't too bad.

Olivia turned on the TV while I drank. I curled my legs in and hugged my bunny, listening to the TV while I sucked down the formula. As I watched the bubbles in the bottle, my eyes grew heavy. I closed them for just a moment to give them a rest. At least, that's what I told myself.

When I opened my eyes again, the bottle was on the coffee table. Only a couple of ounces remained inside. It felt like only seconds had past, but when I looked at the clock under the TV, I realized I'd been asleep for hours.

"Have a good nap?" Olivia asked me when she noticed I was awake.

I stretched out on the couch as I nodded. "Sorry I fell asleep."

"You don't need to apologize. You've had a long day. I'm not surprised you're tired."


Long day.
 I thought back to everything that happened since I'd woken up this morning to wet sheets. In a little over twelve hours, I'd gone from an adult living on my own, to a diaper wearing, bottle drinking baby. And I was happy with it all.

As if to prove it to myself, I closed my eyes and relaxed, letting my bladder empty. This time I didn't force anything. I just let nature take its course. As the warmth trickled out into my diaper, I sighed softly. The feeling of peeing like this just felt right. When I finished up, I smiled to myself and squeezed my thighs together, relishing the feeling of the wet diaper between them.

"Want to go to bed?" Olivia asked as she played with one of my pigtails. "You still look tired."

A wave of sleepiness rolled over me as soon as she mentioned it. With a bit of reluctance, I nodded. I wanted to stay up with her, but at the same time, I knew I was ready to go to sleep.

Olivia lifted my head off her leg, then stood up and walked towards the stairs. She motioned for me to follow, and I rolled off the couch so I could crawl after her. With my bunny by the ears, I made it to the stairs. Olivia waved me ahead, then took out her phone, ready to take more pictures of me.

I shook my head but kept a smile on my face as I started up the stairs. Going up was much easier than going down, and once I was halfway up, I heard Olivia's phone click rapidly.

I waited for her at the top of the stairs. Then I followed her back into the nursery. I eyed the crib warily, wondering if that was where I'd be spending the night, but Olivia didn't make a move towards the baby bed. Instead, she walked into the closet. When she came back out, she was holding a pink footed sleeper with bunnies for feet.

"Let's get you changed," she said as she walked over to me.

I laid down on the floor and waited patiently as Olivia pulled the skirt down my legs. She unsnapped my onesie and had me sit up before pulling it over my head. And as I sat on the floor, naked except for my diaper, she reached between my legs, running a finger across the plastic.

"When did you pee?" she asked as she raised an eyebrow. "I checked you less than an hour ago."

I shrugged shyly. "When I woke up. I had to go..."

Olivia smiled at me, then pointed towards the changing table. "Hop on up. I don't want you going to bed wet."

As I climbed up onto the table, Olivia walked back into the closet. She came out with a diaper in her hand, different than the Snuggies I'd been wearing all day.

"What's that?" I asked as I eyed the light pink diaper.

She held up the diaper. Kitties played across the glossy front panel. "This is a DC Amor. They are thicker than Snuggies. They make a good night time diaper."

DC Amor. Not the cutest name. But the diaper is really pretty.

Before Olivia started to change me, her phone came out. I blushed fiercely as she stood at the foot of the changing table, taking multiple shots of me in my wet diaper.

"Why do you keep taking pictures?" I asked nervously. "What are you going to do with them?"

She just smiled as she tucked the phone back into a small pocket on her dress. "You'll see soon enough." She tapped my inner thigh. "Let's get you changed."

Two minutes later and the sweet smell of baby powder drifted all around me. My new diaper was secure, and when I squeezed my thighs together, I could tell immediately that the pink cuteness between my legs was thicker than the Snuggies. And while I slipped my hands across the smooth plastic front of my new diaper, Olivia took a few more pictures before helping me down to the floor.

"Time to get ready for beddie bye," she said as she unzipped the pink sleeper. "You'll be so nice and warm in this. I'm actually a little jealous."

"You could wear one too," I suggested. "We could be twins."

Olivia chuckled as she shook her head. "No, I think I'll keep being the Mommy. Now lift up those feet so I can get you nice and warm."

The footed sleeper felt weird. As soon as my feet slipped into the attached booties, it just felt off. I didn't even wear socks if I didn't have to, but now they were attached to the fleece jumper I was wiggling into. With my feet in the air, I could see the black button eyes of the bunnies on my feet staring back at me.

"Butt up," she said. "Half way there."

I lifted my diapered rear off the ground so she could slide the jammies upwards. After that, she had me sit up, and she stuffed my arms into the proper holes before pushing me back towards the ground. With the sleeper in place, Olivia grabbed the zipper at my crotch and pulled it up to my neck. The fleece closed around me, sealing me into the childish pajamas.

"Just one more thing," Olivia said before reaching for something out of sight. "Can't forget about this."

When she turned back around, I saw my pacifier in her hand. She clipped it to the neck of my sleeper, then pushed the latex nipple into my mouth. As I sucked the nipple in, Olivia smiled and ran her hands down my sides.

"So cute..."

I fed into Olivia's desire. I reached for my bunny and pulled it to my chest, squeezing the stuffie in my arms. I smiled from behind my pacifier and tilted my head to one side as I giggled. My feet kicked at the air and my diaper crinkled. I was her baby and I was ready to act the part.

A dozen photos later and Olivia led me out of the nursery. On my hands and knees, with a paci in my mouth and a bunny in my hand, I followed her into her bedroom. And for the first time since I'd been in her house, I found myself in a completely adult room.

There were no toys. No baby furniture. The walls were almond colored and the bedroom set was a light chestnut. The king sized bed had dark red silk sheets. The pillowcases were a shimmering black. When I looked under the bed, I didn't find any toy buckets hidden away. And when Olivia opened her closet door, there were no onesies or diapers inside.


Mommy's room,
 I thought as I sat by the bed, waiting for Olivia. Why do I feel like I don't belong in here?


"Hop on up," she said as she tapped on the mattress. "I'll be there in a minute."

As soon as my head touched down on one of the memory foam pillows, my eyes started to close. I didn't realize how tired I was until now. But when Olivia walked out of her closet, my eyes opened right back up.

I looked at her curiously. And if I didn't already have a pacifier in my mouth, I would have slapped a hand across my face to keep from laughing. Because standing in the doorway of her closet was Olivia, dressed in a cute, and childish, PJ set.

"Really? Carebears?" I said as she walked towards the bed.

Olivia shrugged as she climbed into the bed with me. "I can't like cute things?"

Her serious face conflicted visually with the blue and white pajamas she had on. Grumpy bear frowned at me from her shirt and multiple versions of the same blue bear dotted her pants. On any other girl our age, I wouldn't have batted an eye. Throwback styles were what was in fashion. But on Olivia, and after today, it just felt off.

Not that I didn't like what I saw. I'd only been half joking back in the nursery about being twins.

Olivia held her arms open, and I eagerly crawled next to her. With me on my side, arm draped over Olivia's middle and my head in the crook of her arm, I smiled. And when Olivia kissed me on the forehead, my whole body felt warm. I couldn't imagine another place I'd rather be.

"Still sleepy?" Olivia asked me as she rubbed my back.

I yawned as I answered. My eyelids were growing heavier by the second. "Just a little."

Olivia held me tighter, then turned on the TV, making sure to keep the volume low.

"You have sweet dreams baby girl. Mommy will keep you close."

My eyes closed and sleep began to take me. But before I passed out completely, I squeezed Olivia tight. "I think I'm falling for you."

