[bookmark: _GoBack]A New Life, part 1

Slowly, you begin to wake up, feeling groggy. Your bed feels... different. Softer. In your tired state you can't tell exactly what it is, but something isn't right. It feels like your blankets bunched up between your legs, and you can't get your knees together. Something is definitely wrong. Maybe you are still dreaming? 
You have an odd taste in your mouth. It feels like something is sitting between your lips. You try to spit it out, but can't. You reach over to take it out... but your arm won't move. With a start, you realized your hand is tied.
You open your eyes in shock, but in the dim light you can't see much. This isn't your room. Your eyes begin to adjust and you see more and more. You are surrounded by bars... are you in a cage? You try wiggling around, kicking off the blankets. What the hell are you wearing?
You are dressed in a pink, footed onesie. Around your waist you see a buldge. With horror, you realize that you are wearing a diaper. This isn't a cage, its a crib!
The lights flicker on, blinding you momentarily. "Ahhh I see the baby girl is awake. Did you sleep well honey?" a strange voice asks.
You look toward the voice to see a tall women standing in the doorway. She has long brown hair that falls over thick shoulders and arms. Clear blue eyes look at you with compassion. She is holding a baby bottle. A BIG baby bottle. Big enough for you, even.
You try to ask what is going on, but can't speak through what you now realize is a pacifier, tied behind your head. Getting a better look at your outfit, you notice cartoon princesses covering your onsie, and "Diapered Princess" written across the chest. Your hands are locked in finger less gloves, rendering them useless, and you can feel a frilly bonnet on your head and tied under you chin. You are dressed like a one year old girl. A nearby mirror reveals the words "Messy Diaper Butt" written on the flap of the onesie.
"Awww don't worry baby. Just let mommy check your diaper and we can untie you for breakfast. That sound nice? Just promise not to be a bad baby, or you will get a spanking." The women tells you, standing over you. 
She reaches down to open the flap on your onsie, revealing a thick, infantile diaper with "Baby" written across the front in pink. "Looks like someones dry!" She says, pinching your cheek, "Good baby! Keep this up and maybe one day we can begin potty training... In a year or so..."
At this point your surprise and fear turns to anger. How can this woman humiliate you like this? You try to struggle against her as she unties your arms and lifts you up but to know avail. Your moments turn into uncoordinated squirming, and you realize you have little control over your limbs. A hard smack on your diaper stops you completely.
"Now now, if I'm gonna untie you you have to be a good baby. Try that again and I'll give you a real spanking. OK?" 
You stop the pointless squirming. How can you be so weak? What the hell is going on.
The woman sits you in a high chair, strapping you in place. The diaper crinkles underneath you as you wiggle on the seat, wondering what is going on. The padding feels like a cushion underneath you, but serves as a constant humiliating reminder of your diapered state. Even worse, you are seated right in front of a window facing a street and another row of houses. You recognize the neighborhood as one near your own home. What if someone sees you? A bowl of unidentifiable mush sits in front of you, along with the bottle she was carrying earlier. She doesn't intend to feed you this, does she?
In answer to the question, she unties something behind your head and removes the pacifier. You try to speak, to ask what is going on, but she quickly spoons mush into your mouth. "Open up for the airplane! Vroommm vrooom!" She says as she forces the sweet goo down your throat. You gag and choke it back, forced to eat by her constant shoveling.
Finally you can take it no more. "Wai! Wha goin on?" With horror you realize that is your own voice. A high pitched squeal, with words lisped and barely formed. What had happened to you? "NO! No more foo! Stop oo F---ing b----!"
"What! How dare you? Is that how babies talk? Come here!" The woman pulls you out of the high chair and grabs you by the wrist.You scream curses as you are forced to waddle behind her, your thick diaper making walking normally impossible. She pulls you down the hallway and into a bathroom. Once there, she forces open your mouth and sticks a bar of soap into it. The bitter soap instantly fills your mouth with suds, and you try to spit it out, only to have it replaced.
"Alright, listen. You are going to learn to be a good baby whether you like it or not. Now I am going to spank you 20 times. If you drop the soap, we restart." She couldn't be serious...! A spanking? At your age?
You spit out the bar again. "Oo can't pank me! I am..." You only get that far when her hand smacks the back of your diaper. Even through the padding, it stings. 
