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Preview:

That seemed to be all the encouragement Travis needed. Lena squealed happily as he hooked his thumbs behind her knees, lifting them and spreading her legs. She felt his warm, slippery shaft between her folds, stroking slowly up and down. He was so hot there, again, but especially against her pussy, feeling like a furnace of desire. Lena awaited his penetration, biting her lip nervously - but he seemed to be hesitating...

“...C-can I ask for something?” Travis whispered, looking away with embarrassment. “...Could you talk like a little girl again? I, I know it’s per-”

“You mean wike dis?” Lena said, giggling. She didn’t mind at all. It turned her on almost as much, and the lust-filled groan he gave more than made it worthwhile even if it didn’t.

“L-like that, please,” he moaned, grinding back and forth against her. “What am I doing to you, baby girl?”

“Um, your thingy is touchin’ on my girl parts,” Lena mumbled, cheeks flushing at how naughty this felt. “What’s it doin’?”

“I’m going to put my thingy inside you, s-sweetie,” Travis replied, enjoying the roleplay, but less confident than Lena.

Lena gasped.

“But it looks sooooo big!” she faux-whimpered. “Is it gonna fit in my itty-bitty cunny?”

“Oh yes… It will fit right in, don’t worry…”

“Is it gonna hurt?”

Travis swallowed.

“Maybe a little, at first… But then it will feel really, really good,” he said, grinning. “It’s special grown-up fun. You want to play the special grown-up games, don’t you?”

Lena nodded enthusiastically, grinning once more.

“Otay! You can put it in now!”

Travis twitched against her, another trickle of pre dribbling down between her folds. Lena was glad for the extra lubrication, her heart pounding a mile a minute as she awaited the feeling of being entered for the first time. She wanted it so, so bad, but it was still a little scary...
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Chapter 1

“Last I heard, she moved to Canada to be with her boyfriend.”

“No way! That flake?” Lena Rand laughed, sitting cross-legged on the bed as she gossiped with her best friend Monika.

It felt like forever since they’d been together like this, but it was like nothing had changed. They’d both gone off to separate colleges, and they kept in touch well enough…. But it really just wasn't the same as being together in person. So when Monika had invited Lena to spend spring break with her and her family at their lake house in Michigan, Lena jumped at the chance.

Lena and Monika had been best friends their whole life. It wasn’t unusual for people to forget they weren’t sisters, and Monika’s parents had always made it clear they thought of Lena as practically a second daughter.

That was why Lena had been almost as devastated as Monika and her mother, Mella, when Monika’s father passed away, a couple of years before she finished high school. Monika and her mother were both deeply affected by his loss.

Monika herself was doing a lot better… but she often admitted to being worried about her Mom, noticing how sad she looked randomly. It make Lena’s heart hurt to think about, but she had no idea how she could ever help with something as big and soul-destroying as losing the man you were married to for a decade and a half.

When they were younger, Lena came with Monika and her family to almost every family trip out there. So Lena found herself incredibly excited to spend time with her best friend and catch up - going to the lakehouse would be just like when they were kids.

Of course,there were some things she just couldn’t tell even her best friend.

“So, how’s school?” Monika asked casually, flipping through her phone.

Lena tried to hide the look of panic on her face, feeling sweat beading on the back of her neck.

“It’s…. Fine,” she said, smiling thinly. “How about you?”

“Mmm. Pretty good,” Monika repied, sighing. “The workload is a lot. But MCU has a lot of great places to hang out and make friends.”

Lena felt her chest tighten more and more at the mention of workloads, and then making friends.Lena hadn’t made any friends at all… and her workload.... She’d prefer not to think about it. She frowned, not speaking for long enough that Monika waved a hand in front of her face, giggling.

“Earth to Lena! What are you thinking about, space cadet?” Monika asked, laughing.

“Oh!... Sorry,” Lena blushed. “Just… school, being home, going to the lakehouse.”

“It’s going to be so much fun,” Monika agreed, perhaps picking up on Lena’s discomfort with the previous topic. “Just like when we were kids, huh?”

“Yeah,” Lena replied, calming down. “Remember how much fun we had when we’d stay up all night, eating snacks and talking about boys?”

“I think we did other things too.... When we were older,” Monika said, coyly.

Lena felt a blush come to her cheeks. She remembered the naughty trysts she’d have with her best friend on some very special sleepovers. She’d thought perhaps now they were older and at college, Monika wouldn’t be interested in that.

“Y-yeah,” Lena said, softly. “I remember.”

Monika chuckled, leaning across and brushing the hair away from Lena’s face. She pouted her lips in offering, and Lena blushed and leaned forwards, pressing her own pretty pink lips against her best friend’s. Her mouth tasted like bubblemint gum and iced tea, and Lena sighed happily at the familiar scent.

“My Mom’s not going to be here for hours,” Monika said, suggestively, sliding one hand onto Lena’s thigh. “Do you want to…?”

Lena nodded softly, her entire face flushed red. Her best friend was the kind of girl who could get any boy, but here she was, asking Lena to have sex with her.

Monika smiled at Lena's response, standing up and pulling off her skirt completely, sitting back on the bed. Lena's heart fluttered at how cute she looked, in her cotton panties and her pink socks, just wearing a t-shirt on top.

"Kiss me?" Monika said, fluttering her eyelashes, and Lena chuckled, knowing the other girl didn't mean her mouth.

Lena lowered her head, brushing the hair out of her eyes and placed a single soft kiss on Monika's cotton-covered mound, eliciting a pleased gasp from her. Encouraged, Lena peeled Monika's underwear to one side, planting another kiss on her shaven mound, slipping her tongue down further towards that musky wetness.

Monika tasted as sweet and tangy as always, and Lena lovingly ran her tongue up between her folds, licking softly, almost worshipfully. Monika moaned softly, bringing down her hand and gently stroking Lena's hair, encouraging her tongue to probe deeper, more enthusiastically.

Lena tried to breathe through her nose as the rest of her focused entirely on the task of pussy eating. She savored the juices on her tongue as she licked all along Monika's slit, over her entrance, and across her stiffened nub.

The taller girl flexed her thighs and gasped, rocking her hips softly against Lena, grinding slightly on the tongue that kept parting her folds, with teasingly light licks that made Monika squirm, whimpering, desperate for firmer stimulation. Eventually Lena relented, plunging her tongue firmly into Monika's dripping, squeezing passage, her upper lip gently bumping and teasing her stiff clit.

Monika shrieked softly with delight, nodding distractedly, her eyes closed, mouth hanging open as she  pushed her dripping slit against her best friend's face. Being eaten out by Lena felt amazing - her lips, tongue, fingers, worked together to tease Monika in all ways, her sensitive girlhood throbbing with complete pleasure.

They could both feel the sensations building, feeling Monika squeezing around Lena's curled finger, that slid in and out of her warm, wet vagina. Her toes curled, her breathing heavy, she moaned loudly as she felt Lena's lips wrap around her excited clitoris, suckling gently but insistently.

"Oh God, Lee, don't stop!" Monika gasped, moaning, rocking her hips desperately against Lena's hand and mouth.

Lena smirked - and then began to piston her fingers in and out of Monika's pussy. Monika gave a low groan, nodding again, panting, as Lena's fingers pumped in and out, in and out, pushing her harder and harder, the waves of pleasure coming in twos, threes, fours, overwhelming all of Monika's senses, until...

"Ohhh! OH!" Monika cried out as she came, trembling and shaking, squeezing Lena's head between her thighs.

Lena felt her clenching and squeezing on her fingers, and tasted the extra wetness on her tongue, lavishing rapid, frantic attention on her stiff nub, encouraging her orgasm to last longer and longer. Monika thrashed, dizzy with pleasure, moaning and whimpering as climax built on top of miniature climax, a series of waves and peaks that hit her over and over. It felt so, so good.

Eventually, Monika’s body slowly relaxed, her tight pussy losing its grip on Lena’s fingers. Lena slid them out, licking them clean, as Monika sighed happily feeling afterglow wash over her.

“Oh my God,” Monika said with a happy shudder. “You’re so amazing at that.”

Lena sighed happily, feeling proud of doing a good job. Lena loved to do a good job, loved to make other people happy. It was why she’d felt so pleased when she was admitted to U Penn, she felt sure she was going to achieve there and make everyone proud, including her finicky, distant parents.

“Hey, are you okay?” Monika asked, sounding concerned. “You’re spacing out on me a little again.”

“S-sorry,” Lena said, trying to smile. She hadn’t even noticed Monika putting her arm around her. “Just… daydreaming.”

Lena tried to keep the dark expression off her face, but it was too late now - the mood was ruined.

“So… you want me to return the favor?” Monika asked, practically purring.

“No thank you,” Lena said, sighing. “I’m not in the mood. Can we just go watch TV?”

“Um, yeah, sure,” Monika said, frowning as she stood up, pulling her skirt back on. “Are you okay?”

She paused, before adding:

“Did you… not want to do that?”

“Oh, no! I really wanted to… I love it, your pussy tastes amazing,” Lena blushed at the filthy words coming out of her mouth. “I’m just thinking about other things. I’m fine… Let’s go into the living room.”

A few minutes later they were doing just that, cuddling on the sofa and watching a bad movie playing on the television screen. Lena laughed occasionally at a joke, trying to get her mind off of her current situation with school. Spending time with Monika made the time pass quickly, and they soon heard her mother turning the key in the door.

“Oh, hello girls," Mrs Malone said cheerily, as she stepped in the door, carrying a brown bag of groceries in one arm, and Monika's little brother, Noah, in the other. "Are you all packed, Lena?"


"Yes, thank you," Lena said, smiling. She was so glad to see Mrs Malone, she stood up a moment later, coming over, expecting a hug.


Mrs Malone threw her arms open, and Lena ran into them happily. 

“Come here, sweetheart!” Mrs Malone said, beaming, engulfing Lena in a warm, comforting hug. “I’ve missed you so much, baby girl. Why’d you have to move so far away?”

“Mom, she’s not a baby,” Monika said, rolling her eyes, but she was smiling. “She’s been at college.”

Lena tried not to wince, distracting herself with the warm, motherly scent of Mrs Malone, allowing herself to be cuddled longer. It wasn’t often she got hugs like this, and she didn’t really want to pull away and give it up any time soon.

“So, how is school going, kiddo?” Mrs Malone asked, as she finally managed to pry Lena off of her.

Lena froze, looking at the floor. She had a really hard time lying to Monika’s Mom, about anything. Somehow that woman always seemed to wriggle the truth out of her, and Lena really didn’t want anybody to know the truth. She hesitated a moment longer before answering.

“...It’s… fine,” she said, weakly, trying to make her expression into a smile. “I’m doing fine.”

Mrs Malone raised an eyebrow at that, and then, Lena felt her chin being tilted upwards, the warm, motherly gaze of the older woman’s brown eyes peering deeply into her own light green ones, searching for the truth. Lena looked away defiantly, her face going bright red, heart pounding.

“...Are you sure, sweetie?” Mrs Malone asked, sounding concerned. “You know you can always tell me anything, right?”

“I-I…” Lena swallowed, hard.

She was terrified of anybody finding out how badly school was going, but she also wanted to get it off her chest, to tell somebody and have them tell her it was okay, that she was still good. Her chest ached, wanting so badly to spill her guts, every second that passed pushing her closer and closer to doing it.

“Mom! Jeez! Personal space!”

Monika was suddenly right beside them, and Mrs Malone blushed, letting go of Lena’s chin. Inside her heart sank a little, wanting more of that focused attention and affection, wanting that outlet for her fears - and then another part of her reared up and told her she was being stupid, ridiculous, to be glad she didn’t have to tell anybody what a shameful failure she was.

“Sorry, sorry,” Mrs Malone said, stepping back and sighing. “I know you girls aren’t babies anymore.”

She sighed, her eyes wistful and slightly teary for a moment. Then she blinked, looking away, forcing a smile of her own.

“It’s your business, Lena,” she said, more briskly. “I love you both though, okay?”

“Love you too,” both the girls responded in unison.

Kissing them both on the cheek as she bustled into the kitchen, Mrs Malone offered them icecream, and both Monika and Lena gladly agreed.

***

A belly full of icecream and warm, friendly conversation soon got Lena’s mind off of school. It really did feel just like she was a kid again, spending time with her best friend’s family, giggling and gossiping and remembering old times. By the time it got to 10pm, Lena was exhausted and ready to go to bed.

Usually she wouldn’t mind sleeping with Monika in her room, but lately she’d been having a few… problems, at night time. But maybe now she was away from college it wouldn’t be an issue? Lena really hoped so, but she was glad to take the guest room anyway.

She used the toilet before she got into bed, emptying her bladder as completely as possible. She even stood up and sat down a few times, trying to push out more, remembering some advice she’d read online. Lena finally lay down, sighing, trying to relax in her soft cotton nightdress and snug white panties.

She fell asleep in an instant, drifting into a peaceful dream about her upcoming vacation.

***

Lena awoke with a gasp. Her bed felt warm, unusually warm, her rear and legs hot like she was in a sauna.

Shifting, Lena lifted a leg, pulling up the blanket with it. She instantly felt the cooler outside air rushing in, and the air made the puddle of pee she was sitting in suddenly much colder. Now she could vividly feel the cold wetness against her skin, her underwear clinging to her mound.

Her first emotions were shame and disgust. She was 19 now, she was too old to be wetting her bed. Her face burned with humiliation as she looked down at herself, dejectedly, peeling the blankets away to see the damage more clearly.

The puddle was enormous, somehow. Lena felt like crying - she’d thought once she was away from school, she’d be away from this, too. But the evidence was staring her right in the face - she was a bedwetter.

And suddenly, fear and panic rose up inside her alongside the shame. Nobody could see this, how could she fix it? Hands shaking, Lena began to peel the sheets off of the bed, rolling up the sodden blankets too.

She’d woken up before it soaked too deeply into the mattress itself, but there was still a big, dark patch there, evidence of what had happened. Lena bit her lip, wondering what she could do to fix it - then she shook her head, deciding she should focus on cleaning the bedding itself first.

She’d been to Monika’s house so many times, she knew where the washer and dryer were by heart. Taking the dark steps down into the basement, Lena wobbled, struggling, scared she would fall down the stairs with the huge bundle of sopping wet sheets and blanket, but not wanting to tell anybody else about what she was doing.

At one point she missed a step, crying out as she stumbled… But nobody came after her, and she sighed with relief, deciding she must have gotten away with it.

Lena tossed a cap of detergent in the washing machine, biting her lip. She’d have to stay up all night to clean all this if she was going to get it into the dryer without anybody else noticing she’d washed her sheets.

She was in the middle of bundling them into the top-loading washing machine when she heard a sound that made her heart stop. The door at the top of the cellar stairs was slowly creaking open, and as Lena looked up, she could see a shape standing in the doorway.

“Lena? Is that you?” Mrs Malone called down, groggily. “What are you doing?”

“Yes! I’m fine!” Lena called back, panicking. “D-don’t come down! Go back to bed!”

She said those last two sentences more forcefully than she meant to, but it was no use anyway. Lena could see Mrs Malone was coming down the stairs, closer and closer. Any second now she’d see Lena’s soaking wet nightdress, the sheets she was shoving into her washing machine, the hot, shameful blush on her cheeks.

Mrs Malone gasped, and Lena looked away, ashamed, knowing she’d seen. She waited for the criticism and the yelling - Mrs Malone had never been anything but kind and understanding to her in the past, but surely, even she had limits. How could she accept Lena wetting her bed, ruining the mattress, probably forever?

“Oh, Lena,” Mrs Malone said finally, her voice sad, but not angry. “Come here, sweetie, it’s okay.”

Lena didn’t really understand what was happening, but in a second she’d run across the room to Mrs Malone’s open arms, breaking down in sobs in them. She tried to mumble she was ‘sorry’, but Mrs Malone shushed her, stroking her hair lovingly, letting her cry helplessly.

“It’s no problem, kiddo,” Mella reassured her, rocking her gently. “Everybody has accidents sometimes.”

“Y-you’re not mad?” Lena managed, in a small voice.

“I’m not mad at all,” Mrs Malone replied, smiling. “Now, let’s get you all cleaned up, okay?”

Lena, sniffled, nodding. Without even thinking, she lifted her arms, and Mrs Malone pulled her nightdress off, throwing it into the washing machine. Next came her underwear, and Lena shivered as she felt the soaking wet cotton pulled away from her mound, cold air on her wet skin. She squirmed, whimpering with embarrassment as she was undressed by her best friend’s mother, but Mrs Malone’s warm attitude made it hard to feel too bad.

“There we go, sweetie, now, you go hop in the shower, and I’ll sort this out,” Mrs Malone cooed, setting the washing machine carefully to the right temperature. “I’ll get you something from my wardrobe to put on - sorry, it might be a little big - and you can nap on the couch if you’d like. It’s only a couple of hours until we’re supposed to wake up, though, so you might want to stay up with me now.”

“Th-thanks,” Lena sniffled. “I think I’ll stay up.”

She thought, frowning.

“They, um… some got on the mattress,” she whispered her face red.

“Oh, that’s okay,” Mrs Malone reassured her. “Thank you for telling me, that was a very good thing to do - I’ll sort it out, okay?”

“Okay…”

“Now, shower, young lady!”

Lena giggled, nodding obediently.

“Yes ma’am!” she replied, surprised how much better she felt now, climbing the stairs towards the shower, excited at the prospect of getting clean and washing the scent of pee off herself.




Chapter 2

True to her word, Mrs Malone left a baggy nightdress hanging outside the bathroom door, and Lena gratefully slipped it on after her shower, her hair drying in a towel. It was enormous on her, but it covered everything, even if she wished she still had a pair of underwear.

Lena didn't want to go back to sleep now, but she did peer into the bedroom, seeing the bed totally remade. If you hadn't seen the sheets on it earlier that day, you would never know anything had happened, and Lena sighed with relief, feeling like things were going to be okay. She found Mrs Malone in the kitchen, rummaging through her cases and checking she had everything.

"Oh, hello, kiddo," Mrs Malone said, smiling as Lena walked in. "All okay now?"

"Yuh huh," Lena said, smiling. "What are you doing?"

"Just checking I've got everything," Mrs Malone replied, peering in another suitcase pocket. "Suntan lotion... swimsuits... You've got yours, right?"

"Yep," Lena replied, sitting down on the couch. "I've been packed for forever. I'm really looking forwards to this vacation."

"Aww, of course you are," Mrs Malone replied, distractedly. "You and Monika are best friends - I'll bet you're really looking forwards to spending a lot of time with her."

"Well, yes," Lena said, truthfully. "But if I'm honest... I'm really glad to get to spend time with you, too."

"...Oh?"

"Y-yeah," Lena stepped forwards, smiling. "You've always been like a... well, like a real Mom to me. You make me feel… safe. Like how you fixed things last night…”

Mrs Malone looked up, teary-eyed and smiling.

“Oh, sweetheart, you have no idea how much that means,” she replied, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand. “Lately I’ve been feeling like maybe nobody really needs me around anymore… silly, isn’t it?”

“It’s not silly!” Lena blurted, putting her arms around Mrs Malone gently. “It’s not silly at all. You’re used to things being one way, and now they’re different, with both me and Monika moving away...”

Lena squeezed Mella gently, nuzzling her face against her shoulder.

“But I promise we’ll always need you, no matter how old we get.”

Lena heard Mrs Malone choke back a sob, and then let it out, a single whimper as she hugged Lena tightly back, squeezing her in a loving bear hug.

Finally, she let go, smiling teary-eyed at the girl she considered her second daughter.

“Ah, Lena, you’re an angel, aren’t you?” she said, and Lena blushed, smiling bashfully. “Why don’t you go and put some cartoons on while I finish this up. If you’re awake when I come back in, I’ll make us both a little snack.”

“I’d really like that, Mrs Malone,” Lena replied, smiling broadly, and really meaning it.

It was the second time that day Mella had made her feel more like a little girl than a college student - and it was the second time she’d noticed she really didn’t mind it at all…

***

Now they were in the car, Lena found herself slightly regretting her decision to stay up after her accident. She could feel herself struggling to keep up with conversation, shaking her head every so often to clear it of sleep.

“I can’t wait to introduce you to my friends from college, Lee,” Monika said, looking back at Lena from the front car seat. “You’re gonna get along great with them.”

Lena felt a little twinge at that. She definitely hadn’t made any friends at her school, and even though she knew it was silly and immature, she was at once jealous and scared that these new friends would turn out to be so much better than her, and ‘steal’ Monika away. Frowning, Lena focused on something else.

“You’re so lucky, Monika,” she said, sighing. “I can’t believe you get to go to college right nearby.”

“You could have gone too,” Monika said, giggling. “But you got in somewhere better, right? I wish I was as smart as you.”

“You’re smart,” Lena and Mrs Malone said in unison, and Lena giggled nervously, trying to cover up the pit in her stomach.

She didn’t feel smart at all. She felt very, very stupid.

“Well, you know what I mean,” Monika said, turning back to look out the front window. “Mom, how much longer now?”

“Mmm… about three hours…”

Monika groaned, resting her head on the window pane. A few feet away, she could see a toddler strapped into her car seat, sleeping peacefully.

“Look, that little girl’s sleeping through all this,” she said, pouting. “I wish I was tired enough to sleep.”

“I’m tired enough to nap,” Lena said, yawning. “I, um, didn’t get much sleep last night.”

She blushed, hoping Monika didn’t pry. Thanks to Mella, nobody had found out about Lena wetting the bed last night, but just remembering it made her cheeks turn pink. Fortunately, Mrs Malone herself spoke up before Monika could ask why Lena was tired.

“You can take a nap if you’d like, sweetheart,” she said, looking at Lena in the rearview mirror. “I’ll wake you next time we stop.”

“Mmm… thank you,” Lena said, smiling sleepily. “I’ll try to stay awake, though.”

Mrs Malone nodded, and went back to focusing on driving.

Lena managed to keep awake for several minutes after that, but eventually, when the conversation between her and Monika lulled, she found herself getting sleepier and sleepier. When Monika popped her earphones in and said she was going to listen to music, Lena nodded, feeling her eyelids sliding closed.

As the car drove along, the gentle rumbling slowly lulled Lena back into a deep, deep sleep.

***

-y God, it’s everywhere!”

Lena woke up to the sound of concerned chattering, panicked whispers rousing her from her slumber.

“Shh, don’t yell, don’t wake her,” Mrs Malone chided, keeping her own voice quiet. “Poor thing…”

It only took Lena a second to realize what had happened. With a sinking feeling, she felt the wetness soaked into her jeans, her bottom, all around. Unlike last night, it wasn’t warm and fresh - Lena knew she must have been sitting in it for a while, and for some reason that made her more embarrassed.

She had no idea what to do, now that Monika had seen it too. She kept her eyes closed, trying to pretend she was still asleep. Maybe they’d just leave her and pretend they hadn’t seen anything?

“Lena? Lena, are you awake?”

So much for that plan. Monika was grabbing her arm gently, shaking her ‘awake’.

“Mmm?” Lena said, opening her eyes slowly.

Her heart thumped as she looked up at the two of them guiltily. It was obvious from her face that she knew exactly what had happened already, and she was horribly, horribly humiliated by it. Awkward silence carried on for a few minutes, broken only by the sounds of cars going past on the main road.

“...Let’s get you out of that wet seat,” Mrs Malone said, sighing, unbuckling Lena’s belt.

“I, I’m sorry,” Lena mumbled, blushing. “I was asleep, and-”

“Don’t worry,” Monika said, although her own expression said she’d be mortified in Lena’s position. “It’s not a big deal, we can stop for a while.”

Lena nodded, sniffling as Mrs Malone pulled her out of the seat. It was surprising how comforting it was to be taken care of like this, completely without judgement. She clung to Mrs Malone hand as she went to the trunk, opening Lena’s case.

“Here, some new pants,” Mella said, smiling softly. “...And a nice fluffy towel to put on the seat.”

She handed the towel to Monika, who folded it up, putting it on the wet patch where Lena had been sitting. Lena blushed, looking at the floor, feeling guilty.

“Watch the car for me, okay?” Mrs Malone said. “I’m going to take Lena to the bathroom to get changed.”

Monika agreed, and Lena was led off bashfully towards the superstore they were parked outside. Once within, she was glad to see there weren’t many people around to see her being marched to the bathroom, pants soaked, a new, fresh pair in Mrs Malone’s hand that were obviously for her. Mrs Malone led her into the family restroom, and told her to try and clean herself up a little, she’d be right back.

“Don’t look so glum, sweetie,” she said, smiling. “It’s alright, no big deal.”

Lena sniffled once she was alone in the bathroom, peeling off her soaked jeans and underwear, kicking them into a pile underneath the hand dryer. She sat on the toilet, shivering, forcing out the last few drops of urine inside her, feeling very sorry for herself.

Luckily the bathroom had a paper towel dispenser as well, and she wet a few with soap and water in the sink, clumsily wiping her legs, crotch, and rear. She wasn’t sure how much it had helped, but afterwards she felt a little better, dabbing at her damp skin with a dry paper towel. Finally feeling cleaner, she looked around for the fresh pants, frowning when she realized Mrs Malone had taken them with her. She was just about to get concerned, when there was a knock on the door.

“Mrs Malone?” she asked, nervously, hoping it wasn’t a stranger.

“Yes,” Mella replied, making Lena sigh in relief. “Can I come in, honey?”

Lena obediently opened the door, smiling at Mrs Malone as she walked in - until she saw what was in her hand.

“What is that?”

It was a square package of something, wrapped in plastic with helpful illustrations on the front. The illustrations made it clear what was inside, if the other pictures all over didn’t let you know - they showed someone putting a diaper on an adult, with little diagrams showing how to position the tapes.

“These are just a little extra protection, sweetie,” Mrs Malone said, her voice sounding a little strained although she tried to keep it sounding chipper. “Now, lay down so I can put one on you, and we can get back in the car.”

“Uh, thanks, but, um, it’s okay,” Lena replied, her face bright red. “I don’t need to wear… those.”

Mrs Malone sighed, putting one hand on her hip.

“Lena, you’ve wet yourself while you’re sleeping twice this trip. Now, I love you, and I don’t want to embarrass you, but I really can’t have you ruining the upholstery in the car because you’re too stubborn to wear some protection.”

Lena blushed harder, looking at the floor, wishing it would swallow her up. She knew Mrs Malone was right, but she really, truly felt that she didn’t need to wear a diaper, she’d be fine after this...Still, after her earlier performance, there was no way to convince Mella.

“Okay,” Lena grumbled. “Give it here.”

She just wanted to get back on the road as quickly as possible, and if she felt guilty and embarrassed now, she’d feel even worse if she kept Monika and Mrs Malone waiting out of stubbornness.