Olivia kissed me on the forehead. Then she whispered the last words I'd remember before falling to sleep.

"I think I've already fallen."


Chapter Twelve

My dreams all followed a single theme that night. In every one, Olivia was with me, making sure I was happy as I stayed close to her side. She kept me fed. She checked my diaper. And when I was wet enough, she'd change me, which led to more adult oriented enjoyment.

I woke up three times during the night that I could remember. The first time my eyes snapped open, I panicked. I couldn't remember where I was, and with Olivia hugging me in her sleep, I felt like something was out to get me. But as soon as I moved, I heard the telltale crinkle of my diaper and I remembered where I was. As soon as I popped my pacifier back in, I drifted back to sleep.

I woke up the second time to the feeling of Olivia's fingers gliding over my breasts. My sleeper was zipped down to my tummy and her hand was under the fleece, touching me gently in the dark. Stuck between sleep and waking, I just sighed as she twiddled my nipple. But nothing else happened before dreams claimed me again.

When I woke up for the last time in the night, I'd been dreaming of how good it felt to wet myself. With my head foggy and sleep clawing at me, I barely registered the need to pee. I rolled onto my back and spread my legs a little, then sighed behind my pacifier as warm wetness spread through my diaper. As soon as I finished, I rolled back to my side and wrapped Olivia's arm around me. My wet diaper bunched between my legs as I drifted back to sleep.

When I finally woke up in the morning, I found myself in an empty bed. I rubbed my eyes as I looked around the room, wondering where Olivia had gone. Why hadn't she woke me up? And what time was it anyways?

I dropped my head back to the pillow and hugged my bunny tight as I stared up at the ceiling. I could taste the staleness of my breath, and my diaper was anything but warm now. I felt dirty and sweaty inside of the sleeper, and a bit uncomfortable lying in Olivia's room alone.

"Mommy?" I called out, hoping for an answer. When none came, I tried again, louder this time. "Mommy?!"

I heard footsteps in the hall. A moment later, Olivia walked into the room with a bottle in her hand and a smile on her face. "Well good morning sleepyhead. You've been sleeping for nearly ten hours now."

I stretched as Olivia climbed back into bed with me, still wearing her Carebear pajamas. She sidled up next to me, and brushed a stray strand of hair from my face that had come loose during the night.

"Thirsty?" she asked as she shook the bottle in front of me.

I smacked my lips together, feeling the dryness that ran all the way to the back of my throat. I slid into Olivia's arms as I nodded. And when the nipple slid between my lips, I drank eagerly, savoring the taste of the formula.

"That's my good girl," she said as she held the bottle to my lips. "Finish it all up, then we'll get you in the bath. We'll get you nice and clean."

Her hand slid between my legs, pressing against my diaper. "Yeah, you could use a bath. You're pretty wet."

I blushed but kept on drinking. And as Olivia pressed her hand between my legs, I relaxed, letting my morning pee slip into the diaper. I felt the padding swell as the wetness between my legs warmed back up. And from the look on Olivia's face, she could feel the temperature change. She smiled at me as she shook her head from side to side.

"Naughty little baby."

The nipple squeaked as I sucked down air. With the bottle empty, Olivia pulled it from my lips and placed it on the nightstand. She slid out of bed, then reached out for me, helping me off the mattress. I stood on my feet for less than a second before I dropped myself to the ground, getting into my now familiar position on my hands and knees.

I followed Olivia into the bathroom. She started drawing water for a bath, and while she held her hand under the stream to check the temperature, I stared at the huge Jacuzzi tub. My apartment didn't even have a bathtub. Just a small, dimly lit shower. But this bathtub... It was huge.

Olivia closed the drain once the water was warm enough. "Lay down. Let's get you undressed."

I could feel the coolness of the tile on my back even through the fleece sleeper. And when Olivia peeled it off me, leaving me in nothing but my wet diaper, I shivered uncontrollably on the cold bathroom floor. Maybe it was because of my shaking that Olivia stood up and held her hands out for me. Maybe not. Either way, I took her hands and let her help me to my feet.

I felt a little weird to be standing. Then I felt a little weird for feeling weird about standing. And as Olivia pulled at the tapes of my sagging diaper, more nervous energy gathered in my gut. I blushed when the heavy diaper dropped away from me, nearly hitting the floor.

"That's a lot of pee," Olivia commented as she rolled the diaper into a ball. She pointed towards the sink. "There is an extra toothbrush in the cabinet. Toothpaste is in the drawer."

I walked to the sink, and as I took out the toothbrush, I looked at myself in the mirror. I still had pigtails, but without the diaper, or any other clothes on, I felt like an adult for the first time in nearly two days. Not a confident adult, but not a baby either. And as I brushed my teeth, I hummed to myself, happy to know that being Olivia's baby girl wasn't a permanent change in me. I could still be a grown-up when I needed to be.

That's how I felt until Olivia walked back into the room carrying a small tote of bath toys. When she dumped the toys into the tub, that feeling of being older faded quickly. I watched rubber duckies bob to the surface of the water, twirling around in the current created by multiple water jets. Little toy boats and even a submarine were waiting for me in the bath.

"Hop in little girl. The sooner we get you clean, the sooner you can go play."

I sighed in delight as I sat down in the bathwater. It was the perfect temperature, not too hot, but not too cold. My skin tingled as it touched the water, and with the powerful Jacuzzi jets working, I felt like I was being massaged while I floated in the bath.

"Nice huh?" asked Olivia. "I really liked the kitchen and the bedroom sizes, but it was the tub that sold me on the house."

"Good choice," I said as I pulled the ribbons from my hair, then slipped the elastic bands from my pigtails. With my hair free, I sat back, dipping my head into the turbulent water. The sound of bubbles drowned out the rest of the world.

Olivia pulled me back up. She sat on one of the tiled steps next to the tub, and as soon as I was upright, she popped the top on a bottle of baby shampoo. I felt the cold soap drip onto my head before Olivia's fingers worked it into my hair. The smell of the shampoo made me flash back to my childhood. It was the same shampoo I'd used when I was growing up.

"What are we doing today?" I asked.

Olivia ran her fingers through my hair, making sure the shampoo worked its way in properly.

"What do you want to do today?" she responded. "We could stay in all day, or we could go out for a bit. Maybe see a movie or grab lunch?"

Nervous energy stirred in my stomach at the thought of going back out into the world wearing a diaper, but I wasn't sure if I wanted to stay inside all day either. In the end, I decided to leave the decision up to Olivia.

"A movie could be fun, but I'm okay staying here with you all day too. Whatever you choose Mommy."

"We'll figure something out," she said. "But before we do anything, we need to get the soap out of your hair."

She used an old plastic cup to rinse my hair. She poured it out over my head and refilled it six times before she was satisfied that all the shampoo had washed out. When she finished, my hair stuck to my forehead and cheeks, making me feel like a drowned rat.

"I'm going to hop in the shower. You can stay in the bath and play with your toys until I'm done." She shook a finger at me. "No splashing."

I promised to be good. But I couldn't keep that promise. Not because I wanted to splash water everywhere, but because of how Olivia made me feel when she was around.

I'd already been turned on, just from her taking care of me. But when she stripped off her clothes and stood in front of the mirror smiling at herself while she bounced up and down on the balls of her feet, it sent me over the edge. My hand slipped between my legs while I watched her, wondering the whole time how I'd been lucky enough to end up here.

