
My Unexpected Job
 
Chapter 1
 
It was all lined up. For the second semester of my junior year of college I decided I needed a change, so I took a semester off to take an internship at Disney World in Orlando. No, I wasn’t going to run around in a Mickey Mouse costume. I received an internship for their Marketing Research Department, and I would have various jobs over the semester. This internship was supposed to give excellent work experience and look great on resumes for jobs in the future.
 
When I signed my contract I was informed that my position could not be guaranteed and could be terminated at any time. But I was told that such actions were rare, and was assured that the very minor risk was worth the reward of such a prestigious internship. Without giving it a second thought I signed the contract. The odds of it not working out were extremely slim. What did I have to worry about?
 
Apparently the odds were not in my favor this time. I moved down to Florida and settled into my apartment. I went through the first week of training and was very much looking forward to my new position with Disney. But the Sunday evening before my first official day of work I received terrible news. I was informed by phone that my position had been terminated. Some idiot manager high up in the Marketing Research Department mishandled the budget for the year, costing seven of us our jobs. I was devastated! I was only set to make 10,000 dollars for the semester, but that was more than enough for a college student with a rocking internship! How could they not afford my salary? I don’t know, but there was nothing I could do about it.
 
I had no idea what I was supposed to do. It was too late to sign up for classes for the semester, and I couldn’t even go back to my old apartment because I subleased it for the semester. Needing to clear my head I left my apartment and went down to a big city park nearby. I called my close friend, Eli, and unleashed my sob story. He was a good listener and sympathized with me. If there was anything he could do he assured me he would do it.
 
After we hung up a young woman approached me.
 
“I wasn’t trying to listen to your conversation, but I heard what you said and I am really sorry,” she said. “My name is Vanessa, and I actually might have an alternative job for you this semester if you would be interested in hearing about it.”
 
Vanessa was an attractive young woman, about 25 years old I would guess. She is around 5’ 6”, dark hair, and appeared to be from Latino heritage. When I first encountered her she struck me as very kind and trustworthy.
 
“Well sure,” I said, “I’d be willing to listen to just about any offer right now. I want to salvage this semester and possibly save some money if at all possible. But why offer it to me?”
 
“To be honest, we were looking for the right candidate. I can’t guarantee you will want it, but I would love to discuss it with you,” she said.
 
“Well, I can’t guarantee I’ll want it either, but I even just appreciate the offer. So, what’s the job?”
 
“We should discuss it with my colleagues, so let’s meet tomorrow. Is ten o’clock alright?” She handed me her card.
 
“That sounds great,” I said, “but what is the position for?”
 
“It is a little hard to explain,” she said, “But don’t worry, I will make sure to give you a thorough description tomorrow. You don’t have to agree to anything without hearing the full story first. Ok?"
 
“Excellent. I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said. As I walked home I thought that encounter seemed somewhat providential. Maybe this semester will work out after all. I went back to my apartment with much more optimism than when I left.
 
Then next morning I headed to the address that Vanessa had given me. At first I wasn’t sure I was at the right place because when I arrived I was looking at a house in a residential neighborhood. It was a very nice house, probably between 300,000 and 400,000 dollars, but nothing about it gave me an impression that a business was run there.
 
Vanessa greeted me at the door, brought me to the living room where there was a glass of water waiting on the table, presumably for me. She introduced me to her three “roommates” who were also waiting for us when we came in the room. Ashley was a pretty blonde, Monique was an attractive African American, and Nicole was a short and petite brunette. All three appeared to be approximately the same age as Vanessa.
 
Noticing that I was slightly confused, Vanessa began, “Michael, you have probably guessed by now that this is not your average employment opportunity. These are my roommates, and we actually all do work for the same company, but the job we have to offer you has nothing to do with the place that we work at. The job would actually require that you live here with us.”
 
“What?” I respond, “You don’t want me to be a live-in nanny or housekeeper, do you? No offense, but I am not trained for anything like that.”
 
“No, its not like that,” Vanessa says, “but what we have to offer is something that you will never have done before. See…well…I guess the best way to put it is that we want you to be our baby for the semester.”
 
The words she uttered meant nothing to me. She must have been able to tell because she keeps going, “I know this will probably sound totally bizarre and maybe freakish to you, but most women really want to babify a man. More specifically, we want you to be our sissy baby. There is just something about dressing a grown man up as a frilly girly baby that makes us excited! The thing is, its obviously tough to do. Most guys don’t want to do it. And even if someone did get their boyfriend or husband to agree to do it, the relationship would never be the same. The four of us have been talking for years about how to do this, and this is what we came up with”
 
“This is a little too weird for me to handle,” I say.
 
“Wait,” Vanessa says, “you might want to hear us out. We realize that very few men want to do this voluntarily, so that’s why we have a very generous offer for you. You can’t go back to school or your apartment this semester, and the odds of finding a job that pays you what we will is near impossible. For being our baby for just this semester, from today until May 15th of this year, we will pay you 50,000 dollars. We will pay you 20,000 up front once you sign the contract, and 30,000 on May 15th.”
 
I must have been quite the sight. I’m pretty sure the drink of water I just took was dripping down my chin and onto my shirt as I sat there with my mouth open. “But how is that possible?” I ask. “How would you be able to pay me that amount of money?”
 
Vanessa replies, “Let’s just say that the four of us come from families with a lot of money. When we split the cost four ways, it’s like almost nothing to us. We all have very good jobs now and we can get that money from our parents by just asking. So don’t worry, we are dead serious about that offer. This contract” (she hands a piece of paper to me) “is legal and states that if you do not have 50,000 dollars in your account from us by May 16th, we will owe you another 100,000 dollars.”
 
My head is swirling. Wow, that kind of money could get me through college without any more loans! And all that for not even five months. But being their “baby” sounds too weird.
 
She continues, “One final thing. We realize that one of your worries might be that we tell someone, or that people somehow find out about this, and you worry that everyone will find out. But we are very serious about keeping this a secret for you. If for some reason one of us tells any other person about our arrangement without your permission, we will owe you 500,000 dollars. That is how dedicated we are to making this a safe venture for you. That is also in the contract. But trust me, we will not violate your trust. And we hope that that amount of money on the paper shows you that we mean what we say.”
 
“Well,” I say, “I have to admit that you have my attention. But what will I do for five months as your ‘baby’? What does that even mean?”
 
“First off, don’t worry. It is nothing illegal, immoral, or sexual. We are not paying you for weird kinky sex or anything like that. Basically, we would treat you like a real sissy baby. You will wear diapers and use them all day every day, no exceptions. You will be dressed like 18 month old baby girl, and you basically do what babies do with some exceptions; we can obviously have you do some things that real 18 month olds can’t. You will do whatever we say, and if you disobey you will be punished. But we will love you and care for you and treat you the best we know how!” I can tell she is giddy about the idea just talking about it. “Now, I know this is a lot to take in. Take a few hours, think about it, and come back here with your decision by two this afternoon. As you can guess, no one has ever taken us up on this proposition before, but then again we have never offered this much money to anyone before. We think you would be perfect for the job! And we truly think this arrangement will work out best for everyone. We will get what we’ve always wanted, and you will make more money in five months that you probably would have this year and next year combined. Again, please, think it over. We’ll be here awaiting your response.”
 
I thank them for the offer and walk out the door staring at a piece of paper with the number “50,000” on it. I still can’t believe it. Part of me can’t believe that I could make this much money, and the other half can’t believe I’m even considering it! I walk to my car in a daze. When I get in I read over the contract again. Diapers…dresses…bonnets…enemas…pacifiers… baths…hair removal…I am amazed at how much detail they included.
 
I drive off and go back to my apartment so I can mull the events of the day over in my head. Again and again I come back to the conclusion that this is the best course of action for me given my unfortunate and dire situation. But I also that think this is nuts! What is happening in my life right now? Is subjecting myself to that kind of treatment worth any amount of money? But think of how much easier my life is going to be after this. No college debt is almost unheard of today, and that will alter my financial situation for the rest of my life! I continue to think over the possibilities again and again in my head. I don’t know what I should do. 
 
 
Chapter 2
 
In the end I get back in my car and head to the girls’ house. When they let me in I don’t really say anything. I just hand them the contract I had signed, still in disbelief that I had signed it, and it looks like they are going to go into shock. Ashley almost passes out right there, and the other three are so giddy that they seem to forget I am still in the room! As their excitement continues they begin whatever process they had concocted beforehand in the event that I would say yes.  
 
“This is amazing! We are so excited!! I hope you are too!” Monique says. “The first thing we need to do is take care of your apartment. I’ll be in charge of that for you. How long did you lease it for? Until the end of May? Not a problem. Like the contract says, we will pay for every month and even install a security alarm so you don’t have to worry about it.”
 
I hand her my keys and wait expectantly for my next order.
 
Vanessa immediately says, “For the next few days, Michael, we are going to train you for job as our baby. Follow us.”
 
I follow all four girls downstairs to the basement. Like the rest of the house it is enormous and furnished well. They lead me to a room on the right, and upon entering I am shocked (though I shouldn’t be) by what I see. It looks like a baby room for a huge baby! There is an enormous crib-like bed, a changing table that is my size, and the entire room is decorated like it would be for a little baby girl. How long have they had this room prepared for someone to accept their offer?
 
“This will be your room for the next five months,” Vanessa says. “By the way, once we finish your training you will be required to speak like a baby, using baby words interspersed with ‘goo-goos’ and ‘gagas,’ but for now you can ask questions like an adult when you need to.”
 
I am still so shell-shocked by the reality of what I have agreed to that I don’t know what to say, and simply nod in affirmation.
 
“This first part will be tough for you, but it has to be done. Ashley and Nicole are going to take you into the bathroom and wash all of your body hair off, except for your head.”
 