“I think I ought to put it on you the first time, hon,” Mrs Malone said, kneeling down on the floor and patting it. “We don’t want you to leak now, do we?”

This was really beyond the pale now, Lena thought, her cheeks an angry red - but she didn’t feel she was able to protest now, just laying down submissively on the floor, crossing her arms like a pouty toddler.

“Aw, just like when you were tiny and I looked after you,” Mrs Malone said, wistfully, as she eased Lena’s rump off of the floor, sliding the diaper under her bottom.

Lena whimpered shyly as the diaper was pulled up between her legs, finding it surprisingly comfortable - but also very noticeable, constantly rustling, plastic between her thighs reminding her exactly what she was wearing. As the tapes were fastened, she gulped, feeling herself trapped inside the padded prison of a diaper.

“Thank you,” she mumbled as Mrs Malone helped her up and into the fresh pants.

To Lena’s horror, they did very little to muffle the sounds of her crinkling as she moved, and she swore her bottom was obviously much poofier, sticking out far enough to be noticeable.

“Nobody’s going to be able to tell,” Mrs Malone said reassuringly, as if reading Lena’s mind. “And if they do, who cares? It’s none of their business.”

Lena walked out sheepishly behind Mrs Malone, trying not to focus on the sounds of rustling from under her pants that sounded incredibly, distractingly loud to her. Mrs Malone hadn’t bought a bag, so she cheerfully carried the wet pair of pants and the fresh bag of diapers in one hand, holding Lena’s with the other.

Humiliated, Lena tried not to meet anybody’s eyes as she went past - but she felt several cashiers staring at them, eyes burning into her. She whimpered, just trying to make it back to the car.

“All sorted, now,” Mrs Malone said to Monika as they reached the car. “Thanks for waiting for us, Mon.”

“No problem,” Monika said, looking up from her phone.

Mrs Malone let go of Lena’s hand, letting her sit on the folded up towel. As she did so, her rump crinkled loudly, and she blushed, hoping Monika hadn’t heard.

“Now, if you girls will excuse me, I need to go use the bathroom myself…”

Once Mrs Malone had left, Monika turned to look at Lena, making her flush further.

“Don’t worry about it, okay?” Monika said, softly. “You know my Mom, she’s one of the least judgmental people ever. She’s not gonna be upset at you.”

Lena nodded, shyly, knowing what Monika said was true.

“And, don’t worry, she made me wear a diaper once too,” Monika continued. “I mean I was like 12, but still. I’m sure she’ll let you take it off when we get there.”

Lena’s face somehow managed to turn even redder, feeling like she could have fried an egg on it. Monika was trying to be reassuring, but with her casual attitude, as if it was completely obvious that Lena was wearing a diaper, just made her more humiliated. It was probably obvious to everybody else she’d walked past too, then.

Finally Mrs Malone returned, having used the bathroom as quickly as possible - Lena felt a little twinge of shame at the knowledge that she had failed to make it twice so far on this trip, even if both times she’d been asleep.

Hopefully once they got to the lakehouse, she could get out of this stupid, crinkly diaper.

***

The next few hours managed to be somewhat fun. They sang along to songs, played I-Spy, and took turns planning what they would do on their vacation together. Lena was feeling in a wonderful mood by the end of it. Somehow being around Monika and her mother had a way of making her feel like a kid again.

The only slightly low point was when they’d stopped again, and Mrs Malone had ordered her to use the restroom, even though she didn’t really need to go. That was embarrassing - but what was worse was how Mella insisted in taking her inside the family restroom again, checking her diaper before untaping the side to let her slide it down to pee.

“I know you’re still a big girl, but you need a little help right now,” Mella insisted, and Lena said nothing, blushing as she emptied her bladder into the toilet.

Back in the car, with her diaper snugly taped back up by Mrs Malone, Lena had quickly been able to relax again, laughing and joking along with everybody else in the car. When they finally arrived, she was almost a little sad that the roadtrip portion of the journey was over - but she was very, very glad to get out of the diaper.

As Monika was taking her case inside, Lena tapped on Mrs Malone’s shoulder.

“Could you, um, help me get this off?” she asked, blushing.

Mrs Malone frowned, and then sighed, nodding.

“Alright. I personally think it would be a good idea to keep it on, but it’s your choice… Let’s go into the bedroom.”

Mrs Malone dragged Lena’s suitcase in, pulling out a fresh pair of cotton undies and putting them on the bedspread, patting the bed for Lena to lie down on. She did so obediently, tugging her pants all the way off and waiting, blushing shyly at the fact she was laying on the bed in little more than a diaper and t-shirt.

“Oh, you stayed dry,” Mrs Malone said, and her tone of genuine surprise made Lena pout slightly - and then pout harder, as she realized how childish she looked.

Mella untaped and removed the unused - but slightly sweaty - diaper, tossing it into the trashcan. She eased Lena’s underwear up her legs without even asking, and before Lena knew it, Mrs Malone had dressed her once more.

“Now, come find me this evening before bed,” Mrs Malone instructed Lena. “And I’ll help you get into a fresh diaper, okay?”

“...Okay,” Lena agreed, finally.

Arguing didn’t seem like it would get her anywhere, and she was just grateful to be in normal panties once more. Lena thanked Mrs Malone with a hug, and then left, going to find Monika to try and get her mind off today’s embarrassment.

***

When the time finally came, Lena wandered resignedly into Mrs Malone’s room, poking her head around the door and knocking on it, blushing. She already had pajamas on - some with bottoms, hoping to hide the poofy thickness of her diaper somewhat.

“Oh, hi, sweetie,” Mella said, smiling. “You need your special undies for bed?”

“Y-yeah,” Lena responded, feeling sheepish and nervous. “I, I can try to put it on myself?”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea, kiddo,” Mella replied, and Lena sighed, obediently climbing onto the bed.

“Don’t worry,” Mrs Malone said. “I’ll try and make it super quick, okay?”

Lena felt her pants being shuffled down. She’d gone commando to make things easier, and she felt Mrs Malone slide a fresh, thick diaper under her backside. She tried to shift to make things easier as the front was pulled up, feeling the tapes being done up snugly across her front.

Mrs Malone had been honest - the diaper change was very quick and painless, and before Lena knew it, her pants were being pulled up, pressing the diaper snugly against her crotch and rump. She patted Lena’s bottom, and then sent her on her way with a kiss on the cheek.

It was very strange, she had to admit.

...But what was stranger was how some part of her really wished that diapering could have lasted longer.




Chapter 3

Lena woke up after everybody else, finding the bed next to hers empty. She wasn’t lying in a puddle for once, and she sighed in relief. Maybe she was finally getting over this stupid phase of bedwetting.

As she shifted in bed, she frowned, remembering the diaper. And now she remembered it, she noticed the feeling of warm wetness around her crotch and bottom, noticed the way the padding between her legs was slightly swollen. Lifting the blanket with a groan, she looked down at the slightly-yellowed, slightly bulging wet diaper she was wearing.

Well, so much for being over this phase… Lena sighed, flopping back into bed for a few moments, thinking about what to do next.

She could have snuck off to the showers by herself… but she had a feeling that Mrs Malone wouldn’t like that. Huffing, Lena slid the covers off of her legs, standing up and heading to the door.

She found the wet diaper made it a little harder to walk, the swollen plastic pushing her thighs apart a little. Lena found herself waddling slightly, and she flushed, knowing she looked more like a toddler than every now. The thick diaper was technically out of sight, since she was wearing pajama bottoms, but it was swollen and obvious even through her clothes.

Lena tugged her pajama shirt down, trying to hide her lower body as much as possible, as she walked into the lounge where everybody else was sitting down.

“Oh, Lena, you’re up,” Mrs Malone said, smiling. “I was just about to come get you for breakfast…”

She trailed off, noticing Lena’s expression.

“...Are you okay?”

Both women turned to look at Lena, waiting to see what she would say. She felt another twinge of embarrassment, but she pushed it aside, smiling shyly at Mrs Malone.

“Could you um, come help me with something, in your bedroom?” Lena asked, blushing furiously.

“Oh… OH! Okay, sweetie, one second,” Mrs Malone stood up, turning to Monika as she left. “I’m going to change Lena’s diaper, help yourself to coffee, honey.”

Monika nodded, giving Lena a sympathetic smile as she was lead out of the room.

Lena couldn’t believe Mrs Malone had said that in front of Monika, but maybe she didn’t see it as a big deal. As she was helped onto the bed, it occurred to her that Mrs Malone treated her very much like a toddler while she was wearing diapers - apparently, including not caring about who knew she was in them.

The diaper was untaped, and Lena shivered a little as the liquid on her skin rapidly cooled in the air.

“Oh my goodness, I bet you’re glad you had this on last night, huh?”

Lena turned her face away in shame, but she nodded, curtly. She didn’t like the diaper, but it was better than waking up in sopping wet sheets and having to clean all her bedding and clothes. And she could tell she’d wet a lot last night…

“Ah!” Lena gasped, whipping her head around at the feeling of a cool baby wipe cleaning her off.

“Sorry, sweetie, you’ll be all clean soon,” Mrs Malone reassured her, wiping between her folds carefully.

She wiped Lena’s cute bottom, making her squirm and whimper slightly as she wriggled her finger between Lena’s rumpcheeks, cleaning her backside too. When Mrs Malone was finally done, she pulled the soaking wet diaper away, bagging it up with the used wipes.

“Hm… do you want another diaper for the daytime, hon? I think it might be a good idea…”

“No!” Lena said, firmly, cheeks burning. “No more diapers!”

“Okay, okay, kiddo,” Mrs Malone replied, sounding like she was humoring a small child, tugging the pajama bottoms back over Lena’s bare backside. “All done, honey. Scamper into the living room and I’ll make you and Monika some pancakes in a moment, that sound okay?”

“O-okay,” Lena said, trying to keep the sheepish smile off her face. How did Mrs Malone have such an ability to make her feel younger than she really was? She felt like a little girl around her - but it wasn’t always a bad feeling, she had to admit.

***

During breakfast, Mrs Malone told Lena and Monika she’d be going out that day.

“I’m going to see some friends up here,” she explained. “I’ll see you both this evening.”

“Can I invite some friends over, Mom?” Monika asked, grinning. “I want Lena to meet some people…”

“...Only a few,” Mrs Malone said, narrowing her eyes. “No wild parties, okay?”

Monika just rolled her eyes in response, pulling out her phone to text her friends.

Soon, Mrs Malone had left, saying goodbye and leaving Monika and Lena behind, alone. The girls talked and gossiped for a while - mainly, Monika told Lena about who was coming over.

“Okay, so, there’s Jessi, she’s really great, super smart. And there’s Mike, he’s really athletic, but he’s not a jerk, he’s just cool,” Monika explained, obviously knowing these people reasonably well. “And…. Travis. He’s, well, he’s really sweet. Kinda funny. Not that great at school, I think.”

“He sounds nice,” Lena said, trying to hide the insecurity in her voice as she asked: “Do they know anything about me?”

“Oh, sure,” Monika said, and Lena felt instantly relieved. “They know you’re my best friend, and you’re really smart, aaaand that you’re going to UPenn to study and be a big lawyer some day…”

Lena felt the knot in her stomach twist, but she smiled anyway. At least Monika was telling other people about her - that felt good. Made her feel like she wasn’t being left behind entirely, life and people moving on without her.

There was a knock at the door, and Monika hopped up, heading to the door.

“Hey, come on in,” Monika said from around the corner, and Lena swallowed as she waited to meet the new people, hoping they liked her as much as Monika seemed to think she would.

Jessi entered first. She had light mousy brown hair nearly the same color as Lena’s, and thick glasses. She was very skinny, and Lena wasn’t sure whether to be jealous or concerned. Mike and Travis walked in together, and Lena immediately knew who was who.

Mike was tall, muscular, his skin a healthy, glowing brown. He was already wearing swim shorts, and his physique made it obvious he worked out. Lena thought he was hot - but probably way, way out of her league.

Travis was less muscular, softer, with lightly-tanned skin and brown hair he occasionally had to push out of his eyes. He apparently also needed glasses, and he gave Lena a slightly nervous smile as she saw her looking. He was… cute. Really cute, and Lena found herself smiling and blushing a little as she waved in greeting.

“Thanks for inviting us, Mon,” Jessi said, smiling as she walked in. “Hi, you must be Lena!”

“Lena’s told us a shit ton about you,” Mike added, as he tossed his bag down near by the couch. “Are you really planning on being a lawyer?”

Lena winced internally, but tried not to let her smile falter.

“Yep, that’s me,” she replied weakly.

“That’s really impressive,” Travis said. “I’m still undecided.”

“I’m majoring in art,” Jessi said, sighing. “I actually go to private college near by, but the campuses are really close.”

“You’re an artist?” Lena asked, interestedly - and glad for the opportunity to talk about something other than school, the knot in her guts untwisting slightly.

“Sure… here, look, I have some pictures of some pieces I’ve done, on my phone…”

Soon the topic of school wasn’t on anyone’s mind, the whole group talking happily. Lena was nervous at first, but looking at some of Jessi’s art gave her something to talk about, and she found Travis and Mike also leaned in to comment every once in a while.

Lena liked Mike and Jessi a lot, she decided. Now she knew them a little better, she wasn’t as afraid of Monika ditching her for her cool new friends. In fact it made her embarrassed she’d ever worried about that…

Lena also liked Travis. In fact, it turned out she really, really liked Travis. He was cute. He had an adorable laugh. And he was single…

It seemed like Travis liked Lena almost as much as she liked him. Or maybe just as much. They were in the middle of talking about his parents' dogs (two irish setters named Effie and William), when Monika returned from the basement with a pack of wine coolers and a grin on her face.

"Are you sure this is okay?" Travis asked, nervously. "Technically... we are underage."

"Relax!" Monika said, grinning. "My Mom says it's fine - as long as we're sensible, right guys?"

"Um, yeah," Jessi replied, picking up a bottle and opening it with ease.

Lena had to admit she was surprised to see the scrawny girl quickly chug the alcoholic drink, with no apparent side effects. She reached for a bottle herself, handing one to Travis. To be completely honest, she rarely, if ever, drank... The last time had been in high school with Monika, and that was just a sip of beer.

“What flavor is this?” she asked, as she took a sip. “It’s pretty good. Way better than beer.”

“Uh… Raspberry Pomegranate,” Monika replied, reading the container. “There’s two of each.”

“Cool,” Lena remarked, smiling.

It was nice to be around people her own age, people she could call friends. It helped her forget about the stress of college. It helped her forget about the embarrassment of Mrs. Malone insisting she wear diapers to bed - and needing them…

Lena didn’t even notice she’d finished her whole drink until it was gone. She could barely taste the alcohol in it… It went down like normal soda, and she found herself reaching for a second bottle before too long.

“Be careful,” Travis cautioned. “If you’re not used to drinking, it can sneak up on you.”

“I’m used to drinking!” Lena hissed, lying, her cheeks pink - was that the lies, or the alcohol, doing things?

“Soooo,” Mike said, getting up and stretching. “When are we gonna go swim in the lake?”

Monika rolled her eyes playfully.

“I guess since you’re so impatient, me and Lena will go get our swimsuits on now,” Monika said,standing. “You guys can go get in the lake if you want. The water should be good.”

“Alright!” Mike announced, grinning, and Jessi sighed, putting down the book she’d been reading.

“Come on, Lee,” Monika beckoned, offering her hand.to Lena, who took it.

Once again she felt a little twinge of childishness, being led through the house and up the stairs by her friend. It wasn’t a bad feeling… A little embarrassing, but it made her feel warm inside, safe, cared for. For an idle moment she wondered what it would be like if she was really a little girl and the other people here were going to look after her… Then she shook her head, frowning at the embarrassing thought - that now seemed to linger on the peripheries of her mind, teasing her.

“So, what do you think of Travis?” Monika asked, giggling, as she pulled out her own swimsuit. “I think he liiiiikes you!”

Lena blushed as she undressed, unable to stop herself from sneaking glances of Monika’s strong, curvy body. She envied it, wishing she looked as cute in a two piece as her best friend.

“Oh, I mean… He’s really cute. I don’t know though,” Lena frowned as she pulled up the straps on her one piece, hiding her plain body from view. “I don’t know if he’d really be interested in me…”

“Why not?”

“Well, you know… I’m sure there are other girls who suit him a lot better,” Lena said, finding her tongue… heavier, than usual, somehow. “He just… he wouldn’t like me.”

Monika tutted as she grabbed two towels, tossing one to Lena.

“You’re a cute girl, Lena. You have a really cute face, and beautiful eyes… and nice, perky boobies!”

Lena shrieked and laughed as Monika groped her chest playfully, batting her hands away with her own.

“Right, nice, perky… small boobies,” Lena remarked, sighing. “Boys like boobs like yours.”

“I can’t help it if I’m well-endowed,” Monika said, proudly swinging her chest. “But you’re wrong, Lee. There’s plenty of guys who prefer girls who look like you. Maybe Travis is one of them?”

“Maybe,” Lena mumbled, following Monika back downstairs. She knew Monika was right, logically, but whenever she looked at herself she thought there was no way any boy could ever find her attractive. Even her hair was a boring color.

Lena noticed as she went down the stairs she stumbled a few times. It wasn’t dramatic like she’d seen on movies or TV, but Lena could tell she was a little tipsy now, finding her movements clumsier, like her limbs were made of lead.

Thoughts were a little harder. But Lena discovered she didn’t really need or want to think, euphoria glowing from her cheeks as she smiled and listened to Monika talk about… whatever she was talking about. Lena smiled dopily, not really sure.

Outside, Lena could see Mike and Jessi swimming - it looked like they were showing off how long they could each hold their breath. Mike was winning by a long shot, but Jessi was laughing happily. It made Lena’s heart swell, feeling like she was part of a group again. So different from the cold isolation of college.

“Hey,” Travis said, sitting on one of the deckchairs at the edge of the lake. “You girls look nice.”

“Thanks,” Lena said, blushing, as Monika indiscreetly nudged her, grinning.

“Y-you look good too,” she added, boldly, meeting Travis’ eyes for a few seconds before he turned away, blushing himself.

Distractedly, Travis took another sip of his wine cooler, still nursing the same bottle Lena had handed him earlier. Lena watched him, swallowing, finding herself unable to stop staring, his tanned skin and delicate eyes, his pretty mouth around the bottle, his strong hands holding it up.

Travis’ eyes flicked back over, seeing Lena staring at him.

“...You want another one?” he offered, reaching down to the pack that was still resting beside him.

“S-sure,” Lena replied, automatically, reaching out as Travis handed her another bottle. When her fingers brushed his she felt her heart jump, pulling the bottle away sharply.

“Thanks,” she said, as Monika looked over her shoulder with a frown.

“Uh, Lena, you’ve already had a couple, you seem tipsy already,” Monika said, looking concerned. “Maybe you shouldn’t have another just yet? I know you don’t drink much…”

Lena scowled. Normally that would have felt like a neutral comment and she would probably have put the bottle down and moved on. But through the filter of the alcohol she’d already consumed, Monika’s words seemed like a challenge - a thorn made of Lena’s inability to make friends at her new college, the fact she’d never been invited to drink with anybody but Monika.

“I drink,” Lena hissed, lying, as she tossed her head back, taking another swig of sweet, fizzy alcohol. “I’m fine.”

“If you say so,” Monika said, frowning. “I just don’t want you to hurt yourself.”

“I’m not a baby, Monika,” Lena huffed. “I can… I can take care of myself.”

Monika narrowed her eyes at Lena, who blushed, hiding her embarrassment by chugging more of the drink. She was starting to feel a little sick, but she turned away, angrily, looking out at the lake itself.

“Whatever…” Monika said, shaking her head. “I’m going to go swim.”

“GOOD!” Lena said, more loudly than she meant to.

Travis cleared his throat, and Lena blinked, remembering he was there. Her mood swang wildly into embarrassment again, and she could barely look at him as she walked towards the second deck chair.

Actually, she realized she could barely walk at all. Was this what drinking was like? Her vision swam and her head spun as she groped drunkenly towards the chair. That last bottle had hit hard… But she was sure she just needed to lie down for a bit.

“Ow,” she moaned weakly, as she hit the hard plastic. She hadn’t meant to throw herself down that hard.

“...Are you okay?” Travis asked, worriedly. “...Maybe, uh, maybe Monika had a point..?”

Lena glared at the swaying shape that was Travis, grabbing her bottle of drink and throwing it down her throat, drinking as quickly as possible. She saw his eyes grow wide and narrowed hers in defiance, a ‘HA!’ on her lips as she pulled the bottle away.

Not a moment after she’d swallowed the drink, she felt her tummy gurgle… Lena realized suddenly that the nauseous feeling she’d had earlier was growing, and now, suddenly, she was about to throw up.

"Excu-hrk!" Lena clapped a hand over her mouth as she stood up from the chair abruptly, feeling her stomach lurch from the movement.

Clumsily, knocking her deck chair aside, she ran towards the sliding back door of the lakehouse, heading straight for the bathroom. She stumbled along the way, but eventually reached the toilet, throwing herself down in front of it and vomiting violently.

She stayed bent over the bowl for what felt like forever, heaving, occasionally bringing something up but mostly just feeling her stomach squeeze and try to push out the offending alcohol.

"Ohhh, God," she moaned, as she finally felt her body stop pushing.

Tears stung in the corner of her eyes, both from the force of her retching, and the shame of embarrassing herself in front of Lena's cool new friends. She was trembling slightly as she walked back into the living room, stopping short as she saw that both Monika and Travis were waiting for her, with a glass of water.

She began to cry, feeling immensely grateful and overwhelmed, sitting down on one of the couches because the room was still spinning, but not feeling she deserved this kindness at all. Travis and Monika both rushed over, comforting her, Travis rubbing her heaving shoulders, Monika wrapping her arms around her and cuddling gently.

"Sorry, I'm s-sorry," Lena sobbed, alcohol still coursing through her veins. "I dident.... Sorry."

Monika shook her head, frowning.

"No, no, I'm sorry, I shouldn't have left you..."

"I'm the one who gave you the drink," Travis added, looking upset with himself. "Sorry. You should drink some water, okay?"

Lena wanted to argue with them, tell them it was her own fault and nobody elses, but words were so hard right now... Groaning, she reached clumsily out for the glass, nearly knocking it over, making her cry again. She couldn't even do that right...

"Here," Travis said, grabbing the glass. "Let me."

He brought it towards her face, tilting it just right, with one hand, while the other gently cupped Lena's chin. She felt herself swoon, knowing she'd be blushing if her face wasn't flushed bright red from all the alcohol she'd been drinking. She pursed her lips, sipping, then drinking more eagerly, her body crying out for good, clean, water.

"There we go," Travis said, smiling, as Monika sat back, clearly relieved. "You just need to lie down for a little while and you'll be fine."

"Y-yeah," Monika said, softly. "I hope you feel better soon, Lee."

"Me too," Lena groaned, laying back on the sofa, and closing her eyes, feeling herself getting nauseous again from looking at the spinning room.

Monika kissed her forehead softly, and then she and Travis walked away, whispering something to each other. For a moment, Lena strained to hear them - before she gave up, sinking into the couch, letting herself drift off into an alcohol-induced slumber.

***

Lena awoke with a start, feeling liquid spilling out from between her legs onto the couch. With a horrified gasp, she jumped up, fighting her body, squeezing her muscles shut midstream. Her swimsuit showed barely any signs of damage, but the couch had a small puddle on it. Panicking, she dragged a cushion across onto the incriminating stain, trembling with effort as she ran over to the bathroom, gasping in horror as she saw the closed door.

She jiggled the handle,  biting her lip, but it was closed fast, someone locked in there.

"Mike, I said I'd be just a minute!" Jessi's voice called out playfully.

"Uuughhh!" Lena groaned, frustratedly, turning to head through the living room and back outside.

Walking normally was hard now, her body was insistent she finish emptying her bladder, the pressure so strong... She glanced at the lake, seeing Monika and Mike chatting and laughing... Her heart sinking a little as she noticed Travis wasn't there. Did that mean…?

“No, no,” she mumbled weakly as she came to the closed door to the outhouse, knowing Travis must be inside.

Lena whimpered, squeezing her thighs together. Why was she so desperate? Was this because she’d been drinking? She did still feel a little dizzy, but her bladder felt like it was going to explode any moment now, despite the mild release of pressure that had happened while she was sleeping.

“Oh god, Travis, please open the door,” she mumbled to herself, wincing and biting her lip, pressing her hands between her legs, hoping and praying he’d come out soon.

As the feeling got more and more intense and desperate, she moaned, feeling the tiniest amount of dampness spurting out into her swimsuit. Panicking, she gave up on her plan of waiting things out, banging on the door of the outhouse.

“P-please, open up!” she yelled.

“What? Just a second…”

Lena groaned, tears pricking the corners of her eyes at the effort it was taking to hold it in… she needed Travis to open the door NOW… as it was she wasn’t even sure she could make it inside and onto the toilet, but at least she wouldn’t be standing here, wetting herself where anybody could see.

But it would be too late soon.. No, scratch that. With a horrified whimper, Lena realised it was too late NOW. She tried desperately to fight off the waves of pressure between her legs, trembling in place. There was nothing she could do now, the flood was coming, and she could only delay it by standing in place, legs pinched together to try and stop it.

Sobbing, Lena felt the dam burst, hot pee spurting into her swimsuit and down her legs. She cried, shaking as she wet herself like a little girl, unable to do anything to stop it. She didn’t think things could get any worse… When the door to the outhouse slowly creaked open.

“Noooo,” Lena howled, closing her eyes so she wouldn’t have to see Travis’ face.

She could feel he was looking at her though, she could tell even though she wasn’t looking. The flow had slowed some now, but her weakened bladder sphincter couldn’t hold it back. Lena could still feel hot liquid dribbling down her legs, her face red and hot from crying and sheer humiliation. Why, why did it have to be Travis who was inside the bathroom?

“Oh my God,” Travis said, softly. “...Lena, are you okay?”

Lena didn’t respond with words. She kept crying, shaking her head vigorously as she refused to even look at Travis. She was so completely humiliated!

“Hey, hey, it’s okay,” Travis said in a soft voice, approaching her.

Before Lena knew what was happening, his strong arms were around her, pulling her into a hug while she cried. She whimpered in protest, trying to pull her pee-soaked lower half away from him, but Travis didn’t seem to care at all, pulling her closer, stroking her hair gently.

Eventually Lena relaxed into the hug, putting her arms loosely around Travis, sobbing quietly until she calmed down. Travis slowly stepped back, keeping one hand on her shoulder, reassuring her.