She didn't notice what I was doing thanks to all the bubbles from the water jets. And as soon as she climbed into the shower, I closed my eyes, picturing her in my mind. I thought about her naked. I pictured her in her cute pajamas. I imagined her holding me tight as her hand slid down my tummy, coming closer and closer to the happy spot between my legs.

I remembered how she looked when her head was between my thighs yesterday. Those hungry, horny eyes glancing over my smooth mound as she licked me furiously. And as my fingers moved quicker over my clit, my thoughts shifted. I was between her legs now, and I could taste her on my tongue.

But nothing was hotter to me than when she looked down at me as I laid on top of the changing table. There was just something about feeling so small and helpless. She was in complete control when I was lying there. And once she sealed me into a diaper, she kept that control for herself. When I was her baby, I didn't have to worry about anything. Mommy would take care of me.

I let myself sink under the water as I came. My sighs drifted through the bath, suspended in little bubbles that popped on the surface. It was quick and a little naughty, but as pleasure washed through me, I had no regrets. I felt good.

I couldn't see anything when I sat back up in the tub. Hair stuck to my face and water was in my eyes. I rubbed them vigorously as I listened to the hum of the Jacuzzi. I didn't notice that the shower had turned off.

When I finally managed to focus my eyes, I jumped in the water when I saw Olivia standing next to the tub. With a towel around her body, she watched me with her arms crossed over her chest and a smirk on her lips.

"And what we're we doing?" she asked. "I can't leave you alone for five minutes."

I blushed as I hung my head. "It's your fault for turning me on so much."

Olivia laughed. "You got me there. I guess I can't be mad at you for enjoying my company." She held a towel open for me. "Let's get you dressed. Maybe some clothes will keep your hands away from naughty places."

I blushed again. Even as she talked down to me, my arousal stirred. And when she dried me off, I couldn't help but bite my lip as I tried to ignore the growing want for Olivia. I wanted to fall back into bed with her and press myself against her naked body. My orgasm in the bath wasn't enough to sate my desire. I craved her like I'd never craved anything before.


I think I'm falling for you...
 My words from last night drifted through my head as I locked eyes with Olivia. I'd said them while straddling the line between wakefulness and sleep. But there were no lies within those words. I felt so different around her. I wanted to stay close. I wanted to follow her directions. I wanted to be with her and no one else.

I think I'm falling for you...

"What is it?" Olivia asked as she caught me staring.

I shook my head nervously. I didn't want to tell her how I really felt. It was too soon.

"Just happy," I said. "To be here with you."

Olivia dropped the towel, then grabbed me around the waist, pulling me towards her before pressing her lips to mine. I sagged against her, letting her lead me as we locked lips. For a moment, I hoped she was taking me to the bed. But as soon as we stepped onto the carpet, she pulled away from me.

"If you hadn't been a bad girl in the tub, this might have gone somewhere," Olivia said with a hint of sadness in her voice. "Your loss." She pointed towards the ground.

When I reached my knees, smiled up at her as my hand shot out, slipping under her towel and sliding between her legs. "Not just my loss."

Olivia took a second to react. My fingers lid across her lips, and I felt just how wet she was. But before I could slide inside of her, she pulled my hand away.

"No," she said firmly. "I decide when we play together. I'm the one in charge, remember?"

I shivered at her tone. I felt smaller with each word. Being in control was in Olivia's nature, and she couldn't let go of it for a second. But that only made me want her more. Because I was starting to realize that I craved being controlled. I needed a strong hand guiding me, and she was it.

"Come on," she said as she walked out of the room, still in nothing but her towel. "Time to get you dressed."

Just like that and we were back to being Mommy and baby girl. While I crawled behind her, I watched her perky ass cheeks poke out from below her towel as she walked. The sexy little jiggle had me craving her even more as we walked into the nursery, but there was nothing I could do about my growing arousal. As soon as I hopped up on the changing table, I'd be diapered up and sealed away.

Knowing that I was denying myself the chance at pleasure, I climbed up onto the table when Olivia patted the wood. Even being told that I couldn't touch myself was a turn on. It was another layer of control and I craved all I could get.

Olivia pulled one of the Snuggies diapers out from the shelf. After powdering me up, she slipped the diaper under me, then pulled it tight around my waist. Almost immediately, I felt younger. Calmer too. The nervousness and arousal fighting for dominance in my tummy faded away.

I'm her baby. I like this so much.

I sat on my diapered butt in the middle of the floor and waited for Olivia to pick out clothes for me.

"So I think we'll go see a movie today," Olivia said from inside the closet. "Something child friendly of course."

She walked back out holding a pink shirt and a pair of shortalls. She slipped the shirt over my head without a word. The baby tee hugged every inch of me, and I was surprised when I noticed there was no childish pictures on the shirt.

"Lay down," she said as she readied the shortalls.

I laid back and lifted my legs, letting her slip the denim shorts into place. They fit snugly around my waist, and I worried that the diaper I wore underneath would be plain as day to anyone looking in my direction. But I kept my mouth shut while Olivia adjusted the suspenders, making sure they were snug against my shoulders when she buttoned them to the bib.

"Cute as always," she said as she stepped back to look at me. "Missing something though."

With a snap of her fingers, Olivia walked back into the closet. She came back out holding a pair of light pink socks. And when she slipped them onto my feet, I noticed the line of lace running around the ankles.

She smiled at my completed outfit. "Perfect. We just need to fix up your hair and you'll be ready to go."

Olivia adjusted the towel around her middle. She sighed. "But before I do your hair, I should probably get dressed myself."

Olivia walked out of the room, leaving me behind. But before she disappeared down the hall, she smiled at me from the doorway. "Be a good girl for Mommy. I'll be right back."

The door to the nursery closed. And from the other side of the door, I heard a click. I knew without even checking that she'd locked me in here. For a second I panicked, but only a second. There was no danger in this room. Everything was baby safe after all.

I crawled over to the table in the corner and popped up onto my knees so I could look at all the coloring books strewn across the plastic top. With nothing else to do until Olivia came to get me, I grabbed a Carebear coloring book and flipped through the pages until I found Grumpy bear working on a cloud car. I smiled at the picture. It reminded me of Olivia's pajamas.

I wasn't sure how long she left me locked in the nursery, but by the time Olivia came back with a brush in her hand, I'd finished the page with Grumpy bear and had moved on to Tenderheart in a raincoat. I was so focused on staying in the lines and making the picture look just right that I didn't even notice Olivia until she tapped me on the shoulder.

I jumped in surprise. A light brown streak cut across the coloring page as my crayon went rogue.

"You made me mess up!" I said as I turned around with a frown.

Olivia laughed at me. "You do that so well. Your lower lip sticks out and everything when you make a pouty face."

"It's not funny," I said as I crossed my arms over my chest. "Hmmph!"

Olivia sat down across from me, then tapped her lap. "Alright Grumpy, come here so Mommy can fix your hair."

I slid over and turned around, letting Olivia run a brush through my hair. She pulled my scarlet locks into pigtails just like yesterday, and capped off the look with more pink ribbon. I shook my head when she was finished, sending my pigtails flying wildly.

"How do I look?" I asked as I threw my hands up in the air.

"You're the cutest little girl I've ever seen," said Olivia with a smile. "So cute that I think I want to take a picture."

I smiled wide when she pulled out her phone, hamming it up for the camera.

As Olivia slid the phone into her back pocket, she spun around in front of me. "And how does Mommy look today?"

Olivia looked good. Really good. Dressed in a pink and blue checkered button-up with a lacy white tank top underneath, a pair of skin tight low rise jeans, and simple black sandals, she reminded me of the girl next door. Combined with light make-up and a simple high ponytail, she cut a very different figure than yesterday.