Once in the bath, they use some sort of lotion that easily makes my hair fall off.  My leg hair, arm hair, pubic hair, and even my butt hair. I am still so shocked by my predicament that my nakedness in their presence does not really bother me at the moment.
 
They take me out of the bath, dry me off, and Ashley tells me to get on the changing table. As I climb up (with their help) Ashley says, “Come on girls, it’s time!” A second later Vanessa and Monique come back in the room with smiles on their faces, apparently because it’s time to get me dressed.
 
It’s at this moment that I finally become self-conscious that I am laying here naked on a changing table in front of four attractive women who are about to put me in diapers. My hands instinctively try to cover my privates, but Monique pushes them away saying, “Don’t be silly. I know this is odd for you but you’re going to have to get use to this. We are going to change your diapers every single day, and we’ll be bathing you. Besides, you’re just a little sissy baby so you shouldn’t be bashful!”
 
At this point Ashley takes out a huge diaper, pushes my legs into the air and slides it under me. I have never been more humiliated in my life! I close my eyes and just wait for it to be over. I’m so embarrassed that I barely hear the way she is talking to me like I am a little baby, “That’s right my little cutie, up goes your bottom. And…back down. Now let’s make sure your dee-dees are nice and secure so our little baby doesn’t leak out!” The other girls are just standing there with the biggest smiles on their faces, taking in the scene of my diapering.
 
The next thing I hear is Nicole saying, “Sit up, baby! Take a look at your pretty outfit your aunties picked out for you!” It looks exactly like something a little baby girl would wear, but ten times bigger. It’s a short pink dress with three buttons down the middle of the top and a big bow in front. There is a little bit of lace on the edges, but otherwise it is pretty simple.
 
I knew this was coming, but the sight of it sends me into shock, “What…but…I…” is all I can get out before Monique shoves a pink pacifier in my mouth and says, “Be quiet, baby. Just do as you’re told. We don’t want to have to spank you…yet.”
 
“Speak for yourself,” says Ashley with a devilish grin, “I’m looking forward to it!”
 
In no time at all the dress is over my head and the girls are gushing about how cute I look.
 
“Ok, the next thing we need to do is work on our baby’s face,” says Vanessa, “but first we need to decide on a name for our little sissy baby.”
 
For some reason this surprises me. “A name? What do you mean?” I manage to say from behind the pacifier.
 
“Well we can’t call you Michael when you’re dressed like this, can we? Don’t be such a silly baby!” responds Nicole.
 
After thinking about it for maybe ten seconds Nicole says, “What about Danielle? I really like that name.” The other three girls love it immediately.
 
“Perfect!” says Vanessa, “So that’s it. From now on you are sissy Baby Danielle. Get used to it. I suppose it is possible that one of us might accidentally call you Michael, but don’t count on it. And we expect you to respond when we address you as Danielle. Do you understand, Baby Danielle?”
 
I just nod my head. Not really sure what else I should do or say. After my naming is complete, they walk me over to a vanity. It’s at this point I realize how thick my diaper is! I have a clear waddle and there is not much I can do about it. I can tell this amuses the girls by their giggles. I sit down on my very padded backside and the girls go to work on me.
 
“Don’t resist, Ok?” says Vanessa, “Just sit still and this will go quickly.”
 
First, they pluck my eyebrows. They comment about how bushy they are. This is something I guess I was never really aware of. I’m a guy; who thinks about these things? While Nicole does that, Vanessa and Ashley begin painting my nails pink. When Nicole finishes my eyebrows, Monique begins to apply makeup to my face. It feels kind of nice to be pampered, even in this very weird and previously unknown way, but I am by no means enjoying it. I’m still too numb for that.
 
“Not too much makeup,” Monique says, apparently to herself, “little babies don’t really wear much makeup, but we definitely want you to look like a sissy girl!” While she continues to apply the makeup, she informs me that it is the best they could find. It won’t come off when I eat, or when I drink a bottle, or even from tears if/when I cry (all little babies cry, she says). But they will take it off and reapply it when necessary. I am not to worry about it.
 
When they are done, they turn me around so I am not facing the mirror and they put a brunette wig on me. It’s not too long, but hangs down and does touch the top of my shoulders, right where it curls under. Then they put a bonnet on my head which matches my dress, and they all squeal with excitement at how cute I look. Lastly, they put on girly puffy socks and soft baby shoes that kind of look like Mary Janes (even I know what those are), except they are soft enough so when I crawl around it isn’t a problem.
 
Grinning from ear to ear and fussing over how cute I look, they turn me around so I can see my full reflection in the mirror. The person staring back isn’t me. It can’t be me.
 
 
Chapter 3
I certainly would not call myself a “macho man” by any means. But I also don’t consider myself “girly” in any way. I am about 5’10’’ with someone skinny arms and average size legs (in terms of muscle). I have played sports all of my life, so the muscles that I do have are very tone.  I can grow a decent beard when I want to, and I have certainly never been mistaken for a girl before! But when I look in the mirror I see an oversized baby girl. Huge diaper, pretty pink dress, smooth legs, and a baby bonnet. All of these things stick out to me. But what shocks me the most is that, although I clearly look like an adult dressed like a baby, I wouldn’t have been able to tell that I was a guy at all! I never knew I had such feminine features that could so easily be brought out with a little makeup. Wow! All I can do is stand there in shock. Somehow my masculinity has been compromised. I know I’m a man. Nothing has changed about how I feel or the things I want to do. But seeing myself in the mirror like this sends a shock through my system like never before. I feel like I almost want to cry, but I don’t.
 
The ladies are clearly beyond pleased with themselves. Vanessa breaks the silence, “We know this is strange for you, but you will be dressed similar to this for the next five months. We’re going to begin your training now, which will basically involve getting you use to being a baby and doing what we say. My one piece of advice is this: try to have fun with this. I know you would never have done this in a million years if you weren’t in such desperate circumstances, but you’re here now so just try to make the best of it.”
 
Have fun? She must be crazy. I don’t think I could have fun if I tried with all my might. I just need to get through this.
 
“First, you need to get used to using your diaper,” says Monique. “You’re not going to have a choice either way, because we won’t let you use the toilet. But you should get used to using your diaper whenever you need to go. Holding it in for too long will only hurt you. So, we are going to feed you some baby bottles, and we expect you to pee in your diaper within the next hour. If you don’t, you will be spanked, given another two bottles, and given another half an hour before your next spanking. Try to poop in your diaper as well. If you haven’t gone number two by bedtime tonight, 9 o’clock, then you will be spanked and given an enema. Do you understand?”
 
“Yeth,” I respond from behind the pacifier. But I am worried because I don’t know if I’ll be able to go on command like this or not!
And I really want to avoid as many spankings as possible.
 
“Ok,” says Monique, “Get down and crawl with Auntie Vanessa into the other room and she will give you your bottles.”
 
I do as I’m told and crawl after Vanessa into the main room of the basement. She sits down on a large couch in the middle of the room, and instructs me to lay down across her lap so she can feed me my bottles. I do as I’m told and begin sucking. It’s only water in the bottles, thank goodness. I was afraid of baby formula or something. But then again, who knows what they have in store for me.
 
Vanessa is very motherly and loving, holding me tight with one arm as she keeps the bottle in my mouth with the other. Despite the stressful and bizarre situation I am in, I feel somewhat comforted as she holds me.
 
After the two bottles are finished she instructs me to get down and sit on the blanket in the middle of the floor. Ashley yells to Monique and Nicole that the “baby” is done with her bottles. Apparently they are preparing something upstairs because they don’t come down. Instead, after a few minutes Ashley instructs me to follow her up the stairs. I begin to stand up but she firmly says, “Crawl,” so again I get on my hand and knees and follow her and Vanessa upstairs.
 
When we get to the kitchen I see that there is a pink highchair that I will easily fit into. They help me up, lock me in, and fasten a pink bib on me with the word “princess” on it. And then I see what they have laid out for me on the table. It looks to be enough food for two or three meals, but presumably all for me. I can tell what they’re doing. The bottles are meant to help me go pee and all of this food is meant to make me poop. The thought disgusts me at the moment, so I put it out of my mind. Instead I think that I am thankful it’s not baby food. The food they have prepared for me is babyish, like apple sauce and bananas, but nothing terrible.
 
“Ok Baby Danielle, as you have probably guessed, you will not be feeding yourself. That’s our job,” says Nicole. “We didn’t strap your arms down, but if we have to, we will. I don’t want you to touch the food or try to push our hands away! If there is something that you think will make you absolutely barf all over, then tell us. Understand?”
 
“I understand,” I say. I begin to think that that is pretty nice of them, considering that they could make me eat anything they want. But then I remember that they intend for all of this to come out into my diaper and not the other end. I am less impressed by their ‘kindness.’
 
After all of the food is gone my belly feels like it is going to explode! They take me back downstairs, and Vanessa looks at me and asks very firmly, “Did our little baby wet her diaper yet?”
 
She comes over to check my diaper and sees that I’m dry. A smile spreads across Ashley’s face. I know she’s been waiting for this. She pulls me over to the couch and puts me across her lap, face down. She lifts up my dress, undoes the tapes on my diaper, and prepares to give me my first spanking.
 
I’ve never been spanked in my life before. My parents never inflicted any physical pain on me at all, so I have no idea what to expect, so I expect the worst. And Ashley does not disappoint. I can’t see her face, but I can tell she is grinning.
 
SMACK…SMACK…SMACK…SMACK!!!
 
By the fourth one I can feel tears start to well up in my eyes. But I don’t want to cry, not on my first spanking.
 
“Remember,” says Vanessa, “only fifteen for this spanking. We’ll give him more later if he needs it.”
 
The smacks get harder as she approaches fifteen. After she lands the fifteenth I feel two more hit me for good measure. I am told to lay on the ground and she puts my diaper back on. I made it through my first spanking without crying. I feel that has to be some sort of moral victory, right? I continually look for ways to hold on to my independence, my former masculine self, but I know it’s going to be an uphill battle.
 