“I’m, I’m, I’m so sorrrry,” Lena wailed softly, looking at him. “I th-think I got some on you…”

Travis looked down at himself, noticing a damp patch - and then shrugged, smiling at Lena.

“It’s not a big deal,” he said. “I mean, we’re just going to jump in the lake, right? Who cares.”

If Lena thought she had a crush on Travis before, that pushed her right over the edge. She felt her heart and eyes well up, smiling softly at the boy who genuinely didn’t seem to care that she’d wet herself right in front of him. The boy who was now trying to make her feel better for wetting herself, saying it was ‘no big deal’ she’d gotten pee on his swim shorts.

“The ground will dry,” Travis continued. “And you can barely tell anyway.”

Lena nodded, slowly. What was wrong with her brain? Was it the alcohol? She stayed frozen in place, not sure what to think or do, waiting for someone or something to instruct her.

“...People are gonna see,” she finally said, in a childish voice that didn’t sound like her at all, and made her blush angry red as soon as she said it.

Travis frowned for a moment, and then smiled.

“Here’s an idea… walk behind me, and put your arms around my waist… like that, that’s right. Then we can go jump in together, and you’ll be wet all over, so nobody will be able to tell.”

Lena’s mouth formed a little ‘o’ of happy surprise, and she quickly agreed. She hugged Travis around his waist giggling slightly as they began to walk - and then frowning, realizing her wet crotch was touching his bottom.

“Are you sure this is okay?” she hissed. “I mean...isn’t it gross?”

“I have two younger sisters, and one’s still in diapers,” Travis chuckled. “I’ve had a lot worse on me. It’ll wash off in the water, anyway.”

Considering this, Lena kept walking, no longer tensing her body to stay away from Travis and avoid soaking him, instead she snuggled close to keep the dampness of her crotch hidden. She told herself there was no other reason for her to be cuddling him, but she suspected that might have been a lie she was telling herself.

“Oh hey guys!” Monika said, cheerily, as the pair reappeared.

Lena felt her cheeks flush pink, but she waved, as she and Travis awkwardly separated, trying to position themselves to hide her wet swimsuit. Lena could see Monika raising and lowering her eyebrows suggestively, and that made her blush even harder - although it also made her smile, just a little, too.

“Come on, Lena!” Travis grasped Lena’s hand firmly, winking at her. “Let’s go!... One, two, three!”

On three they jumped together, whooping as they fell through the air. Lena felt herself punch through the surface of the water, the wetness on her crotch and legs replaced with wetness all over. She bobbed unhurriedly towards the surface, until she finally emerged with a gasp, panting and grinning at Travis who was already waiting for her.

“You didn’t dive down!” Lena complained, childishly.

“Glasses, remember?” Travis teased, tapping them. “I need these to see.”

“See what?”

Travis smirked and then swam over a little towards Lena, leaning to whisper in her ear.

“Pretty girls… like you.”

Lena thought her heart might stop right then and there, but she stayed conscious, her reaction limited to a small, charmed squeak - and then a ‘th-thank you’, rendered too shy by Travis’ unexpectedly direct flirtation. Especially after she’d wet herself like that… Maybe he was just taking pity on her, but Lena really felt like he meant it.

They were out far away from the others now, the rest of the world distant, just the two of them together. Travis’ face seemed almost as flushed as hers, and, daringly, Lena swam closer to him, kissing his cheek sweetly.

She saw him turn even pinker, and giggled.

“Thanks for helping me earlier, too. I’m so embarrassed.”

“Don’t be,” Travis said, reassuringly. “I think it happens to everybody sooner or later. Loads of people have had bad experiences with drinking too much.”

“...Have you?” Lena asked, curiously.

Travis smiled sheepishly, and then nodded, sighing as Lena looked at him expectantly for the story.

“It was last year… I didn’t realize how much alcohol was in a drink at a party, it just tasted like a soda,” Travis told her. “I ended up telling the girl I had a crush on that I loved her.”

“Ouch,” Lena said, wincing, but giggling. “...What did she say?”

“I don’t remember,” Travis grumbled. “Because I threw up on her shoes before she could say something.”

Lena laughed harder, and then Travis was laughing too, the others swimming over to see what was so funny. Embarrassed, Travis told them, and then they were all sharing stories, from college, about their families - Monika and Lena talked about their childhood together, and Mike, Jessi and Travis sharing about adventures they’d had growing up in the same town.

By the time the sun was starting to go down, Lena felt completely at ease with the others. She was so glad she’d come up here with Monika’s family.

As Travis was leaving, he grabbed Lena’s hand, hesitating for a moment. Lena opened her mouth to ask what was wrong, but then, Travis moved, pushing his lips against hers and stifling her words. Her eyes flew open wide, and then slowly closed again, savoring the sensation, pressing her own lips back against his easily.

He pulled away, smiling shyly, and she gave him a dreamy grin of her own.

“I’ll see you soon, I hope,” he said. “Thanks for inviting me, Monika.”

“No problem,” Monika said, grinning.

Lena waved as Travis walked away, turning to Monika and grinning back, both of them smiling widely and then bursting into girlish squeals.

“He kissed you! I told you he liked you!”

“I know!” Lena replied, giddily. “I can’t believe it, either.”

She sighed. Maybe things were going to be okay, after all.




Chapter 4

Lena was in a bubbly mood as she showered, washing the lake water off. She still felt giddy from hanging out with Travis, and as she grabbed her towel and sashayed out of the shower she found herself fantasizing about seeing him again before she left.

“Girls?” Mrs Malone’s voice carried up the stairs, a note of concern in her voice. “Girls, could you come down here a moment?”

Lena hurriedly dried herself off as best she could, then hung the towel up to dry before yanking on the clothes she’d brought into the bathroom to change into. Feeling her hair still dripping a little, she twisted it into the second towel, hurrying downstairs as fast as she could. She shivered slightly from the air on her wet skin, looking at Monika as she walked into the lounge. Monika looked nervous and uneasy - Mrs Malone looked angry, which was a bad sign, because she hardly ever got angry.

“Lee,” Monika said uncomfortably. “Mom wants to know how the couch got wet.”

Eyes widening with realization, Lena’s head whipped around to stare at the couch she’d been laying on earlier that day. The cushion she’d placed over the stain was gone, and now it stood out, clear as day, dark green on the lighter color. She whimpered, barely noticably, and then looked quickly back at Mrs Malone, who was clearly waiting for something.

“Well?” she demanded. “What happened, girls?”

Silence.

“...Did somebody get drunk and spill something? Because if they d-”

“No!” Monika said, frowning.

Monika bit her lip, looking over at Lena, who blushed. Monika must have figured it out when her Mom found the stain, and it made Lena feel at once guilty and grateful to know she had a friend who would refuse to tattle on her, even when it would have been easy to do so.

“Monika, I understand you’re trying to protect your friends, but really, you can’t have people like that over if they’re going to-”

“It was me,” Lena squeaked, and Mrs Malone turned to look at her, caught off-guard by her confession.

“...You spilled something, Lena?”

“No, not exactly,” Lena said, in the same tiny voice, biting her lip.

“It was just a little accident, Mom,” Monika said, loyally. “No big deal.”

Lena could see Mrs Malone’s mind working, and then after a few seconds, she sighed gently.

“Oh, Lena,” she said, softly, sympathetically. “Did you wet yourself again? During the day this time.”

Lena felt her eyes pricking with embarrassed tears, and she looked away as she nodded, shamefully.

“Technically she was asleep, right, Lee?” Monika offered, trying to be helpful. “It didn’t happen while she was like, really awake.”

Lena was glad for the attempt, but she winced, knowing what Mrs Malone was going to ask next…

“...Why were you sleeping in the middle of the day, Lena? While Monika had friends over?”

Lena gulped, and Monika flashed her a guilty look, knowing she’d dropped her in it. She didn’t offer up any other helpful explanations for Lena’s behavior, staying silent, perhaps worried that if she said anything she’d make things worse for her friend.

“I, I,” Lena swallowed, ashamed, fighting with herself to not cry, not now. “I had a drink… and then another… and… one more. I didn’t really notice I was drunk until, until I was.”

Mrs Malone gave Lena a look that combined sympathy, pity, and irritation, sighing once more, before she turned to Monika.

“Mon, could you go upstairs for a bit?” Mella said, turning back to Lena after a moment. “Me and Lena need to have a chat.”

The mood in the room had suddenly become solemn, and Monika quietly scurried into the next room over, mouthing ‘sorry’ at Lena as she headed upstairs. Lena wanted to tell her there was nothing to apologize for, that this was her fault, but there wasn’t time. Before she knew it, she was alone in the living room with Mrs. Malone, who frowned at her.

“Sit,” she commanded, and Lena glanced at the soiled couch, sitting herself down on one of the cushions that wasn’t stained.

Lena was shaking visibly as Mrs Malone looked her over, refusing to even look at her, her nervousness palpable. Mrs Malone frowned more widely, stepping forwards, and Lena bit her lip, before whispering something.

“What was that?”

“...I’msorry,” Lena squeaked once more.

“Oh, Lee, I know,” Mrs. Malone said, shaking her head. “I’m not angry… I’m disappointed.”

Lena winced hearing that, looking quickly back over at Mella, seeing the concern on her face. She felt a wave of guilt wash over her again, and then blurted the question that was on her mind.

“Are you going to send me home?!”

“What? No,” Mrs Malone half-laughed. “Don’t be silly… Well. I’m not going to send you home if you agree to follow the rules while you’re here from now on, okay? I really can’t have people peeing on my upholstery!”

Her smile told Lena that was supposed to be a joke, so she giggled, still feeling awful about what she’d done.

“Now… Lena,” Mrs. Malone said, her voice turning stern again. “I’m afraid this isn’t acceptable behavior in my house. To lose such complete control of yourself that you pass out drunk on the sofa… Did you throw up at all?”

“Yuh huh,” Lena said, in a small voice.

“Hm. I thought you might have done. You must have been really sloshed, sweetie, what happened?”

Lena bit her lip, shrugging.

“I… I just, I had one, and then another… and I could feel that was maybe a mistake, because I felt really dizzy and funny and… and angry? And then one of Monika’s friends offered me another - I don’t think they knew I was tipsy - and Monika said maybe I shouldn’t…”

“And?” Mrs. Malone asked, with an eyebrow raised.

“And I wanted to prove her wrong… so I took it and drank it.”

Mrs. Malone let that statement hang in the air for a while before she gave her biggest sigh yet.

“That was very, very irresponsible and immature of you, Lena,” Mrs. Malone said, looking more disappointed than Lena had ever seen in her life. “What on earth were you- no, I know… you weren’t thinking, were you?”

Lena shook her head, softly, picking at her shorts with her left hand as she alternated between looking down at her feet and looking up at Mrs.Malone.

“Is there something the matter, kiddo?” the older woman asked, softly. “Because you seem a little out of sorts lately…”

“N-no,” Lena replied, without thinking. “I’m fine.”

“Come on,” Mrs. Malone said, sitting on the arm of the couch, rubbing Lena’s back affectionately. “You know you can tell me anything, right?”

Lena absolutely believed Mrs. Malone, and she really wanted to open up, to finally talk about everything that had been bothering her. But whenever she opened her mouth to say it, her pulse raced, and every little voice of anxiety inside her screeched to keep quiet.

She couldn’t just lie to Mrs. Malone, though. So she swallowed, and replied:

“Just… some trouble at college, worrying about school, that stuff,” she said, softly. “I’m, I’m sure I’ll be fine.”

“Are you sure?”

“...Y-yes.”

Mrs. Malone gave her a hard look, and Lena could feel pinpricks of sweat beading on her forehead… But then Mrs. Malone shrugged, and looked away.

“Well. If you say so,” she said, frowning, sensing Lena was holding back but not wanting to push her.

“...Still,” she continued, picking up where she left off. “Lena, I’m afraid, since your wetting is getting worse-”

“I-it isn’t!” Lena protested, spluttering as her face turned red. “Mrs. Malone, I was as-”

“I know Lena, you were asleep, but the fact of the matter is you’ve left a stain on a very expensive couch, and you wet yourself in the middle of the day,” Mrs. Malone said, Lena shrinking with each word. “I really can’t let that happen again, and I don’t think you can be trusted to run around without protection… Sooo…”

‘Oh god, don’t say it…’ Lena thought, biting her lip.

“If you’re going to stay here I’m going to have to insist that you wear diapers during the day as well.”

Lena screwed up her eyes in shame, heart pounding with sickening quickness. The situation felt like it was spinning out of her control, but she had no idea what to say. If she objected she’d have to go home, and she really didn’t want that, but could she really willingly allow Mrs. Malone to put her in diapers?

...And the scariest part of all? Some part of her liked the idea. Some part of her craved the attention. Lena swallowed as she opened her eyes, looking at Mella again, seeing she was waiting for a response.

...It would only be for one week, right? And nobody really knew her here… She cringed thinking of Travis - but she’d meet other boys in Ph- back home…

“Okay,” she croaked out, eventually. “I guess. I’m sorry about the couch, Mrs. M.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Mella said. “I’ll have that cushion dry-cleaned tomorrow. As long as it doesn’t happen again we won’t have any problems, right?”

“Right,” Lena repeated, giving a weak smile. She thought the conversation was over, and then Mrs. Malone started talking again, stopping her in her tracks.

“And… since you’ve acted so childishly… Lena, I’m going to implement some new rules for you, while you’re staying here.”

Lena wasn’t sure she liked the sound of that, but she nodded along, cautiously.

“I think since you’re behaving so much like a little kid, maybe I should treat you like one for a while,” Mrs. Malone said, watching as Lena’s eyes went wide. “While you’re under my roof, no more drinking, no more staying up late, and you do as you’re told, do you understand? I’ll treat you almost the same as I treat my toddler nieces and nephews.”

Lena swallowed, hard.

“M-mrs M… Don’t you think that’s, a little far? I’m 19…”

“Are you?” Mrs. Malone asked, coolly. “Because your actions recently have been more like a toddler.”

She frowned as she continued.

“Those are the terms of you staying here, Lena. I think it will be good for you, for both of us. But if you disagree, well, I can call your Mother and Father and see if they’ll come pick you up.”

Lena knew that she should say something. She knew this was a crazy, ridiculous idea and anybody her age would be horrified. And on some level she was, she felt embarrassed and outraged that Mrs Malone would even suggest it.

There were reasons to agree. Her parents would be upset at her, she’d have to go home to their house and then deal with the college mess, thinking about it all day there. She’d miss Monika, and Mrs. M herself.

But none of those were the burning curiosity in the back of her brain, pushing her to say ‘yes’, making her feel almost… excited, at the thought of giving up that control.

“Okay,” Lena said at last, despite her misgivings, some part of her not upset. Some part of her… wanting that. She knew, deep down, she had the choice to walk away.

But for now, she wanted to pretend she didn’t.

Mrs. Malone seemed to relax, glad that Lena had taken the path of least resistance here. She slid her arm around Lena’s shoulders, cuddling her close, and Lena relaxed into the attention, closing her eyes with a sigh. She had to admit, it felt nice. Her own parents were very stand-offish… When she was growing up, Mr and Mrs. Malone probably hugged her more times in a week than her parents did in a year.

“Okay, babygirl,” Mrs. Malone said, kissing the top of Lena’s head. “How about we get you in a new diaper, hm?”

Shyly, Lena nodded, slithering off the sofa onto the floor, laying on her back as Mella left the room, coming back with a fresh diaper. She set it aside and then unravelled the towel on Lena’s head, rubbing her hair in a loving, maternal way until it was only a little damp. Lena blushed, but happily, already finding she was enjoying the attention.

“I’ll have to get some more since you’ll be wearing these every day,” Mrs. Malone said, frowning as she looked at the diaper. “I wonder if you can order them online…”

“I bet you can,” Lena offered, blushing - was she really helping Mrs. Malone get more diapers to put her in? “You can get anything online.”

“You’re probably right, baby girl,” Mrs. Malone said, smiling gently, undoing Lena’s shorts.

Barely even thinking about it, Lena lifted her bottom to allow the shorts to be pulled all the way off. Now she was wearing just a thin pair of cotton underwear, one small item of clothing that was the last remaining symbol of her maturity. Lena whimpered slightly as they were pulled down, blushing, feeling a little ashamed of herself, but she couldn’t deny the comfort she felt as Mrs. Malone slid the fresh diaper under her bottom.

Like always, she pulled it up between Lena’s legs, and then taped it snugly around her waist, casting those thin panties aside. Normal underwear was so non-intrusive, it was easy to even forget she was wearing it. But there was no way Lena could forget that she was wearing diapers, not with that bulk between her legs, the rustling when she moved. Mrs. Malone slid her shorts back up, and did them up, finding them a little more snug than before with the diaper underneath.

“All done, kiddo,” Mrs. Malone remarked, and Lena sat up, feeling the diaper compress slightly as she moved, looking down between her legs, blushing.

It felt so strange to be wearing one during the day, to be sitting in the lounge in a summer t-shirt and shorts and feel that bulk pressing against her. It was weird… But not really bad.

“Now, let me just call Monika,, so we can explain to her what’s going on…”

Lena’s heart skipped a beat, and she swallowed nervously. Of course on some level she’d known Monika would probably have to be told, but it was still extremely embarrassing. Biting her lip, she pulled her knees up to her chest anxiously as Mrs. Malone called up the stairs.

“Monika! Could you come down here, please?”

In a few moments, Mrs. Malone’s biological child, and Lena’s best friend, was downstairs, watching her mother to see what she was going to say. Mrs. Malone herself smiled brightly, looking over at Lena, who blushed, before she spoke.

“Mon… Me and Lena have been having a talk,” she began, pausing thoughtfully to work out how best to say this. “I know this is going to sound a little odd, but… From now on, we’ve decided it would be best if Lena stayed in diapers during the day.”

Monika looked up curiously at that, and then stared hard at Lena, as if she could use x-ray vision to look through her shorts and confirm what she was hearing. After a second, she frowned, and then nodded, feeling guilty she wasn’t able to help her friend more, but understanding her mother’s reasons, as weird as they were.

“Alright, yeah,” Monika said, sighing. “That makes sense. Thanks for telling me.”

Lena and Mrs. Malone shared a glance, Mrs. Malone’s questioning, Lena’s panicked, before the older woman carried on, blushing a little herself.

“And, we also decided that, uh, from now on… Lena’s going to be more of a, little sister… to you,” Mrs. Malone said, talking quickly as Monika’s expression changed to one of confusion. “I… We… feel it would help her, to have some more… structure. Rules, and bedtimes, and things like that.”

“What?” Monika said, screwing up her face in bemusement. “...Mom, you’re talking like you’re going to treat her like a little kid.”

“Well, actually, yes, you could summarize it that way, Monika,” Mella replied, frowning slightly. “Like I say, we’ve discussed it, and-”

“Is she okay with it?” Monika interrupted, raising an eyebrow.

“She- Yes, yes of course she is.”

“Mom, look at her. She’s clearly not okay with this,” Monika said, frowning as she finally looked over at Lena’s tense pose, the worried expression on her face. “This is… crazy. Forcing this on her, I mean.”

Mrs. Malone followed her daughter’s gaze, and frowned, so Lena swallowed her fear, and spoke up:

“I am okay with it, Lena, honestly,” she said, voice shaking. “I’m just nervous because I was worried about what you might think.”

Monika’s expression softened, and she was silent for several long seconds before she spoke again.

“Why would you worry about that? I’m your best friend.”

“I know,” said Lena, hesitantly. “But… it’s so weird, I thought you might… I thought you might not like me any more, if I was… different.”

Monika didn’t answer. Instead, she walked over, knelt beside Lena, and threw her arms around her.

“Lee, I love you, and I always will,” she said, softly. “If this… If this helps, if it makes you happy? I’m fine with it.”

Lena snuggled into Monika’s chest, grateful tears in her eyes. She hadn’t realised how much her best friend’s approval meant to her, but now she had it, she was overwhelmed with gratitude.

Their cuddle couldn’t last long without Mella wanting to be involved. Chuckling, Mrs. Malone wrapped her arms around them too, kissing each of their heads in turn, before she pulled away.

“Okay… Glad that’s sorted,” she said, smiling. “Monika, could you go make some coffee for you and I…”

She trailed off, looking down at Lena who was still on the floor.

“...And some juice for the baby…”

***

Lena soon realised there were downsides to being treated like a toddler. For a start, no coffee. Not that Lena had ever been a particularly big fan of coffee, but it was embarrassing to be given orange juice in a sippy cup instead.

Mrs. Malone must have had a lot of kids’ stuff left over from when the two girls were really babies. She’d probably never thrown it out… Lena looked down at the tellytubbies cup she was holding, hazy memories of using it when she was younger.

When Mrs. Malone left to cook dinner, Monika was in charge of ‘babysitting’. She gave Lena a coloring book from the junk room and spread the crayons out on the coffee table, and told them to be good and color something pretty for her. It seemed like Mrs. Malone expected her to jump right in, but Lena was unsure, giving little nervous glances up at Monika, feeling self-conscious with her friend watching her.

Misinterpreting the looks, Monika came over and kneeled beside Lena, smiling.

“Do you need some help picking out a picture, Lena?”

Lena blushed, not sure what to say. After a few seconds of silence, she nodded, and Monika smiled understandingly, flipping through the coloring book until she landed on a cute picture of a puppy sniffing a flower, a friendly bee perched on one petal.

“Would you like to color this one in, Lee?” Monika asked, gently.

Swallowing, Lena slowly nodded. She’d known Monika for almost her whole life, and yet she seemed to be taking to this… so easily. Her voice was soft, like the one you’d use for a child, and then Lena blushed, realizing it wasn’t just ‘like’ that kind of voice - it was that kind of voice, and Monika was treating her like the little girl she and Mrs. Malone had agreed she’d be from now on.

Picking up a pink crayon, she began to carefully fill in the petals of the flower, sticking her tongue out a little as she focused on making sure she stayed inside the lines. Usually she’d be embarrassed to enjoy it so much, but somehow the diaper between her legs, and Monika’s clear acceptance made it easier to let go of her inhibitions.

Lena was so focused on choosing between the golden yellow and sunshine yellow crayons for her bee that she didn’t notice Monika’s hand reaching down to her backside.

“Eep!” Lena yelled, blushing as she felt her dry diaper being groped through her shorts. “M-Monika!”

“Sorry, Lee,” Monika replied, smiling bashfully. “Mom said I should, uh, check if you were wet…”

Lena pouted, but there was a flicker of warmth in her heart at the attention.

Of course, Lena wasn’t planning on using the diaper… She actually felt like she had a pretty strong bladder, other than when she was sleeping. It was sort of nice to pretend someone was keeping an eye on her to that extent, though.

When dinner came, Mrs. Malone apologized for not having a high chair for Lena, winking at her. Lena giggled weakly in return, finding herself fairly hungry as she climbed into her still adult-sized chair.

Dinner was garlic chicken with carrots and broccoli, cut into little bite-sized pieces for Lena. Lena stuck her tongue out at the sight of the broccoli, nudging it around with her fork, until she caught Mrs. Malone’s stern gaze.

“I expect you to eat all your vegetables today, kiddo,” she said, firmly. “No leaving the table until you’re all done.”

Lena pouted harder, but dutifully stabbed a piece of broccoli, popping it into her mouth and chewing. Monika and her mother both giggled, and Lena blushed as she swallowed, shifting in her seat, very aware of the soft padding against her backside.

“What did you two get up to while I was in the kitchen?” Mrs. Malone asked.

“Coloring,” Lena replied softly, through a mouthful of carrots.

“That’s right,” Monika said, smiling. “Lena did a really pretty coloring, Mom.”

“Ooo, is that true, Lena?” Mrs. Malone asked, and Lena swallowed her mouthful of chicken, nodding slowly.

“...Mine was a puppy with a flower,” she offered after a few seconds, with a sheepish smile. “...Do you wanna see it?”

“After dinner, cutiepie,” Mrs. Malone said, smiling. “We can put it up on the fridge, won’t that be nice?”

Lena nodded frantically, and dinner continued in unusual quiet as the ‘baby’ girl tried to finish her food as quickly as possible.

When they were done, Mrs. Malone came around and wiped Lena’s face with a napkin, chuckling at the piece of carrot that had gotten stuck to her chin. She finally let them get down from the table. Lena tried not to show her excitement as she rushed into the living room to grab her coloring.

“Wow!” Mrs. Malone said once Lena returned, sounding delighted. “What a beautiful picture!”

Lena knew it was just the kind of thing you said to little kids to make them feel good - she looked at her page, perfectly neat, within the lines… Mrs. Malone didn’t really think she  had created a masterpiece, Lena reminded herself, and it would be silly and childish to blush and wiggle at praise over a coloring picture that anybody could have done.

...So why was she doing exactly that, then? Lena couldn’t help but grin as Mrs. Malone said she would put it up on the fridge, feeling proud of herself in a way that achieving academically hadn’t made her feel in years.

***

After dinner, they sat on the couch (the one Lena hadn’t piddled on, although she could see it on the other side of the room, that stained cushion - and blushed, shyly, remembering how it got her into this situation), watching a Bizney movie. Monika sat on her left, and Mrs. Malone sat on the right, all three comfortably sitting together.

Lena started out happily sandwiched between the two of them, but after a short while, Mrs. Malone lifted her arm and put it around her, snuggling her close. Lena tensed initially, and then relaxed, melting into her motherly embrace. After a few moments, she found her head sliding into Mrs. Malone’s lap, nuzzling against her belly.

Mrs. Malone’s hand slid down between her thighs and casually squeezed her dry diaper. Lena blushed, hiding her face in Mrs. Malone’s shirt as she thoroughly checked for dampness.

“Still dry,” Mella said, sounding a little surprised. “Good job, little one.”

Lena nodded in embarrassment, trying to pretend she was watching the movie.

Halfway through, she sat up, feeling a nagging pressure in her bladder.

“Mm… Mrs. M? Could you pause the movie?” she asked, standing up and stretching her stiff legs.

“Sure,” Mrs. Malone said, grabbing the remote. “Where are you going?”

Lena froze at that question, biting her lip. She could feel Monika watching her, as she finally replied:

“The… bathroom?”

Mrs. Malone chuckled, shaking her head.

“Sweetie, you’re wearing your bathroom,” she said, smiling.

Monika looked embarrassed, but didn’t say anything, and Lena gulped, trying to decide what to say.

She could tell Mrs. Malone to forget it, and call the whole thing off…

She could… wet herself… on purpose...

...Or maybe she could just hold it until after everyone went to bed and then sneak into the toilet.

“...I-I’m okay,” Lena squeaked, sitting back on the couch.