"I think you look really sexy," I said as I looked up at her. "I like it a lot."

"Well, let's get you fed so we can get going," said Olivia as she made her way to the door. "We need to make a stop before we go to the movies."

Two minutes later and I was back in the high chair. This time Bell in her yellow dress hung from my neck, and after yesterday, Olivia only popped the lid on three jars of baby food. I ate every last spoonful. And to keep me quiet while she fixed herself breakfast, Olivia poured Cheerios across my tray, then made me another bottle of formula.

I ate the Cheerios with my fingers, scooping up a few at a time before popping them into my mouth. After a few bites of the dry oats, I'd wash it all down with a swig from my bottle, taking an ounce at a time before putting it back down on the tray. When Olivia finished her food and came to check up on me, I'd already cleared my tray and drained the bottle.

More pictures. Then she let me down. And instead of having me crawl around, Olivia held my hand, walking me to the front door. Before she opened the door, Olivia reached into one of the shopping bags from yesterday. She pulled out the Hello Kitty pacifier and pushed it into my mouth.

"For when we're out," she said as she tapped the button.

I pulled the paci out and looked at Olivia. "Only in the car right?"

She shook her head, then took the pacifier from me. As my nerves built up, she pulled a small pocket on the front bib of my shortalls open. It fit the pacifier perfectly. "That way you'll always have it with you. You never know when you might need it."


A paci pocket.
 I thought as I slipped my fingers inside to get the pacifier back out. Just another little reminder.


Once the pacifier was back between my lips, Olivia opened the door. And as we stepped outside into the morning light, I didn't even think about the fact that I was wearing a diaper under my clothes. Or that I was sucking on a pacifier out in the open for anyone to see. Because as long as Olivia held my hand and told me what a good girl I was being, I would have done anything she asked.


Chapter Thirteen

Two hours after we left the house, we were taking our seats at a local theater. A few other people were scattered through the seats, but no one was really close to me and Olivia, and that made me pretty happy. I didn't want anyone else interfering with my Mommy time.

We were there to see the latest animated movie, which is something I would have never gone to see by myself. But now that I was Olivia's baby, it seemed fitting and I found myself genuinely excited for the movie to start.

I was also pretty excited about my new shoes. I'd worn sandals yesterday and Olivia didn't have any real shoes that would fit me. So on the way to the movies, we stopped at a shoe store. Now I was the proud owner of a pair of princess themed light up sneakers. Every time I bounced my foot on the ground, a small lightshow exploded from the sides of my feet.

"Quit fidgeting," Olivia said as she dropped her hand on my thigh. "You're shaking the seats."

"Sorry," I replied even though I didn't really mean it. "I'm bored."

Olivia reached into my bib pocket and pulled out my pacifier. Before I could stop her, she pressed it to my lips. "Now you have something to do."

I spit the pacifier back out before anyone could see me. "Not in public!"

Olivia sighed as she took the pacifier and put it back in my mouth. "No one can see you. And once the movie starts, it'll be so dark in here it won't matter anyways."

I pouted in my seat, but it was all for show. Because even as I worried about someone looking over and catching me with a pacifier in my mouth, part of me was nervously excited about being forced to use my paci out in the open like this. It was embarrassing, but that's what made it fun.

As the previews started, my body let me know it was time to go. I slouched down in my seat as I spread my legs. And as I watched the first trailer, I relaxed, soaking my diaper as I sucked on my pacifier. I was a baby. Babies used their diapers. That's what I kept telling myself every time shame began to build up within me.

Thirty minutes into the movie, I popped out my pacifier and pulled on Olivia's arm.

"I'm thirsty," I whispered. "Can I have some of your soda?"

Olivia passed her soda to me, but before she let it go, she warned me not to drink too much.

I don't know why, but her warning sparked something inside of me. I wrapped my lips around the straw and drank deeply from the extra large movie cup. I sucked down soda until my stomach hurt. I wanted to be naughty. And when I passed the cup back to Olivia, I watched to see if she would react. But she didn't do anything.

I slumped back into my seat and stuffed the pacifier into my mouth. For the rest of the movie I sat restlessly. The movie was okay, but I didn't want to be stuck in a theatre at that moment. I wanted to be somewhere where the attention was on me. I wanted Olivia to notice what a good girl I was being for her.

The only time she showed the slightest attention to me was half way through the movie. Her hand slid between my legs without a word as she checked to see if I was wet. And when she found the squish between my thighs, I saw a small smile curl the edges of her mouth.

I'm a good girl.

I was glad when the movie ended. Olivia took my hand, and just the feeling of her leading me around was enough to set off a cascade of desire. The feeling of my wet diaper as it rubbed against my legs added to the feeling. And the knowledge that my pacifier was hidden away in my pocket, ready to be pulled out at any time stoked the fire within me.

"I have to pee," Olivia said as she dragged me towards the restrooms. She pulled me over to the couch by the sink and sat me down. "Wait here for me okay Lexi?"

"Okay Mommy."

Olivia jumped into the line for the stalls. I smiled to myself when I realized I didn't need to wait to use a toilet anymore. And as I had the thought, I felt the need to pee again. All the soda I'd drank earlier had made its return. I didn't mind though. I just relaxed and let it flow, smiling to myself as my diaper swelled.

I'm a good girl.

It took ten minutes for Olivia to make it back to me. After washing up, she took me by the hand and we left the theatre. I was all smiles as we walked through the parking lot.

Then I heard a little girl behind me.

"Mommy, did she pee her pants?"

Olivia heard the little girl too. We both turned our heads to see a four year old pointing at me as she looked up at her mother. My mouth fell open and my cheeks turned as red as my hair. My hands flew to my ass as I searched for whatever the little girl was pointing at.

I found the wet spots immediately. Two half circles stretched across the back of my shortalls, nearly touching. My eyes started to water. Everything became very real at that moment.

Olivia squeezed my hand. "Just keep walking. We'll be at the car soon."

I couldn't believe what I'd done. I'd been so happy to wet myself inside as long as no one knew what I was doing. But now that I'd been caught, all that shame I'd been keeping at bay came rushing up, filling me as my humiliation grew.

I'm not a baby! What the hell am I doing? Why was I enjoying this?

I pulled my hand out of Olivia's grip, then folded my arms across my chest. My stomach ached as we continued walking. The little girl behind us was still talking about me, and every time I heard her tiny voice, another part of me died. I was glad when she stopped at a minivan, freeing me from her mocking.

I stared down at the ground. My shoes lit up with each step. I cursed the lights. I was wearing children's shoes. And my socks had frills on the ankle. I was in a diaper. A soaked, leaking diaper! And the only thing I was carrying in my pockets was a pacifier.

Not an adult. Not anymore. But I can't be a baby. I can't do this.

Olivia unlocked the car and opened the backseat for me. But I didn't move. I looked her in the eyes as I pointed to the passenger side. "I want to sit in the front."

She shook her head. "Little girls sit-"

I cut her off. Anger boiled out of me. "I'm not a little girl! I want to sit in the front!"

Olivia grabbed my arms. For a moment, I thought she was going to force me into the backseat. Instead, she pulled me into a hug, pressing my head to her chest. I listened to her heartbeat as she held me.

"Accidents happen," she said as she tried to sooth me. "If you're going to wear diapers, you're going to leak sometimes."

"I don't want to wear diapers," I sobbed. "I'm not a baby!"