Monique takes Ashley’s place on the couch and tells me to lay across her lap so I can take my bottles.
After my two bottles of water are finished I am reminded, “Thirty more minutes and we want to see a soggy diaper. Got it?”
 
“Yes,” I respond.
 
“Yes ‘Auntie,’” Monique says. “You need to remember to call us ‘auntie.’ If your forget again you will be spanked.”
 
“Yes Auntie,” I correct myself.
 
After this we move on to my most humiliating activity yet. One of the things that I will be practicing during my training is how to speak and sound like a sissy baby girl.
 
“It might surprise you,” says Monique, “but the more you practice the more you will sound girly. Get up and go stand in front of us, and I want to hear you say, in the girliest voice you can, ‘Goo-goo ga-ga, me ams just a little sissy baby, goo-goo ga-ga.’”
 
I stand there, silent for a second, because I know that doing this will just break down the wall that I have tried to erect against the reality of what is happening to me even more. I look at the girls and Ashley gives me a look that says, “Go ahead, see what will happen if you disobey,” so begin to speak, mortified.
 
What comes out of my mouth surprises me. I certainly don’t sound like a girl, but I sound much more girly than I expected. My voice cracks a little bit, which makes the girls giggle. And when I am done they look very pleased.
“Now, I want you to repeat that until we tell you to stop, Ok, Baby?” says Vanessa. “And don’t forget to try and pee in your diaper too.  Otherwise you’ll be over my lap next for twenty swats this time.”
 
I practice my baby-talk and my girly voice for the next half hour. Periodically the girls give me different phrases to say, presumably the ones I will need the most while I’m here. Unfortunately, I still can’t manage to go pee in this foreign object surrounding my private parts, so I get another good spanking from Vanessa. I don’t think she swung as hard as Ashley, but she certainly wasn’t being gentle about it. Nicole gives me two more baby bottles, and then I resume practicing my baby-talk.
 
In the middle of practicing the phrase, “Goo-goo ga-ga, want my ba-ba pweeze,” I freeze and stop speaking for a moment, as my bladder empties into my diaper for the first time. With a sign of relief I realize I won’t have to be spanked again. It takes the girls a second to realize what has happened, but when they do they all jump up and come over to me, praising me like a little sissy baby who has done something wonderful, “Oh my gosh we are so proud of our little diaper princess!” “You have wet dee-dees! What a good girl!”  They take turns touching my diaper to feel the warmness while they continue to praise me with their condescending baby-talk.
 
After they’re done fussing over me they have to determine who gets the first diaper change. Not because they don’t want to, but because all of them do. Finally, they decide that Vanessa should do it because this entire scheme to be able to sissify some guy was her idea to begin with.  I expect to be led to the changing table, but instead Vanessa informs me, “I will change your diaper, Baby Danielle, but after your nap. Part of your training is that you have to get use to wearing a wet and/or messy diaper because we won’t always be able to change your diaper right away. I know it’s been a long and stressful day for you, so go with Nicole and Monique and they will give you a bottle and put you down.”
 
They instruct me to follow them into the baby room (my baby room, I guess). The put me on the bed, give me a bottle, pull up the sides so that it is basically a giant crib, and they go into the other room, closing the door behind them.
 
I lay in bed drinking my bottle, trying to process what has happened today. When I woke up this morning I came to this house expecting to be offered a job in sales or something like that. Instead I find myself dressed like a big sissy baby in a wet diaper, laying on top of princess sheets, sucking on a bottle. I feel depressed and exhausted, and just want to go to sleep. 


Chapter 4
 
Despite my exhaustion I don’t fall asleep, or at least I think I don’t.  I’m not sure how long I lay there awake, but I remember finishing my bottle and I remember the girls coming back in the room. I don’t think I slept.
 
“How’s our precious little sissy baby doing? Did she have a good nap?” Vanessa asks me in a cooing voice. Before I have time to respond, she continues, “Ok, let’s get this soggy baby into a new diapee!” Ashley and Nicole lower the side of bed (crib) and help me up on the changing table. For some reason they are all getting a huge rush out of watching my first diaper change. It’s humiliating, but considering what I’ve been through so far today it doesn’t affect me like first being put into a diaper did.
 
Monique slips a pacifier in my mouth as Vanessa undoes my diaper. “What a wittle baby,” Vanessa coos at me. “Little Baby Danielle will have plenty of wet diapees from now on, so get used to it!” She finishes wiping me down and puts another huge white diaper on me. Satisfied with her work, she helps me down from the changing table, indicates for me to get on the ground, and I follow her and the other girls upstairs.
 
Once upstairs, Ashley instructs me to lay across her lap on the couch. I begin to think that I have another spanking coming, but instead I see two baby bottles next to her. “Listen up, Baby,” she says firmly. “We are going to give you two hours this time before your diaper has to be wet again. But this time you are to inform us when your diaper is wet using your girly baby-talk. We will check your diaper periodically, so you better tell us before we find out on our own, got it?”
 
“Yes, Auntie Ashley,” I say.
 
“And don’t forget that you need to poop in your diaper before bedtime, too,” she says.
 
After my bottles she puts me on a blanket in the middle of the living room. She instructs me, “Play with your toys until dinner is ready. We can’t always attend to our little one. You need to learn to amuse yourself with babyish things.”
 
All I see are some dolls and blocks lying around me, so I just sit there, unsure of what to do. I can tell this is their least favorite part of the training because they never take their eyes off me while they cook dinner. Nicole even cuts herself while chopping something for dinner (I can’t see what they’re making) because she keeps looking over at me. Clearly they would rather be gushing all over me about how cute I am and making me do other babyish things, but apparently learning to play by myself is important to them as well.
 
This only last about a half hour, which is good because I am bored out of my mind. Finally, Monique comes over and tells me to come with her to the table. I crawl after her and she helps me up into the high chair. All of the girls take their seats where hot plates of food are waiting for them. They have pork chops with barbeque sauce and mashed potatoes with a side of pees. It looks delicious even though my last meal I had in the middle of the afternoon hasn’t completely left my belly yet.
 
Monique is sitting next to me, and I see that she has other food intended for me. More applesauce and baby-type foods. Desperate for what the rest of them are eating I ask in my baby-talk if I can have some pork and mashed potatoes. My willingness to use my baby-talk clearly pleases them, as they all give smiles of unexpected delight, but Vanessa tells me, “No, no, Baby. You can’t handle grown up food yet. Just eat what Auntie Monique gives you and be a good baby.”
 
I drop it because I’m sure asking again won’t do any good. So, I just sit there like a lump, eating whatever Monique shoves in my mouth. She’s not touching her dinner because she is so exciting to be the one feeding me. I’ve eaten all of my food before she notices that hers is sitting there cold.
 
Throughout the meal the ladies try to make conversation, but clearly they are too giddy and distracted by the reality of my presence that they mostly just stare at me, smile, and occasionally speak to me in a babyish tone.
 
They didn’t feed me as much as they had earlier in the afternoon, but my stomach is still bursting when I’m done.  They clean up the table and leave the dishes in the sink, presumably because none of them wants to miss any time with me for the remainder of the evening.
 
While I am on the floor waiting for them to finish cleaning up the table, I feel the urge to pee, which excites me because my bottom is still sore from the one Vanessa gave me. I face my body away from the girls in the kitchen and begin to push on my bladder. Thankfully it works! I begin to get excited when I realize, Wait, I’m not supposed to get excited over peeing in a diaper. I guess I see why they use spanking as an incentive. I let the thought pass as I turn around and say, “Goo-goo ga-ga, me needs a diapee change, goo-goo ga-ga.”
 
Vanessa, Nicole and Monique’s faces light up with surprise and delight as they rush over squealing about how good of a baby girl I am. They check my diaper to make sure, and they are elated when they find it wet. Ashley walks over smiling, but not with the same gusto as the other girls. Probably because she was hoping to spank me again. Too bad! I’m willing master wetting my diaper if it means less time over Ashley’s knee!
 
She doesn’t seem too disappointed though. It is her turn to change me. Instead of instructing me to go downstairs, Vanessa pulls out a changing pad for the floor and Ashley brings over the wipes, diaper, and baby powder. I guess they decided during my nap what order they would get to do things so they don’t have to discuss whose turn it is every time I need a change or need to be fed.  
 
As Ashley changes my diaper the girls all hover around me and coo about how cute I look and how I’m such a good sissy baby for wetting my diaper again. While Ashley finishes wiping me down and adds baby power Vanessa says, “We are very proud of you for wetting your diapers and telling us about it, Baby. But this system will continue for the next few days. You will use your diapers within a prescribed amount of time that we tell you, or you will be spanked. You still need to go number two by bedtime, so don’t forget. You only have a few hours left.”
 
I don’t respond because I can tell she knows I am listening because I am looking at her. The rest of the evening is pretty uneventful (which is relative, of course). Vanessa feeds me two more bottles, this time of milk, and then they send me back to practicing my baby-talk. Apparently it’s really important to them that I am able to sound like a girl. I wet my diaper again pretty quickly but they make me stay in it until bedtime.
 
Bedtime rolls around and I still haven’t pooped in my diaper. There was just no way I was going to be able to do it at this point. The whole notion sounds so disgusting to me to me that my body refuses to comply. Despite the copious amounts of food they’ve fed me today I still don’t have to go.
 
The girls know I haven’t pooped so they don’t even check. “Ok, Baby Danielle, you knew what would happen if you didn’t make a mess in your diaper by bedtime,” says Monique. “Go with Auntie Nicole and let her take off your soggy diaper, then come back here for your punishment. It’s my turn to spank you this time.” She doesn’t appear to relish the opportunity like Ashley did, but she still has a sly smile on her face.
 