Mrs. Malone just chuckled as she hit play on the remote again, smirking whenever she noticed stubborn Lena squirming or biting her lip. By the time the movie was finished, she was bouncing her leg, glancing anxiously around the room.

“Okay, kiddos,” Mrs. Malone said, switching the TV off. “Bedtime!”

‘Yes!’ Lena thought, grinning. ‘If everybody’s going to bed, I can sneak out and use the bathroom.’

And she found she really, really needed it, too. She wasn’t anywhere near as desperate as she had been earlier, when Travis saw her… having an accident. But it wouldn’t be too long before she was that desperate…

As she stood up, she noticed two things - the first was that it was very early for them to go to bed - it was only 9. The second was that Monika stayed seated on the coach, playing with her phone.

“C’mon, Mon,” Lena said, pulling her arm. “It’s time for bed.”

Monika looked up and chuckled fondly.

“Lee, Mom means it’s bedtime for the little kids - that means you.”

“What!”

Lena crossed through several emotions before she spoke. First, surprise, and the feeling of embarrassment she got from being wrong about something, always priding herself on working things out quickly…

Secondly, annoyance, anger, even, at being told it was her bedtime, and that she, a grown woman, was being sent to bed at nine pm, closely followed by sheepish embarrassment of a different kind as she felt the diaper on her bottom and remembered her ‘place’, that she’d agreed to.

Then acceptance… of a kind. Okay, so nobody else would be asleep - it shouldn’t be too hard to sneak out of bed and into the bathroom, right?

“I’m going to go get out your pjs,” Mrs. Malone said. “Lena, you be ready to go when I get back, okay?”

Lena nodded, frowning as she squirmed slightly. Now Mrs.Malone had left the room, all she could think about was going to the potty... But she'd have to wait... At least she could wriggle about and relieve a little bit of the tension inside her...

"Wow, you really need to go to the toilet, huh?" Monika said, giggling. "Why don't you just... go?"

Lena blushed furiously. She'd almost forgotten Monika was sitting there. Still... she'd seen her now.

"I, I can't! That's... gross," she said, uncertainly.

In truth she wasn't sure it was that gross. But it was what babies did! And she was no baby... Well, usually not, she thought as she winced again.

"Urine is sterile, Lee," Monika said. "And, besides, my Mom said she would change you..."

Lena's expression as she turned beet red and looked away provided an answer for her, and Monika rolled her eyes.

"How about you just let a little bit out, and then, if you're mostly dry in the morning, I bet she'll let you use the toilet?"

"Y-you think?" Lena said, whimpering a little.

"Yeah," Monika said, in a voice Lena knew but couldn't quite place - later she would realize it was the voice of an adult telling a not-quite-lie to get a child to behave.

"D...Don't look?" she whispered, and Monika giggled and closed her eyes.

Lena bit her lip, her knees together as she focused... It was... hard, to let go, hard to empty her bladder when she was standing above the carpet, every part of her saying with urgency that she was going to ruin it. Her body didn't understand she was wearing a diaper, and she strained for several seconds before the dam finally burst and she began to wet.

She planned to only let out a short burst, but once Lena felt the relief of emptying her bladder just a little, she couldn't just stop. She gave a soft moan as she felt the padding growing wetter, gasping after a few seconds and squeezing her muscles shut. Trembling, Lena reached a hand between her legs and groped at the diaper.

"...Oh no."

"What's wrong?" Monika asked, opening her eyes. "...Did you go too much by accident?"

Lena nodded reluctantly, looking like she was on the verge of tear. She felt truly stupid and embarrassed. How could she think she could get away with wetting 'just a little'! How could she be so weak and useless that she couldn't shut it off in time. Whimpering, she let a single tear drip down her cheeks, and Monika stood up to cuddle her, tightly.

"Shh, shh, don't worry, Lee," Monika said, reassuringly. "It's alright. Maybe you can earn the bathroom back tomorrow, instead?"

"Y-you think?" Lena asked, hopefully. She knew she sounded like a little kid right now, her voice soft and quavering, but she clung to Monika, barely caring.

"I bet... Now... do you still need to go?"

Shyly, Lena nodded, looking down at the floor.

"Then how about you let it out, kiddo. I bet that diaper's not full yet," Monika smiled, patting Lena's crinkly bottom before she pulled away, holding her hand. "Just take a deep breath... and relax."

Lena swallowed. And then re-opened the floodgates. It was easier since she'd been wetting before, and her grateful bladder instantly released a torrent of urine that burst out, into the diaper. She felt the padding between her legs soaking it up, spreading all the way to her rump as she continued peeing, finally finishing with a sigh...

...And then a gasp, as she realized the diaper was no longer soaking up her pee. Instead it was leaking out of the legcuffs, leaving crescent shaped leak marks between her legs. She whimpered, first squeezing her legs together - and then gasping again as she realized that only forced more urine out of the sodden diaper.

"What?" Monika said, catching Lena's concerned expression, and then gasping as she looked down at her crotch. "Oh... my God! I'm so sorry Lee, that's totally my fault!"

Lena sniffled, feeling that the last of it had soaked into her shorts. They'd need to be washed, but at least none had dribbled onto the carpet. The relief of an empty bladder was nothing to the humiliation of being in a leaky diaper, in front of her best friend, and Lena didn't know what else to do but reach out for a hug, that Monika was quick to provide, cuddling her shorter friend to her chest like she wasn’t wearing a swollen container of her own pee.

“What’s going on in here, girls?” Mrs. Malone asked as she returned. “Oh!”

Lena had stepped away from Monika, and now Mrs. Malone could easily see the wet marks her leak had made on her shorts. Lena blushed and looked at her feet, before she felt Mrs. Malone’s arms around her.

“That’s okay, little tyke, I wasn’t expecting you to stay dry anyway… Come on, let’s go,” she said, taking Lena’s hand.

“Night, Lee,” Monika said as she was led away.

“Night, Mon.”

***

“I really think I’ll need to order higher capacity diapers,” Mrs. Malone said with a sigh, as she put Lena’s soggy shorts to one side to be washed later. “You’ve soaked right through these.”

Lena blushed, not saying anything as Mrs. Malone untaped her diaper. She didn’t want to say she’d been planning to sneak off to the toilet later, or that she’d only meant to let a little bit out. Somehow it seemed better to pretend that she had control of her bladder enough to decide to just wet completely, rather than admit she’d tried and failed to only let a little bit out.

“Ah!” she gasped, brought out of her thoughts as the cold wipes touched her skin.

Her face flushed pink as the older woman wiped her privates and bottom clean, but Mrs. Malone didn’t bat an eyelid, humming gently to herself as she cleaned her to a satisfactory level. It was comforting, in a way, that she didn’t blush or look nervous herself. It made the whole thing feel… safe. Nice. Like a job, but maybe a pleasant one? One you did for your children, because you loved them.

“Bottom up,” Mrs. Malone ordered, and Lena lifted hers, the soggy diaper being replaced by a nice new dry one… and then another was slid underneath that, too.

“We’ll have to double up,” Mrs. Malone explained, as she used tiny scissors to snip holes in the outer cover of the first diaper. “Until we get the new ones.”

Lena didn’t say anything, not sure how she felt about her diapers - which she already found far too noticeable - being made thicker and poofier… But also, on some level enjoying the lack of choice, knowing how she felt about it didn’t matter.

Finally Mrs. Malone taped the diaper up tightly around her hips, and then also did the second one. The extra bulk was immediately obvious, and Lena glanced down at herself, noticing how poofy her crotch was. She patted the diaper curiously, as Mrs. Malone bagged up the used one - then chuckled when she saw what Lena was doing.

“Think that’ll keep you dry, kiddo?” she asked, and Lena shyly nodded.

“Uh huh,” she replied. “What’s for ‘jamas?”

Somehow Mrs. Malone just had a way of making her go into that headspace, so easily. The one where she was a little child depending on an adult to look after her. Maybe it was because she seemed so happy to do it - Lena could really believe that for Mrs. M, looking after her children was a privilege, not a burden.

“How about you sleep in just a diaper and t-shirt, hm?” Mrs. Malone said. “It seemed like your pjs were buried pretty deep, so I couldn’t find them when I looked… Here, let me get this…”

She leaned over and easily unhooked Lena’s bra through her shirt, casually reaching into the armhole to pull it off one shoulder, and then the other. It was amazing how breezily she did those things, Lena thought, as she felt her small breasts hang free.

“That okay?”

“Yes, thank you,” Lena said, softly, as she squirmed under the covers, looking up at Mella as she collected her things. “Night night, Mrs. M.”

Mrs. Malone smiled in that loving, wistful way again.

“Night night, sweetheart,” she said softly, and then, after a pause. “Love you.”

“Love you too,” Lena replied, honestly, and Mrs. Malone seemed to smile extra wide before she switched off the light, leaving the room with the door just slightly ajar, so the hallway light illuminated Lena’s room slightly.

And, despite the early hour, Lena fell asleep easily, for the first time in months.




Chapter 5

The unfortunate thing about falling asleep at 9, was that you tended to wake up at 5, instead of a reasonable hour.

At least, Lena suspected it was probably about 5. The sun was still down outside, but no matter how much she tossed and turned to try to get back to sleep, she just couldn’t. Sighing, she resigned herself to staring up at the ceiling. She supposed she could have gotten up out of bed, but then Mrs. Malone might have told her off.

She let her fingers trace over the warm sheets below her, swishing her hands back and forth. Every so often she would brush against the plastic side of her diaper with her thumb, noticing the smooth texture.

Lena could tell it was wet. She could also tell, just by groping the front of her padded crotch, that that wetness hadn’t spread much into the second diaper. She frowned - Mrs. Malone had been right, it had stopped any leaks.

As she prodded around her groin, noticing the feeling of her wet diaper, the soaked sap pressed against her genitals, she became aware that if she pressed or rubbed in certain ways, the sodden diaper rubbed between her folds, stimulating her clit. Biting her lip in embarrassment and concentration, she pressed her palm flat against the diaper, grinding the ball of it into the wet padding, rubbing up and down against her rapidly stiffening nub.

“I’m a naughty baby girl,” she muttered to herself, her cheeks very pink as she masturbated herself through her diaper, the room silent except from the rustling, soft gasps, and the sound of the bed squeaking.

Without even trying, Lena found herself fantasizing… Travis came into her mind unbidden, and she whimpered as she imagined him, finding her like this. What would he say? She bit her lip harder, imagining it. Would he be upset, or…

… No, of course not. He’d be excited, aroused. He’d check her diaper, and his cock would spring into life, his hands groping and fondling her.

“What a naughty baby,” he’d murmur, as he slid his hand between her legs, grinding the diaper against her folds.

Lena moaned softly as her hips arched towards the stimulation of her own hand rubbing and stroking, massaging her excited clit through the thick diapers. Her lower body rocked, slowly at first, then more and more eagerly as the pleasure built, her mouth open in ecstacy as she imagined Travis’ strong arms holding her, Travis’ hard cock throbbing against her, Travis’ hand that was touching her there.

Lena had thought that wearing diapers would have a nullifying effect, making her feel like she was in permanent chastity. And with Mrs. Malone, it was true, to an extent - being diapered could be exciting, thrilling even, but there was no sexual arousal. Mrs. Malone was like her Mom, for real, even before all this.

But imagining her crush there, seeing her, accepting all of her, it drove her wild. She moaned, gasped, panted as she rocked urgently against the wet padding, imaging Travis urging her on with ‘good girl’s and ‘such a naughty little one’s, stroking himself as he helped her grind her way towards the approaching edge that she’d soon fling herself off of.

“Mmmf!”

Lena bit her lip to muffle herself as she came, her eyes rolling back in her head as she shuddered. Her sweet spot throbbed with pleasure, rolling over her, engulfing her as she rocked her hips, moaning softly, riding out her orgasm, imagining Travis holding her through it. It felt so good, so good, she couldn’t believe cumming in her diapers could feel this amazing.

The orgasm finally began to ebb, and she sagged onto the bed, sighing gently. The afterglow flowed through her veins and she smiled in a sleepy, satisfied way as she lay there, panting on the bed.

Several minutes later, she discovered she could, in fact, fall back to sleep now.

***

Just before breakfast that morning, Mrs. Malone checked her exposed diaper carefully, sliding a finger into the legcuff like it was no big deal as Lena stood there, blushing and looking away.

“Hmm,” Mella said, wiping her finger off on her skirt. “Soggy, but not soaked, huh?”

She squeezed the crotch of Lena’s diaper to emphasize her point, and Lena nodded shyly, agreeing. She was pretty sure she was wetter than she had been when she woke up originally, but she was still pretty dry in her second layer.

“Well, I’ll change you after breakfast then, okay?”

Lena looked down the stairs, thinking about walking into the dining area with just her diapers and a t-shirt on. Frowning, she nodded slowly, tugging her t-shirt down and then sighing and giving up when it completely failed to hide anything.

“Do I get pants?” she asked, hopefully.

“Not this morning, kiddo,” Mrs. Malone said, ushering her down the stairs. “I’ll dress you after your change.”

“Okay,” Lena mumbled, blushing furiously.

When she walked in, Monika was already at the table, eating breakfast and thumbing through her phone. She looked up as she heard Lena walk in, and her eyebrows went up just slightly - but then she just smiled kindly, waving slightly with the hand that held the slice of toast she was eating.

Lena took her seat beside Monika, smiling anxiously as she felt the hard wood of the chair squish the soggy diaper against her, her bare legs sticking to the varnished material as she shuffled forwards to the table, eep-ing slightly as Mrs. Malone pushed her in all the way.

“Oatmeal for breakfast, baby girl,” Mrs. Malone said, putting a bowl of the warm food in front of Lena and pecking her cheek. “Eat up… if you can feed yourself, that is…”

“I can so feed myself!” Lena protested, her voice squeaking, and Monika snickered this time, looking up and giving Lena a fond smile.

“You’re so cute, Lee,” she said, and Lena felt her cheeks burn, looking down at her bowl of very interesting oatmeal to distract herself.

“So,” Mrs. Malone said. “Me and Monika are going out today, Lena.”

“Oh… okay,” Lena said, softly, not sure why she wasn’t being included, but not wanting to push the issue.

“Why isn’t Lena coming?” Monika asked, frowning, pushing it for her.

“Because she’s a little baby, and they explicitly say not to bring any children under 2 on the boat ride around the lake.”

“I’m older than two!” Lena said, scowling as she nearly banged her fist on the table, pouting cutely.

Both Monika and Mrs. Malone looked over, and then laughed, smiling at her. Lena kept pouting, and they kept laughing, until she slowly let her eyes drift down to her chest, where a huge splatter of oatmeal had landed. She must have sent it flying onto herself when she was moving her hand. Blushing, Lena let a very small, sheepish smile form on her lips as she looked up at the two of them.

“Oops,” she said.

“It’s okay, baby,” Mrs. Malone said. “I’ll take you out of that shirt soon. In the meantime, I think maybe a grownup should feed you.”

Again it felt like Lena had a choice - inside, she felt the desperate call of her inner child, telling her to say yes, to let her every need be taken care of. She also felt the worried, frightened adult, telling her to say no, to refuse it, to be an adult.

Fortunately, Mrs. Malone made it clear a moment later she wasn’t giving Lena a choice - she was making a statement. Scooting her chair close to Lena, she scooped up a little oatmeal, making the spoon wiggle through the air towards Lena’s mouth.

“Here comes the choo-choo train! Open up, little one,” she cooed, and Lena giggled, parting her lips, forgetting to be grumpy any more.

Mrs. Malone treating her this way made things so much easier. It made it feel… right, to give in. Before the choice was deciding to ask to be fed, or feeding herself… Now it was allowing it to happen, or actively refusing. It was so much easier and nicer when she didn’t have to make a scary, confrontational choice, because Mrs. Malone would choose for her.

During breakfast, between making an airplane full of oatmeal swoop into Lena’s mouth, Mrs. Malone explained that Lena would have a babysitter while she was gone. For a moment, Lena felt the oatmeal get stuck in her throat, and she swallowed, worriedly.

“Don’t worry, sweetie,” Mrs. Malone said, seeing her expression. “The babysitter completely understands you’re a… bigger baby. It’s all okay, I promise.”

“A-alright,” Lena replied, nervously, not sure if she would like this new person anyway.

It was one thing for Monika to see her in diapers, they were practically family. But Lena hadn’t really thought about anybody else seeing her this way. Well, apart from Travis, she thought, with a distracted blush. But that was fantasy, and this was reality…

***

After breakfast, Mrs. Malone took Lena into her bedroom to change and dress her for the day. Once Lena was cleaned with the wipes, Mrs. Malone again insisted on double-diapering her, despite Lena’s protests.

“Sit up for me, little one,” Mrs. Malone said, helping her into a sitting position. “You want to look nice and cute for when your babysitter gets here.”

“I’m worried about the babysitter,” Lena admitted, biting her lip as Mrs. Malone picked out an outfit for her. “What if they think I’m… weird?”

“Sweetie, they’re going to see you like any other toddler, just a little bigger,” Mrs. Malone said reassuringly, lifting Lena’s feet to slide socks onto them.

Lena wriggled her toes playfully and giggled, before frowning, distracted again by her worries. Mrs. Malone’s ability to drag her down into a toddler headspace was very annoying, sometimes.

“What if they don’t like me?” Lena asked, frantically.

Mrs. Malone paused as she undid the fly on the shorts she’d picked out, considering that - and then, smirking.

“I can say with certainty they’ll like you,” she said, helping Lena to her feet to pull the shorts up.

“Why?”

“Because you’ve already met them, and apparently they certainly seemed to like you then.”

Lena furrowed her brow, trying to think of who that could be…

‘No…’ she thought, her eyes going wide.

“Mrs.Malone… you don’t mean… Travis, do you?”

“Mmmhmm,” Mrs. Malone said, smiling, as she pulled the shorts up. She had to tug rather hard to yank them over the thick double diapers Lena was wearing, the zip straining as she did it up.

Lena blushed, looking down at herself and patting the obvious bulge between her legs. There was no hiding that she was wearing diapers like this, she thought, with a groan. She obediently lifted her arms when Mrs. Malone asked, the loose t-shirt she put on her hanging down just a little, but not quite enough to cover her padded crotch.

“Good girl, Lena,” Mrs. Malone cooed, and Lena found herself smiling despite the embarrassment. “Now, sit on the bed for me a moment…”

Lena obediently sat down, watching Mrs. Malone curiously. She gulped as she saw her get the brush out, sitting on the bed behind her.

“You’re tense, pumpkin,” Mrs. Malone said, sounding concerned. “What’s the matter?”

As she spoke, she gently worked her fingers through Lena’s hair, softly. The tenderness felt good, but Lena still tensed further, dreading the inevitable tugging and yanking and complaints about her hair.

“It’s, it’s just my Mom used to always run the brush through really hard,” Lena said, voice uneven. “So, I always… I learned to just brush it myself.”

“Oh… Oh, that’s right,” Mrs. Malone said, putting the brush down for a moment. “You never let me brush your hair, even when you were very little. I just thought… Well, since you’re my little baby now, it seemed appropriate, but…”

“I, I want you to do it,” Lena said, quietly. “I… little girls in movies and stuff always get their hair brushed. I think it could be soothing, if, if you were gentle.”

“Of course,” Mrs. Malone said, smiling as she picked the brush back up again. “I would always be gentle with a delicate little cherub like you.”

Lena giggled, but then gasped, tensing as she felt the brush gently sliding through her hair. Mrs. Malone put her hand underneath the section she was brushing, and gently pulled the brush down through it. Lena waited for her to reach a knot, and drag the brush through it hard to get it out, and winced as she felt the brush snag, just slightly.

“Don’t worry, cutie,” Mrs. Malone said soothingly, lifting the brush up.

Gently, delicately, she went over the knot again and again, slowly working it out, without once tugging or yanking Lena’s scalp.

Lena was amazed. Mella used a feather-light touch, and, slowly but surely, Lena could tell her hair was being brushed free of tangles and kinks, silky smooth and soft as it fell down her neck.

Sighing and closing her eyes, Lena let herself relax, no longer afraid of the brush getting caught and being yanked painfully through her hair. Instead she shuffled closer to Mrs. Malone, enjoying the peaceful sensation of having her hair brushed, hearing the quiet noise of Mrs. Malone’s movements, feeling her solid, comforting presence at her back.

When she was finally done, Mrs. Malone hugged Lena gently from behind, and Lena was surprised to find tears in her eyes. There was something so special about being treated so tenderly, as if she was some precious thing that needed protecting from the cruel outside world.

Lena often felt that way, nowadays. But here with Mrs. Malone and her family, she almost forgot there was a cruel outside world she needed to worry about. She nestled under Mrs. Malone’s chin, resting against her bosom as she listened to the gentle thump of her heart, sighing softly.

“Love you,” she mumbled.

“I love you too, honey,” Mrs. Malone replied, wearing a soft smile of her own. “But I have to go out with the grownups today.”

Feeling her cheeks turn pink, Lena had to hide a tiny smile at that. It made her feel small in such a pleasant way, hearing Monika described as ‘bigger kids’. She was just a little baby, who didn’t need to worry about anything, not even learning colors or numbers, or going to school.

She frowned.

Definitely not going to school.

***

Travis arrived far more quickly than Lena had been expecting. She was playing with blocks at the coffee table when she heard the doorbell ring. Mrs. Malone instantly got up to answer it, and Lena stayed frozen, trembling nervously as she watched the hallway where Travis would soon appear.

Part of her wanted to run and hide, but she knew it wouldn’t solve anything. Instead, as he walked into the house, chatting happily with Mrs. Malone, Lena slunk further behind the coffee table, trying to hide her obviously diapered state for as long as possible. At least she’d avoided wetting it, so far, but now she almost regretted that, suddenly aware of her bladder again, and just how full it was.

“Anyway, thank you for coming, Travis,” Mrs. Malone said, happily. “Your money’s on the kitchen counter, make sure the little one gets a bottle before the evening, please?”

“You got it, ma’am,” Travis replied. Lena dared to look up at him, and he waved, making her blush and turn away.

“Goodbye, Lena,” Mrs. Malone said, leaning down and kissing her cheek, while Monika waved, smirking… and then winking as she turned the corner, making Lena flush in a different way.

The door closed, and everything was silent.

Travis was the first to speak.

“So, you’re a lot shyer than I remember,” Travis said, walking around the coffee table to sit at the couch.

Lena tried to frantically shuffle away, but Travis had already taken a seat by the time she’d managed to wriggle a few inches - he was looking down at her, smirking, the light glinting off his glasses in a way that made him look cocky and intellectual. Lena told herself not to swoon, but she felt her pulse race disobediently.

“What’s the matter?”

Lena flushed, looking at the floor, shyly, before she spoke:

“I, I didn’t think you’d… I didn’t want you to see me like this,” Lena said, and then blinked as something occurred to her.

“Wait… If Mrs. Malone’s gone, then. We can both act normal, right?” Lena asked, sounding hopeful as she stood up, tugging the shirt down to cover her diapers. “Let me just go and get the… you know… off.”

Travis grabbed her wrist, and while it made her heart flutter, Lena frowned.

“No, Lena,” he said, softly. “I’m being paid to babysit. That’s what I’m going to do.”

Lena scowled, her cheeks pink. She stepped back, and Travis let go of her wrist, although he raised his eyebrow as if to say ‘really now?’

“Travis, c’mon,” Lena said, frowning. “We’re both adults. Let’s just-”

“We’re not both adults,” Travis said, coolly. “You’re a little girl.”

Hearing him talk that way excited her for some reason, his voice almost rumbling, a contrast to his usual gentle, lilting tone. It turned her on, she had to admit, but she couldn’t let herself turn to goo just because he had a hot voice…

“I’m nineteen,” Lena hissed, frowning, folding her arms across her chest.

“In that outfit you look more like two,” Travis said, nodding at her crotch. Lena looked down, flustered, realizing he could see for himself the massive bulge under her clothes.

Angrily, Lena yanked down the zip on her shorts, trying vainly to shove them down past the bulk of her diapers. When she finally managed it, she grinned triumphantly, looking up at Travis with a mischievous grin.

“Lena,” he said, frowning. “Don’t take your diaper off, young lady.”

Lena rolled her eyes, grabbing a tape. Travis stood up off of the couch. Lena could feel the tension in the room, swallowing hard as her heart pounded in her chest as her fingers tensed…

And then ripped the first tape off, along with some of the side panel of the diaper, ruining it.

“Oops,” she said, blinking, as she stared at the chunk of plastic in her hands. “Tr- eep!”

Travis had moved quickly, and with surprising strength he was lifting Lena up, over his shoulder. She was too surprised to even react - where was he hiding those muscles?! Before she could do or say anything, she was over his lap, and she felt both diapers being ripped away from her backside, revealing her bare bottom. She gasped, heart pounding, not sure what was going on - until she felt Travis’ hand slap her backside.

Lena screeched, kicking her feet wildly.

“Ow! Stop, stop! What are you- OW!”

Travis had spanked her again, harder, and Lena trembled, feeling her whole body coursing with adrenaline, and curiously, arousal. She squirmed, but it didn’t matter - she was held in place, helpless, unable to do anything to stop another hard swat landing on her backside and making her cry out.

“I’m spanking a naughty little girl,” Travis explained, with uncharacteristic gruffness. “Who was trying to take her diapers off.”

Lena opened her mouth to protest, but the air was knocked out of her as soon as she tried, Travis spanking her backside hard, and then again, making her whimper and squeeze her eyes shut, her glowing bottom already sore.

“Pl, please stop,” she gasped, her voice cracking, but Travis apparently wasn’t going to be dissuaded so easily, and as his palm slapped against Lena’s tender backside, she let out a helpless sob.

“I, I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” she finally said, whimpering and whining as tears pricked at the corners of her eyes.

“Why are you sorry?” Travis asked, smacking Lena’s bottom again and making her shudder.

“I… I don’t know!” Lena said, whimpering. “I’m, I’m a grown-up, Travis, I- ow ow ow!!!”

Lena found herself unable to speak, gnashing her teeth and kicking her legs as Travis brought his palm down again and again on her backside with quick, stinging precision. Lena sobbed, the pain breaking her pride, her barriers, trembling across Travis’ lap as she submitted to her punishment, feeling the tension rush out of her.

A particularly forceful slap jolted her bladder, and Lena yelped in shock as she felt herself emptying it into the diaper, sniffling and whimpering with humiliation.

The spanking seemed to go on forever. Lena no longer felt proud and adult, she felt like a little girl being disciplined by her babysitter. She sobbed helplessly across Travis’ lap, knowing she couldn’t make it stop, couldn’t decide for herself when the punishment was good enough. When he finally paused, Lena sniffed and wiped her eyes, hurriedly, before he swatted her again.