Olivia sighed as she pulled me into the backseat. "If that's what you really want. I can drop you off at your apartment."

My stomach fell. Drop me off? She's just going to leave me? Why isn't she arguing?!


"I... I don't want to go home. I want to stay with you."

"Well you are running out of options then. You can be Alexia, and I can take you back to your apartment, or you can be Lexi, and I can take you home with me. You need to choose."

Alexia or Lexi. An independent adult or a baby girl who can't even use a toilet.

I didn't even need to think about it. There was only one choice really. The only problem I was having now was admitting it.

"I want... I want..." The words caught in my throat. I closed my eyes and took a breath. "I want to be Lexi..."

Olivia reached across me and grabbed the seatbelt. She buckled me in, then kissed my cheek. "I know you do. But sometimes I have to let you remind yourself." She kissed me again, this time on the lips. "It gets easier you know. Trust me."

"I do trust you. Probably more than I should."

Before Olivia climbed out of the backseat, she pulled the pacifier out of my bib pocket. She pressed it to my lips. "Be a good girl."

I sucked the pacifier in and sat back, relaxing as the paci squeaked between my lips.

I'm so confused.

The engine started up. The car began to move.

I threw my head back and closed my eyes. My stomach twisted itself into knots as I tried to separate my feelings towards Olivia, the diapers, and our arrangement. But no matter how hard I tried, they wouldn't come apart in my head. One couldn't exist without the other. And I wasn't sure which of the three I liked the most.

I should have never looked in that box.

It was the only other answer that made sense. If it wasn't for the box, I would have kept on living a normal life. Things would be simple. My day would make sense.

I'd be bored.

I laughed at myself. The last couple of days had been the most interesting of my life. And if I stayed with Olivia, I had no doubt that it would only get crazier from here.

I don't have to decide now. The day could get better.

The knot in my stomach loosened. And when I looked up, I saw Olivia staring at me through the rear view. Her eyes squinted. She was smiling. I couldn't help but smile back.

I don't have to decide now. The day will get better.


Chapter Fourteen

As soon as we walked into the house, Olivia had me pull off my shoes. And before I took another step, she popped the snaps of the shortalls, freeing the suspenders. She pulled my shorts down and looked at my sagging diaper.

"I told you not to drink all that soda," she said as she patted the wet mess between my legs. "I should really punish you for not listening, but I think you've had enough already today."

I nodded in agreement. "I'm sorry for not listening."

Olivia pulled at the tapes of my diaper. "Maybe next time you'll follow directions." As soon as my diaper was off, Olivia tapped me on the ass playfully. "Next time it's a spanking."

I shivered at the thought.

"Meet me in the nursery," she said as she walked away with my dirty diaper. "I'll be up in a minute."

"Can I walk there?" I asked, still feeling self-conscious about acting like a baby. "Please?"

Olivia sighed and pointed towards the stairs. "Just meet me in the nursery. We'll talk when I get up there."

That sounded like a yes to me. Without any pants, I walked up the stairs for the first time since I'd been in the house. It felt awkward when I knew it should have been the most normal thing I'd done today. By the time I reached the top of the steps, I felt so out of place that I dropped back to my hands and knees, crawling the rest of the way towards my room.

I'm so fucked up.

I waited on the floor with my legs crossed and my hands in my lap. Olivia walked in a minute later with a bottle in her hand.

"Up on the table," she said as she pointed. "Let's get you changed."


Changed back into a diaper,
 I thought nervously as I moved towards the changing station. My heart hammered in my chest. But nervous arousal swirled in my gut. Why do I want this?!


As soon as I laid back on the table, Olivia pressed the bottle to my lips. She pulled my hand to the bottle, then rubbed her fingers down my cheek when I started drinking. With each pull, bubbles shot through the bottle. And with each pull, my nervousness grew.

I'm drinking formula.

Olivia tapped my thigh. My legs rose into the air.

I'm being diapered.

The rustle of plastic filled the room. When I lowered myself back to the table, I felt the diaper under me.

I sound like a baby.

She dusted me with baby powder.

I smell like a baby.

Olivia pulled the diaper between my legs. The tapes clung tightly. She patted the front of my diaper and smiled down at me.

I look like a baby. I FEEL like a baby...

My bottle was nearly empty. Before I climbed down from the table, I sucked the last few ounces down, then handed the bottle back to Olivia. "All done."

"That's my good girl," she said as she helped me down.

I looked up at Olivia from the floor.

I'm her baby.

"What are we going to do now?" I asked.

Olivia sighed. Her hands dropped to her hips. "Well, you've had a stressful morning. And I have some work I need to do. So..."

Olivia walked towards the crib. After unlocked the built-in door, she opened it, then turned back to me. "I think it's time for my little girl to take a nap."

My eyes went wide. She wanted to lock me away in the crib. She wanted to leave me in here all alone.

"I'm not sleepy," I said quickly. "I don't need a nap."

Olivia pointed towards the crib. "Baby girls don't get to decide that. Mommy says its nap time. And that means now."

I held my ground. "No! I don't want a nap!"

She stepped away from the crib door. "Are you looking for a sore bottom today? You've been naughty all morning."

"I don't want to be spanked," I said as I dropped my eyes. And when I did, I saw the diaper I was wearing.

I'm a baby...

Olivia dropped into a crouch. "You have a choice here Lexi. You can be a good girl and crawl into the crib right now, or I can pull you over my knee and spank you until you behave. You'll be in that crib one way or the other. Whether your butt hurts when you are is up to you."

Any fight I had left drained out of me with at her words. I still remembered the spankings she'd given me when we first met. I wasn't looking to repeat the experience. I dropped to my hands and crawled towards the open door.

I'm a baby. She's my Mommy. I do what she says.

"Wait," called Olivia just as I reached the crib. "Wait wait wait."

I turned around. Had she changed her mind?

"Almost forgot this," she said as she clipped a pacifier to my shirt. She pushed the nipple between my lips, then patted me on my diapered butt. "In you go baby girl. Get nice and comfy."

My heart thundered in my chest as I crawled up onto the mattress. And as soon as I was inside, the door closed behind me. I heard the click of a lock. When I turned around, Olivia smiled at me through the bars of the crib.

"Don't try and climb out okay?" she said as she looked at me with concern. "You could really hurt yourself if you try."

"Okay..."

Olivia stepped up onto the railing of the crib and leaned over, reaching for the wall. She pulled a pink marker from the side of the dry erase board, then wrote something across the board. After putting the marker back, she hopped down and smiled at me.

"Take a look," she said as she pointed towards the whiteboard. "It's official."

I looked up and couldn't help but smile when I saw what she'd done. She'd written "Lexi" on the board. With a butterfly on either side of my name and a heart over the letter i, the nameplate was cute and childish, just like everything else in the room, including me.

"I'll come check on you in a couple of hours Lexi. Have sweet dreams."

Olivia walked out of the room. I heard the lock on the nursery door click too. She'd locked me in a crib and for good measure, made sure I stayed in the nursery if I somehow got out of bed.

I sighed as I laid down. I thought about climbing out, but Olivia was right about one thing. If I managed to get over the four foot railing, there was a real chance I could hurt myself when I dropped down to the floor. And if I did climb out, where was I going to go?

I grabbed the blanket from the corner of the crib and threw it over my naked legs. With nothing left to do, I slid my hands behind my head and stared up at the ceiling fan, watching the blades spin in lazy circles.