I leave the room following Nicole.  She cleans me up very quickly and we return to the living room where the other girls are waiting. Vanessa is the one who has seemed nicest to me so far, so I try to reason with her, “Please Aunite Vanessa, please don’t let Monique spank me! I’ve never done anything like this before. I’ll try to go harder tomorrow, I promise!” As always, she has a very sweet expression on her face. I’m slightly optimistic that she will pardon me, but she says sweetly and firmly, “That is exactly why we need to punish you, Baby. Babies need to be trained to do what they should, and you really need it because you are a very unique baby.”
 
Nicole and Ashley bring me over to Monique and put me across her lap. “Hopefully thirty smacks will help you to do as you’re told next time,” she says, as she begins to slowly and methodically spank me. I think it would be better if she swung harder and faster, but instead I feel each sting for a few seconds before the next smack comes. Over and over again powerful smacks sting my bottom. But again I manage not to cry.
 
When she’s done, instead of putting me on the ground, she scoots me over and I find myself in the same position, but across Vanessa’s lap this time. Nicole comes over and pushes my knees under me so my bare, and very red, butt is sticking up in the air. Ashley hands Vanessa something, but I can’t see what. And then I remember. Oh my gosh, I’m about to receive an enema. I tense up, and Vanessa gives my bottom a light swat and tells me to relax because that way it won’t hurt. Monique holds my dress so it doesn’t get in the way.
 
All of a sudden, I feel Vanessa put the end of the enema into my butt. I feel violated and uncomfortable, but I can’t move. I just grit my teeth and wait. She squeezes all of the liquid into my body, and my bowels start to feel weird. She slowly pulls it out of my bottom and instructs me to lay on the changing pad on the floor. Ashley and Nicole help me down onto it, and immediately Vanessa appears at my feet with another thick diaper. As she puts it on me I cringe because I know what this means. I know I will have no choice but to use my diaper for its intended purpose. As she secures the last tab into place she says, “Do not let that out until we say you can.”
 
Ashley chimes in, “If you let it out too quickly we’ll have to use the butt plug next time.” She giggles a little because of the face I make. I think she’s bluffing, but I’m certainly not going to test her.
 
While they help me up I clench as tightly as I can, waiting for their permission to go. They tell me to stand in the middle of the room in front of the television, and they all sit down on the couches. It feels like they are watching me for their amusement. After about five minutes I really begin to cramp, and just then Vanessa says, “Ok, Baby Danielle, you can go now.”
 
I freeze, trying to think about what this will mean. Here I am, dressed like an enormous baby girl, no longer looking like a man at all, and I fear what pooping my diaper is going to do to me. What else do I have left? I might be a man, but I sure don’t feel like it. I hold it in for another few seconds, trying somehow to maintain some of my dignity…some of my independence…some of my manhood, but I know it’s useless. I look at the girls who are sitting there with expectant smiles on their faces, and I just let it go. I feel the disgusting mush go into the back of my diaper.
 
“Make sure to push and get it all out,” instructs Ashley.
 
As I push it just keeps coming and coming. The whole back of my diaper is filled up with all of the food that they shoveled into me today. I’ve never felt a sensation like this before in my life (except when I was a baby, but I don’t remember that). Nothing could have prepared me for it. I feel the last of it come out. Standing there tired, disgusted, and demoralized, I look at the girls who appear very proud – proud of what I’ve done and what they’ve done.
 
And I begin to cry.
 
It turns out that it wasn’t physical pain that made me break. No, it was the mental exhaustion, the humiliation, and the psychological confusion that made me cry. Yesterday I was a college student with one of the best internships I could ask for. I was smart, ambitious, and on the road to success. I fail to notice it, but I guess none of those qualities have changed between yesterday and today except for having the internship. But it’s hard to feel like I’m living the same life. When I look in the mirror I almost literally don’t see myself, at least not someone I really recognize. Instead I see a pretty girl looking back at me. And it’s not even that the girls have been incredibly mean to me considering the power they have over me, a power I gave to them by signing that contract. My treatment could in fact be seen as relatively mild. Today has been the most humiliating day of my life, but in reality they could have made it much worse. Regardless of these facts, it’s hard to think straight and remember them while as I stand there in a poop-filled diaper, dressed like a baby girl, in front of four attractive women who are basically my peers in terms of our age. So, I cry.
 
It takes them a few seconds to realize what’s going on. I think they were surprised that this made me cry, instead of the spankings I received earlier. But as soon as they realize I’m crying they are immediately at my side. They still talk to me like I am a baby, but I do think they’re genuinely trying to make me feel better. “Oh, Baby! Don’t cry!” “It’s Ok honey. All babies make stinkies in their diapees! You’ll be Ok.” “There, there, sweetie. You’ve been such a good baby, going poo-poos in your diapees like that. Such a good sissy baby!”
 
They bring me over to the couch and I find myself half sitting on Vanessa’s lap. She’s stroking my hair and trying to make me feel better while Ashley and Monique sit close by doing the same thing.
 
“I’ll go get the baby her bottle,” says Nicole. She hurries off and appears with two of them.
 
“Here you go Baby, drink this down. You’ll feel better,” says Vanessa.
 
The first bottle has milk in it. As I drink it I calm down. The second has water. My mind begins to clear a little bit and realize they are probably getting me ready for bed so I can be wet when I wake up.
 
After I finish the second bottle Monique says, “Let’s go, Baby. Time to put you to bed. You’ve had a long day.” I think it’s only about nine o’clock, but I don’t care; I am exhausted.  So, I crawl down with them into the basement, which feels really weird and terrible with all of the poop in the back of my diaper. Monique even instructs me to scoot down the steps on my butt (it is pretty hard to crawl down head-first), so by the time I get to the bottom of the stairs the poop has been mushed around quite a bit, and the girls must be able to tell how repulsed I am by the look on my face because Nicole says, “There, there, Baby, let’s go get you cleaned up.
 
They get me up on the changing table and Monique starts to untape my diapers. When they see the mess in my diaper all four girls step back in shock. “Oh my gosh,” says Ashley, “that is disgusting!” I’m not really in the mood for smiling, but a tiny smile manages to emerge on my face. At least they have to clean it up! That’s the only comforting thought I can manage in my current state.
 
They’ve all been looking forward to having a sissy baby so much, but it becomes very obvious at this moment that none of them were prepared for what changing my poopy diapers would be like, nonetheless ones that were induced by enema.
 
Vanessa is the first one to compose herself after a few seconds, saying, “Come on girls, this is our baby and we knew that being Aunties wouldn’t always be easy. Besides, we’ll have to get used to it, and so will the baby. Monique, the three of us will help you because the baby is such a mess.” The four of them then confidently step up and begin to clean me up. I can see them covering their noses from time to time, but after a good number of baby wipes I am perfectly clean (or at least my butt is). Monique then puts an even bigger diaper underneath me and tapes it up. I realize that it must be a nighttime diaper because of its thickness. Surely they know that I don’t need one this thick yet. I don’t pee in my sleep. I’m sure they do know this, but tonight is undoubtedly the beginning of what will be a very regular routine, so they may as well start now.
 
They sit me up and take off my dress, socks, and the soft Mary Jane shoes, but they put on soft pink booties on my feet, leaving me just in a diaper, bonnet, and the booties. Nicole lowers a pink nighty over my head. It has a pretty pink pony on the front of it. Ashley takes me to the bathroom and brushes my teeth with a pink toothbrush and pink strawberry flavored toothpaste, obviously meant for little girls. She doesn’t take off my makeup, I notice. That’s because it’s not going to come off when I sleep, like Monique said, so I still look just like a girl. I guess that’s how I’m going to look for the rest of the semester, no exceptions.
 
Ashley follows me as I crawl back into the baby room. The three other girls are waiting for us when we get back. I discover that tonight they are all going to read me stories for bed.  They’ll undoubtedly do this until the novelty of my presence wears off. So they read me little girl baby books that bore me to death, but I don’t really mind because it’s the least humiliating thing I’ve gone through today. Before they begin Monique puts a pink pacifier in my mouth.
 
After Nicole finishes the last book (they’re all short ones) Vanessa says, “Now, Baby, we expect you to have a wet diaper when we come to get you up in the morning. If you aren’t wet, you will be spanked again. Do you understand?”
 
“Yeth,” I say from behind the pacifier. But I’m worried because I know I don’t wet the bed. I hope that I’ll wake up and be able to go sometime in the night.
 
Nicole tucks me in, and they all kiss me on the head before they put up the sides of my bed/crib and leave. “Goodnight Baby Danielle,” Vanessa says as they all leave the room. I don’t hear the door lock as they leave. I guess they figure I’m not going anywhere looking like this anyway. And there is the contract we signed. They know I can’t back out because then I would actually owe them money.
 
I’m exhausted after my long, embarrassing day. It’s only close to ten o’clock, but thankfully I am able to fall into a deep sleep, not even having time to wonder what the next day will bring.


Chapter 5
The events of the day clearly took their toll on me because I did not wake up once during the night. I awake to the sounds of the girls making their way into my room, saying, “Wakey wakey, little baby! It’s time to get up. We have an exciting day planned for you!”
 
I’m still groggy as I watch them come closer, and right before Monique reaches the crib I become aware that my diaper is dry, and I know what that means. I panic and try to pee as quickly as possible, but with the pressure of trying to go and only a few seconds to complete my task, I fail. Monique lowers the side of the crib and sticks two fingers in the side of my dry diaper. Immediately she gets a very stern look on her face. “Baby Danielle, what did Auntie Vanessa tell you before you went to sleep last night?”
 
In a panicked voice I respond, “I know but it’s not my fault! I didn’t wake up until you all came in the room and I…”
 
She cuts me off, “We don’t want to hear excuses, baby. This isn’t the way we wanted to start the day, but we have no choice. Little babies need to learn their lesson. Crawl after Auntie Nicole and do as she says. It’s her turn to spank your naughty bottom.”
 