"I told you to keep the soap in your mouth! BAD BABY!" the woman says as she replaces the soap and begins to rain down smacks upon your bottom. SPANK 1... SPANK 2... SPANK 3... You struggle to keep the mouth in as she counts out the blows. You are forced to suck on it, swallowing the suds as you do. Your bottom gets sorer and sorer. 
She is nearing the end. SPANK 19... SPANK 20. "Good baby!" She sits you on her lap, and takes out the soap. "Will you be a good baby for mommy from now on?"
"Wes I sowwy! I be a goo baby!"
"Good, now lets get you back in your high chair while I clean your dishes, then we can play with your toys." She pops the pacifier back in your mouth and carries you to the kitchen. You can still taste soap.
She sits you in the chair. You struggle to get comfortable on the hard seat. Even through the padding, your sore bottom stings whenever you put weight on it. For once, you are grateful for the diaper.
Suddenly you realize you may need the diaper for something else. Your bladder is extremely full, aching for release. Even worse, you can feel your stomach rumbling. If you don't think fast, soon you will be in a very uncomfortable diaper.
"uhhh... mama?" you ask, trying to sound as childish as possible to get on her good side.
"Yes baby?"
"I has do go potty" you inform her, blushing. Surely she can't mean you to use the diaper.
"Well that's what your diaper is for silly! Anyway, I am working here, so you won't be let down for a while. I will change you when I'm done" 
"No! Pwease don make me!" You cry, seeing you please ignored. You squirm back and forth, trying to press your knees together. The padding between your legs isn't helping much. You can't... But it is getting harder and harder to hold it in. Those muscle relaxants really are taking there toll! Perhaps you could wet, but she wouldn't force you to MESS yourself, would she? At least you could keep that dignity.
Hoping to meet her half way, you let go of your bladder. Instantly you hear a hissing noise as you feel you diaper become soaked. The diaper inflates around you. Soon you are sitting in a warm, wet, puddle. 
You blush furiously. How could she make you do that!?! Pissing yourself like a toddler... What the hell was going on? Even worse, you can feel the pressure building in your gut. There is no way it could get this bad that quickly! She must have put something in the mush... Soon your diaper will be full of something much worse then pee.
You squirm miserably in your wet diaper, wishing the pressure would disappear. Desperate, you call to the woman again "Mommy! Pwease, I wet me di di! I needs a change."
"Don't be silly! I told you I can't change you yet. Your diaper can hold more then a little pee. Don't you know what it says on your onesie?"
"buh I.. buh... I needs to go da other way." You finally say it, horrified about what her response will be.
"Now I am getting sick of you complaining! You are wearing a diaper for one reason and one reason only."
"Buh... pwease don make me!"
"No buts!" The woman walks over and stands next to you, hand reaching down to feel your diaper. With her standing over you like this, hands on her side and her eyes glaring, you can't help but feel intimidated. "You are going to use this diaper and you are going to use it properly."
The pressure builds in your gut, and to your embarrassment you let out a loud fart.
"Haha! I knew you would be needing those diapers soon! Now, fill it up like a good boy, or its another spanking."
You look pleadingly up at her. She can't make you do this! But she doesn't budge.
"I'm counting... one..."
What is she counting too?
"twoo..."
"Eeeep!" With a horrified squeak, your resolve breaks. You start pushing against he back seat of your diaper. Grunting, you can feel something coming out. Suddenly, a massive load explodes into the thick padding. A gooey mess forms around your butt, caking you. It keeps coming out until your diaper is completely full. Defeated, you sit back down into your own mess, hearing it squish underneath you as you do.
"Good girl! Now play with this until I can change you." She hands you a large brown teddy bear and walks away.
You hold the bear in front of yourself, not certain what to do with it. Instead, you shift your weight back and forth, trying to get comfortable in your own mess. The smell is horrible! It almost makes you gag every time you breath in. The pacifier filling your mouth makes it difficult to breath through your mouth, and you are forced to smell the rotten stench. The humiliation over the entire situation is even worse. You can still see people walking down the road in front of the window. A few even turn to glance at you. Why is this happening to you?
Finn ally you can bear it no longer. You have to know!
"Mommy?"
"Yes baby?"
"Wha's goin on? Why am Is here?"