“I, I’m sow- I’m sorry, Travis,” Lena mumbled, red on both sets of cheeks as she looked back at him, eyes glistening. “I’m sorry I was a naughty girl.”

“Why were you being so naughty, Lena?” Travis said, spanking her once more to punctuate his sentence.

“Ow! B-because… I wanted to a-act like a big girl and make you think I was grown up…” Lena replied, blushing, yelping again at another swat - and then breathing heavily, face red, as Travis paused for a moment, stroking and caressing her red hot backside.

“And are you a grown-up, Lena?” Travis asked, softly. “Do you want to be… Really?”

Lena mumbled something into her hands, and then shrieked as Travis swatted her several times.

“Speak up!”

“N-no! No… I’m not a grownup,” Lena admitted, blubbering like the helpless baby girl she was.

“...And I don’t wanna be,” she added in a whisper. “...I just thought maybe you would wan’ me to be…”

“Why would I want that?” Travis asked, stroking her backside gently.

Lena gulped, and then sighed - she’d just been spanked over his lap while wetting her diaper. If that hadn’t made things too awkward between them, nothing would…

“I thought you um… Liked me. Like in a grown-up way?” Lena said, softly. “...I hoped you might… do stuff… with me.”

“I do like you that way,” Travis said, with a chuckle.

He pulled the back of Lena’s diapers up once more, tutting at how the outer diaper slipped down with a side missing, and then sat the bemused girl up on his lap.

“Lena, you’re a baby girl, but you have a big girl body,” Travis explained, his voice low and seductive. “I’m here to take care of you… In baby girl ways…”

“...And big girl ways?” Lena finished, hopefully, wiping away the last of her tears.

“That’s right,” Travis said, smiling.

Lena gave a wobbly smile. The spanking had taken a lot out of her, and her bottom was still smarting. She reached back to rub it, pouting.

“You spank really hard, Travis,” she said, huffing. “My butt’s really owie now…”

“Well you were being a bad little girl,” Travis said, chuckling. “But I’m sorry for your sore butt. Maybe I can kiss it better?”

His hand slid down between her legs, finding her soggy, soaked diaper. The drugstore padding clearly showed her wetness even through two layers, and he chuckled softly.

Lena squirmed uncomfortably as he groped the mass of padding between her legs, face beet red at the embarrassing situation - diapered, wet, and sitting on her crush’s lap.

“Looks like you’ll need a change, first,” he remarked. “Usually you could stay in this one a little longer, but since you ripped the side off…”

“Sorry,” Lena said, bashfully.

“I’m not.”

Travis helped her gently down onto the floor, and then left the room to get changing supplies. Lena worried for a moment she’d have to direct him, not really sure where Mrs. Malone kept everything - but apparently she’d told Travis, because he returned a few moments later carrying a pack of wipes and a fresh diaper.

Kneeling between her legs, Travis peeled away the remaining diaper tapes. Lena looked away, biting her lip. She was embarrassed, but also… excited. It felt like her fantasy from last night was coming true…

“Ahh!”

Lena gasped at the feeling of the cold wipes against her wet flushed skin. Travis carefully cleaned her off, sliding a finger between her folds. He took his time, tickling her nub with slow semi-circles, trailing down to her slick entrance. The wipe-covered digit teased at entering Lena’s vaginal opening - and then pulled away, to clean her outer folds.

“Nmf…” she grumbled softly, the anticipation of wondering when Travis would touch her next, and how far it would go.

Lena had never been so aroused in her life, and not just because she’d never let a boy see her pussy before. Travis was completely in control. He decided when, where, and if Lena felt pleasure, and she couldn’t help but rock her hips upwards in anticipation.

Smiling, Travis took the opportunity to pull the used diaper away. He gave her mound and backside one last wipe over with a fresh wipe, and then wrapped it and the other used wipes inside the soggy padding, ready to throw away.

“Where is it sore, cutie?” Travis asked, sliding his hand under her bottom and stroking at the tender redness left by her spanking.

“Ah-hh… It’s owie right there,” Lena said, pouting cutely. “Please kiss it better, Mr. Travis?”

Travis gave a suppressed grunt of lust, but he dutifully lowered his head, planting a chaste kiss on her lower bottom. She gasped - his dry lips felt cool against her pink backside, and the contact so close to her slit made her head spin with excitement.

“How’s that?” Travis said with a smirk as he sat up.

“It’s… still owie,” Lena said, unable to hide her own smirk, looking guiltily away - feeling like a naughty girl. “Higher up.”

“Here?” Travis asked, sliding the hand on her bottom up, to the very edge of her upper thigh.

Lena shook her head.

“No,” she said, softly. “...Higher.”

Grinning, Travis slid his hand right up, between her thighs. It rested on her mound as he raised an eyebrow questioningly.

“Yes,” Lena said, nodding. “R-right there.”

“I don’t remember spanking here,” Travis said, smirking, as he slowly removed his glasses.

Lena opened her mouth to give a witty response - but before she could, Travis’ head was between her thighs.

She gasped quietly as she felt his lips pressed against her slit, then again, peppering the soft skin between her legs with kisses. Lena’s heart pumped, blood surging downwards as Travis gently pulled her folds apart with gentle fingers, his tongue sliding between them, stiff and trembling, curiously tasting her wetness.

“Mmmm,” they both said together;Travis as his tongue delved deeper, finding Lena’s musky but sweet juices delectable; Lena as she bit her lip from the building pleasure between her thighs.

Travis seemed uncertain, but eager, kissing and licking between her folds. He found her stiffening clit, and swirled his tongue around until Lena was gasping and moaning, and her lovebutton was throbbing and erect. As his mouth moved, she followed with her hips, subtly guiding him to all her sweet spots…

“Ah!! Nmm… th-there,” Lena moaned, as Travis’ tongue brushed against her entrance. “Please…”

Travis complied, and Lena curled her toes in pleasure as he slid his tongue just a little way inside. The warm, wet organ pressed upwards, rubbing against Lena’s g-spot and making her shriek softly with delight. He did it again, and again, fucking her with his tongue as his lips brushed and teased her excited clit.

Feeling her orgasm slowly approaching, Lena panted, hips rocking softly up towards the mouth of the wonderful boy who was pleasuring her. Self-conscious, she bit her lip to try and muffle the sounds of pleasure, but found she couldn’t keep the noises in. Grunting and moaning, her whole face turned red as she arched her back, pushing more and more towards the source of her delight, Travis’ beautiful, wonderful mouth.

“Nnnn… YES!” Lena cried out, convulsing with pleasure as she pushed her wet slit against Travis tongue and lips as he kept them moving, stimulating her as she rode out an earth-shattering orgasm.

Lena’s vocalisations became completely incoherent, thrashing and moaning as Travis tried vainly to keep up, swiping between her folds whenever he could as she came violently. Her hips continued to pump against nothing as her cunny pulsed with pleasure, squeezing and clenching… Until finally, she gave one final moan, and slowly dropped her rear to the ground.

“Ow!” she said, jerking them back up.

“What’s wrong?” Travis asked, between pants of his own, wiping his mouth. “Did I hurt you?”

“Yes, you did,” Lena said, and let Travis’ concerned look linger for a moment before she giggled. “The spanking, remember? My butt’s still sore…”

“Oh…” Travis smiled, relieved. “I did okay with the…”

“Um…” Lena blushed, but slowly nodded. “...Yes. Definitely. Thank you.”

Clearly proud of himself, Travis slid the new diaper under Lena’s bottom, which she lifted lazily. Her cheeks still flushed from the recent orgasm, they only turned redder as Travis taped the diaper up around her hips.

“Hmm,” he said, frowning, and then looked at the balled up diapers beside him. “...Lena, am I supposed to put an extra one on you?”

Lena screwed her eyes shut in humiliation, but nodded curtly, hearing Travis get up and leave the room. When he returned, the used diapers were gone, and he was carrying a second fresh one.

And a knife.

Lena’s eyes bugged out seeing it, and Travis laughed at her reaction.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “It’s to cut slits in the first one. So all your peepee runs through.”

“Oh…” Lena said, peering down between her thighs as Travis carefully slashed the outer plastic of her current diaper. “...I don’t remember Mrs Malone doing that.”

“She should,” Travis replied, sliding the new diaper underneath, two layers of padding crinkling loudly underneath Lena. “Otherwise it’ll all just flood out the legholes.”

Lena didn’t say anything, just reflected on how surreal this whole situation was. Being put into not one, but two diapers, by the boy she had a crush on… And while her best friend’s Mom treated her like baby. It was so weird… But for some reason, it made her happy.

“Fanku, Twavis,” she said, lisping babyishly as he sat her up, diaper back on. “What’re we gonna do now?”

“Why don’t we watch some TV?”

Lena followed him back onto the couch, snuggling into his arms, still feeling the afterglow running through her veins. She nuzzled against his chest, not bothering to ask for her shorts back, strangely unashamed even though her diapers were completely uncovered.

Maybe she could have her cake and eat it too, she thought, as the Sesame Street theme song began to play.




Chapter 6

When Mrs. Malone came home that evening, Lena couldn’t decide if she was happy to see her surrogate mother, or sad that Travis had to go. It was strange how much things could change in less than a day - the idea that she’d been upset to see Travis earlier that morning seemed ludicrous now.

When Mrs. Malone changed Lena’s diaper before bedtime that evening, she pried for information about how the day had gone, smirking when she saw Lena’s face turn pink.

“Oooo,” she said, as she powdered Lena’s diaper area. “Did you kiss him, baby girl?”

“...Maybe,” Lena said, flushing, not wanting to admit exactly what happened. “...Is that okay?”

Mrs. Malone chuckled, making sure both layers of diapers lined up correctly as she pulled them up into place.

“You’re my babygirl, but I know you’re a big girl too,” she said, echoing what Travis had said yesterday. “I think it’s just fine if you have a little boyfriend as well.”

Lena just blushed, her diaper being taped up snugly for bed. She was glad Mrs. Malone approved of Travis. Heck, she was glad she even cared enough to take an interest. Her real parents certainly wouldn’t have...

Just after Lena had said goodnight and got her bedtime kiss on the forehead, Mrs. Malone paused in the doorway, remembering something.

“Oh, by the way,” she said, grinning. “There’s a special package coming tomorrow. I paid extra for fast delivery.”

“Diapers?” Lena asked, curiously. It was a little embarrassing to admit even to herself, but she was interested to see what diapers that didn’t come from a store were like…

“Mmm, and some other stuff,” Mrs. Malone said. “You’ll see in the morning. Night, sweetie!”

“Night!” Lena called, but Mrs. Malone had already left - leaving the crinkly babygirl to ponder what exactly Mrs. Malone had ordered for her…

***

“Morning, babygirl,” Mrs. Malone said as Lena wandered into the kitchen, sniffing the air.  Mrs. Malone was making pancakes and bacon at the stove, and Monika was already sitting up, waiting for her serving.

“Mmmnnf,” Lena replied, as she took her seat, not even bothering to ask for a change.

She hadn’t slept very well at all, despite going to bed early. She kept waking up every so often with her tummy aching and clenching… Lena could tell she needed to use the bathroom, and not for something she was comfortable using her diapers for.

She also suspected that Mrs. Malone expected her to use her diapers for everything - and Lena didn’t want to ask, to confirm it.

So Lena was a cranky baby that morning, frowning and pouting even as Mrs. Malone fed her bite-sized pieces of bacon and pancake, trying to ignore the occasional gurgling of her guts.

She only had 4 more days to go… she could make it that long.

...Right?

***

The doorbell went right after breakfast.

“Oh! Monika, could you get that? I’m just cleaning Lena’s face…” Mrs. Malone said, as Lena scrunched her face up, enduring the dampened kitchen towel that was being used to wipe away the stickiness on her cheeks.

“There… all done,”  Mrs. Malone finally said, both of them looking up at the sound of a *thump* from the living room.

“Mom, this is a huge box!”

Monika’s voice carried from the other room, and she sounded out of breath as if the box had taken a lot of effort to lift. Lena swallowed - did diapers really take up that much space?

“Oo, let’s go see what you’ve got,” Mrs. Malone said, pulling Lena’s chair backwards with a faint squeaking noise so the diapered girl could hop down.

She couldn’t hold in a gasp as she saw the enormous brown cardboard box in the center of the living room. Lena approached it like a nervous animal, walking all around it curiously before she sat on the floor, resting her padded rear on the back of her ankles.

“Do you have a knife, Mom?” Monika asked, after unsuccessfully tugging at the multiple strips of tape sealing the diapers in. “I can’t get it open…”

Mrs. Malone gently patted Lena’s head before she left in the direction of the kitchen. In short order (after Lena was encouraged to stand well back), a sharp knife slid through the tape holding the box closed. Monika pulled it open, revealing fat packages of diapers, some white, some brightly colored, and some see-through - so Lena (and everybody else!) could see the patterned adult baby diapers inside.

“How many did you get?!” Monika asked, her jaw hanging open.

“Quite a lot,” Mrs. Malone admitted. “I bought a pack of every kind they had on the site. I like the idea of trying several different brands to see what the baby prefers.”

Lena flushed, knowing Mrs. Malone meant her. Monika began pulling packages of diapers out, stacking them beside her. Lena’s eyes scanned the packages, blushing brighter and brighter with each one. Cushies, Tykables, Crinklz… Many of the brands and their packages looked just like real baby diapers, just sized up.

As Monika got to the back of the package, there were more things that didn’t look like diapers, wrapped in clear plastic bags of their own. A set of three adult-sized pacifiers, with silicone nipples. A pair of denim shortalls. Some extra large bibs. Some of those little suits babies wore with snap crotches - onesies? Lena was pretty sure those were onesies… or bodysuits, maybe.

“You really went all out,” Monika muttered in disbelief, shaking her head. “I guess you’re serious about this.”

“Of course I am,” Mrs. Malone said, smiling. “...I just want to keep little Lena a happy baby girl.”

She pulled Lena close to her with one arm, snuggling for a moment before patting her soggy bottom. Lena smiled sheepishly, having wet a little more since she got up, her doubled-diapers saggy and full by now. Mrs. Malone smiled back, knowingly.

“Which one should we try first? How about… this?”

Mrs. Malone picked out a see-through package of diapers with green and blue sides, and cute diapered animals all over. Lena nodded softly, unable to deny she thought that the designs were very, very cute.

“Hm…” Mrs. Malone pondered for a moment. “I think you need a bath first, babygirl… Monika, how about you get the baby washed, while I pack everything for us to go out?”

Lena’s head whipped around to Monika, eyes wide. Her best friend hadn’t protested so far, but asking her to bathe her and treat her like a toddler too seemed like it might be going too far. Instinctively, Lena jumped in, trying to avoid offending her friend or making her do something she didn’t want to.

“Y-you don’t have to,” she said, softly, blushing. “If it would be weird?”

“Lena, c’mon,” Monika said, an amused expression on her face. “I’ve seen you naked before.”

“That was different,” Lena said, red-faced and uncertain.

Monika shrugged, smiling, and the matter seemed to be put to bed. As Mrs. Malone headed to the kitchen again, Monika stood up with Lena, and they both began to walk towards the bathroom.

After a few steps, Monika’s hand found Lena’s, and squeezed it lovingly.

***

“It’ll take a few minutes to fill up,” Monika said, over the roar of rushing water filling the bath. “So sit down on the potty while we wait.”

Obediently, Lena sat on the closed toilet lid, feeling her diaper squish underneath her. Embarrassed, she silently thought she probably made quite a picture - a full-grown 19 year old sitting on top of the toilet, with a thick, wet diaper around her bottom and between her legs, her urine soaking the padding there instead of flowing into the toilet bowl.

Monika grunted softly as she stood back up, having poured some bubble bath into the swirling water a moment ago, mixing it with her hand.

“Smells nice, huh?” Monika said, smiling as she stretched her back.

“Y-yeah,” Lena said, uncertainly. “...Mon… Are you really okay with this?”

“Running you a bath?”

“N-no… I mean,” Lena swallowed. “Treating me like a baby? We both know I’m-”

“Lena,” Monika said, chuckling. “Did I think it was weird at first? Yes, of course.”

Lena’s heart sank, and her sadness obviously showed on her face, because Monika rushed to continue.

“But! But… I’ve seen how much happier you are, since my Mom started treating you this way,” Monika added. “You really smile, you really seem to just enjoy life so much more.”

“I don’t know what’s been bugging you,” she continued. “But I can tell you haven’t been yourself lately, not in our calls, our texts, and not even back home. I wish you’d tell me-”

Lena’s expression turned to one of concern, and Monika raised her hands placatingly.

“...But only when you’re ready,” she said, smiling. “Until then… I can see how much this is helping. And if it makes my best friend happy, I want to support it, and do anything I can to help.”

“We’re still best friends?” Lena said, smiling tearfully. “Really?”

“Wellll,” Monika said, tapping her chin in faux-thoughfulness. “...More like sisters now, really.”

Lena’s heart swelled, and she jumped up eagerly, wrapping her arms around the taller girl in a hug that made Monika squeal with surprise and amusement. They cuddled for a moment, before Lena pulled back, shy once more. They both looked at each other, content with their new relationship, Lena reassured that she was wanted and loved, even like this.

“Bath’s ready,” Monika said, as she reached to turn the taps off. “Let’s get you in the tub…”

***

Lena’s bath was uneventful, but somehow that made it more special.

The everyday ritual of cleansing herself was being performed by somebody who loved her, somebody who saw her and treated her as a little child. The matter-of-fact-ness of it, the idea it wasn’t some weird departure from the norm but the usual proceedings because Lena was, now, for all intents and purposes, Monika’s baby sister, made her feel warm and fuzzy inside.

At one point Lena had misinterpreted a motion Monika made between her legs, brushing against her pussylips as she cleaned her, and spread them wide for a moment, looking up uncertainly. Did Monika still want to have that kind of relationship?

Monika’s uproarious laughter told Lena that she didn’t, and she promptly closed her legs, blushing. Monika explained she only saw her as a baby sister now, something that made Lena feel both a little disappointed, and very happy.

Out of the bath and wrapped in a soft pink towel, Lena was led out into the hall, where Mrs. Malone was waiting to take her to the bedroom to be diapered and dressed. She and Monika made small talk about how fussy ‘the baby’ had been, asking about her bath, how many diapers Mrs. Malone had packed…

Lena found that it was a uniquely infantile feeling to have people talking about her, not to her, even if the subject matter hadn’t been what it was. She stood, pigeon-toed and blushing, waiting for Mrs. Malone to lead her off.

“Come on, then, kiddo,” she finally said, putting an arm around Lena’s shoulders. “Let’s get you padded up and ready for the museum.”

“The museum?” Lena asked curiously as she was led into her bedroom. “What kind of museum?”

“It’s one made for kids,” Mrs. Malone explained, smiling. “It’s a ‘hands-on’ museum, so there should be lots of stuff for you to play with.”

“O-oh,” Lena said, nibbling her lip as she sat down on the bed, screwing her face up as Mrs. Malone undid the towel and rubbed her naked body all over, making sure she was dry. There was no erotic undertone at all, and soon Lena felt squeaky clean all over.

“Will they be okay with… me?” Lena asked, softly, once her skin was no longer damp.

“Mmhmm,” Mrs. Malone said, peeling open the fresh pack of diapers. “I’m sure of it. Now lay back down, okay?”

Lena was still nervous, but she felt a little reassured by what Mrs. Malone said. She lay back on the soft bed, nude, with the towel opened underneath her.

Even folded up, it was obvious once the new diaper had been pulled out that it was much, much thicker than the ones Lena was wearing now… even doubled. Lena gulped, feeling at once nervous and excited, her heart hammering in her chest as Mrs. Malone approached, unfolding the crinkly diaper as she did so.

The increased bulk was noticeable to Lena as soon as the diaper was slid under her backside, and when it was pulled up between her thighs, she could tell she wouldn’t be able to walk normally, it was so thick. As Mrs. Malone taped it up securely, Lena ran her hand down the front of the smooth, bulky plastic, almost in awe as she took in how much thicker it really was on her small frame.

People were bound to notice. Lena tried to work out how much that really bothered her, and how much she just felt like she should be bothered, but soon Mrs. Malone was lifting her up, ready to dress Lena in the cutesy outfit she’d picked out.

Lena obediently lifted her arms as Mrs. Malone carefully put a bra on her, something comfortable and unobtrusive. Lena worried for a moment about the idea of being a toddler with a bust, but she soon cast the thought aside. Mrs. Malone had made it clear that she thought of Lena as her baby, no matter how big or developed she was.

“This is going to look so precious,” Mrs. Malone said fondly as she pulled the stretchy cotton onesie down over Lena’s head.

It had a pattern of zoo animals on a white background, and felt just like the kind of material they used in babies’ clothes. Mrs. Malone pulled it down, snug across Lena’s chest, as she snapped it between the girl’s legs. It compressed the bulky diaper just slightly, which crinkled as each snap was done up.

She was embarrassed to admit it, but Lena found she enjoyed the feeling of the thick padding pressed up against her body. It was comforting and soft. Lena happily stuck her feet out so Mrs. Malone could pull a pair of cotton socks onto them.

Soon she was being dressed in the blue denim shortalls, surprised to find they had snaps along the legs, too.

“What are these for?” she asked, feeling them as Mella fastened the straps on her outfit.

“Diaper changes,” Mrs. Malone replied, and Lena blushed gently. “It’s easier to undo the snaps than take everything off.”

“Shall I do your hair for you now?” Mrs. Malone offered now that Lena was dressed, and Lena nodded gently.

Again she found herself completely soothed, the careful brushing relaxing her. A few times she tensed, still expecting the painful tugging that had inevitably gone hand in hand with having her hair brushed when she was little for real… But of course, it never came.

Lena sighed softly, feeling truly blessed. Her parents had never been perfect, but Mrs. Malone had been (almost). Now Lena was getting the chance to be a little girl again, with a woman who truly understood the love and affection children needed.

“There,” Mella finally said. “Would you like me to put your hair up in bunches?”

Lena nodded gently, and with a minimum of pulling and discomfort, her hair was soon in two need bunches, held in place by hot pink hair ties. As they were leaving, Lena caught a glimpse of herself in a reflection bouncing off a window, surprised to see she was actually… cute? She looked like she was maybe 12 years old.

Lena knew it wasn’t usual for an adult woman to be glad she looked like a child, but Lena found herself feeling happy in a strange way that she didn’t know if she’d be able to articulate to anybody else. It felt… right. She only wished she could look even littler on the outside - but Mrs. Malone always made her feel extra little, so maybe it was okay.

***

When they arrived at the museum, Lena wasn’t thinking about how cute she looked any more. Instead she peered nervously out of the car window, afraid she’d be mocked for her infantile appearance if she stepped outside. Maybe she should just stay in the car...

Unfortunately, she didn’t get that choice. A moment later, Mrs. Malone opened her door, leaning over to undo her seatbelt. Hesitantly, Lena climbed out of the back of the car, looking left and right to see if anybody was coming over.

Apparently ignorant to Lena’s embarrassment, Mrs. Malone grabbed her hand decisively and hummed happily to herself as she led her across the zebra crossing towards the museum itself. As they got closer, Lena felt her heart thumping faster and faster, part of her wanting to run away, her brain screaming that she didn’t have long to pull away and turn around before-

“Hello there,” the ticket attendant said from her booth, smiling at Lena, Mrs. Malone, and Monika. “How many today?”

“Just me, my daughter, and my little one,” Mella said proudly, making Lena gasp softly with embarrassment, ducking to hide behind the older woman but not quite managing it.

“Alright…” the attendant said, distractedly, punching numbers into her computer before she finally looked up and smiled at Lena. “Awww! Somebody’s shy!”

“She is,” Mrs. Malone agreed, as Monika snickered quietly. “It’s okay, Lena, say hello to the nice lady…”

“H-hi…” Lena murmured, face bright red. She couldn’t decide if she loved or hated being treated this way.

“Would you like a sticker?” the woman asked.

Loved it, definitely, Lena thought to herself as she nodded so hard she thought her head might bobble off.

***

Now with a big yellow and purple butterfly sticker stuck to the front of her shortalls, Lena wasn’t quite as nervous as before. She clung to Mrs. Malone’s whole arm as she and Monika talked about where they should go next. Lena didn’t care - she just wanted to be with her family.

“Let’s go see the Nature in Michigan exhibit,” Monika said, pointing out the sign. “It’ll remind us of all the summers we spent up here.”

“Great idea,” Mrs. Malone said.

“Yeah,” Lena agreed, still a little shy as she watched people walking by.

Whenever somebody came close to her, she would squeak and press herself against Mrs. Malone, who chuckled fondly. But nobody said anything unkind - in fact, several people smiled politely at Lena, despite her obvious diaper and childish attire. Was it actually possible they thought she was cute, too?

As they wandered towards the exhibit, they passed a water fountain.

“Um,” Lena said, softly, both women turning to look at her. “I’m a little thirsty… Do you mind if I get a drink first?”

When nobody objected, Lena thirstily gulped down several mouthfuls of fresh, clean water from the fountain. She hadn’t had much to drink yet today, and she’d felt pretty parched until now. After a minute or two, she finally stood back up, wiping her wet chin on the back of her wrist and smiling sheepishly as she re-took Mrs. Malone’s hand, following her into the exhibit.

“Oh wow, listen,” Monika said, grinning as she pressed something on a screen attached to the wall, two big round speakers on either side of it

Out of the speakers, the chirpy sound of an American robin’s song played. Lena beamed, remembering sunny days spent here, where the birds were plentiful.

“Did you know that’s the state bird?” Mrs. Malone said, reading off of the tablet. “I had no idea, but it makes sense.”

“No,” Monika said. “Apparently there aren’t that many species native to Michigan, actually…”

They spent a few minutes looking through the different kinds of birds on the screen, listening to the familiar songs and grinning with recognition. At first Lena stood back, but after some encouragement she got more involved, swiping the informative pages back and forth, giggling as she hit the noise-making buttons.

Occasionally she glanced at Monika, nervous that the taller girl might not be enjoying herself as much at a museum was clearly designed for children. But Monika seemed to be having almost as much fun as she was. Lena guessed even people who were happy being grown-ups enjoyed a touch of nostalgia. She glanced back at Mrs. Malone, who had misty eyes.

Worried, Lena shuffled back, leaning up to whisper in Mella’s ear.

“Are you okay?”

“Ohh,” Mrs. Malone said softly, sniffing. “I’m just remembering when you two were babies and we’d come up here.”

Lena frowned. It was obvious Mrs. Malone was really missing feeling like a ‘Mom’ lately. It was easy for Lena to see what she herself got out of their arrangement, but maybe Mrs. Malone needed it just as much as she did.