Knowing it’s useless to argue, I obey and crawl behind Nicole into the next room. She beckons me over to the couch, where Vanessa helps me up onto her lap, and she begins to take my diaper off. Wasting no time, Nicole quickly plants twenty butt-numbing slaps on my backside and instructs me to get on the floor. She re-diapers me with a daytime diaper, sits me up, and leaves me sitting on the floor. All four girls sit down on the couches and look down at me.
 
“Well Baby Danielle, today is your second day of training,” says Vanessa, “and it will be your last one. Tomorrow you will be expected to know how to act and speak like a baby, though we will continue practicing your girly voice until it is perfect. We have a lot of fun things in store for you today, so we hope you’re excited! Ashley is going to give you your first two bottles today, and then you two will come and join us for breakfast. Oh, and don’t forget to use your diaper as often as you can today. You didn’t wet last night, so you only have an hour to wet your diaper before your next spanking. Also, seeing as you unloaded everything into your diaper last night before bed, you have until bedtime again tonight to go number two in your diaper. If you don’t you will receive the same punishment as last night, plus a little more. Got it?”
 
I nod and Ashley beckons be back over to the couch. I crawl on her lap and she begins feeding me my first bottle, which today is apparently apple juice. This doesn’t disappoint me in the least! I love apple juice. Ashley doesn’t say much. She just lovingly strokes my hair while I suck down both of my bottles. After I’ve finished I follow Ashley over to the table and she helps me into the high chair.
 
The other girls finish putting their breakfast on the table and sit down to eat. I notice they are all still in their pajamas as well, which explains why I am still in my pink nightie. Vanessa takes the seat next to me so she can feed me this time. During breakfast she occasionally misses my mouth, probably on purpose, and makes comments about what a messy baby I am. Like with Nicole the day before, Vanessa also fails to eat her own breakfast because she is too consumed with taking care of me. Also similar to dinner the day before, there is relatively little talking as they all mostly stare at me, taking in the scene of their cute sissy baby and smiling, always smiling.
 
When she is finished feeding me my enormous breakfast consisting mostly of applesauce, oatmeal, and a variety of fruits, Vanessa says, “Ok, sissy Baby, let’s take you into the living room so you can play with your fun toys while your aunties clean up breakfast and go get dressed for the day.” She leads me to the baby blanket in the middle of the room where I played the day before and hands me a doll, saying, “Have fun with your pretty dolly-wolly, Ok, Baby? Be a good baby while we get ready.”
 
Just like the day before I sit there feeling like an idiot, not knowing what to do with my dolls. Thankfully it’s only about a half hour before they all come back, dressed casually but still looking very attractive like they did yesterday. If I weren’t in the predicament I was in, these are definitely the kind of girls I would want to go out with. But I know that they probably won’t be able to look at me in that way, considering that all they see now is a 21 year old guy sitting in their living room dressed like a giant baby, looking like an oversized toddler girl. So I push those thoughts from my mind as well. We could never have that kind of relationship, so it’s stupid to think about.
 
While I sat there I managed to pee in my diaper as I waited for them to attend to me again. I think about how I need to say this and manage to get out, “Um, goo-goo ga-ga me have a wet dee-dee.,” but I forget to say it in a girly voice.
 
“Oh what a good baby!” says Vanessa. “But we’ll need to work on your girly voice some more. Don’t worry, we’ll do that first thing after we get you dressed for the day! We’re not going to change your diaper yet because we want to see how much your diapers can hold, and so you can get used to being in wet diapers as part of your training. We will check you periodically, but you need to tell us when you’ve wet again. You have another two hours to use your diapers. Got it?”
 
“Yes, Auntie Vanessa,” I say.
 
With a “Come on, Baby” and a slight smack on my diapered bottom, Nicole indicates that I should follow them to the basement, where they lead me to my room and take off my nightie. Standing there in front of the mirror I can see myself in just my wet diaper, bonnet, and booties. I can see that Monique was right about the makeup. It doesn’t look disturbed at all from the day before even though I’ve cried and slept with it on.
 
Ashley takes my pink bonnet off and puts my wig/hair into pigtails that hang down beside my face, and then she puts on a purple and white bonnet. Monique walks over holding my outfit for the day on a hanger. It is the same colors as my bonnet, purple and white, and it looks much poofier than my dress the day before. The parts that are satin are purple, and the frills and lace are all white. It has two short poofy sleeves, buttons in the back, and there is a large purple bow in the back, not the front this time.
 
I must have let out an audible groan when I saw it because Ashley gave my diapered butt a whack and told me to ‘hush.’ After they finished putting it on me Ashley says, “Now tell us how much you just wuv your pwetty dwess!”
 
I don’t want to respond because I’m humiliated and I obviously do not actually like the dress, but aware that it will do very little good to delay, I say in a monotone voice, “Oh tank you aunties for me pwetty dwesses, it is so wuvly, goo-goo ga-ga.”
 
This response elates them and they all begin touching, straightening, and fluffing my dress, telling me how pretty I look. And I guess there is no denying that. When I look in the mirror I do see a very large pretty girl looking back at me. But this just depresses me even more.
 
“Come on, Baby. Smile!” says Ashley. I give the best smile I can muster, which is probably only a half-smile at best.
 
The rest of the morning is pretty uneventful. I practice my girly baby-talk for them for a while, receive another two bottles and then am left to play with my dollies again, but this time in a giant playpen that they had gotten out. It’s not until after lunch that I finally get my diaper changed. I had peed in in three times without it leaking. Apparently that was good enough for them. I was relieved because I certainly did not enjoy wearing a soggy diaper all morning long.
Nicole expertly changes my diaper, making sure to add plenty of baby-powder. Satisfied with her work, she calls for the other girls to join us. Soon the three of them enter the room with enormous smiles on their faces. Uh-oh. This can’t be good.
 
“We have a very exciting activity planned for you!” says Monique. “We know how much you love your pretty dresses and baby outfits, so we’re going to help you try them all on! Isn’t that exciting?!” She must not expect a response, or at least not a peppy one, so she continues, “It’s going to be like a fashion show. Each of us will dress you separately while the others wait in the main room. Then we will bring you out show you off to the others! You’re going to just love it!”
 
I’m positive that by ‘you’ she really means all of them, because I could not be any less excited. “Nicole is something of a fashion expert and has been looking forward to this since you got here, so she gets to go first! We don’t want to hear any complaining or back-talking, so take this.” She puts a purple pacifier in my mouth and says, “Now be a good baby and we’ll see you in a few minutes.”
 
Ashley, Vanessa, and Monique leave I am left with Nicole in my baby room. She promptly takes off my purple dress and bonnet, and goes over to the closet to get something out. Without hesitation she pulls out a large dress, saying, “This is going to look spectacular on you!” I can tell she has been looking forward to putting me in it.
 
This thing is about three times bigger than what I had been wearing. First, she put on two petticoats, both of them pink, and then she put on the actual dress. The color of the primary fabric is white, but there are so many frills and edges of lace added that it looks very pink. I am thankful that this dress seems to cover my diaper, but I don’t think the dress will conceal it if I bend over. The dress also has very poofy sleeves that go all the way down to my wrists. At the end of the sleeves are long pieces of fabrics that extend down to my ankles when she fastens them. The long pieces of fabric seem to run right into the lacy pink socks she had put me in. And on my feet she slips pink shoes with a strap across the top and one-inch heels. I had never worn shoes with any kind of heels before so Nicole made me walk around and practice so I wouldn’t fall down when I was presented to the girls.
 
Grinning from ear to ear Nicole guides me in front of the mirror and she squeals, “Don’t you just love it?! Oh, I almost forgot!” She picks up the biggest, frilliest bonnet I have ever seen and puts in on my head, tying it under my chin like the others. I feel ridiculous standing there looking at myself in the mirror. I hate the dress, but of course I don’t express that to Nicole. After making minor adjustments to my frills here and there she finally says, “Let’s go show them what a pretty sissy you are!” I am told to walk this time, which is the first time since I began this ‘job’ that I have been allowed to do so. As I head into the next room I feel a rush of humiliation, knowing that they are going to make such a fuss over me. I’m not sure why I feel this way; I’ve been wearing dresses for over a day now, so I should be used to it. Then again, I’m not sure I’ll ever get used to it. So I remind myself in my head, 50,000 dollars…50,000 dollars…focus on the goal.
 
As soon as Vanessa, Monique, and Ashley see me they shriek with excitement, just as I’d predicted. Nicole instructs me to walk into the center of the room so they can all get a good look at me. “Curtsy for your aunties, Baby Danielle,” she says. I hesitate because I don’t know how to curtsy, and she says very gently, “Hurry up, Baby, or you will be punished.” So I stick one of my legs behind the other and try to bend down a little, but my awkward motion combined with my heels causes me to fall backward onto my diapered but. The girls all laugh and Vanessa says, “What a silly sissy baby! Don’t worry, Princess, we’ll teach you how to curtsy. This is the perfect opportunity.”
 
So they teach me how to curtsy and make me do it about twenty times to ensure I’ve done it right. And each time I curtsy they make me say something girly so I can practice my speaking as well. They are very nice during my curtsy lessons, but I still feel humiliated and ridiculous.
 
Finally, after they are satisfied with my ability to curtsy Vanessa takes me back to my room because it is her turn to pick an outfit. “I know that no one is going to top that one,” she says, “but we’ll at least get to try on all of your pretty clothes!” She picks out a lavender dress and does not put a bonnet on me. Instead just two big pretty bows go in my hair. She marches me back out in front of the girls and again I practice my curtsy and my girly voice while they fuss over how cute I look.
 
This goes on for three hours. Each one takes their turn and picks out a different humiliating outfit for me to wear. When I wear the more babyish ones I am told to crawl into the other room, but when the outfit is slightly more mature, like a Dorothy-type dress or a pink version of a maid’s outfit, and when I am wearing high heels, I am able to walk. The three hours feels like an eternity. Finally, Vanessa looks at her phone and says, “Oh my gosh! It’s 3:30 already! How time flies when you’re having fun. Our little baby needs to take a nap.”
 