The woman sighs and stops cleaning. "Alright, I was going to tell you this later, but... You are being treated. Recently, your friends and family have noticed you getting too...rowdy. You were getting drunk every night and starting fights. Though this isn't a problem if it happens rarely, with you it got worse and worse. Were you aware you were about to fail out of school?" You shake your head. It hadn't gotten that bad, had it? "After a psychological evaluation, it was decided you needed to restart. We gave you drugs to weaken your limbs so you can't fight back. I am going to re raise you as a baby. You can still see your friends, but only when they are willing to babysit. If you go back to school next year, you will be in diapers, and hopefully much better behaved. Don't bother trying to argue, it has been done, and your family agreed. Alright?"
Your eyes tear up. How... how could they do this too you?
The woman walks over. "Awww, don't cry. Its not that bad. Just play along with us, don't fight, and you will be out of here before you know it. Here, play with teddy, he will make you happier."
You hug the teddy bear against your face. The softness is surprisingly comforting.
"There's a good baby. Now just wait a bit longer. I will change you, and we can go to the mall so you can visit the toy store. Would you like that?"
The thought of leaving the house in a diaper is horrifying, but you realize there is no escape. You nod, sucking on your pacifier as you do, accepting the life of a baby girl.

A New Life Part 2: The Mall
 
From your high chair, you watch in boredom as "Mommy" cleans the dishes. The itch from your fully loaded diaper is driving you insane, and you squirm in a desperate but futile attempt to find comfort in your own slimy mess. The smell is even worse,and you gag every time you breath in.
Finally she finishes. "Alright baby, now I think I promised you a trip to the toy store? Are you ready to go?"
You blush deeply. Though at first you didn't mind, the thought of being outside in your diaper and pink onesie is horrifying. You shake your head nervously. "Nuuuu!" You say, hoping the babyish tone would please Mommy.
"Whats that? Baby doesn't want to go to the store? Awww don't be afraid! Mommy will keep you safe, and we'll get you a nice new toy, ok?" She bends over and pats your cheek.
"Pwease don make me goes outside!" you screech. She only responds by popping a large pacifier in your mouth again and tying it behind your head, effectively gagging you. You squirm and moan through the paci as she unbuckles you and carries you to the front door. Your attempts to squirm out of her arms only earn you laughter and a sharp smack on your bottom. By the time she carries you out the door, in full view of the entire neighborhood, you are in tears.
She opens the door to her car, revealing a blue baby car seat. Of course. She sits you down, mushing the mess in your diaper against you. In the confined space, the smell is even more noticeable. She then straps you in and locks the belts in place. 
"Well! Aren't you a stinky baby today!" She says as she opens the windows to let out some of the smell and begins to drive away. After a little while you realize she is taking you to the mall and you sink into your seat, hoping to disappear. At least she could have changed you first! Didn't she say she was going to?
You arrive at the mall. She takes you out of the seat, and for reasons you cannot fathom, begins to take off your onesie. Are you finally getting a diaper change? Instead, she simply replaces it with a pink "Baby Girl" t shirt and a matching bonnet, along with baby booties. She begins to take you inside. To your horror, she gives you absolutely nothing to hide your bulky, brown stained diapers. You want to argue, but realize there is no point, and let her lead you by the hand as you waddle behind her.
You enter the mall. It seems like everyone notices you at once, and stares at you with a mixture of shock, disgust, and bemusement. You hear dozens of "ewwws!" and "did he actually mess his diaper? or is that a she?" along with a surprising number of "awww, how cute!" and "what an adorable baby!". You cannot tell if they are serious or simply mocking you.
Your Mommy leads you to a group of middle aged women, standing in a circle to meet you. As soon as they see you, they break out into coos and awws, pinching your cheek and patting your bottom. "Aww what a cute baby!" "Your so lucky! She's adorable in her diapers!" "A bit of a stinky girl, though, isn't she?" From the way they were speaking, you gather they are Mommy's friends, waiting to humiliate you further.
"Now, I promise the baby we'd go to the toy store." Mommy says.
"Awww first can we take her to the clothing store? We saw SO many outfits she'd look adorable in!"
"Well, alright, I suppose there is time." You blush as you are lead through the mall, angry that you got no say in the entire deal, as your pacifier is still silencing you. To your further embarrassment, you continue to hear snickers and ewws around you, and notice at least a few camera flashes. There is no way you will ever live this down.