Nineteen years old and back in diapers. I had a paci in my mouth, ribbons in my hair, and crib bars all around me. I was in a nursery with my name on it. And on the other side of the door, a woman I called Mommy was doing whatever she liked while I obeyed her every rule.

I spent a good while thinking. My mind went back to the box of diapers that started this all. Part of me still wished I'd never opened those cardboard flaps. Part of me wanted to rip the diaper off in defiance. I wanted to prove I was an adult. I wanted to prove I was in control of my own life.

But it was a small part of me. And that little piece was shrinking with every minute that passed. Because the longer I lived under Olivia's rules, the more I craved it. Even as the humiliation of being locked in a crib clawed at me, it fueled a desire that I didn't know I had until I'd opened the box.

"I'm a baby," I said out loud, testing how the words sounded. My words slurred thanks to the pacifier in my mouth. I giggled to myself as I shook my hips, listening to the sound my diaper made. "I'm a baby."

I sucked on my pacifier, driving the plastic shield against my lips. I'm a baby. And I like it.


I smiled behind the pacifier as I turned my head, staring at the nursery door.


I'm her baby,
 I thought as I pictured Olivia in my mind. And I'm falling in love with her.



Chapter Fifteen

"Wake up Lexi," said a sweet voice in my ear. "I have something to show you."

My eyes opened. And when I saw Olivia through the wooden slats of the crib, I smiled at her. I couldn't think of anything else I'd rather see when I woke up.

"Have a nice nap?" she asked as she unlocked the door of the crib.

"I think so," I said as I rubbed my eyes and stretched my limbs. "How long was I asleep?"

"You've been in here for a couple of hours. I came to get you earlier, but you were out so I let you nap a little longer."

I can't believe I actually fell asleep in here.

Before I sat up, I dropped a hand between my legs, checking to see if I was wet. But when I pressed my hand against the diaper, there was no squish. For the first time in two days, I'd woken up dry.

Is that a good thing or a bad thing?

"Well, are you coming out?" Olivia asked as she waited by the door.

As soon as I was out of the crib, Olivia walked out of the nursery, curling her finger in the air above her shoulder as a signal for me to follow.

I crawled out of the nursery and caught up with Olivia. After sliding down the stairs, I joined her by the couch. And when she tapped the cushion next to her, I climbed up on the sofa, pressing myself into her side.

"I made you something," she said as she pulled a light pink photo album off the coffee table. "I don't think we'll be seeing each other that much during the week, so I wanted you to have this as a reminder."

White lace bordered the outside edged of the album. In each corner sat a small pink bow. And right in the middle of the cover, in bold pink lettering, were the words "Baby Lexi."

"Go ahead," she said as she slid the book into my lap. "Take a look."

I opened the picture book nervously. And when I saw the first of the pictures Olivia had taken on her phone on glossy paper tucked into sleeved plastic pages, I gasped. I was there on the page, frozen in time as I came down a slide in the first diaper Olivia ever put me in. I'd been so embarrassed when I'd first seen the picture, but now I smiled as I remembered the fun I had at Chuck E Cheese.

I looked at each page, remembering exactly when Olivia snapped the photo. I saw myself as she must have seen me. I smiled at the pictures of me in the unicorn onesie and short pink skirt. I hadn't known it yesterday, but the skirt didn't hide anything. In every picture she took, I could see the bottom of my onesie, and the little bit of diaper that the childish shirt didn't cover.

There were pictures of me sucking on my pacifiers. Pictures of me in the high chair. Pictures where I was crawling around, or hugging my bunny, or just plain mugging for the camera. There was photo proof of my wet diapers, and more than one shot of me laying on the changing table waiting for Olivia. There were even a couple of me in the crib, taken while I was sleeping. With my head turned towards the camera, I looked so peaceful behind the crib bars, with a pacifier in my mouth and my diaper on display.

It was a book full of happy memories, but none of them stirred the feeling in my gut more than the selfies Olivia took with me. I smiled wide at the pictures of us with our cheeks pressed together. Olivia smiled at the camera while I sucked on my pacifier. Only the corners of my upturned lips peeked out from behind the plastic shield. Seeing how happy we were in the photo made my eyes mist up.

"What do you think?" asked Olivia as she pulled me closer. "Like it?"

I closed the album and nodded quickly before throwing myself against Olivia. Any doubt I'd been harboring today burned away in an instant. I just wanted to hold her. To feel her against me. And I never wanted her to let me go.

Neither one of us said anything for quite awhile. We were content in each other's arms. I popped my pacifier in as I pressed my head against Olivia's chest. But she pulled it back out a minute later so she could drop her lips to mine.

By the time she pulled away from me, I was ready to rip her clothes off. But then she said something that brought the fear right back to my belly.

Olivia looked into my eyes. "We need to talk."

Oh no. No no no. She can't break up with me. Not now!

"What... What do you want to talk about?" I asked as I pulled away from Olivia and tucked my knees to my chin.

She dropped a hand on my leg and smiled warmly at me. "Not that kind of talk. If you're worried about me calling this off, don't be."

I relaxed and my tummy lightened.

"Look, I'm just going to come right out and say it. I haven't felt the way I feel about you with anyone else before. These last few days have been the best I've ever had." She took a breath. "Remember what you asked me in the car that first day? About what we were? I didn't have an answer for you then, but I do now. I want to be your girlfriend. And I want to keep being your Mommy."

Her words brought me to the verge of tears. All of the anxiety and desire bubbled up at once, threatening to overwhelm me. I threw myself into Olivia's arms once more.

She rubbed my back slowly. "So, does this mean you agree with me?"

I laughed as I pushed away happy tears. "Yes! This whole weekend has been insane, but every time I think about stopping, my heart hurts. I want to be with you Olivia. And I want to keep being your baby girl. This just feels right."

There wasn't a whole lot of talking after that. At some point we stopped kissing long enough to pull our shirts off. And I wasn't quite sure how she did it, but Olivia slithered out of her jeans without breaking away from me. But before I could pull her undies down, she pushed me away and shook her head.

"Not here," she said as she looked me in the eyes. She motioned towards the stairs. "Bedroom. Now."

I rolled off the couch and started crawling across the living room. But before I moved a few feet, Olivia slapped my diapered ass.

"No crawling. Not right now. Get up and move."

We practically ran to the bedroom. We fell to the mattress as a tangle of limbs. Olivia kissed me roughly while I held her tits between my fingers, twisting them as I listened to her sighs. Slowly, we inched our way to the pillows. With Olivia on top of me, she ground her hips against mine, making my diaper crinkle as she rubbed against me.

"I want to fuck you," she said as her hips rolled. She held my arms down at the wrists. "Hard. Rough. I want to hear you moan."

"Do it," I whispered. "You're the one on top."

Olivia opened a drawer on her nightstand. When her hand emerged, it was clutching a long, thick cock. The dildo looked intimidating, and when she twisted a knob at the base, a low hum cut through the air. The cock moves in small circles as it vibrated.

"I need to buy a harness," she said as she ripped at the tapes of my diaper. "Then we could have some real fun." She ran the vibrating cock across my wet pussy. "But for now, I'll make do like this."

The dildo slid into me with ease, parting my folds and diving deep. The vibrations radiated through me, making me sigh in pleasure almost instantly. And as Olivia started sliding the cock in and out slowly, she leaned in, dropping kisses on my nipples before dragging her tongue across my hardened tips.

I came within a minute. The pleasure built quickly, gathering in my core. As my moans grew louder, I closed my eyes and gripped the sheets under me. When the pleasure erupted, I held my breath, letting out the smallest squeak in the process. My whole body tensed as waved of erotic energy surged through me.