Snuggling up to the older woman, Lena rested her head on Mrs. Malone’s chest. Mella sighed gently, and rubbed Lena’s back, smiling wistfully.

“I’m still your baby,” Lena said, softly.

“Thank you,” Mrs. Malone replied, patting Lena’s padded bottom. “I’m glad that you are.”

***

Monika and Lena had explored most of the exhibit now. Mrs. Malone had given Monika permission to take her ‘baby sister’ off and look at everything, but had warned them to stay where she could see them. Monika rolled her eyes and smiled, but Lena had nodded solemnly.

Being here was making Lena remember how much she used to love learning. College had sucked the fun out of it, but exploring, getting hands on with the exhibits, Lena found herself in her element. Her inner child burst out in full force, and she excitedly ran from display to display, crinkling loudly, not even caring if anybody heard her diapers.

There was even a miniature lake in the centre with native fish in. Even Monika found that impressive, snapping photos to send to her friends. For a moment, Lena was sad about her own lack of friends - but then she smiled, remembering Travis and Monika and Mrs. Malone.

As they stared into the clear water, Lena was reminded of the liquid sloshing around in her bladder. Her eyes darted left and right, cheeks reddening even though she knew nobody would know what she was doing. Shuffling her legs apart inconspicuously, Lena pushed slightly, and then relaxed as the flow started, soaking into the padding.

Lena was amazed by how quickly it was soaked up - and then by how much it made the diaper swell. The already thick padding between her legs bulged out even further, more obviously - to Lena, at least.

“Are you okay?” Monika asked. “You seem a little distracted…”

“Oh! Y-yeah, I’m fine,” Lena said, flushing. “Just thinking about what exhibit we’re going to see next.”

“I bet my Mom has a plan,” Monika said, grinning as she offered her hand. “C’mon, let’s go over and see.”

Mrs. Malone did have a plan, it turned out. She suggested they head to the preschool area - but Lena wasn’t sure:

“I mean, I don’t know if, um, if Monika will enjoy herself,” the diapered girl said softly, glancing over at her big sister. “It’s for babies…”

“Babies like you,” Monika said, giggling. “I don’t mind. It’ll be cute seeing you run around.”

Lena bit her lip, looking from Mrs. Malone to Lena nervously. She was acutely aware of her incongruous appearance; her overgrown body and her childish clothes. Her padded bottom sticking right out, and the growing swelling between her legs forcing her to waddle - despite the fact she was clearly physically an adult.

“I’m, I’m scared,” she finally admitted, looking at the floor.

“You don’t need to be,” Monika said, reaching out and touching her arm gently. “But I can come play with you too, if it’ll help?”

“S-sure,” Lena said, looking up hopefully. “Will that be okay?”

“I offered, silly,” Monika replied, smiling. “Mom, can you take some photos of us on my phone? I wanna show my friends me playing with my baby sister…”

Lena was briefly alarmed by that, but she didn’t have a chance to protest. Monika grabbed her wrist and whisked her off to play on one of the activity tables. Lena was a little nervous at first, glancing around at the other kids milling about. But nobody took much notice of her, and soon she was eagerly trying out the kiddy experiment set up on the table - racing paper boats using fans across a water table.

“C’mon S.S Monika!” Monika cheered, grinning as her boat skipped across the water.

“Go… Lena ship!” Lena responded, giggling.

Her paper boat ended up falling over halfway through, but she was in too much of a good mood to be upset. Instead she grabbed Monika’s arm instead this time, rushing her over to the big wooden firetruck in the center of the room.

“We’re gonna be firemens,” Lena said, giggling, as she handed Monika a yellow helmet. “An’ then we’re gonna put out the fire…”

“Alright, kiddo,” Monika said, waving at her Mom as she took photos. Lena was having too much fun to even notice, climbing up onto the back of the firetruck with her helmet askew, pretending to aim water into the places that were apparently  ‘on fire’.

“So where’s the fire?” Monika asked, squinting.

“Everywhere!” Lena yelled, grinning as she swiveled the hose about randomly.

Lena was past the point of worrying about what people thought of her. She felt small on the inside, and maybe that was what was important. She barely even had to think about using her diapers any more, just wetting little and often as she played. In fact, her diaper was getting a little full now, between trips to the water fountain on the wall and how often she emptied her bladder, but she didn’t wanna focus on the mild discomfort - instead, Lena kept playing.

Lena had been worried at first about other parents, but the most interaction she had with them was a mother asking her to pass a toy to her little boy in the sandpit.

“What lovely manners,” she’d said, smiling politely at Lena, who smiled back shyly. “Say thank you to the nice girl, Noah.”

“Thank you,” he’d said, barely looking up.

It was easy to forget she was actually 19 on the outside when she was having so much fun being a little kid again. Lena had noticed a few people looking at her strangely by now, but most people treated her like an overgrown toddler or ignored her completely. And every so often she’d look up and see Mrs. Malone taking a picture, and Lena would beam or wave eagerly at her, feeling cute.

After a while, Monika headed off to see the ‘Legacy Display’, showing technology from the past and future. Lena didn’t want her to go, but she didn’t really find that exhibit appealing. And besides, by now she was feeling much more confident and happy, exploring everything the preschool area had to offer without shame.

She was so absorbed in playing at the dinosaur table, she didn’t notice Mrs. Malone sneak up behind her. Lena ‘eep!’ed softly as she felt her padded bottom being squeezed, squishing under Mrs. Malone’s grasp.

“Um, hi…” she said shyly, blushing.

“Hi sweetie,” Mrs. Malone said. “Are you having fun?”

“Uh huh….”

“Do you maybe have a soggy diaper?” Mrs. Malone asked, lifting an eyebrow. “Does my babygirl need a change, hm?”

Lena’s heart fluttered. It felt nice, special, to be talked to like a child. It was also really embarrassing, especially in public. She’d known Mrs. Malone would probably insist on changing her here at some point, but she’d avoided thinking about it. Now the moment was here, and Lena gripped the plastic stegosaurus she was holding tightly, biting her lip…

“Iunno…” she said, quietly.

“Come on, Lena,” Mrs. Malone said, chuckling. “I know you’re wet.”

“...Maybe,” Lena admitted, biting her cheek. “...Iunno.”

“Don’t be a bratty baby,” Mrs. Malone said, reaching over and gently uncurling Lena’s fingers from around the dinosaur toy. “Let’s go… Unless you want another spanking?”

Lena’s eyes went wide and she instantly stood up, heart pounding and cheeks red. When had Travis told Mrs. Malone about her spanking?! She was embarrassed… But it also felt nice. Like the grownups in her life were working together to look after her.

Obediently, she followed Mrs. Malone into the family-sized bathroom. She lay out some kind of plastic mat she pulled from her bulging handbag, and Lena lowered herself down onto it.

“Oof,” Mrs. Malone said, as she knelt on the floor at the end of the mat. “It would be nice if they had a big kid sized table in here, huh?”

“Y-yeah,” Lena said, giggling. She knew Mrs. Malone meant because it would be easier than having to crouch right down, but Lena felt a little surge of excitement at the thought, imagining herself on top of a jumbo-sized changing table.

The snaps on her shortalls really did seem to help. Soon they were all undone, pushed back to expose the sodden diaper that was straining against the snaps of her onesie. Lena looked down, eyes wide in surprise as she saw just how much the diaper had swelled. Those visits to the water fountain she’d been making had taken their toll, obviously.

“Someone was a squishy missy, huh?” Mrs. Malone said, chuckling as she peeled the tapes off of Lena’s diaper.

Lena shivered as the cold wipes touched her skin, heart thumping in her chest as she was cleaned off in a public bathroom. This whole thing seemed crazy, being treated like a toddler in public, her best friend’s mom wiping her pee off her body and putting her into thick, baby patterned diapers in a museum restroom.

But as crazy as it felt, it felt good. It felt soothing. Calming. Right, again. Lena didn’t even consciously think about it as she lifted her bottom for the fresh diaper to be slid underneath, finding a happy sigh on her lips once it was safely fastened around her hips once more. It just made her feel so much more secure.

And now, she thought, as the snaps between her legs were done up, she knew for certain Mrs. Malone really wanted to do this. That she would go to extreme lengths to take care of her anywhere, not caring who saw or what they thought. As Mella tossed the used diaper into the trashcan, Lena slowly and uncertainly stood up, smiling softly.

“Thank you,” she said, gently. “I feel lots better…”

***

Unfortunately, that wasn’t true for too long.

They looked around some other exhibits, but Lena could feel her tummy starting to ache again. Maybe being in the bathroom had made the urge to go re-awaken, or maybe it had just been long enough that her body was getting annoyed.

Soon Lena was in a lot of pain, her stomach cramping violently as she grabbed it.

“Are you alright?” Monika asked, concern in her voice.

“Yes!” Lena snapped, and then blushed. “I mean… sorry… my tummy hurts a little.”

“Sounds like somebody’s cranky,” Monika said, smirking. “Mom, Lena’s got a stomachache…”

“I’m not surprised,” Mrs. Malone said, frowning. “...Come here, Lena.”

Mrs. Malone checked Lena’s temperature with a hand on her forehead. Predictably, she wasn’t feverish at all, and Mrs. Malone’s raised eyebrow told Lena she knew exactly why her tummy hurt. Lena looked at the floor, ashamed, as the three of them left the museum.

“Sorry,” she mumbled, embarrassed in more than one way.

“It’s alright,” Monika said reassuringly. “We can come back another time. Besides, it’s not really much fun if you’re doubled over in pain the whole time.”

***

The cramping didn’t get any worse on the way home, and once they reached the lakehouse, Mrs. Malone led Lena quickly into the bedroom and closed the door.

“Lena,” she said, firmly. “Have you been holding in your poops?”

Lena’s face resembled a tomato, but she slowly nodded.

“I can’t go in my diapers, Mrs. Malone,” she said softly, humiliated at just the thought. “I really can’t!”

“Why not?” Mrs. Malone said, softly, sitting on the bed and motioning for Lena to sit beside her. “Because it’s embarrassing?”

“Y-yeah,” Lena agreed, gladly snuggling up to Mella. “...And gross.”

Mrs. Malone chuckled.

“I’ve changed a lot of diapers over the years, nieces, nephews, little siblings… and even yours and Monikas,” she explained. “It’s a little gross, but it’s not a big deal.”

“Is t’me…” Lena mumbled, sighing.

“Well, if you’re going to be my babygirl from now on, your poopies belong in your pants,” Mrs. Malone said firmly. “Alright?”

“But I’ll be leaving soon!”

Lena loudly blurted out the thought that had been nagging away at her for the past few days. Yes, she was loving this, and yes, she wanted to be Mrs. Malone’s babygirl forever… But she couldn’t be. It just wasn’t fair.

Mrs. Malone winced, and then sighed softly, before forcing a smile.

“Well, all the more reason to try and give you the full experience while I can, hm?”

Lena didn’t say anything - just looked grumpily at the floor, pouting, as Mrs. Malone left the room. She came back with a big bottle of castor oil, and Lena eyed it warily.

“Just to help things move along,” she said, smiling as she sat back on the bed. “Say ahh…”

Lena obediently opened her mouth, cringing at the oily, waxy taste on her tongue as she swallowed her ‘medicine’. Mrs. Malone insisted she take two big spoonfuls, but then she offered her some orange juice in a sippy cup and Lena happily drank, washing the taste out of her mouth.

“Blah,” she said, sticking her tongue out.

“You’ll feel better soon,” Mrs. Malone said, smiling. “And then we can help you get over your fear of being messy.”

Lena swallowed even though there was nothing in her mouth. She didn’t want to disappoint Mrs. Malone, but she also didn’t know if she could actually poop herself. Groaning, she curled up against the older woman’s chest, clinging to her.

“Mrs. Malone?” she whispered, shyly, something else that had been on her mind since… well, Lena had to admit, she’d thought about it when she was a little kid a few times. But it had never seemed possible. Until now, maybe. “Can I ask you something?”

“Of course, baby,” Mrs. Malone replied, gently undoing the pigtails so Lena’s hair hung flat, smoothing it out with a hand as the girl worked up the courage to speak.

“I, I was thinking,” Lena said, her mouth dry. “...M-maybe we could… I mean… WoulditbeokayifIcalledyouMommy?”

Lena flushed, feeling like time had slowed to a crawl - but Mrs. Malone’s reaction instantly calmed her down. She beamed, teary-eyed, as if she’d been wanting that herself for so long, but afraid to ask for it.

“Nothing would make me happier,” she said, earnestly, and then hugged Lena tightly, tears of joy running down her cheeks.

“I love you, Mommy,” Lena said, blushing at how the word sounded coming out of her mouth, but feeling warm and happy inside - again… it felt ‘right’.

“I love you too, sweetheart,” Lena’s Mommy replied shakily, kissing her cheek with a wobbily smile. “Come on. Let’s go watch TV for a little bit - and then it’s bedtime for you.”

Lena nodded softly, crinkling as she followed her Mommy into the hall… and trying not to think about her gurgling tummy.




Chapter 7

Lena was afraid the castor oil would take immediate effect, but when Mrs. Malone checked her and tucked her into bed that evening, she still hadn’t had to go, although her stomach felt a lot better.

“That’ll be the medicine helping,” Mrs. Malone said, smiling. “And it looks like these new thicker diapers are useful. I’ll probably be able to change you less often now.”

Lena smiled sheepishly, in two minds over that, and not how she would have expected in the past. She was glad for the soft, thick diapers, preferring their shape, how comfortable they were - and the cute designs. But being changed by Mrs. Malone had become a sort of comforting ritual for her. Less changes was disappointing, as embarrassed as she was to admit it.

Interrupting her thoughts, Mrs. Malone pushed one of the adult-sized pacifiers into Lena’s mouth, and she was surprised to find herself instinctively suckling on it. It fit perfectly in her mouth, not too big, or too small, and Lena grinned around it, looking up at her.

“Goodnight, babygirl.”

“Night night, Mommy,” Lena said, softly, yawning as she settled down into bed, suckling as she drifted off to sleep.

***

Lena woke up abruptly in the middle of the night. Her pacifier was lost somewhere underneath the covers, but she couldn’t focus on that right now.

“Gnnhh,” she groaned, clutching her stomach.

It gurgled audibly, cramping insistently as she struggled to her feet. She had to go, now!

Ignoring the diaper strapped around her waist, she clumsily reached for the door handle, stumbling out into the hallway. She grunted, fighting her body’s urge to push, muscles clencing as she walked down the hall with heavy footfalls.

She heard a noise from her Mommy’s bedroom and knew Mella was awake, and she’d be angry Lena hadn’t used her diaper - but she didn’t care! She had to poop now, in the toilet! Whimpering, Lena picked up a little speed, feeling herself breaking into a cold sweat, grunting as she tried to hold back.

She threw open the door, fumbling around in the dark for the light switch, knees shaking as she tried to stop herself from messing. As the bright flight flared, illuminating the bathroom, Lena gasped, flinging herself at the toilet bowl.

Lena could hear footsteps coming down the hall, she knew even if she got her diaper off and sat on the toilet she’d be caught in the act, but she was desperate, her body shaking, her muscles clenching and pushing, her bowels trying desperately to evacuate as she scrabbled at the diaper tapes…

“Nggh! HHHNN…”

Lena felt herself double over, groaning - as she began to noisily load her diapers.

“Ohhhh no,” she moaned, grunting as she shuddered, filling her pampers with even more mess. “Ngnnhh…”

The bathroom door swung open, revealing Lena, crouched like a toddler, gripping the toilet bowl as spasms racked her body. She whimpered, looking up at Mella in the darkened doorway - before she had to gasp, trembling as she felt her body expelling more waste into the swelling seat of her diaper.

“Oh, Lena,” her Mommy said, with a soft sigh. “It’s okay. Just relax and push it all out…”

Mella sat on the toilet, holding Lena’s hands as she sweat and shook. Lena looked up at her like a wild animal, terrified, fighting to keep the little control she had…

But why bother?

With a defeated whimper, Lena did as her Mommy told her, relaxing her muscles and pushing gently. Her cheeks burned with humiliation as she felt her bowels evacuate entirely into her padding, the strong scent wafting up to her nose. She couldn’t believe she’d messed her diaper. Tears stung Lena’s eyes as she looked up at Mella with a pout on her face, feeling embarrassed beyond belief.

“All done now, baby?” her Mommy asked, and Lena softly nodded, feeling the warm mush against her rear. “Let’s get this stinky baby changed then…”

She got up and left the room to grab a fresh diaper and some wipes, and Lena sat her bottom on the floor, cringing as she did so, feeling everything spread across her rump. That was a bad idea...

Mella didn’t try to drag it out, or make Lena wait to punish her. She came back as quickly as possible, holding a slightly thinner diaper with purple sides, and a packet of wipes and rash cream. She tossed the diaper to her babygirl, who just about caught it.

“Smell it,” her Mommy said, smiling. “It’s lavender scented. I thought you might like to smell pretty.”

Lena sniffed, but still looked grumpy, aware of how her messy bottom’s aroma had filled the small bathroom.

“I dun smell pretty,” she said, pouting as she lay down.

“Well, you still look pretty,” her Mommy said, tickling her tummy, and Lena giggled despite herself. “Now… whoof!”

The diaper change took a lot longer than usual. Mrs. Malone wiped her carefully until the wipes came away clean, which seemed to take forever. Lena’s expression was unreadable as she thought hard about how she felt.

Having somebody clean poop off of your butt was really humbling and embarrassing, but it was also something Mommies did for their babies… It made Lena feel embarrassed but happy at the same time. Like a lot of this baby stuff, really. How many people could say they had someone who loved them so unconditionally they’d change their poopy diapers?

Once the messy diaper was removed from the room, and the fresh diaper had been successfully transferred to underneath Lena’s now squeaky-clean bottom, Mrs. Malone began smearing white cream onto her private areas. Lena wriggled slightly at the strange feeling of the thick cream coating her bits, but her heart thumped happily, knowing how much her Mommy cared for her.

“Mommy,” she said, gently, surprised by how easy saying that word was already. “...Am I in trouble?”

“Hm? Oh, no, no,” her Mommy replied, smiling as she wiped her hands clean once more. “I know you probably weren’t thinking straight… I’m not mad at you for trying to use the potty. But hopefully from now on you’ll remember you’re a baby girl.”

“...An’ babygirls go in their diapers, huh?” Lena said, shyly, her cheeks glowing.

“They do,” Mrs. Malone confirmed, as she carefully taped the diaper up.

This one only had two tapes, even more like a jumbo-size version of a baby diaper… although much louder and thicker, of course. Lena wriggled slightly in it, enjoying the wafting scent of lavender and cream much more than the poopy diaper she’d been wearing a moment ago.

Mrs. Malone carefully sprayed air freshener, and opened the window, making Lena giggle and blush as she was helped to her feet. Now her bowels were empty, she felt a lot better, and she yawned as she was led back into her room.

“Now, where’s your pacifier,” Mrs. Malone muttered, reaching under the covers and groping about. “...Here it is!”

Lena squealed childishly as her binky was pulled out from under the comforter, clapping her hands together and opening her mouth excitedly. Chuckling, Mrs. Malone pushed it into her mouth, and Lena suckled, clambering into bed once more.

“Ni ni Mommeh,” she said softly, her words a little garbled from the pacifier nipple filling her mouth. “Wuv oo…”

“Goodnight again, sweetie,” her Mommy said, kissing her forehead. “Sweet dreams…”

And Lena was sure that they would be.

***

“Nmmf?”

Lena woke up a few hours later, her pacifier still set firmly in her mouth. That made her happy for some reason…

What was that sound?

Lena frowned as she sat up. It almost sounded like somebody crying? Swallowing nervously, Lena slipped out of bed and padded down the hall as quietly as she could. The noise got louder as she walked, although it sounded like whoever it was was deliberately stifling theirself.

Finally Lena reached the kitchen - and Mrs. Malone looked up, eyes red, from the photo album she was looking through.

“Lena!” she said, sniffing quickly. “A-are you okay, sweetie?”

“I’m fine,” Lena said, sounding concerned. “...Mommy, were you just crying?”

Mella’s face scrunched up, and her lip wobbled. It seemed like she was debating if she should admit it or not, but her expression told the tale for her. Eyes watering, she nodded with a little choked sob, and Lena rushed forwards to hug her tightly.

“Mommy, what’s wrong?” she said, her heart aching for the woman as she squeezed her to her breast, crying as she cuddled Lena tightly.

“I’m sorry, dear,” Mrs. Malone eventually managed, her voice strained. “I j-just miss Lyle so much!”

Lena nodded softly, frowning. Mr. Malone was a funny, warm, loving man. They’d all been upset when he passed away, but it was obvious Mrs. Malone was still grieving…

“I miss him too,” Lena said, gently. “Remember when we went to the beach together when me and Monika were 6, and he let us bury him?”

Mrs. Malone nodded, smiling through her tears.

“And that time we all went to the zoo together, and he bought you both matching badges, and he wore one too?”

They both shared a sad, wistful smile, as they reminisced about Mella’s husband. Lena had thought about how her Mommy must have felt in the past, but it honestly seemed too painful to even think about. If soulmates existed, Mella and Lyle were them. And now one half of that whole was gone, and was never coming back.

“I’m so sorry, Mommy,” Lena said, sliding her hand onto Mella’s. “I can’t imagine how much this must hurt.”

“It’s alright, dear,” Mrs. Malone said, with a sniff. “It isn’t just that…”

She sighed.

“...When I was young, I didn’t appreciate having Monika or you around as much as I should have. I was still in college myself… I wish I’d spent more time just being a Mom.”

“But you were- are!- a great Mom!” Lena insisted, frowning. “...I always wished you were my Mom, honestly.”

Mella chuckled dryly, another tear dripping down her cheek.

“Well, that wish kinda came true,” Lena admitted, shrugging. “And… I don’t know how you feel about it, but, it’s making me feel a lot happier… Mommy.”

“It makes me feel better too,” Mrs. Malone said. “I think… that’s part of why I’m feeling so upset. I know you have to go back to college. I selfishly wish you could be my baby forever.”

Lena swallowed, trying not to get caught up in thinking about college. She, too, was dreading going back home, although she knew she’d be moving back in with her parents and not heading back to UPenn. She’d probably never hear from Travis again. It stung.

“I know what you mean,” Lena said, frowning. “It’s kind of bittersweet…”

“Lena?” Mrs. Malone asked, gently. “Can I ask… what do you get out of this?”

Lena sighed, looking at her feet.

“Well, I feel like I should be asking you that. I guess I get to feel loved. And taken care of,” she began, thinking for a moment. “...But you always made me feel that way. I guess the real reason is it just feels… ‘right’. Sometimes I see myself in the mirror, or you talk to me like a little kid, or I notice my diapers… and it just feels like everything in the world is right. Okay.”

Shrugging, Lena smiled bitterly.

“I know it’s silly, but being your baby feels like that’s what I’m supposed to be.”

Her Mommy gently cuddled her, kissing her cheek softly as she smiled too.

“...For me, I feel like being a mother is what I’m supposed to be,” Mella said after a moment. “It feels ‘right’ for me, to do this. I don’t know who I am without it. It feels like when you and Monika are back at college… My life is over.”

“It’s not, Mommy!” Lena protested, hugging her tighter. “I promise!”

“I know, I know,” Mella agreed, wiping her eyes. “I’m just being an overdramatic old lady. Don’t mind me, sweetheart.”

“I always mind you, Mommy,” Lena murmured. “...And from now on I’m all in. I didn’t know how much this meant to you. I’m really glad we decided to do this. I won’t fight you anymore, about anything. For the next week, I’m one hundred percent your baby girl…”

Her voice was confident - but then it, and her gaze, dropped, and she continued shyly:

“If you’ll have me?”

Lena didn’t think she’d ever heard such an emphatic ‘yes’ in her life.

***

Monika woke up and strolled into the kitchen an hour later, where Lena was already sitting up at the table, a bib tied around her neck and applesauce on her cheek. When she saw Monika, she squealed happily and pointed.

“Big sissy!” she said, kicking her feet.

Yes, she was still a little embarrassed, but so what? It was obvious that her Mommy and Monika were both happy to see and treat her as a toddler, and in Mella’s case, Lena knew she was making the older woman really happy. So her cheeks were cherry red as she babbled to her ‘Big Sister’, but Monika herself just chuckled, ruffling her hair.

“Somebody’s in a good mood this morning,” she said. “Are we heading to the beach today, Mom?”

“Yes we are,” Mella replied, scooping up a little more oatmeal and applesauce, and spooning it into Lena’s waiting mouth. “Weather forecast says it’s going to be nice and sunny all day…”

“I hope so,” Monika said, smiling. “You ready for fun, kiddo?”

“Uh huhs!” Lena agreed, nodding furiously.

***

Lena kept to her promise of being ‘all in’ for Mrs. Malone the whole day. When they got to the beach, she swallowed her pride and lay down on the towel Mrs. Malone set out for her, so she could be changed into a swim diaper.

It was humiliating, knowing people walking past could see her, a grown woman, having her privates wiped and a diaper decorated with fishies slipped under her backside, but it was again the kind of humiliation that made Lena feel loved. Mrs. Malone clearly didn’t care who was watching as she did the velcro diaper up snugly around Lena’s waist, patting the thickness gently.

Lena’s swimsuit didn’t cover the diaper at all. It stuck out obviously from all sides, making it clear to anybody who looked that she was padded. Again, Lena was embarrassed, but pushed past the feeling. It was worth enduring a little humiliation to make Mella happy, and Mella certainly looked happy as she walked Lena down to the edge of the surf.

“Look, Mommy!” Lena said, giggling, as she jumped over the tiny waves as they broke on the shore. “Splashy splashy!”

“Ooo, clever girl,” Mrs. Malone cooed, smiling. “Hold onto Mommy’s hand though, so you don’t fall over…”

They played like that for a while, and soon, Lena found herself once again slipping into a totally uninhibited headspace, running and giggling as she played with her Mommy and occasionally her big sister. She built sandcastles and dug moats, and even made friends with a dog and her owner walking along the beach.

Mrs. Mella let her wade into the sea a couple of times, holding Monika’s hand too, but she never let them go in too deep. Even then, she was keeping Lena safe.

A few hours after they’d eaten their sandwiches, and Mrs. Malone had changed Lena out of her swim diaper and into a regular one, they were all relaxing in the sun, Lena digging in the sand and filling her bucket. Mrs. Malone had recently slathered her with suntan lotion once more, so Lena was protected as the two adults lay back on loungers, one reading, one texting.