You arrive at a clothing store with an entire section of oversized baby cloths. As the group of women watches in adoration, your mommy makes you try on dozens of humiliating garments. They snap pictures as a line of baby dresses, onesies, footed pajamas, and t shirts, each with there own humiliating variations of "Messy Baby" or "Diaper Girl" written on them. Each one is in bright pastels, pinks and baby blues. Along with them, you find yourself victim to a dozen accessories, including Mary Jane shoes, pacifiers, bonnets, hair ribbons, and different types of diapers put over your own, each with its own humiliating print.
As you get dressed dozens of people walk by, most of them stopping to stare at the spectacle. As if this wasn't bad enough, you realize you recognize some of them. Specifically, a pair of girls, Jannet and Sarah, from your home room class at school. You don't know them too well, but they are both cute, and you often thought about dating them. This is now a forgone point as you see them snickering and laughing while snapping photos at your various outfits. "Cute diapers, Stinky Girl!" Janet laughs as she points at something behind you. You turn in the direction she points to see a mirror. Suddenly it becomes clear why Mommy took off your onesie, and you begin to cry again. Your messy diaper had turned a dark brown colour, and was visibly lumpy in the back. You realize that literally everyone you past in the mall, no matter how far away, would have seen the state of your diaper. As if the smell wasn't bad enough.
"Awww, is baby upset? I think its time to go to the toy store to cheer her up!" The other women nod in agreement, and Mommy leads you away as you sniffle through your pacifier. Where had the girls gone?
Soon you arrive at Baby's Are Us, and your Mommy leads you through the isle, waiting for you to pick out a toy. Desperate to leave, you settle on a teddy bear and a box of blocks, and she pays the clearly shocked cashier. She hands you the teddy bear, expecting you to carry it as you go through the mall, and leads you to the food court.
"Alright baby, do you want a snack?" You shake your head as hard as you can, and are completely ignored as she sits you in a high chair and produces a bottle and a jar of mush. From your heightened position, you are even more visible, and attract dozens of stares and comments. One group in particular seems interested, and begins heading your way. You stare in despair as you realize who they are. At the front of about thirty of your former classmates is Janet and Sarah, who clearly gathered a group to add to your humiliation.
They arrive and begin to surround you. "Haha you always were  a baby, weren't you?" "Those diapers really suit you! You should wear them more often!" "Really stinky though, isn't she? I guess you really do need diapers."
Comment after comment turns you redder and redder as they film with camera phones. There is no doubt in your mind this will end up on facebook, if not youtube. 
Your Mommy notices the group. She removes your pacifier. "Aww, it looks like my baby's friends are here! Would either of you like to feed her?" Several hands go up, and the kids your own age surround you, spoon feeding you mush and milk. You are still full from earlier, and have trouble eating, so much of it ends up on your chin and shirt. Laughing, Sarah wipes you off. "Say miss, can I change your baby? I've done babysitting before."
"Well I don't see why not. Just lay him on the table."
You blush and cry out. They can't do this too you! But your struggling is for not as the group easily picks you up and lays you on the table in full view of the crowded food court. "Pwease don do tis too me!" You finally get out, making the kids laugh at your babyish tone.
"Aww don't be embarrassed! Plenty of baby girls get their diapers changed right in public. Its nothing they haven't seen before."
"Alright smelly girl, lets get you clean" Sarah says with a laugh. The pacifier is once again secured in your mouth. Sarah untapes and removes your dirty diaper. Immediately the smell worsens, and a few of the nearby tables empty out as the patrons block their noses and gasp for breath. The group around you seems unaffected, simply making humiliating comments and ewwing as they wipe you down. You can only cry as people your own age, who you used to know and even hang out with, clean your messy butt with baby wipes. Though you hate to admit it, the cold wipes feel good, especially after having been dirty for so long. You moan in pleasure, exciting even more laughter. Soon you are powdered down again and retapped into a thick diaper, this time a white one with colorful spots and a baby blue face the back resembling the cookie monster. 
You are put in a pink baby dress with a skirt that barely covers your diaper. One of the women produces a large stroller, and your are sit in it. You lean back into the stroller, trying to hide as you are pushed once more through the mall so your mommy can show you off. Sarah and Jannet are talking to her.