So they take me back into my room, put me back into the purple dress I began the day with, change my soggy diaper, and put me into my crib. Ashley stays behind to give me two bottles before I go to sleep. Apparently they were so caught up in the ‘fashion show’ that they totally forgot everything else. They didn’t even check me to see if I had peed in my diaper or not. I still used it, though, because I didn’t want a spanking.
 
Ashley just strokes my hair in a very loving way as and hums a lullaby as I finish my bottles. I think to myself, Ashley’s pretty nice when she’s not trying to get me over her knee. Then I remember that it’s her turn to spank me again if I need it, and I’m sure she won’t turn down the opportunity. Still, it’s nice to see this side of her. “Have a good nap, Baby,” she says, and then she kisses my forehead and leaves the room. I was totally wiped out from the fashion show, so I think I fell asleep pretty quickly.
 
Monique is the one who wakes me up from by nap. She lowers the rail and leans over to check my diaper. Obviously there is nothing in it because I still don’t wet the bed, so she looks slightly disappointed. The dissatisfied look on her face quickly passes, though, and she begins her sweet and condescending baby-talk, telling me that I slept so long that it’s almost time for ‘din-din.’
 
She helps me out of the crib and with a few playful swats on my diapered bum she tells me to crawl upstairs with her into the kitchen. The other ladies of course make some comments about how cute I look and ask if their ‘sweet Baby Danielle had a nice nappy-poo.’ Even though dinner isn’t ready yet Monique puts me in my high chair and gives me a coloring book and some crayons to color with. The coloring book is of course full of butterflies, rainbows, dolls, and other girly things. I actually enjoy art as a hobby somewhat, but this doesn’t appeal to me at all, so I scribble on a few pages before I stop and just watch to see what the girls are making for dinner.
 
And I see that they’re making pizza! Pizza is my favorite food so I begin to strategically think about how I can convince them to give me some. Nicole must have seen the excitement on my face because she immediately says, “Sorry, Baby, but pizza is only for grownups. We’ve prepared a special dinner for our little diapered princess.” Vanessa walks by with a half-sympathetic smile and says, “Sorry, Baby, she’s right. I wouldn’t argue with her, either. You’re already going to get one spanking tonight if we don’t see some poop in that diaper before bedtime tonight.” She must have known I was going to protest because she cut me off before I could say anything.
 
I take her advice and don’t say anything else about it. Dinner is miserable because I get the same food I’ve been eating since I got there and I have to watch them eat pizza. It wouldn’t be much, but given the stress and the humiliation I’ve been through, the pizza would have been at least a little comfort. Instead I just eat whatever Ashley puts in my mouth.
 
The evening goes pretty quickly after dinner, and before I know it Monique comes over to do a diaper check on me. I’m wet but not poopy. “You know what that means, Baby.” I just hang my head as she lays me on the floor and cleans up my diaper area. When I get up Ashley is already sitting on the couch with a very pleased look on her face and motions for me to get on her lap.
 
“How many are we up to now, Vanessa?” Ashley asks.
 
“She’s only been spanked once today, so twenty-five will be plenty.”
 
Ashley immediately begins to reign down slaps on my butt and I cringe in pain as each one hits me. Despite the force she is using I manage to refrain from crying, although I am very close to it when the last one hits me.
 
Nicole props my knees up underneath me, Monique holds my dress out of the way and Vanessa hands Ashley the enema. Like Vanessa did the night before she gives my bottom a light smack and tells me to relax. I do, and then she administers the enema.
 
With the girl’s help I find myself diapered and standing in the center of the room again, just like the night before. Ashley reminds me to hold it in until they say, and five minutes later they give me the signal that I can let it go. Without hesitation I fill my diaper. It goes rather quickly and I am relieved that it is over so I get a fresh diaper.
 
The girls must have known what I was thinking because Monique says, “We’re doing something different tonight, Baby. As part of your training you are supposed to be getting used to wearing wet and dirty diapers. So, you won’t be changed until morning. We were going to do this last night as well but we felt bad for you.”
 
I look at the other girls in shock, hoping they will save me from this, but they all just nod their heads in agreement with what Monique has said.
 
“Now come on, Baby, it’s time for bed.” I follow the girls downstairs on my hands and knees (except for the stairs, which I have to scoot down again). I move very slowly, partly because of the uncomfortable mess stuck to my backside and partly because I feel demoralized. I had not seen this coming.
 
But without protest I let them go through my bedtime routine, same as the night before, except that tonight my diaper does not get changed. Instead they just put on some plastic pants to try and keep the smell in. Dressed in my pink nightie they put me in bed and read some books to me. The sides of my crib are raised and the girls go to leave the room. Vanessa stops at the door, and before she turns out the light she says, “Sorry,” but not in a tone that tells me she would change me if she could, only in a way that tells me that she knows I don’t like it but it has to be done. Still, I see a lot of kindness in her face and appreciate her sympathy. She turns off the light and closes the door, leaving me to try and sleep in my poop-filled diaper.
 
I spend most of the night tossing and turning, occasionally waking up and remembering dreams about diapers and dresses. But I do manage to get some decent sleep before the rest of my adventure begins.
 
 
Chapter 6
Over the next few weeks we begin to develop a routine that engulfs most of my life as their baby. I am not allowed to speak like an adult at all anymore unless one of the girls gives me permission, but they never do in the first few weeks. The girls had all taken a few days off of work in the beginning so they could all be there to train me, but they eventually had to go back to work, so they scheduled their flexible work hours at different times throughout the week. Apparently they have pretty cushy jobs working for the company Nicole’s family owns, and they were able to make it so one of them is always there with me.
 
None of my days with the girls are terrible. Ashley is nice enough most of the time, but she almost always manages to find some reason to spank me, despite my good behavior and my having mastered peeing in my diaper. The rest of the time with her isn’t so bad. She plays babyish games with me that I of course don’t enjoy at all, but all of the girls do that and they seem to love it.
 
Every time Monique watches me by herself she redoes my makeup and always changes it in subtle ways. On Nicole’s days we spend a lot of the time playing ‘dress up’ where she makes me wear different outfits and parades me around the house. You would think she would get bored of it but she never does! And when Vanessa watches me I tend to have the most enjoyable days, at least compared to the others. She is really good about varying the activities we do together so the time goes by relatively fast. And she is great about checking and changing my diaper so I never have to sit in a wet one for very long. I think it’s partly because she enjoys changing my diapers, but I think she also does genuinely want me to be comfortable. All four of the girls talk to me in sweet voices, complement my good behavior all of the time, and really really love the fact that I am their big sissy baby, but for some reason I feel like Vanessa is the nicest to me. I rarely smile, but when I do it’s on the days that Vanessa watches me.
 
All of the girls have things to do around the house and hobbies they want to indulge in (besides attending to me, which they of course love), so I will often be left to play in my playpen with my baby toys, or I am put in my highchair so I can color. I even get to watch a fair amount of TV, but much to my disappointment it’s always shows that baby girls would watch, so even then I’m pretty bored.
 
I don’t smile very often, and I never laugh, because I am just so humiliated by my condition and the way they treat me just like a baby all of the time. When they are all at home together they fuss over how cute I am and we regularly do shorter versions of the original ‘fashion show.’ I never get to do anything that I want to do, I never act like an adult, and I never leave the house, which starts to drive me nuts. But more than all of that, I have lost my feeling of being masculine. Being treated and dressed like a baby girl is so foreign to me and I’m not sure that I will ever get used to it. I don’t really know who I am right now.
 
At the end of my third week of being a baby something different happens. At bedtime on a Wednesday night all of the girls say goodnight to me and leave the room except for Vanessa. She tells them that she’s going to have a ‘talk with the baby’ and that she’ll be out in a minute.
 
She comes over to the crib, lowers the side, and sits down beside me. She says, “Baby, I can’t help but notice that you don’t seem to be getting used to your life here. You almost never smile and don’t seem to have fun doing anything. What’s wrong? (You can talk like an adult for this conversation).”
 
I just stare at her for a moment, amazed by the kindness in her beautiful dark eyes. I think she can see the appreciation on my face because she gives me a loving smile. Then I explain to her all of the struggles I am having – about not feeling masculine and about being bored out of my mind and/or humiliated almost every waking minute, and how I wish I could do some adult things. She listens intently until I’m done, always with a concerned and caring face. When I’m finished I have tears in my eyes, but I definitely feel better after getting that off of my chest.
 
“Well, Baby,” she says, “I’m not sure that there is a whole lot I can do to help you feel more masculine because of the stipulations in the contract you signed. You'll be dress like a girl all semester. That’s something you’ll need to work through yourself over time, but I will definitely be here to listen if it would help to work things out with someone else listening. And I will talk to the girls and see what we can do to help you in other ways, Ok?”
 
“Ok,” I say, feeling extremely grateful.
 
“Just do me a favor,” She says. “Please, please do your best to try and have some fun. I know that this is hard for you right now, but just let yourself go. Be silly. Be goofy.  No one else is going to know about this. This is a safe place for you.”
 
“I’ll try,” I say.
 
“Good,” she says with her motherly smile and tone of voice. “Now get some sleep.”
 
Before she gets up from the bed I look into her eyes and say, “Thanks, Mama.” I don’t know why I called her ‘Mama,’ but it didn’t faze her at all. If anything, she seemed to appreciate it.
 
“You’re welcome, Baby. Goodnight.” Then she gets up, turns off the light and closes the behind her.
 