It took a few moments for Lena to realize what the rumbling feeling in her tummy was, but soon she groaned, clutching her stomach. The castor oil must not have worn off completely…

“Are you alright, babygirl?” Mrs. Malone asked, looking over the top of her sunglasses. Lena bit her lip as she stood up, waddling over to her Mommy, sand sticking to her.

“I need to go poopies, Mommy,” she said plaintively, pouting. “Real bad…”

“Little babies make poopies in their diaper, remember?” Mrs. Malone responded, smiling.

Lena nodded, cheeks red from embarrassment - but soon also from exertion, as she dropped into a squat, grasping her knees as she grunted.

“Oh my God,” Monika muttered, her eyebrows raised, but saying nothing else.

Lena took no notice as she pushed, the more solid mess being pushed out slowly into her diaper, the rear bulging visibly if the smell didn’t give her away. She grimaced, making a strange noise of effort as she finally finished pooping her pampers, standing up on the beach, looking shyly down at her Mommy as she waited for a change.

Inside her heart was racing, wondering who had seen her, and what they thought. But she wanted to prove to Mrs. Malone she was completely committed to this, now. As her diaper sagged and people pointed and whispered at the overgrown toddler who’d messed herself on the beach, Lena was fairly certain she’d done that.

“Good girl,” Mrs. Malone purred, gently patting Lena’s messy bottom. “Let’s get you changed, hm?”

This time being changed on the beach was almost a relief, and soon Lena was in a fresh, clean diaper, laying on the beach with her new family.

They stopped at a restaurant for dinner, and Mrs. Malone insisted Lena get a children’s menu, which she gleefully colored in. It seemed like when her Mommy took control, everybody else went along with it, too. Nobody said anything mean - the server had even said she did a ‘lovely drawing’ on one page of the menu.

At last they drove home. It was the end of the day, and Lena was carefully strapped into the backseat, while her Mommy commented she needed a car seat for her. Lena giggled at that, both of them knowing she was leaving soon - but it was nice to pretend this could last forever.

Lena looked out of the window at the sunset as they drove off.

The sun going down was beautiful…  But what Lena loved most of all was the smile she saw on Mrs. Malone’s face, happy and contented in the rearview mirror.




Chapter 8

“Oooh, Monika, did you see where I put my purse?”

Mrs. Malone was rushing about frantically to try and catch a long tour of some local caverns and restaurants with Monika. They’d invited Lena, but said it ‘might not be much fun for babies’ - and when Lena coyly asked if she’d have a babysitter if she stayed at the lakehouse, it was obvious she’d already made up her mind.

Travis was on his way, and Lena eagerly looked forward to seeing him as she happily ate the Cheerios her ‘big sister’ was spooning into her mouth.

Monika was looking after her more this morning, since Mrs. Malone had worked herself up fretting about being organized for their trip, not wanting to accidentally leave something behind - or bring something and forget it on the tour.

“Your purse is on the back of your chair,” Monika said, rolling her eyes, and Lena giggled. “Don’t worry, Mom. Everything’s going to be fine.”

“I know,” Mella replied, frowning as she rifled through the purse she’d now found. “I’m just getting myself worked up over nothing, aren’t I?”

“Yep!” Lena chirped, and her Mommy gave her a fondly amused look.

“Mon-mon,” Lena said, smacking her lips now the bowl of cheerios was empty. “My face ish ‘ticky. Can you clean it, p’ease?”

“Of course I can, li’l sis,” Monika said, smiling as she stood up. “Let me just go get the wipes…”

It was hard for Lena to believe how much her life had changed over the past few days. At first she’d been mortified by wearing diapers - now she sat at the kitchen table with her legs spread apart by thick white padding, a pattern of teddy bears across the landing zone. She wet without even thinking about the toilet, wriggling her bottom with a childish giggle as she felt the warm liquid seeping into her diaper, swelling it slightly.

It felt like some fantasy Lena had never known she had. Some beautiful dream where she was her Mommy’s beloved baby girl, and Monika’s cute toddler sister, and both of them loved her and kept her safe. No worries about college, or disappointing people. Everything she did was met with cooing pride, as if she was a baby just learning how the world worked. Nothing had ever made her feel more innocently happy than this.

Of course, it was a dream Lena knew she’d have to wake up from eventually. She frowned, a dark cloud across her thoughts. There was only one more day here, and then they’d be leaving… And Lena wouldn’t be a good little girl any more. She’d be a disappointment to her family, another burned-out failure who couldn’t succeed academically.

“Here we are,” Monika said brightly as she returned, holding up a wet wipe. Lena forced a smile, trying to clear her head as her sticky face was carefully cleaned.

She still had a couple of days to enjoy this… It was better just to focus on that.

“Fank yoo, Mon-mon,” Lena said cutely once her face was wiped clean, and Monika gave her a little kiss on the nose.

“Do you need a change before we go, sweetie?” Mrs. Malone asked from down the hall as she brushed her hair in the mirror. “We have time…”

“No,” Lena said, honestly. “You changed my diaper when I got up, remember?”

“Oh, right,” Mrs. Malone replied as she walked back in. “Sorry, sorry. I haven’t got my head on straight today…”

Lena nodded in understanding. She’d been about to say something sympathetic - but suddenly the doorbell went, and Mrs. Malone charged off in the direction of it.

Instead of nervously hiding this time, Lena leaned forward, grinning from ear to ear as she tried to peer down the hall to see Travis as he arrived. Her chest felt like it would burst from happiness and excitement as she heard his footsteps approaching, his soft voice mingling with Mrs. Malone’s, the conversation almost certainly about Lena herself.

“Twavis!” she squealed delightedly as he stood in the archway, struggling to push herself away from the table. After a moment, Monika helped, pulling the chair out so Lena could waddle across the room, crinkling loudly with every step.

“Ooof! Hi kiddo,” Travis said as he returned Lena’s boisterous hug. “You seem happy…”

“Uh huh,” Lena agreed, grinning. “I get to spend the whole day with you!”

“I’m looking forward to it as well,” Travis replied, stroking her mousy hair gently, before he looked up to address Mrs. Malone directly. “If she needs anything…”

“Diapers and wipes are in the hallway closet,” Mrs. Malone explained. “There’s a few old toys in the den, but try and keep her entertained. There’s bread for sandwiches or mac n cheese for lunch, and some bottles for milk if she wants one - be careful heating it up.”

“Okay,” Travis said, grinning. “I won’t keep you both… Bye, Mon.”

“Bye Travs,” Monika said smiling at her and Lena as she passed by. “Be a good girl for him, Lena.”

Lena nodded firmly, tilting her face to catch the kiss on her cheek from her Mommy as she left. Once the door was closed once more, and her and Travis were alone in the house, she span around, grinning. Travis opened his mouth to say something - but Lena hopped up like an eager puppydog, kissing him suddenly before jumping back down, giggling.

“We are gunna have sooo much fun, Travis!”

***

Both of them were painfully aware that Lena would be departing soon, they spent the next few hours playing, running around, occasionally kissing and cuddling and then breaking apart with happy giggles on Lena’s part. By mid-morning, they were both a little worn out, cuddling on the sofa while cartoons played.

Travis’ hand slid over and grabbed hers, and Lena felt her heart flutter as their fingers laced together. He’d found her pacifier earlier, and she suckled it gently, in time with Travis’ pulse, feeling it in his wrist as she traced a finger along the underside of his arm.

She was having fun… but… it hurt to know this would be over by the end of tomorrow. That she might never see Travis again after this.

Well… In that case, she had better make the most of this time, hadn’t she?

Pulling her pacifier out with a wet *pop*, Lena shuffled closer to Travis, leaning on him. He twitched slightly as she pressed her lips against his neck, but groaned a moment later as she kept kissing up towards his jawline, insistent, firm pecks as one hand slid up his chest, feeling the muscles that were hidden underneath his clothes.

“You’re being very forward,” Travis murmured, his own cheeks red, the normally-shy boy not quite used to having a girl all over him this way.

“...I like it,” he added, a moment later, and Lena grinned.

“Well, I’m more confident now,” Lena said, her breathing already heavy. “Si-since I started embracing this...lifestyle.”

She didn’t mention the upsetting fact she was going home soon, trying not to dwell on the thought. Instead, she lifted one leg, and clumsily straddled Travis, pressing her wet diaper against his crotch. His breath caught in his throat as his broad hands moved unsteadily to grasp her upper thighs, meeting her kisses with pecks of his own.

“G-good,” he murmured. “Because I love you like this… So uninhibited… Nmm… The best of a sexy girl and a playful kid in one… Mmmf!”

Lena grabbed his shirt and lifted herself up, her lips meeting his in a passionate but tender kiss. For a moment they breathed and thought as one, each of them focusing on the warm sensation of the other’s mouth, moaning as they were joined there.

“You want me to be pwayful, Twavis?” Lena asked cutely as she pulled away. “We can play grown-up games if you wanna…”

Her hips rocked gently, pressing the thick crotch of her diaper against the tent in his jeans. He groaned, nodding at her question, reaching down shakily to undo his fly. Soon Lena could feel his cock spring free, throbbing and hard against the outer shell of her soaked pampers, and she ground herself against his member eagerly, teasing him.

Unexpectedly, she twirled the pacifier she was holding around on her finger - and then tossed it aside, giggling.

“Wh-what did you do that for?” Travis asked, frowning slightly.

“Iunno,” Lena said, blinking. “Maybe I fort you had somethin’ else I could put in my mouth?”

Travis blinked back… and then went bright red, nodding clumsily as he gently pushed Lena off onto the couch. She giggled, looking down at his crotch, his hand stroking his shaft.

“W-well… I have this, um… special pacifier, Lena,” he said, looking at her with a mix of lust and anxiety, his glasses fogging up a little. “...You could suck on that, instead?”

Lena quickly moved towards his stiff length, reaching out a trembling hand. In truth, she was relatively inexperienced with boys, so this was less feigned innocence, and more genuine concern that she’d do something wrong. But when she grasped Travis’ hard, hot shaft, he moaned happily, and Lena knew she was doing something right, stroking firmly up and down  with her fist clenched around his cock.

“It doesn’t taste like a pacifier,” Lena snickered, as she ran her tongue around the tip.

“N-no,” Travis said, flushing, the roleplay exciting him nearly as much as the beautiful girl sucking his cock. “...But if you suck on it really well, milk will come out.”

“Ooo,” Lena said, in a perfect impression of innocence that made Travis’ cock throb in her hand. “Yummy special milkies!”

Her soft lips engulfed the end of his cock, sucking rhythmically on it like she would on a pacifier, using her clenched right hand to stroke his shaft up and down. Lena continued to play the part of innocent babygirl as she moved onto her side, her head in Travis’ lap and her thickly-diapered bottom sticking out.

Travis moaned, and Lena’s heart skipped a beat, a strange pride stirring inside her as she bobbed more and more insistently up and down on his length. It was warm in her mouth, warmer than she would have imagined, and the throbbing in time to Travis’ heartbeat made Lena’s arousal burn even hotter, too.

“Good girl,” Travis groaned, one hand stroking her hair. “V-very good baby girl… Nmmf…”

His other hand slipped down to her padded backside, rubbing and stroking her rear through the diaper. Lena pushed back enthusiastically, wriggling her rump as she focused on pleasuring Travis. She’d begun to push herself further and further down, pulling her lips across her teeth awkwardly as she bobbed her head back and forth, the tip of his dripping shaft probing the back of her throat.

“Ohhh God, that feels so good,” Travis moaned, his fingers tangling in Lena’s hair slightly as tensed up, pleasure racing up and down his length as Lena eagerly sucked him off.

She wasn’t the most experienced, but she did have enthusiasm, and the roleplay earlier had really gotten Travis excited. He looked down at Lena’s diapered backside, her bobbing head on his lap, her innocent, wide eyes, feeling her wonderful, warm, wet mouth around his length, stroking back and forth, back and forth…

“Ohh baby girl, oh sweetie,” Travis panted. “T-travis is gonna give you sp-special milkies! Nghh!”

Lena had been going to attempt to push her head down further anyway, but Travis’ instincts took over, and he held her head firmly as she thrust his shaft down her throat. She squealed slightly, gagging, but soon hot, chemical-tasting cum was spilling into her mouth, and she quickly swallowed it, wrinkling her nose in irritation.

After firing several spurts into her mouth, balls throbbing, Travis finally sighed, relaxing his grip, and Lena pulled herself back up, making faces as she tried to get her mouth feeling back to normal.

“He-heck,” Travis said, breathlessly, as he threw his head back. “...I hope I wasn’t too rough at the end… I’m, I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay,” Lena said, sitting up and smacking her lips. “...I could do with a soda now though.”

“Are babies allowed soda?” Travis asked, smirking.

“Maybe they are if they bring their babysitter one?” Lena suggested, and Travis agreed - admitting he was too worn out to move and stop her right now, anyway.

***

The pair cuddled for a while after that, Travis lovingly kissing her forehead as she lay in his lap contentedly.

“This would be perfect for real bottle-feeding,” he teased as he looked down at her. “You’d be so cute.”

“I would not,” Lena said, pretending to huff. “...I’ve never done that, anyway. It would be, um… interesting.”

“I’ll remember that,” Travis replied, smirking. “You make an adorable babygirl.”

“You’re amazing,” he added, making Lena blush and shake her head.

“I mean it,” he said, stroking her hair out of her eyes. “You’re not like any girl… Any person… I’ve ever met.”

“Mmf,” Lena said, sighing. “Neither are you… I’m so glad we met.”

“Me too.”

Silence reigned for a moment, until Lena sighed heavily. Without the distraction of sex, her brain lingered on the upsetting knowledge that she had to go back home.

“Too bad I need to leave tomorrow,” she mumbled, feeling a knot forming in her chest. “S’not fair.”

“I wish you could stay forever,” Travis replied, earnestly.

“I know,” Lena sighed. “But I need to go back… back to… college.”

“You don’t sound happy about it,” Travis said with a frown. “What’s so great about college?”

Lena bit her lip. She hadn’t really talked out loud about her issues at school with anybody, not even herself. But Travis wasn’t going to judge her - he knew her as a grown woman who wore diapers and used pacifiers, if he could handle that, he could handle anything. And he didn’t even know her, not like Monika or Mrs. Malone. He didn’t know she was supposed to be an ultra-intelligent academic high achiever. To him, she was just a baby.

Deciding of all the people in the world, Travis was probably the safest to tell, Lena slowly sat up, frowning guiltily.

“Honestly?” she said, her voice a hoarse whisper. “...Nothing. There’s nothing great about it. I hate it.”

Travis slowly put a hand on Lena’s trembling shoulders, her voice cracking with emotion as she forced herself to keep talking.

“I’ve always been really good at school,” she continued. “I used to get great grades. But as I got older… Maybe I got dumber or the tests got harder, I don’t know. I just found myself slipping behind. It used to take no effort at all to stay on top of things. Now I’m failing almost every class - and the classes I don’t know I’m failing? I’m just too scared to even g-go!”

As Lena spoke, she began to cry, fat tears dripping down her face.

“I’m so sorry,” Travis said, stroking her back gently and murmuring comfortingly into her ear. “I can’t imagine how upsetting that must be.”

“I don’t have any friends there,” Lena added, sobbing. “I don’t know anybody. I just study and drive myself crazy and feel awful…”

“The truth is I’m on academic probation right now,” she said, whimpering. “I have one semester to turn it around and if I don’t I have to leave. But… I don’t know if I can face going back…”

“Then… then don’t,” Travis said, frowning. “Don’t go back. It doesn’t sound like it’s making you happy…”

“It’s not that simple,’ Lena said, swallowing. “If I don’t go back, I’ll have to move back in with my parents. And they’re going to be incredibly disappointed in me…”

Travis was silent as he thought for a few moments about what Lena was saying. Lena sighed again, wiping away a tear.

“That’s why… partly why… I’ve enjoyed this week so much,” she said, softly. “No responsibilities, no pressure. And Mommy- Mrs. Malone - is always so kind and loving…”

Lena gulped back a sob, lip-wobbling.

“I wish I could be her babygirl forever,” she moaned mournfully, burying her head in Travis’ chest, crying loudly.

She couldn’t believe she hadn’t told anybody this before, but now she’d opened her mouth, the words kept tumbling out like the waterfall of tears running down her face. Lena howled as she clung to Travis, crying so hard she missed what he said next.

“Wh-what?” she asked, face hot and wet as she pulled away. “S-sorry, I didn’t hear…”

“Why don’t you do that?” Travis asked.

“I… I couldn’t, I mean… this was a one week thing…”

Even as Lena said it, she was remembering the conversation she’d had with Mrs. Malone earlier. They’d both admitted they wanted this to go on forever… An inkling of hope started inside Lena.

“She probably wouldn’t really want me,” Lena said, voicing her fears out loud. “It would be humiliating to her to treat me like a child all the time…”

“From what I’ve seen, she has no problem with that,” Travis replied, smiling, noticing the spark of hope in Lena’s eyes. “And I can tell from how she talks about you… she thinks of you as her kid. Her baby.”

“Really?” Lena said, trying not to let herself get too excited. “But… but…”

She sighed.

“Even if I got her to agree… I’d have to move back to Freemont, Ohio,” she said, pouting. “You and I wouldn’t see each other…”

“I hate the thought of not seeing you,” Travis admitted. “But it’s the same situation either way. This way maybe I get to see you more often, if your Mommy brings you up here sometimes?”

“M-maybe,” Lena said, her mind buzzing with the possibility now. It had never occurred to her that this could be a real thing she could do.

“I’m just saying, bring it up to her,” he said, squeezing Lena’s hand. “It can’t hurt, right? And it might make things a lot better…”

“You’re right,” Lena replied, sighing gently as she cuddled up to Travis. “All I can do is ask.”

And as calm and peaceful as Lena looked on the outside, her heart was pounding desperately on the inside.




Chapter 9

“You hungry, little girl?” Travis asked softly after they’d been cuddling for a while… Gosh, what time was it, anyway?

Lena looked up at the clock - 1.20! - and then giggled, looking away. Babies couldn’t tell time, after all…

“Uh huh,” she admitted. “Can we have Mac an’ cheese?”

“Sure thing, sweetie,” Travis replied, kissing the top of her head. “Let’s head to the kitchen…”

Lena toddled behind Travis obediently. Her diaper was fairly wet now, the padding between her legs discolored and sagging slightly. Lena found she didn’t mind the feeling - it reminded her of what she was wearing, of how she was just a baby girl… For now, anyway.

Sighing, Lena climbed up to the table, hoping against hope that her Mommy would want to keep her forever. She hadn’t even dared to hope for it before, but now that Travis had suggested it, it was hard to think of anything else.

What if Mella didn’t agree? That thought terrified Lena… she knew it would cut her open emotionally, break her heart. She’d rather not ask and never know than be rejected. But that glimmering, shining hope inside her, that maybe Mella wanted this as badly as she did, that she really meant that she wished this could last forever… Lena sighed. Travis was right. She needed to at least ask.

“Here’s your drink, madam,” Travis said, in a faux-waiter’s voice. “Your entree will be along shortly. I hope you enjoy your refreshments.”

Lena giggled, distracted from her thoughts by Travis’ silly behavior. She really hoped they could at least stay friends once they were apart…

“Thank you, good sir,” Lena replied, grasping the sippy cup full of apple juice with both hands. “Esquisite!”

Travis insisted on spoon-feeding Lena, but she had to admit, it helped keep her from getting messy, even without a bib. He’d added some kind of spice or flavoring to the sauce that made it taste delicious, but he wouldn’t tell Lena what it was, even when she made puppy-dog eyes and pouted.

“Sorry, kiddo, it’s a secret,” he said, smiling. “Besides - babies don’t need to know how to cook, do they?”

Lena blushed and didn’t say anything else.

***

After lunch, Travis wiped Lena’s face clean, and helped her down off of the chair.

“Go and wait in the living room for me,” he said, smiling. “I have something special to share with you.”

Lena waited on the couch for a few minutes, listening to Travis bustling about in the kitchen. She swore she heard him using the microwave - maybe he was heating up a cookie or some kind of dessert? Lena licked her lips - she hoped it was chocolate…

“Okay,” Travis said, as he re-entered the room. “Does some little baby want a bottle?”

Lena gasped softly. In the early afternoon light streaming through the windows, Travis looked like every sexy ‘Daddy’ trope she’d seen in her life - just younger. He held the warmed bottle in one hand, splashing a couple of drops onto his arm to test the temperature, like you would for a real infant. Lena felt herself swoon as he approached and sat beside her, eagerly squirming into his lap in the position she’d been in earlier.

Travis slipped his arm under her head, supporting it, while the other hand brought the bottle closer. Lena had a lot of things she wanted to say, thanking Travis, asking him why he chose to do this now - but instead, she just parted her lips and let the nipple of the bottle in.

‘Oh,’ she thought, blinking cutely as she sucked curiously on the nipple. ‘He put vanilla in…’

“You look so adorable like that,” Travis said, and Lena’s eyes flicked up to meet his. “I wanted to feed you a bottle, since Mrs. Malone hasn’t gotten around to it yet. I thought you’d really like it.”

“Mmm,” Lena murmured, closing her eyes.

She felt totally relaxed as the warm, slightly sweetened milk flowed into her mouth. Lena nuzzled against Travis slightly, her eyes closed and a soft smile on her lips. Being bottle fed was the perfect blend of slightly embarrassing and pure intimacy that Lena loved, making her feel tiny in Travis’ arms.

She lost herself in the sensations. The sweet, warm milk. The rise and fall of Travis’ chest. His scent. The soft cotton of his t-shirt against her cheek… his arm cradling and supporting her as she drank.

All too soon, Lena found herself sucking on air, and Travis chuckled, pulling the bottle away from her mouth. Lena followed it with smacking lips for a moment, opening her eyes, before she pouted playfully, unable to keep a smile off of her face for long.

“Ohhh, is somebody a grumpy babygirl?” Travis asked, putting the bottle aside. “Well Dr. Travis knows how to fix that…”

“Bwahahaha!”

Lena exploded with laughter, squirming around on Travis’ lap as he tickled her. She fought to sit up, giggling and squirming as she pushed him away, tickling back.

“Bahaha! St-stop! Haha-urp!” Lena flushed as she burped. “S’cuse meeeeAHhahah!”

“Try and tickle your babysitter back, will you? Well take THIS!”

Kicking her legs frantically, Lena flailed around on the couch as Travis pinned her down, tickling her mercilessly. She couldn’t stop laughing, feeling her bladder squeeze as she was doubled over with glee.

More pee flooded suddenly into Lena’s diaper, and she heard Travis gasp as some leaked out of her legcuffs.

“Uh oh,” Travis said, grinning sheepishly. “...Maybe we better get you out of that wet diaper.”

“Y-yeah,” Lena replied, nodding gently. “...Is the couch gonna be okay?”

“I promise, baby girl,” Travis said with a smile as he helped Lena to her feet. “...Let’s give you a bath, huh?”

“Otay,” Lena agreed, instantly reassured.

***

It was the second time she’d been bathed by somebody else that week, but the experiences couldn’t have been more different.

Monika bathing her felt innocent, a big sister cleaning off a little baby she couldn’t think of sexually at all. Even when the area between her legs was cleaned, Lena got the clear sense that Monika wasn’t thinking anything dirty at all. It was sweet, relaxing, and sent her deep into a regressive headspace.

Travis’ cleaning was just as loving and gentle, but the experience was charged with sexual tension. Lena’s heart pounded with excitement, wondering when, or if, he was going to make a move. So far he’d washed her hair and face and scrubbed under her armpits, but now the soapy washcloth slid down her chest.

“Ah-h,” Lena gasped, as the wet cloth found her nipple, tracing lightly around it. “...F-feels nice.”

“I’m glad,” Travis said, with a grin, swirling around the stiffening nub until it was fully erect. “Does baby want me to touch her more?”

“Y-yes -nm!- pwease, Travis,” Lena begged, as he cupped her other breast.

“Stand up,” he ordered, and Lena obeyed, standing on trembling legs with her thighs eagerly parted, looking up at Travis hopefully.

“Good boy,” Travis said with a smirk, and then his washcloth-covered hand trailed wetly down her tummy, delving between her thighs.

“Oh!”

“Does that feel nice, baby girl?”

Travis spoke to her in the same tone one would use for a child - while he did filthy, very adult things to her mature body. It was so strange, but also incredibly arousing. Lena whimpered a ‘yes’ as he shlicked the cloth up and down between her folds, bumping her excited clit over and over.

Normally it would take more than that to get Lena so excited, but the combination of being treated like a helpless toddler and the forceful, firm touching between her legs, made her feel giddy and gooey all over. She moaned gently, rocking her hips towards Travis’ hand, feeling her lovebutton getting firmer and firmer, sliding against the soft cloth again and again.

The light friction teased her sensitive skin, and soon she could tell there was more wetness than just water on the cloth.

“Would you like to go to your bedroom?” Travis murmured, and Lena nodded eagerly. She quickly hopped out of the tub, her pussy tingling with the recent touching and desperate for more, and Travis wrapped her loosely in a towel as she led him to her room.

***

In her bedroom, Lena continued the innocent act that had aroused Travis so much before… Heck, it aroused her too.

“What kinda game do you wanna play in here, Mr. Twavis?” she asked, blinking cutely as he rubbed her dry. “Issit gonna be fun?”

“Oh, it’s going to be lots of fun, little girl,” Travis replied, the tent in his jeans supporting his hypothesis. “Just lay back for your babysitter… And spread your legs…”

“But den you’ll see my nakie-bits!” Lena said, faux-gasping, trying not to grin as Travis’ shaft visibly throbbed through his clothes.

“I have to see those,” he explained. “If I’m going to make you feel really nice again, remember?”

“Oh yeah,” Lena said, grinning. “Otay…”

She flopped backwards on the bed, spreading her legs wide and showing off her glistening treasure. The towel wrapped around her burst open, revealing her naked body, and Travis licked his lips as he approached, kneeling at the end of the bed. Lena heard him unzip his jeans, and grinned, knowing his cock was now in hand as he planted a soft kiss on her outer lips.

“Nmm… good girl,” Travis murmured, before he slid his tongue between her sticky, wet folds.

Lena squirmed happily, pushing her crotch upwards for more of Travis’ loving attentions. He licked delicately between the reddish-pink of her vulva, tongue tracing slowly over her clit, teasing the already-aroused nub. Lena gasped with delight as his tongue teased at entering her, then slid up, flickering quickly again and again over her stiff lovebutton.

This felt amazing, but that little hint of penetration had aroused Lena beyond belief… If she was going home soon, then she wanted to have one last hurrah with Travis… As he ate her pussy with all the care in the world, never once pushing or even asking for ‘real’ sex, Lena knew he was exactly the kind of guy she wanted to be her first.