"Guess what little baby! We just talked to your mommy, and we are going to be your babysitters from now on! Oh, we will have so much fun, changing your diapers, taking you out, bottle feeding you, showing you to our friends, and of course, taking a LOT of pictures. Your mommy says you have to go no, but we'll see you then cute!" Sarah says as she pinches your cheek, then kisses you in the same spot and pats your head. You stare at her in confusing, not sure if you should be happy to basically have a date with her, even if its not the way you envisioned it.
Your Mommy pushes you out the door and speaks up "Alright sweetie, we are going to take you home for a nap in your crib. Play with your new teddy until then ok?"
With nothing better to do, you obliged. Though this was the most humiliating experiences of your life, your are at least happy its over, and even playing with a teddy seems good by comparison.


Days pass, and little changes. For you, they are just an endless stream of bottles, messy diapers, playtime, spankings, and pink clothes. Most of all, it is an endless stream of humiliation.
One day, however, something changes. The woman you know as “Mommy” comes up to talk to you. “Alright baby girl, listen up. I am going away for the weekend. I have hired those too little baby sitters, Sarah and Janet, to come watch over you. They will be here in an hour. Be a good baby for them, or I’ll punish you when I get back.”
You stare at her in shock, sucking on your pacifier and not saying a word. She had actually hired the girls, both slightly younger than yourself, to baby sit? This could be good; perhaps they would be nice to you. You always had liked them, especially Sarah. It could also be one of the most humiliating experiences of all.
You sit anxiously, staring at the door. They could be here any minute. They had already seen you in your diapers, even changed you. Would they laugh at you again? You look at your outfit. Today it was a simple, baby blue teddy bear t shirt and making bonnet and pacifier over a thick diaper with “baby” written across the top and more teddy bears running down the sides. Not what you would normally want to meet girls in, but at least it wasn’t a dress.
The doorbell rings. You watch as mommy opens it and speaks quietly to Janet and Sarah. She leaves, and both girls turn to smile at you.
Sarah walks over grinning and bends over to look right at you. She pats your head. “Hello there cutie” she says “Guess what? Me and Janet are going to babysit you for the weekend! We air were going to dress you, feed you, and change your stinky diapers. You’ll have a lot of those, won’t you?”
“Uh huh” Janet says “and if you try to act up, it’s our job to keep you in line, so you can expect a good spanking and lots of time outs if you’re not just the bestest little baby girl!”
“Hmmm I know she’s supposed to be a girl, so what’s with that blue outfit? Blue’s such an ugly, masculine colour, not good for our little girl. I think she’d look better in pink, don’t you?” Sarah says to Janet as if you weren’t there.
“Yes, but let’s wait for the others to come so we can have fun dressing her up!” Janet replies.
You look at them in surprise and despair. Pink clothes? Again!?! And who else was coming?
“Ohh that’s right, we didn’t tell you about the party.” Sarah said “a bunch of our friends are coming over to help take care of you. The each bringing cute outfits so we can play dress up with our little baby doll! Won’t that be fun, Baby Doll? Just play with your toys until then.”
You shake your head quickly, but are ignored as the two leave the room and start typing on their cell phones. Already being seen by the two of them was too much, but an entire crowd? And all from your high school, all female? It would be horrible! You try to concentrate on the toys in front of you. You pile blocks up high and knock them over, then shake your rattle. Mommy had shown you how to play with each one properly like a baby, and you didn’t want to give the girls any reason to punish you.
Soon people start arriving. As you expected, they are all girls from your high school, and you know them all. Alice, Celina, Erica, Barbara, in all, twelve more girls enter the house. Each one of them stops to coo at you, pinch your cheeks and pat your diapered bottom. They pose with you and take pictured for facebook, a fact that upsets you even further. They take turns sitting you on their laps and feeding you from a baby bottle. You keep drinking bottle after bottle until you feel bloated with milk and, you are quiet sure, laxative. Already, you can feel the pressure building in your bladder.
Once they were all there, Sarah arrives to address the crowed. “Alright everyone, that’s enough bottles for the baby. I’m sure she’s full. As you know we are going to be taking Baby Doll to the park soon, but we don’t think her clothes are cute enough to be seen outside. So we are going to play dress up! Did everyone bring the clothes?” She is met with a series of nods. “Alright, and his mommy also has plenty of nice outfits. Let’s go try them on!” 