Olivia kissed me as I came back down. She slid the dildo out and dropped it on the bed, not even bothering to turn it off as she thrust her tongue into my mouth. And as soon as the last tingling tendrils of my orgasm faded, I wrapped my hands around her, then rolled us both until I was on top.

"Your turn," I said with a smile. I pulled her panties off and spread her legs. Slowly, I ran my fingers across her lips. "How do you want me to do it?"

She shook her head. "However you want. Just make me come."

I looked over at my unused diaper. It was laying open on the bed and half the tapes looked unusable now. But as a smile crept across my face, an idea formed.

"Lift your legs," I said as I met Olivia's eyes. "All the way up."

Her eyebrow rose, but she did exactly as I asked. Once her legs were in the air, I pushed my hand against her ankles, making her ass lift from the mattress too. When I grabbed for the diaper lying next to her, she squirmed against me, shaking her head quickly.

"No! I told you, I don't wear those!"

I slapped my hand across Olivia's raised backside. She squeaked in pain and I couldn't help but stare at the reddened handprint I'd left behind. "You said any way I wanted. No backsies."

She puffed her cheeks but didn't say other word as I slipped the diaper under her. And when I lowered her legs back to the bed, she spread them without complaint, letting me pull the diaper up between her thighs. I taped her in as best as I could, but I knew as soon as she moved, the diaper would probably fall off.

"How does it feel, being back in diapers?" I asked with a smirk. "Comfy?"

Olivia stuck her tongue out.

"Naughty girl."

I dropped my hands to her nipples, taking them between my fingers. I twiddled them as I leaned in and kissed her lightly. But I didn't keep my lips pressed against her for very long. I leaned back and grabbed the still vibrating dildo. And with a grin, I pressed the humming shaft into the seat of the diaper. Olivia's eyes rolled as the vibrations spread outwards.

The dildo might not have been as strong as the Magic Wand, but it was doing the job. I watched Olivia closely. When she started tensing up, I pressed the dildo down harder. She sighed and tilted her head back as she clawed at the sheets. When she finally came, her back arched, popping the tapes on one side of the diaper.

I held the dildo against her until she pushed me away. A tired smile sat on her lips and her eyes were barely open as she looked at me. She pulled me in with one arm, holding me against her. With her other hand, she took off the diaper and dropped it to the floor.

"I glad I found you," she said as she looked into my eyes.

"Me too," I replied. I pressed myself against her, throwing one of my legs over hers until our limbs were tangled together. "I wish I didn't have to go home tonight."

Olivia sighed. "Too bad about real life huh?"

I nodded as I pressed my head against her shoulder. "Being a grown-up is no fun."

Olivia chuckled. "You're not really a grown-up. Not anymore."

"Says who?"

"The one who changed your diapers, that's who." Olivia looked me in the eyes as I giggled. "Now let's go get my baby dressed."


Epilogue

I spent the last few hours with Olivia wearing nothing but a diaper. I didn't act much like a baby though. Because for the last couple of hours, we just sat on the couch and talked. I learned more about her on the couch that the rest of the weekend combined. And what I learned only made me like her more. We liked most of the same things. Food, movies, music. Our strange relationship wasn't the only thing we shared in common anymore.

Olivia took me home after dinner. I wore my floral dress again, and just like the first day together, I had a diaper on underneath. When we reached my door, I didn't hesitate to pull her inside. She dropped a shopping bag on top of the diaper box, and joined me on my couch for the longest goodbye ever. When she finally had to leave, the pit in my stomach nearly crushed me.

She wouldn't be around for the next few days. She had a client upstate who needed her. She promised to call, but I was already dreading the time alone without her. Before she left, we shared one last, long kiss at the front door.

When Olivia finally left, I didn't know what to do with myself. I paced around my apartment and nearly called her a dozen times before I finally pulled myself together. That's when I decided to put away all of the supplies sitting by my door. I figured the entryway wasn't the best place to keep a bunch of diapers.

She'd left me the whole box of Snuggies. They were mine now, so I unpacked them all and stacked them neatly on the top shelf of my closet. As I worked, I felt the urge to pee. There was no hesitation at all as I relaxed my bladder, filling my diaper with warmth. I smiled to myself as I tossed one of the Snuggies onto my bed. I'd need to change myself before I went to sleep.

All that was left was the shopping bag. I dumped the contents out on my bed and smiled when I saw what Olivia had left me. The pack of Goodnights we'd bought was the biggest item in the bag. But there was also a bottle, a pacifier, and the stuffed bunny I'd claimed as my own. And lying among the items was a hand written note.

Just in case you aren't ready to grow up again.

Love Mommy

I pushed the pacifier into my mouth and finished cleaning up my room. I stacked the Goodnights in my underwear drawer, right next to all of my childish panties. I didn't have any formula, so I filled the bottle with water and sat it on my nightstand. And before I turned in for the night, I pulled off my wet diaper and changed into a dry one.

That night I slept like a baby. I drank the bottle before bed, and fell asleep with the pacifier in my mouth. Curled up under my sheets, I held on tight to my bunny. I dreamt of Olivia all night. And when I woke up in the morning, my bed was still dry but my diaper was wet.


Back to the real world,
 I thought as I laid out my clothes for the day. I had classes all morning, and work in the afternoon. I sighed to myself, knowing it was going to be a long day. I was already counting down the time until Olivia came back to town.

I smiled as I thought of her, then looked at the clothes on my bed. A shirt, skirt, and a pair of undies. Normal clothes for a normal girl. But I wasn't normal. Not anymore. I picked up the underwear and tossed it back into my dresser. And before I hopped into the shower, I dropped one of the pull-ups onto the bed next to my clothes.

Before I left for school, I checked myself in the mirror. My hair wasn't in pigtails anymore and my shirt didn't have a cartoon on the front of it, but that didn't mean I was a grownup. I shifted my hips, feeling the soft liner of the Goodnights against my skin. I'd told Olivia I'd never wear them, but now they were my security blanket. I had a feeling I wouldn't be wearing panties again anytime soon.

As I left the bathroom, an idea popped into my head. With a smile, I found my phone. I popped the button on my jeans, then pulled them down enough so that the butterfly on my pull-up was plainly visible. As I faced the mirror, I took a picture, catching the moment on my phone. My secret diaper wasn't so secret in the picture, and while I texted the photo to Olivia, I smiled to myself.

With a few extra pull-ups in my book bag, I walked out my door, ready to face the world that had intimidated me so much only a few days ago. But I wasn't scared anymore. Something had changed and things were never going to be the same again.


I'm a baby now,
 I thought as I walked down the hall with a smile on my face. And I can't wait until my Mommy comes back home.
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Little Steps (Nikki's First Steps #1)


Troubled is the first word that comes to mind when you mention Nicole. Haunted by memories and rebelling against everything around her, the petite brunette is on a crash course for disaster. And on the night of her eighteenth birthday, that disaster finally hits. Arrested, jailed, and found guilty for possession, the newly minted adult has two choices. Spend the next few years in prison, or go home with Jason, the one person she hates the most, and the only person willing to help her.

But what she sees as the easy choice becomes anything but as Jason takes her back home and lays out some new house rules. For the next three years, he'll be her caretaker. He'll take care of everything for her, and in return, she'll follow his rules, hoping that a little discipline will straighten her out. And the first rule Jason has is simple enough. Since Nicole isn't acting her age, he'll turn back the clock. As long as she's under his roof, he'll treat her like a little girl.