“Nmm!! Oh! Travis! I want you inside me,” Lena moaned desperately, and Travis pulled his head out from between her thighs to look at her, concern and eagerness playing across his face in equal measure.

“Are you sure?” he said. “I mean, have you ever-”

“N-no,” Lena admitted, breathless, the blood rushing to her crotch slowing a little as they took a break. “But… I’d like to. With you. If that’s okay?”

“O-of course it’s okay,” he replied. “I’d love to. I just don’t want to hurt you.”

“I know you’ll be gentle,” Lena replied. “...And I promise I’ll tell you if I want you to stop. Honest.”

“I-if you’re sure,” Travis said, looking more and more convinced as he approached. “You can’t get pregnant, right?”

“Nuh huh,” Lena replied. “I have the implant… For periods.”

That seemed to be all the encouragement Travis needed. Lena squealed happily as he hooked his thumbs behind her knees, lifting them and spreading her legs. She felt his warm, slippery shaft between her folds, stroking slowly up and down. He was so hot there, again, but especially against her pussy, feeling like a furnace of desire. Lena awaited his penetration, biting her lip nervously - but he seemed to be hesitating...

“...C-can I ask for something?” Travis whispered, looking away with embarrassment. “...Could you talk like a little girl again? I, I know it’s per-”

“You mean wike dis?” Lena said, giggling. She didn’t mind at all. It turned her on almost as much, and the lust-filled groan he gave more than made it worthwhile even if it didn’t.

“L-like that, please,” he moaned, grinding back and forth against her. “What am I doing to you, baby girl?”

“Um, your thingy is touchin’ on my girl parts,” Lena mumbled, cheeks flushing at how naughty this felt. “What’s it doin’?”

“I’m going to put my thingy inside you, s-sweetie,” Travis replied, enjoying the roleplay, but less confident than Lena.

Lena gasped.

“But it looks sooooo big!” she faux-whimpered. “Is it gonna fit in my itty-bitty cunny?”

“Oh yes… It will fit right in, don’t worry…”

“Is it gonna hurt?”

Travis swallowed.

“Maybe a little, at first… But then it will feel really, really good,” he said, grinning. “It’s special grown-up fun. You want to play the special grown-up games, don’t you?”

Lena nodded enthusiastically, grinning once more.

“Otay! You can put it in now!”

Travis twitched against her, another trickle of pre dribbling down between her folds. Lena was glad for the extra lubrication, her heart pounding a mile a minute as she awaited the feeling of being entered for the first time. She wanted it so, so bad, but it was still a little scary.

She gasped, feeling the tapered tip of Travis’ cock probing between her folds at her entrance. Gripping the bedsheets, she tensed, relaxing slightly as one of his hands found hers, squeezing lovingly.

“...Sure?” he asked.

“I’m sure.”

With the final go-ahead, Travis pushed firmly into her. Lena cried out in brief pain as he entered her, pushing past her maidenhead into the warmth beyond. It stang, but no worse than a badly scraped knee.

“You okay?” Travis asked, pausing mid-thrust, a few inches buried inside Lena.

“Nmmd… y-yeah,” Lena said, with a grimace. “C-can you jus’ wait a moment, Mr. Twavis? My kitty got a boo-boo.”

Travis throbbed inside her, and Lena was proud of herself for being able to keep up the dirty talk while she was getting used to the feeling of something inside her. Already it stung a little less.

“Aw, it will feel, um, better soon,” Travis replied. “...I can kiss it better later.”

“H-heh heh, that’d be… ngh… nice,” Lena murmured, wriggling her bottom slightly. “I fink you can move again now… It feels otay.”

Travis slowly pushed forwards, savoring the feeling of Lena’s warm canal gripping him all around. She was so soft, and wet, he moaned lowly as he felt his whole length being buried deep inside her willing pussy.

“Ohhh,” Lena moaned. “Dat feels good.”

It really did. Lena had imagined what being filled would be like, but it was so much better when it was real. It felt incredibly right, on a primal level, the full, slightly-stretched feeling making her walls gently clench, coaxing her lover deeper. It barely hurt anymore, the pain overridden by the sheer pleasure and lust she felt coursing through her veins.

“Yoouu feel good,” Travis said, almost dreamily, as he leaned forwards, kissing her cheek. His hands held hers, comforting, but also ever so slightly dominant, pinning them to the bed as his hips began to move.

“Nmm!”

“Ah!”

Travis’ cock slid slowly backwards, then thrust firmly back inside. Their combined arousal made it easy to slip back and forth inside of Lena, his cockhead thrusting hard again and again against her g-spot.

“Ohh Mister Twavis,” Lena panted, bucking her hips up to meet his. “It feels sooo good.”

Travis could only moan, overwhelmed by pleasure as he made love to the girl on the bed. His hip motions were clumsy and uncertain, but the lack of finesse was more than made up for with passion. As the sex continued, his hands left hers, grasping her waist, then her hips, holding her passionately as he leaned right over her, his own hips pumping eagerly as his cock was shoved in and out of her hungry wetness.

“The feelin’s… they’re g-gettin’ real big,” Lena moaned, feeling her body responding, pleasure building up and up as she had ‘real’ PiV for the first time.

She was giddily thrilled on some disconnected level at just the idea of that, but the rest of her was entirely immersed in how this felt, completely enmeshed in this experience as their bodies became one. With hot breaths and urgent, frantic thrusts, they could both feel their climaxes readily approaching, Travis pounding Lena with gritted teeth as he held onto her hips for dear life.

“Oh… oh… OH! OH! Nmm! TWAVIS!”

Hearing her breath catching in her throat, Travis thrust faster and faster, sawing his cock against the top wall of her cunny, sliding against her sweet spot again and again. She tensed around him, moaning, gasping, back arching, until, with an explosive gasp and a cry of his name, she orgasmed, squeezing rhythmically around his embedded cock.

That was all Travis needed. He groaned, thrusting himself deep into Lena, prompting another gasp as he began to pump hot cum inside her.

Lena felt she must be having another orgasm right then and there. His spunk felt so hot, so alive, filling her with liquid love that she felt her walls clenching at, coaxing it deeper. It felt so good, so right, so warm, and Lena moaned as she rode the wave of pleasure to its slowly approaching conclusion.

“Ohhh,” she murmured, looking up at Travis with adoration. “...I think I love you.”

Travis swallowed, bright pink, still panting himself.

“Y-yeah,” he replied. “I think that too… I mean, that I feel that way about, about you.”

After a moment, he frowned with concern.

“M-maybe it’s just the sex, though?”

“No,” Lena said, frowning. “I don’t think so. I’ve never… wanted to do that before, with anybody else. You’re just special.”

She grunted softly as Travis withdrew his softening cock from between her legs, wiping it on the towel below her… and then collapsing onto the bed beside her, cuddling her tightly.

“You’re special too,” he said, softly. “I’m going to be so sad when you leave. But I… I love you too, Lena.”

Lena smiled with bittersweet tears in her eyes as Travis softly kissed her, before nuzzling close to him, enjoying the warmth and the feeling of his seed deep inside her. This was a moment to treasure…

Especially since she didn’t think she’d get many more with Travis in the future.




Chapter 10

It was Lena’s last day at the lakehouse, and she was determined to enjoy it as much as possible. Mrs. Malone had said they didn’t have big plans today, just seeing a movie, and getting packed to go back home.

“Let’s just spend time together for today,” she said, smiling as she held Lena’s hand, but she could tell they were both hurting.

Lena wasn’t sure though, if she’d be open to really having Lena live with her all the time.

Now Monika was finished packing, and Mrs. Malone was getting her and Lena’s stuff all ready. Lena had offered to help, but Mrs. Malone insisted that ‘babies’ didn’t do packing, so now Lena was sat on the floor at the coffee table once again, drawing a picture on a piece of white paper.

She’d drawn a big lake, and grass on the floor. Now she just had to add people…

Technically, Lena wasn’t a bad artist. But she used her left hand instead, to give the drawing a more childish feel. She wasn’t embarrassed about her Mommy or her big sister thinking she was a bad draw-er. She knew they’d love anything she made.

“Who’s that?” Monika asked, pointing at the elegant-looking girl with dark brown hair Lena was drawing. “...Is that me?”

“Uh huh,” Lena said, grinning. “An’ this is our Mommy…”

Monika didn’t even blink as Lena said that, in fact, she d’awwed as Lena drew her holding hands with her mother.

“This is me,” Lena said, reaching for a different hair color as she carefully drew herself in. She looked up at Monika, blushing slightly as she also drew in a thick diaper between her legs, but Monika just smirked.

“An’ this is, um,” Lena swallowed shyly as she grabbed another crayon. “Twavis. My, um. Friend.”

“Do you mean your booyyyfriend?” Monika asked, tickling Lena gently.

“Nooo!” Lena said initially, bright red…

“...Maybe?” she admitted after a moment, a coy smile on her face. “I really like him. I think he likes me too?”

“He definitely does,” Monika said reassuringly. “He’s sent me a lot of texts asking about you…”

“Wow,” Lena said, giggling. “That’s true love.”

“Well, it means he’s thinking about you, right?” Lena said, watching as Lena finished her drawing, giving big smiles to everybody. “...That’s so cute, baby sis, Mom’s going to love it.”

“I hope so,” Lena said, her smile fading a little as she drew a sun in the upper right.

Sensing the change in Lena’s mood, Monika nudged her, trying to keep things happy and light on their last day there.

“Sooo,” she asked, giggling. “What did you and your ‘maybe’ boyfriend get up to the other day.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” Lena squeaked, putting down the crayon she was holding. “I mean, n-nothing too exciting…”

“Your face is bright red, Lee,” Monika said, grinning. “‘Fess up. Did you two… you know?”

Lena’s red cheeks probably gave her away anyway, but she nodded gently, remembering the previous day. She still felt sore, but in a nice way. It was a pleasant reminder.

“We did, yeah,” Lena confessed, smiling bashfully. “...It was my first time. His too, I think.”

“I think so too,” Monika replied. “He’d never really had a proper girlfriend before. That’s so sweet.”

Monika sighed enviously.

“I wish I’d saved my first time to be with a guy who really loved me,” she added, pouting.

“I’m sorry,” Lena said.

“It’s okay,” Monika replied with a shrug. “So how was it? Was it goood?”

“SO good,” Lena said dreamily. “Mon, you didn’t tell me how fantastic it would feel.”

“Well, it’s always different!” Monika said. “Besides… I think that was probably partly because of how much you like each other. It wouldn’t have been as good if you didn’t.”

“You think?”

“Yeah.”

“I’m glad we can talk about this,” Lena said after a moment. “I thought maybe now I.. you know… you’d think it was weird or gross or something. Cuz you said I’m your baby sister now. Which I like a lot, by the way, but, you know...”

“No way,” Monika said, putting an arm across Lena’s shoulders. “I’m your big sister now, too, but I’m always going to be your best friend. You’re half baby, half adult, and you’re super cute that way.”

Lena sniffled. She was so glad to have a best friend like Lena… Even if she hadn’t been entirely honest about everything…

“And this clearly makes Mom happy, too,” Monika continued. “I mean, she’s been bummed out for a long time. I feel really guilty about leaving her for college, but I know it wouldn’t make her happy if I stayed home for her. You’re giving her a chance to be a Mom again…”

Monika’s face changed to a frown.

“...Except you’re going back to college yourself, soon.”

Lena swallowed. No time like the present to tell the truth, right?

“No I’m not,” she said, in a small voice. “I’ve been kicked out.”

Monika pulled away to look at Lena’s face, trying to see if she was telling the truth.

“No way! You’re so smart, Lee,” she said, frowning harder.

“It’s true!” Lena insisted. “Well… Nearly true. I’m on academic probation. I’ve been doing really, really badly. I have one more semester to fix it when I go back, but… I really don’t wanna go back.”

“What?! Why didn’t you tell me before?”

“I’m sorry, Mon,” Lena replied, biting her lip. “I really wanted to… I was just so ashamed about it. Like you say, I’m ‘so smart’... so why did I do so badly there? I hated it so much. And I don’t have any friends there. I just… I can’t go back there. I hope you’re not disappointed in me?”

Monika blinked, and then took a deep breath.

“...No, of course not,” she finally said. “I’m just surprised. I feel bad about making all those comments to other people in front of you now. About how well you must be doing…”

“It’s fine,” Lena said, although they had stung a bit. “I’m just sorry I didn’t say anything earlier. It must be a lot to take in…”

“Yeah,” Monika agreed. “Definitely. I’m not upset at you, though. Thank you for telling me now.”

“I didn’t want to leave my best friend out of my life.”

Monika chuckled and cuddled the diapered girl close, but she seemed to be thinking about something.

“Hey… if you’re not going back to college…”

Lena could tell Monika was coming to the same conclusion as Travis, and as exciting as it was, because it made her feel more hopeful…. It was scary too, because it meant more pressure to actually ask.

“...You could tell Mom!” Monika finished, grinning. “I bet she’d want to adopt you for real!”

“I, I’ve thought about it,” Lena confessed. “But I’m not sure…”

“Come on, Lee,” Monika urged. “At least ask!”

“...That’s what Travis said,” Lena muttered.

“See? He agrees with me too… anybody could see my Mom really wishes you could be her baby forever.”

“Really?” Lena asked, hopefully. “I’m just scared… in case she says no.”

“I don’t think she will,” Monika said, clearly happy at the thought of Lena being her baby sister forever. “...But it’s still better to ask and not always regret it, right?”

“Right,” Lena agreed. “Just, do me a favor?”

“What is it?”

“Give me time to ask her myself? It’s something I wanna do on my own,” she said. “But I promise I will do it.”

Monika squeezed Lena’s hand, and smiled.

“Sure…”

Lena relaxed, and then tensed as Monika spoke again.

“You have until the end of today,” she said. “And then I’m telling her myself. I’m not letting you waste this opportunity because you’re too shy.”

Lena gulped, feeling at once glad, and very anxious that Monika had said that. There’d be no getting out of this now…

***

Lena was definitely a clingy baby for the rest of the day. It was hard not to be. She was painfully aware of the fact they were leaving tomorrow, and that this might be the last time she got to call Mella ‘Mommy’.

Mrs. Malone didn’t seem to mind at all, which was encouraging… But perhaps she was just being nice to Lena on her last day there?

Lena was also trying to work up the courage to tell Mrs. Malone what she was thinking, but somehow she couldn’t find the words. She had plenty of opportunity to talk to her alone - several diaper changes, a bottle-feeding, and when Monika headed to the concession stand before the movie started… but somehow, the conversation never happened.

Lena had caught Monika’s eye several times, and her ‘big sister’s expression had only gotten more and more irritated. Lena’s guts twisted themselves in knots as she imagined asking her Mommy to adopt her forever, only to be rejected… But it would be worse if Monika asked, for her.

Now it was just before bedtime. Lena lay on her back, her pacifier between her lips, suckling slowly as Mrs. Malone changed her.

She seemed to be taking her time about it, lingering, probably realizing this was the last time she’d do this. Lena didn’t fuss or squirm as she felt the wipes gently dabbing at her skin, obediently lifting her bottom when Mrs. Malone gently tapped it. Soon she was in another thick diaper, closing her eyes and relishing the feeling.

“Are you okay, babygirl?” her Mommy asked, her voice gentle, as she tucked Lena into bed. “You look… sad.”

Lena swallowed… Maybe now, at last, she could say something…

“...I feel too wide awake,” she said, after she was silent for too long. “I dunno if I can sleep…”

“Oh?” Mrs. Malone said, smiling lovingly. “Well, how about I sing you a lullaby, then?”

Lena nodded gently. Usually she’d have been enthusiastic, but the mood in the room was very melancholy. It was as if they were both thinking about the fact Lena wouldn’t be her little girl any more soon, but neither of them were saying anything.

Sighing gently, Mrs. Malone knelt down beside Lena and took her hand in hers as she began to sing.

“Baby mine, don’t you cry,

Baby mine, dry your eyes….”

Lena felt emotion swelling up inside her as Mrs. Malone sang, her voice shaking with emotions of her own. Her biological mother had never done anything like this for her… and now this woman who didn’t share any DNA with her at all had taken her in, treated her like a toddler because she knew how badly she needed it, bathed, clothed and fed her… And now sang her a lullaby, just to help her sleep.

Tears fell down her face onto the pillow, and when she looked at Mrs. Malone, she could see tears running down her cheeks too.

“L-let your ey… eyes, sparkle and shine,

N-never a te-tear… baby of m-mine…”

Mella’s voice shook with every line now, and Lena leaned forwards, pulling her into a hug. She felt her Mommy sob, and she whimpered, water falling from her eyes too.

“Ohhh, we, we aren’t doing a very good job of doing as the song says, a-are we?” Mrs. Malone said, sniffling, red-eyed. “I’m sorry sweetie. I wa-wanted your last night here to be a good one… I’m going to mi-miss you… so much…”

Lena gulped again. She knew it was now or never… Maybe she could ride the tidal wave of emotions to help her speak up?

“...M-maybe you don’t have to?” she asked, in a small, hopeful voice.

“What do you mean?” Mella asked, looking confused.

Lena was shaking as she sat up, trying to find the words that stuck in her throat.

“I was thinking… Mommy, would you like me to be your babygirl forever?”

Various emotions appeared and then disappeared on Mrs. Malone’s face. First, surprise, confusion, doubt that she heard Lena right. Then delight, hope, the idea that she would get to keep her baby forever…

And finally a wince.

“Oh… Lena, honey, I’d love that,” Mrs. Malone said. “...But, you have college… Maybe if you feel the same way when you come back…”

“Mommy, I’m not going back to college,” Lena said firmly, interrupting before Mrs. Malone could insist she should. “Trust me. I’m not happy there. I’m not doing well. I don’t want to talk about it too much right now ‘cuz I’ll cry again. But I do not. Want. To go back.”

Mella looked into Lena’s spring green eyes, seeing a resolve as hard as steel in them.

“That’s the last grown-up decision I’m gonna make,” Lena said, and then blushed, as if suddenly remembering to be shy. “...If you want me, for real, I mean?”

Mrs. Malone didn’t need a moment, even a second, to think. She whooped, leaping up, and pulling Lena into a tight bear hug. Lena squeaked, and then giggled as she was released.

“So, yes?”

“Of course yes, Lena,” Mella said, tearfully. “I’m over the moon. I can’t wait to start our new life together.”

They both sighed happily. Lena couldn’t remember when she’d been more content. She nestled against Mrs. Malone’s bosom as she cuddled and rocked her gently, breathing in her soft, sweet scent.

“...There’s something else I’ve been thinking about,” Mrs. Malone said, after a few moments of cuddling. “And I suppose we should talk about it now, if you’re going to be living with me.”

“What, Mommy?”

“How would you feel if we moved up here?”

Lena blinked… and then grinned.

“I’d really, really love that,” she said, frowning after a second. “...You aren’t just saying that because you know I’d like to be near Travis, right?”

“No, of course not,” Mrs. Malone said. “I’m just tired of Ohio. Without Lyle, that house doesn’t seem like a home. And my other baby’s going to college up here… I think I’d be happier here, too.”

“It’s a big decision,” Lena pointed out. “Maybe you should wait and think about it a little longer?”

“Maybe,” Mrs. Malone agreed. “But I think my mind is made up. I don’t need two houses, and if I’m going to have a new baby on my hands again, well, maybe I need to think about settling down and not taking so many vacations, hm?”

Lena giggled as Mrs. Malone tickled her side gently, before continuing.

“Besides,” Mella added. “If I sell the house, I could probably afford a few… Luxuries, for you.”

“What luxuries?” Lena asked, blinking.

“A crib,” Mella said, grinning at the red blush that instantly appeared on Lena’s face. “A stroller, maybe… Definitely a car seat.”

“O-oh,” Lena said, shuffling close once more. “I guess that would be okay.”

Her Mommy chuckled.

“Don’t worry, kiddo,” she said. “Mommy’s always going to take care of you.”

“I love you, Mommy,” Lena said, earnestly.

“I love you too,” Mella replied, stroking her hair gently.

More comfortable silence for a few moments, and then, Lena spoke:

“Soo… since it’s a special night… Can I stay up later?”

Mrs. Malone laughed loudly - but then firmly put Lena back to bed, with a kiss on the forehead.

Lena didn’t mind at all.

Especially not since she knew there would be day after day spent together like this from now on.




Chapter 11 - Epilogue

Several months later

There was a nip in the air as they drove back up to Michigan, so Lena was bundled up warmly in a coat.

She was also wearing a thick wet diaper under her clothes, and strapped into her specially made car seat. She peered happily out the windows, hoping they’d arrive soon at the lakehouse.

Mrs. Malone had sold the old place a few weeks ago, and now they were finally making the drive up to move for real. They’d timed it so Monika would be home for Autumn break, so she was in the car with them as well, in the front seat. Monika was texting, and Lena looked over curiously.

She didn’t text anymore, didn’t even really have a phone. Sometimes her Mommy let her use her tablet, especially to talk to her ‘little boyfriend’, but she was ‘too little’ for a phone of her own. Lena didn’t miss it, really, but it was interesting to see the adults tapping away on the screens.

Lena’s life had changed a lot over the last few months. Mrs. Malone wasn’t shy about explaining that Lena was her little girl, and people treated her accordingly or paid the price… The ‘price’ usually just meant Mrs. Malone wouldn’t talk to them, but that sucked, because Lena’s Mommy was great.

Now Lena was enrolled in several ‘Mommy and Me’ classes, where she was treated just like the other babies. People in the local area knew Lena and Mella by name, and smiled and waved back at her as she was pushed past in her extra-large stroller.

Mrs. Malone had even gotten Lena’s biological parents to admit (reluctantly…) that this was best for Lena. Her happiness was hard to deny. Lena suspected her Mom was a little hurt by it, but by their own admission, neither of them were ‘natural parents’. They’d apologized once for that, but Lena shrugged it off. It was hard to feel upset about her first childhood when her second one was so good.

Lena grunted. She’d pooped earlier that morning, but she felt a little gassy… Maybe if she tooted, nobody would notice.

“Ewwww, Mom,” Monika groaned, holding her nose. “Lena pooped her diapers again!”

Monika had also gotten very used to Lena being her baby sister. In fact her Instablam was full of pictures of them together, many of them showing Lena half-naked or with her diapers uncovered. Monika treated Lena just like the toddler who’s lifestyle she had, and that included loudly suggesting she’d messed herself.

“I did not!” Lena replied, squeakily. “I just tooted…”

Both Monika and her mother snickered at that, and Lena blushed even more.

“Are you sure about that, Lena?” Mrs. Malone asked, looking at her in the rear-view mirror. “We can pull over…”

“No!” Lena insisted, stomping her foot into the air. “I promise, Mommy!”

“Okay, okay,” she said, chuckling. “Don’t get fussy…”

“I’ll put Seeking Nermal on for her, Mom,” Monika said, swiping around on Mrs. Malone’s tablet to set the Bizzney movie up.

Lena happily took the tablet and began to watch it, kicking her feet happily.

“Thank you, big sis,” she said, grinning. “I wuv you…”

“I love you too,” Monika said, turning back to her phone.

Nowadays Lena mostly watched cartoons and educational shows. She hadn’t seen anything rated above PG in a long time, and she didn’t really want to. Lena preferred her world staying innocent small, just like she was, now.

Sighing, Lena wet her diaper one last time, as she kept her eyes focused on the screen. Only a few more hours to go…

***

“We’re here!”

Lena jerked forwards, trying to jump out of her seat, before remembering she was strapped in tightly to her car seat. Just as she was about to start whimpering, her Mommy came around the side and unfastened it, letting her hop out.

“Yay, Mommy,” Lena said, grinning as she hugged Mella tightly. “...Are we gonna go unpack?”

“We can make a start,” Mella agreed. “...You can bring in my tablet.”

“Otay, Mommy,” Lena said, giggling.

Her diapers crinkled loudly as she walked hand in hand with the older woman, but she was completely unconcerned. Mella had grabbed the rolling suitcase that had all their clothes for the evening in, and Monika dragged the cooler with their food in, while Lena felt very important and grown up (but not too grown-up…) with her tablet in hand.

The house was filled with cardboard boxes that Lena knew were stuffed with items from the old place. Luckily the lake house was furnished, so the movers didn’t have to bring much stuff over. Most of the stuff that was missing was Lena’s - like her high chair and crib, which were probably boxed up somewhere in the kitchen and bedroom…

The doorbell rang, breaking Lena out of her daze. She looked expectantly from her Mommy to her big sister, waiting for one of them to get the door, but they shared a glance and then a big smile as they told her to answer it herself.

“I’ll be watching,” her Mommy said when Lena looked unsure, and finally Lena dashed down the hall to see who was there.

The blobby shape looked vaguely familiar. Lena’s heart pounded as she fumbled with the handle, pulling it down clumsily, hoping against hope it was who she thought it was.

“Travis!” Lena squealed, delighted as the door opened. “I missed you so much!”

She rushed over to hug him tightly. Lena was a much happier and huggier person now, and Travis picked her up and spun her around right there on the porch, making her giggle loudly.

Seeing Travis on a screen had been nice, but there was no amount of video calling that could beat seeing him for real, in the flesh. Lena happily sighed and nuzzled him, before she turned around, peering suspiciously at her Mommy and big sister.

“Did you guys text him?” she asked, smirking.

“Maaaaybe,” Monika said, with a smirk of her own. “...Mom and I want to unpack while it’s still daylight. It would be helpful if we didn’t have a little baby underfoot.”

“I, I guess,” Lena said, flushing as she turned to Travis, her hands awkwardly clasping and unclasping in her lap. “Are you okay with… babysitting me? People might think weird stuff about you when they see… me.”

“I don’t care what people think,” Travis said, stroking her hair back lovingly. “You’re an adorable babygirl to me, and I’d be proud to be seen with you.”

Lena just blushed harder, and then sighed, happily. She was so lucky.

“Her stroller’s in the car,” Mrs. Malone said. “Let me get it for you.”

“Wait!” Lena said, suddenly, turning to monika. “Um.. I mean. Before you do that… Could you take a picture of us, all together, on your phone?”

“Sure,” Monika replied, pulling up her camera. “We’ll have to get in tight, though.”

“That’s okay,” Lena said, giggling as she squished up close to her Mommy and her boyfriend. “I just want a picture of this. My first day living here with my Mommy.”

“And your big sister,” Travis pointed out, grinning.

“An’ my big sister,” Lena agreed, grinning. “Everybody smiiiile!”

Monika held the phone out as far as it could go, the light on screen blinking as it counted down from three. All four of them held their breath as the timer ticked down, until finally, it flashed brightly, temporarily blinding them..

But hopefully leaving a lasting record of the beginning of the rest of their lives…

The End.
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