You are dragged behind the group of laughing and smiling girls, led by both hands.  You try to pull away, but somehow the girls seem to be able to overpower you easily. Each one of them pushes and jostles you around with little effort despite your best attempts to struggle. Have you gotten that weak? Each time you slow you received a hard, stinging spank on your bottom encourage you forward. They take you upstairs and too your bed room, which is decorated as a nursery. Once there, the open your closet. At once, all the girls aww and giggle over the array of humiliating outfits.
“AWWW SO CUTE!” Melissa said.
“I want a picture of her in each one of them for facebook!” Barbara pleads, holding out her camera.
The first thing the girls do is strip you completely naked, except for the pacifier which the keep in your mouth to keep you from complaining. Then they try on a series of diapers. First some plain white ones, which are rejected immediately. Then some baby blue ones, and ones with different designs. Cushies, bambinos, and bellissimos all decorate your behind with their babyish prints. As they do, you struggle to hold onto your bladder, as the pressure builds inside. You don’t want to wet with all that attention drawn to your diaper. Each time, they make you pose first standing from the front, then bending over in the crawling position so they can study your padded butt. The bending over position earns you more than a few pats, spanks, and complimentary remarks on your “cute diaper butt”. They move onto cloth ones, first a premade one with Velcro tabs. It is by far the thickest diaper there, and it forces your legs apart almost too the splits. They put it on with pink plastic pants. Deciding it still isn’t thick enough, they take it off and make a towel diaper twice as  thick, pin it on with oversized pins, and put the plastic pants over it. Once again, you pose for the camera standing up and bending over. However, they decide they prefer the disposables.  Standing naked as they talk, you feel your bladder get even worse, and, for the first time, you hope they diaper you just so you don’t have to wet the floor. They settle on a white diaper with “Baby Princess” written on it. A series of flowers, rattles, pacifiers, and girls in dresses, all in pink, decorate it. It is by far you’re least favourite. To make up for the thickness, they put two extra pads inside it before taping it on, leaving it thick enough for three diapers and covering half way down your thighs. Just as they tape it on, you feel yourself let go of your bladder. A stream of pee goes out and floods the thick padding. The girls, intend on your newest diaper, laugh out loud. They each joke around and make a comment, “awww, you couldn’t hold it in?” “Already Baby Doll? Good thing we got you in that diaper!” As they already settled on that diaper, and it is certainly thick enough to hold more, they leave you in the soaking wet padding.
They sit you up on the thick padding, though you can barely balance on it. Then they start in with the clothes. Of course, the first thing you are put in is a dress. A bright yellow sun dress, with thin shoulder straps and a skirt that doesn’t even begin to cover the diaper is thrown over your head. It comes with a matching bonnet. Deciding they prefer pink, the girls move on after making you pose several times, oven with the skirt lifted up so they can “see if the dress matches the diaper”. Next they put on a pink dress. They like it, but want to try out some other things on their Baby Doll before deciding. Next is a simple pink shirt with “Baby Girl” written on the front and “I need my pampers” on the back. It comes complete with pictures of a pacifier on the front and a diaper on the back. They think it is cute as it leaves your diaper completely visible, but still move on. They try the shirt with a few different bottoms, a short skirt, light pink tights, and finally short shorts so tight you are surprised they get it on. It crushes the thick diaper against you, forcing it into your bottom and against your crotch. Next, you are put into a series of onesies, footed pajamas, and even more dresses. Finally, the girls take our one more outfit. You stare at it in horror, it is by far the worst one yet. It seems made to humiliate little diaper boys. Probably is, from an abdl fetish site, you assume. It is a pink onesie and bunny outfit. The diaper flap is connected right below a cotton tail, and the matching bonnet has rabbit ears. It is tight enough to make your diaper bulge obvious, and the flap is too thin to cover the entire thing. It is covered with small pictures of pacifiers teddy bears in diapers. “Stinky Diaper Girl” is written across the front, and “Warning: I need a diaper change” on the back along with a larger picture of a bear in a messy diaper, complete with stink lines. Finally, as if that wasn’t enough, “Spank Here” is written on the flap along with a target. You are sure the girls will be following that instructions a LOT. They replace your blue pacifier with a pink one which ties onto the onesie with ribbons.
“Well I think we’ve found our favourite outfit!” Sarah says.
“Uh huh! She is just so cute with those ears!” Melissa agrees.