Nicole will become Nikki and everything will change. Her grown-up clothes will disappear, replaced by outfits from the girl's section. Her thong panties and push up bras will end up in the trash. Training bras and princess themed undies will fill her drawer instead. And if Jason's new little girl gets out of line, he'll have no problem taking her over his knee for a little bare bottom punishment.

But while Jason continues adding new rules that Nikki must follow, she starts to secretly enjoy her new role in the house. The humiliation, the loss of control... It's like a drug to her, leaving her craving him and his strange methods. Now all she has to do is get a handle on her confusing new feelings, all while confronting the demons in her past. With Jason's help, she might just make it though to the other side of her troubles.

And if she's really lucky, then maybe, just maybe, Jason will become more to her than just her guardian. But to win his love, she knows that she'll have to be the best little girl she can be...

This 28,000 word story contains age play themes, pink painted walls, cute princess panties, dirty daydreams, serious spankings, and taboo scenes between a young woman and an older man that will leave you craving for more...


Baby Steps (Nikki's First Steps #2)


Four days after coming back home from being arrested, Nikki is getting used to being a well behaved little girl for Jason. But when the older man decides the sassy eighteen year old still isn't acting her age, he decides to take things a step further. After Nikki wakes up wet from a bad dream, Jason has no choice but to take his little girl and put her into something a bit more babyish.

Starting with a new teddy bear, and ending up back in pull-ups, Nikki doesn't know what to do. Part of her hates the humiliation. She's a big girl, not a baby! But another part of her secretly loves the embarrassment. And her confusion only grows worse as Jason adds on with bibs, bottles, baby food and even some new pacifiers. She has no choice but to sit helplessly as he turns back the clock. If she behaves, she'll be rewarded with special playtime in Jason's bed. And if she gets out of line, he has no problem punishing his bad baby girl.

All Nikki needs to do is keep her diapers dry for a week, to prove to Jason that her accidents were just that. If she can make it, she'll be able to grow up again. But if she wets her diaper, she'll be his baby until he decides she's learned her lesson.

The only problem is, the longer he treats her like a baby, the more she secretly enjoys it...

This 21,000 word story contains Age play, cute diapers, wet pants, confused baby girls, hot and heavy bedroom action, and even a couple of enemas if someone gets out of line!


A Day in Diapers


When Abigail goes to the dentist for a root canal she gets more than she bargains for. After Nitrous Oxide leaves her loopy, the tiny co-ed can't control herself when nature calls and ends up wetting her pants right there in the chair!

But when the dentist brings her out to her boyfriend Michael, things only get more humiliating for poor Abby. Because in an attempt to get her out of her wet clothes as quickly as possible, Michael drags his embarrassed girlfriend into a pre-teen clothing store and swaps out her wet adult clothes for something a bit more childish.

Now that Abby looks the part, Michael can't help but humiliate her as they walk the mall. And he doesn't plan on stopping her regression until his new little girl is back in diapers!

This 11,300 word short story contains ABDL themes, forced regression, humiliation, spanking, wet pants, and wetter diapers! All characters are over the age of 18.


A Halloween in Diapers


The Boys and Toys Halloween bash is one of the biggest parties of the year in the Omega sorority house. With all of the girls from the sorority dressed up as toys from their youth, it's a perfect time to find a guy and get the full college experience.

That's what Amy, a brand new legacy in the Omegas, thinks anyways. But when Tiffany, the sorority president, decides that she'll be the one dressing Amy for the party, the new girl's hopes are dashed when she sees the outfit Tiffany has in store for her. While all the other girls will be dressed up in high heels and short shirts, Tiffany has a different look in mind for poor Amy. A baby doll dress, a pacifier, and a thick crunchy diaper will be her attire for the night.

Made to dress like a baby doll, and banned from the bathrooms, Amy doesn't know what she'll do once the party starts. All she knows is if she disobeys, Tiffany will kick her from the house.

And as the night continues, secrets come out, friendships are forged, and diapers are soaked in Amy's Halloween in Diapers!


A Holiday in Diapers


Baby toys, bottles, bibs. Even nice thick diapers. It's all under the Christmas tree and waiting to be opened. But the presents aren't for a tiny toddler this year. They're for Jessica, a college co-ed with a secret she never thought her fiancé Nick would discover.

Her secret is out, and as soon as the presents are opened, Nick plans to put his lover back into diapers. He'll treat her like the baby girl she secretly wants to be. In a onesie and a diaper, he'll make Jessica crawl around the house. He'll feed her like a baby. He'll change her when shes wet, and he'll even punish her when she needs it.

Now Nick is enjoying Jessica's little secret too. And by the end of it all, his new little girl might find herself in diapers for more than just the Holidays!


A Wet Ride in Diapers


Alex and Anne have a secret they've been keeping from everyone. When the couple are alone, they like to role play. Alex becomes the Man of the House while Anne turns into Annabelle, his sweet little girl. It's naughty, dirty, exciting. And they both love it when Alex diapers Annabelle up for a day of secret fun.

But when Alex wants to take their play further by getting Anne to be Annabelle outside where the whole world would see her, she doesn't know what to do. He's offering to take her on vacation, but only if she obeys his every command.

And that vacation starts with a long car ride in very wet diapers if she agrees. But what she doesn't know is that Alex has more planned for his cute little girlfriend than just wearing a thick, crunchy diaper under her clothes. He has pacifiers, bottles, and even a car seat waiting for his little girl.

Now all she has to do is behave, but for a naughty little girl like Annabelle, that might be the hardest thing of all on her long, wet ride in diapers...


A Vacation in Diapers


Alex and Anne have a secret they've been keeping from everyone. When the couple are alone, they like to role play. Alex becomes the Man of the House while Anne turns into Annabelle, his sweet little girl. It's naughty, dirty, exciting. And they both love it when Alex diapers Annabelle up for a day of secret fun.

But now it's not private anymore. Alex and Annabelle are on vacation at the most famous theme park in the world. As long as they are in the park, Annabelle will be treated just like any other kid. She'll be dressed up in children's clothes, forced to hold Alex's hand, and made to eat off the kiddie menu or face a spanking for being a bad little girl.

And that's not all. Because under her little girl clothes, Annabelle has another secret. She's wearing loud, thick diapers for the whole trip. She's expected to use them, and when the couple are alone, Annabelle regresses even further, becoming Alex's sweet baby girl.

And if Annabelle is really good for Alex, he might even have a surprise for her that will change their relationship forever. Now all she has to do is behave, but for a naughty little girl like her, that might be the hardest thing of all on her long, wet vacation in diapers...


Undercover in Diapers


When Emily gets chosen for a special undercover assignment, she has every right to worry. But when she finds out the assignment involves more than just crawling into bed with one of the Agency's most wanted, she doesn't know how to respond.

Because the assignment isn't about short skirts and a ditzy attitude. It's about dressing up like a little girl and regressing for Gregory Vilichenko, a dangerous Russian mob boss who loves Age Play. The mobster will treat her like a child, and punish her when she's bad. And if things go south, Emily knows that the mob boss likes to diaper up the naughty girls.

Now her only hope of getting through the mission is to get into character. And when Emily's boyfriend Daniel decides to regress her before her mission, the petite agent can't say no. She'll be Daniel's baby girl for the night. She'll wear diapers and suck on a pacifier. And by the end of it all, she might just have the skills to fool Vilichenko.

Now Emily is ready for the mission. One that could make or break her career. But if she isn't the perfect little girl for the Russian gangster, she might never walk out of his house again!
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