I lay there feeling the best I have since I began my semester as a baby. I don’t know if anything is going to change at all, but the kindness Vanessa showed me by being attentive to my moods and my needs really made me feel a lot better. I think to myself, I will try to have some fun tomorrow. I’m not sure what that is going to look like, but I’m going to try. For the first time since I began this ‘job’I don’t really care that I am lying there in a huge diaper and a pink nightie. I quickly doze off to sleep, somewhat content for the first time in a long time. 


Chapter 7
 
The next morning nothing really seems to have changed, which is Ok. I didn’t expect to be taken out of diapers or dresses or anything like that. I was just glad that Vanessa is looking out for me.
 
When Vanessa and Nicole come in to get me up they don’t say anything about Vanessa and I’s conversation from the night before. They change my diaper, get me dressed (in a very short poofy pink dress and Mary Janes), and we all go upstairs for breakfast. Monique makes a comment about how cute my dress is and how she loves being able to see my diaper stick out at all times. Vanessa says, “Thanks! I picked it out.”
 
Nicole helps me into my high chair and sits down next to me. I look at Vanessa who is sitting next to her, smiling at me, and I remember our conversation from last night. So, I tell myself, Ok, let’s try to have some fun today. I still don’t know what that will look like, but I will give it a shot. In my ‘previous life,’ i.e., before diapers and dresses, I was actually the one who would always remind my friends that how much you enjoy a situation, regardless of your desire to be in it, depends on your attitude. So I decide to start taking my own advice.
 
A few minutes into breakfast, when Nicole sticks another bite of oatmeal in my mouth, I stick out my lips and go ‘Pbtbtbtbtbbtbbb,’ which gets oatmeal on my bib, my face, and on Nicole. All of the girls, especially Nicole, stare at me for a second with dumbstruck looks on their faces, which is enough for me to get out a genuine little giggle as I smile like a baby. This snaps them back to reality and Nicole, who is the first one who manages to say something, says, “Silly baby! You need to be careful. When you do that with food in your mouth it goes allllllll over!”
 
“Sowwy,” I say innocently.
 
“That’s Ok,” Vanessa chimes in, smiling, “you’re just a little sissy baby.” Nicole wipes my face off with my bib and wipes herself off with her napkin. I do that a few more times by the end of breakfast, but the girls don’t mind. They even seem to like it.
 
When Nicole is done feeding me and eating her own breakfast she says, “Ashley, do you mind cleaning up the baby? I need to go change my shirt before work. Our baby was a messy eater today!” Ashley is staying home with me today so she doesn’t need to get ready for work. “No, problem,” she says.
 
After I’m cleaned up and Nicole returns in a new blouse, the girls have me practice my girly baby-talk, which is slightly odd because they don’t usually have me do this before they go to work, but, whatever. I was shocked to discover over the last three weeks that they were right! After practicing for a few weeks I have an almost perfect feminine voice. I can still have a deep voice when I speak normally (I test it out sometimes when I am alone in bed just to make sure), but otherwise I sound exactly like a girl. This of course has made them all very happy.
 
After I’ve finished practicing they put me in my playpen as they finish cleaning up breakfast and getting ready for work. Before they leave, Nicole, Vanessa, and Monique all come over to me, kiss my forehead, and tell me to ‘be a good sissy baby for Auntie Ashley today.’ Ashley turns the TV on for me so I can watch from my playpen while she finishes cleaning up the kitchen.
 
It turns out to be a pretty ordinary day. I actually don’t get a spanking from Ashley, so that’s nice. The main difference is that I try to interact more with her when she wants to do baby activities with me. We play a short game of dress up, and instead of going through it with a sullen face I actually smile and act like I’m having a little bit of fun, even though I’m not. Still, this seems to please Ashley.
 
After my nap she put me my high chair with some crayons and paper, and this time I actually decide to color something. I try to keep it babyish but still do better than an 18 month old would, obviously. I draw a rainbow and some hearts. Ashley comes over to see what I’ve done and undoubtedly expects me to have not colored at all or just scribbled a few lines, but instead she sees what I’ve done and says, “Oh my gosh, Baby! What a beautiful picture!” I pick it up and hand it to her. “For me?!” she says with an excited and heartfelt voice. “Can I put it on the fridge?” She walks over and secures it to the refrigerator with a magnet.
 
I’m not able to have a great attitude for the entire day, but I definitely try more than I have before. Overall, Ashley and I have a good day together, but other than my efforts to have a little more fun there is nothing out of the ordinary.
 
Vanessa, Monique, and Nicole get home from work around 5 o’clock, the same time as usual. Ashley hasn’t started dinner yet when they arrive, which is slightly odd because we usually eat around 5:30 or 6 o’clock. When they get home I am downstairs in my playpen. I hear Ashley greet them and they all sound excited for some reason. They all come downstairs, smiling, and find me just sitting in my playpen, not playing with my toys, like usual.
 
Monique helps me out of the playpen while they ask how our day was. Ashley of course tells them about my drawing and they all give an “Aww, how cute!” But they drop that subject quickly, put me on the baby blanket in the middle of the floor, and they sit down on the couches looking serious for a second. Clearly something is on their minds.
 
“Well, I talked to the other girls last night,” Vanessa says, “and we have surprise for you tonight! (Oh, and you may speak like an adult now).” Slightly worried because their ‘surprises’ usually are for their delight and not mine, I just sit there and wait for her to continue. “We are going to take you out to dinner tonight! That is, if you agree to go. You don’t have to if you don’t want to.” I stare back at them, stunned by this announcement. Before I can respond Vanessa keeps going, “We all know that this would still be weird for you, but we thought it would be better than nothing. If we go out you can order whatever you want and eat adult food. You can talk like an adult and act like an adult. But instead of going out looking like that, we are going to dress you up like a woman. You still have to wear a diaper, but that’s Ok because it will actually give you more of a shapely butt.” (She’s right. I definitely have somewhat of a skinny-guy butt.)
 
“Well, that does sound better than nothing,” I say cautiously, “but what if someone can tell I’m a guy?”
 
Nicole chimes in, “Have you seen yourself in the mirror? I think you know as well as we do that you look like a pretty girl.” Despite the fact that I still hate this, I nod my head and she continues. “Your arms are a little too toned, but some girls have skinny, muscular arms, so it’s not that rare. Besides, the most important part is your face and there is no way anyone will be able to tell you’re not a girl. And you may not have noticed, but with a little makeup Monique was able to hide your Adam’s apple,” (which was pretty small to begin with) “so that won’t give you away either. Trust me, when we’re done with you no one will be able to tell you’re a guy. And even if someone does think you’re not a girl, there’s no way they would say it out loud. And if they think you’re a guy, they will never know your name, never be able to confirm it, and your home is more than a thousand miles away along with everyone that knows you.”
 
This convinces me. “Ok, let’s give this a try.”
 
All four of them look very excited. “We need to get started,” says Vanessa. “We don’t want to eat too late tonight. And Baby, you are allowed to talk like an adult until we tell you otherwise when we get home tonight. Obviously you will be using your girly voice, but try to sound a little more adult.” Shifting gears, she says, “Monique is going to take you first and redo your makeup so you look like an adult, not a baby. The rest of us are going to get ready.” Before they head upstairs Ashley says, “Leave her diaper until last. It’s wet, but we’ll change it right before she puts the dress on.”
 
Monique works very quickly. First, she takes off the short baby dress I was wearing that day. Next, she takes off my wig so she can have full access to my face, and then she removes the old layer of makeup. In no time at all my face looks like a woman’s. She adds fake eyelashes, which she had not done before because she said my real ones were quite lovely for a guy. She gives me the works like she usually does, but uses much less blush, more eyeliner and a more mature shade of lipstick. The wig she puts on me is the same brunette color as the one I usually wear, but this one is longer with much thicker curls.
 
When Monique is done with my hair and makeup the other three girls come down dressed for the evening, looking stunning. They are definitely dressed up, but in a casual way. They all seem to have added a little bit more makeup, but definitely don’t overdo it. They look more beautiful than I have seen them look yet.
 
Monique goes upstairs to get ready while the others stay to finish my look. Ashley says, “Vanessa and Nicole went out on their lunch break and got you a few dresses. I hope you like the one we’ve chosen for tonight! We thought you might appreciate something other than pink and purple.” I can see the dress Vanessa has in her hand is a beautiful forest green with short sleeves. It certainly doesn’t look big enough to fit me, but I guess we’ll see.
 
Ashley puts me on the changing table and removes my soggy diaper. “Like Vanessa said, you will be wearing a diaper tonight and you will of course have to use it if you need to go while we’re out. I know you’ve peed recently so that should help. This one is smaller than the ones you usually wear, but it will be able to hold plenty for the evening.” She puts the diaper on me and it definitely feels smaller than the others. I don’t have to waddle, which is nice, especially because I’ll be wearing it in public.
 
Before putting the dress on they put something call a ‘spanx’ on over my diaper. There are no leg holes, so it is kind of like a super tight skirt. It extends from the middle of my abdomen down slightly past the bottom of my diaper. They inform me that the spanx will both hid my diaper and give me a nice shape so I have a feminine butt and hips. I look in the mirror and they’re right, I do have hips and a nice butt. Next they put a bra on and stuff it so it looks natural. I comment about how they look kind of big, and they inform me that they are D-cups. They put the dress on me and adjust it so it looks perfect. It certainly could be tighter, but it in no way hides my curves. It’s not too short, which I appreciate; it stops a few inches above my knee. Lastly, they include a sparkling necklace around my neck and two small clip-on hoop earrings.
 
Vanessa produces some black pantyhose and helps me put them on. Next I am instructed to sit down and Ashley proceeds to put some 2-inch black high heels on my feet. “We wanted taller heels, “she says, “but we thought that might make you too tall. Stand up and practice walking in them.” Thanks to Nicole’s love for playing dress up with me I am able to walk in the heels flawlessly. Nicole smiles and says, “That’s my girl!”
 