Each one of the girls voices their agreement. They each pose with you and snap a series of photos. Each part of the outfit is photographed as you are bent over and manipulated into the most humiliating poses possible.
Next, as they agreed before, they tell you they are taking you to the park. They led you outside and sit you in your stroller, then push you along. By now, most of the neighbours have gotten used to seeing you dressed as a baby. However, your new outfit is still more than they expected, and a few come over to admire and laugh at it. The girls are happy to oblige them, and are sure to show off every part of it, including all the words and your thick diapers.
You arrive at the park. It is crowded today, and dozens of children run screaming around the sand box under the watchful eyes of their parents. The first thing the girls do is lay a blanket on the ground.
“Alright Baby Doll, time for out picnic!” Sarah says as Janet takes a box of food out from behind the stroller.
“But you already feed my all those bottles!” you say. Your stomach is quite full, and you don’t want to have to mess at the park.
“Don’t complain Baby Doll, or you’ll get a spanking!”
They sit you down on the blanket. Though each one of them has their own food, they are more intent on feeding you. Each one of them takes turns sitting you on their lap and feeding you mashed vegetables and oatmeal, which you choke down as best you can. It tastes awful, but you are used to it by now. They follow it with a few bottles of formula milk. By the end, you are completely stuffed. Worse of all, you can see the box of laxative Mommy sometimes mixes into your food. The girls didn’t even try to hide it. You know your hopes of leaving the park in a clean diaper are essentially over.
“Alright sweetie” Sarah says “Why don’t you go play with the other kids in the sand box? Be sure to crawl over so you don’t fall and hurt yourself.”
“Ummm… actually, can we go back please?” you ask. Already, you can feel the weight in your bowels building. Soon you will be forced to fill your diapers, and the sandbox surrounded by children is the last place you want to do it.
“Nonsense, we just got here! Stop being a silly baby and go play!” she puts the pacifier into your mouth to silence further argument.
Glumly, you suck on your pacifier and crawl toward the sandbox. You can feel all the eyes on you, and especially your thickly padded butt which wiggles behind you as you crawl. You can hear the sound of laughter and snap of cameras as you crawl.
You arrive at the sandbox and start piling the sand into mountains. Soon the children around you being to stare and move around you. They whisper to each other and inspect your diaper from a distance. You blush as you overhear their whispers.
Finally a girl, around four, comes over. “Umm, miss? Why are you dressed like that?”
You blush and try to ignore her. It bothers you quite a bit she assumed you were a girl.
“Are you wearing a diaper? My cousin wears diapers, but he is a baby. Are you a baby? You’re a bit big for one, but you do have a pacifier.”
Once again, you ignore her.
“If you’re a baby, can we play with you? Babies are fun.”
She sits down beside you. Annoyed, you turn your back and continue piling the sand.
“HEY! Why are you doing that? I was just trying to be nice! You’re mean!” the girl starts to cry. Panicking, you turn to her and try to console her.
“I’m sorry! Stop crying! Here, I’ll play with you! We can make a sand castle! Please stop crying!” you say. You glance over at the baby sitters. Melissa had noticed, and pointed it out to Sarah. It was too late. You were in for it.
Sarah and Janet arrive. “What’s the matter little girl?” Janet asks.
“That girl is being mean! She won’t play and won’t talk to me!”
“Ohhh that’s horrible. But you know what? We are her baby sitters. Her name is Baby Doll and she is a naughty baby. Since she was so mean, we are going to spank her. Does that sound fair?”
“Uh huh” the girl nods.
You try to argue and explain what happened, but Janet takes the ribbons on your pacifier and ties them behind your head, effectively gagging you. You still shake your head, but give up quickly. Fighting back will only make it worse. Sarah sits on a bench drags you over her lap. How can a girl who is smaller than you be that strong? She over powers any resistance quickly. She undoes the flap of your onesie, leaving your diaper exposed. SMACK! The first blow lands on the thick padding. SMACK! SMACK! She continues to spank you through the diaper. Even with all the padding, it quickly beings to sting. Meanwhile, she bounces her knee up and down. It takes you a moment to realize what she is doing. With the laxative in your stomach, you can barely hold onto your bowels as it is. When she digs her knee into you, it makes it harder and harder to keep from messing. As the spanking is attracting even more attention to your butt, and, you notice to your dismay, is being filmed, she wants you to mess during it.
Sarah finishes after a few minutes, panting and out of breath. Your butt stings horribly, and you whimper quietly through your pacifier gag. At least you are finished, and you kept you’re pants clean.
“Alright, who’s up next?” Sarah asks. To your horror, you realize the spanking is far from over. You are shuffled onto Janet’s lap. SPANK SPANK SPANK! She begins to smack you just as hard as Sarah did. When she is finished, you are moved onto the next girl, then the next. Each one of them spanks you and digs their knee into your stomach. Soon you are screaming and bawling your eyes out, right in front of the entire park. 
After what seems like hours, the last girl finishes spanking you. And just in time! Your bowels are aching for realise, and in another moment you will be forced to fill your diaper with stinking goo. If it happened during the spanking, with your flap down and all those eyes on, it would be even more unbearable.
Sarah walks over, thinks for a minute. Suddenly smiling brightly, she turns to the little girl who is still watching. “Say little girl, since she was mean to you, would you like to spank Baby Doll?”
“Uh huh!” the girl says, a mix of anger and mischievous glee in her eyes.
You groan loudly. At this point, you are sure to mess soon. Involuntarily, you let out a loud fart, causing a series of giggles and confirming that you will soon fill your diaper like a baby. 
The girl sits down on the bench, and they pull you onto her lap. She begins to spank you. Though it hurts far less, being spanked by a toddler is far more humiliating then before. You know you could over power her, and she is far younger then you. And yet, she is in the position of power, able to punish you as she feels fit. 
After all the earlier spankings, even her weak smacks begin to hurt, and soon you are screaming and crying a new. Even worse, you are hit with a fresh wave of cramps as the pressure in your bowels becomes unbearable.
You look back in panic at your diapered butt. There were dozens of jeering eyes on it, even several cameras. But you can’t hold it in any longer. “NOOOO!!!” you shout, as a messy explosion occurs in your diaper. The padding quickly fills with warm mush as you grunt and moan. After holding it in for some long, it comes out quickly, loudly, and messily. The girl screams “ewww” and throws you to the ground. You lay on the ground, raising your butt into the air as you continue to mess yourself. Already the smell hits you, and it is awful. The crowd behind you gags and backs up, everyone either laughing and making comments or running to get away from the smell. Soon your diaper feels completely full, and your entire diaper area is slathered with the disgusting mess. But it keeps coming out, and the padding expands behind you, completely visible to everyone around.
After several minutes, the stream of mush finally stops, and you lay panting and crying on the ground. You are humiliated beyond humiliation.
Sarah walks over smiling. “It’s a good thing we gave you such thick diapers, seeing how much you mess. Are you all done there, Baby Doll?”
You nod. 
“Are you sure?” she asks, rubbing the mess in your diaper.
You nod again, whimpering.
“Alright then, let’s get you changed.” She lifts you up and lays you on the bench. Though you know you are about to get changed publically and on camera again, and that is by far the most humiliating aspect of the entire baby punishment, you don’t fight back. You know she is stronger than you, and it would only earn you more punishment. Instead, you simply lay back and cry. You suck on the pacifier, which, to your further embarrassment, is comforting. One of the girls hands you a teddy bear, which you cuddle to your chest, not even caring what you look like any more.
A crowd gathers in disgusted fascination. They eww as one as Sarah opens your diaper to reveal the mess. You squeeze your eyes shut, suck your paci, and try to forget what is going on. It is difficult however, as the feel of the baby wipes and the constant comments keep you in reality. A few comment in surprise when they see you are a boy. More then a few comment in disgust at your mess, but keep watching anyway. The girls line up and giggle as they take turns wiping you. Once you are all clean, they re-diaper you, exactly as before. Soon you are dressed again and in the stroller.
You realize all they really wanted to do was humiliate you at the park. Now that you’ve messed and been changed, the girls are happy to take you home.
Janet, who is pushing your stroller, leans down to talk to you. “Don’t worry Baby Doll. I think you’ve been punished enough for today’s mishaps. If you’re good from now on, we won’t tell your mommy, ok? Now we will take you home for your nap.”
You nod, relieved at that. After everything that had happened, you realize you are exhausted, and in need of a nap. Slowly, and to the adoration of the girls, you fall asleep in the stroller before even making it home. As you sleep, you are picked up and carried you your crib and tucked in for much needed rest.