Vanessa hands me a small black purse, shows me how to carry it, and then they lead me back over to the mirror. I’m not sure if it’s possible, but what I see in the mirror might actually shock me more than what I saw the first time I was dressed as a sissy baby. It’s probably the feminine shape of my body that surprises me the most. Thanks to the padded bra, diaper, and spanx, I have a really shapely feminine-looking body! I really do look like a 23-25 year old woman.
 
Giving my more adult sounding girly-voice a try for the first time, I say, “Wow. I am both impressed and disturbed. No one will ever be able to guess that I’m a guy.” I sound just like a twenty-something girl.
 
“That’s the idea,” says Vanessa as Nicole and Ashley giggle behind her.
 
Right then Monique comes back down, sees me and says, “Wow, you look stunning!” I certainly don’t look as beautiful as the four real girls in the room do, but I definitely cannot deny that I look like a very attractive lady. Again, this does not comfort me; it depresses me a little bit. Still, I try to push those thoughts away and try to focus on enjoying the night as an adult as much as possible, even if it is as a girl.
 
“Alright,” Vanessa says, “we’re going to call you just ‘Danielle’ tonight, got it? No ‘baby’ tonight.” The other three girls nod their heads in agreement with this idea.
 
“Sounds good,” I respond.
 
“Great! Then let’s go eat!”


Chapter 8
 
Walking upstairs and out to the car dressed in a diaper, spanx, a dress, and high heels is odd enough, but it also strikes me as I head out to the car, I haven’t walked this much in weeks. I’m so used to crawling everywhere. I guess I didn’t even realize it. I stumble once when my heels goe into a crack in the sidewalk on the way to the car, but other than that I have no problem walking, even in the shoes I’m wearing.
 
The car we ride in is really nice. Apparently it’s Ashley’s. It’s a 2013 Buick Enclave, and according to Ashley the color is ‘Atlantis Blue Metallic,’ whatever that means. It looks more gray to me than anything. Despite having the longest legs in the car they instruct me to get in the backseat, probably because Nicole and Vanessa wanted to sit on either side of me so they could feel my dress, fiddle with my hair, and have a better angle to talk to me on the way. It’s Ok, I don’t really care. I’m use to them fiddling with and adjusting every little detail on my outfits by now. Besides, I’ll never complain when I get to sit this close to two gorgeous women regardless of how I am dressed.
 
While we’re in the car Monique informs me that we are going to Olive Garden and that of course they will pay for my meal. She turns around from the front seat and says, “Are you nervous?”
 
“Yeah, a little. I know that no one will recognize me but I have never done anything like this in my life,” I respond.
 
“Don’t worry, we’ll take care of you,” she says.
 
“Yeah, definitely,” says Vanessa, “but make sure not to misbehave while we’re out. I’d hate to see Ashley spank you in Olive Garden.” The look on my face must be priceless because she says, “I’m just kidding! We would never do that!” And all four of them laugh hysterically, definitely at my reaction and possibly because they all had a mental image of a grown (looking) woman bent over Ashley’s knee in the middle of the restaurant like I did. I even laugh a little too. “I’m totally kidding,” she continues. “Remember, have fun, join in on the conversation, have a drink or two, and just enjoy yourself! We know you haven’t been out in quite some time. When we were talking this over last night we actually realized that all of us haven’t gone out for the evening since you got here either. Let’s all have a great girls night out!”
 
I’ve certainly never been ‘out with the girls’ before, nor have I ever been dressed like this, but I tell myself to try and have some fun.
 
When we get out of the car Vanessa says to me, “Walking in heels is one thing, but try to walk like a girl too. Walk behind me and try to do as I do.” I do my best but I still feel like I stick out like a sore thumb. I must be walking Ok, though, because Ashley gives me a smile and a nod as we head up the sidewalk to the restaurant.
 
Once we are inside we are seated immediately because we had a reservation and because it’s a Thursday night so it’s not busy like it would be on the weekend. On the way to our table I feel like everyone in the restaurant is looking at me, and that at any second they are all going to point me out and expose me for the guy dressed like a woman that I am. Nicole must be able to sense this because she says to me, “Don’t worry, you look great.”
 
“Thanks,” I say. I knew that already, but her assurance does make me feel a little better.
 
I’m not sure if they requested it or if it was just by chance, but our table is in the corner with only one or two other tables in the vicinity. Either way, I’m grateful. We take our seats at a round table and the waitress comes by to get our drink orders. “Just water for now,” I say. She doesn’t bat an eye at me. The girls are right; I look and sound just like one of the group. Weird, I think to myself.
 
I end up ordering the manicotti and Ashley insists on ordering me a fruity drink. I look around and all of the other girls already have theirs, so I say Ok. When it comes it actually tastes really good! I’m used to drinking beer, which I love, but this is a different kind of ‘goodness.’ It doesn’t even really taste like alcohol except for a little *zing* at the end of each swallow.
 
After a while I begin to relax a little. I just listen to the conversation without really saying much for a while. This is partly because I’m still slightly uncomfortable out ‘in disguise,’ but also because I really don’t know how to join in ‘girl talk’ yet. I have never seen any of the girly television shows they watch and I obviously can’t join in their conversation about their work except to ask questions, which I don’t. At home/their house I can’t talk like an adult so I usually just sit silently, and when I do talk I just mumble a few things in my baby-talk. Still, I manage to get a few comments in throughout the evening. I’m grateful that none of the girls pressure me to talk too much. My dinner is great and I definitely enjoy being out of the house.
 
Near the end of our main course there is a lull in the conversation and the girls just look at each other. “Do you want to tell him?” Vanessa asks the other girls. “No, go ahead. You do it,” says Monique. I sit there for a second watching Vanessa, not quite sure what to expect.
 
“Well, Danielle,” she begins, “we’re really glad you wanted to come out with us tonight! We’ve talked about it, and if you are Ok with it, this is something we would like to do every Thursday. That way you would get a chance to get of the house, act like an adult, and be able to join in some adult conversation for an evening. Plus, dressing you up like this is something a little different for us too! We can go out to eat each night, but we can also do other things like get ice cream, go shopping, or anything else that we decide on. How does that sound?”
 
“Wow,” I say, “Yeah, that sounds good to me. Thanks!” I’m not really sure what else to say. I’m sure it will take a few times to get used to going out like this, but it definitely sounds better than staying home and getting a spanking (or something like that).
 
The girls all express their excitement but apparently the conversation isn’t over because Vanessa looks at Monique and say, “You tell him – I mean her – the rest.”
 
“Well,” says Monique, “Vanessa told us about your conversation last night and there are going to be a few minor changes at home” putting a lot of stress on the word ‘minor.’ We thought about it, and we definitely understand why you might get bored sometimes. Never doing any adult activities that really require thinking and never getting to do things that you like to do would definitely begin to turn our brains to mush too. So, here’s the deal: when we would normally leave you alone to play with your dolls and toys or watch TV while we’re busy doing something else, you will sometimes be able to do other things. We can get some books that you would like from your apartment and maybe even some sort of handheld gaming device if you want, for you to occupy yourself with. And we can put on the Cartoon Network for you. We can see how one would get tired of watching the ‘Sprout’ channel all of the time.” Monique is right; since I am usually only by myself for an hour or two each day this is just a minor change, but it’s much better than what I was doing before.
 
“I’m definitely not going to complain about that. Thanks,” I say.
 
“Keep in mind, though,” says Vanessa, “that nothing else will change. You will still act like a baby at all times and only speak like one too.” I look around as she says this to see if anyone is listening, but I’m pretty certain that nobody nearby can hear us. “And if we decide not to give you your book or whatever you are expecting, you are not to complain or say a word. If you whine at all you will be punished immediately. The same goes for when it’s time to be done. When your playpen time is over we will come over, tell you it’s time, and will immediately take away whatever you are doing, no ‘ifs’ ‘ands’ or ‘buts’ about it. Got it?” She has a very motherly tone in her voice as she says this.
 
“Yes Mama,” I say. I surprise myself when I call her ‘Mama’ again and look around the restaurant to see if anyone has heard me. The other girls just giggle.
 
“I think it’s cute that you call her that now,” says Nicole, and Monique and Ashley agree.
 
“Yeah, well,” I say, “I just wish I hadn’t done it in the middle of Olive Garden!” and we all laugh together at this.  
 
After we compose ourselves again I say, “Well, I do appreciate it. I really do.”
 
Ashley, who’s sitting next to me, says, “No problem. The point of you being with us isn’t to torture you.” Then she says in a slightly raised voice, “Besides, you’re still going to be the same sweet poopy-pants sissy baby that we know and love!”
 
I blush tremendously and look around to see if anyone heard. Another waitress passing by looks over at our table and keeps on walking. All of the girls bust out laughing and I stand up with an embarrassed smile on my face (I’m not mad) and say, “I need to go to the bathroom.”
 
Possibly to make up for what she just said, Ashley whispers this time, “Just go in the ladies room, pick a stall, and go in your diaper.”
 
“What?!” I whisper back. “I can’t go in there!”
 
“Sure you can. You certainly can’t go in the men’s room,” she says with a giggle.
 
“I know. Um, I’ll just step outside where no one is around and, well, you know…”
 
“That’s fine,” says Nicole. “We’ll grab the check and meet you outside in a minute.”
 
After standing there awkwardly for a second, thinking about it again, I say “On second thought, can someone come with me? I don’t really want to go alone.”
 
Laughing a little, Ashley says to the other three, “I’ll go with her. See you outside in a minute.”
 
Once outside, both Ashley and I can’t help but laugh a little as we wait for some people to walk by so I can do my business in private. No longer seeing anyone nearby for the moment, I let my bladder go. I can’t help but think what a ridiculous situation I am in right now. I am standing outside of Olive Garden with a beautiful woman whom I call ‘auntie.’ I look exactly like an attractive twenty-something woman. I’m wearing a diaper, and I just peed in it. To top it all off, I am actually in a better situation than I was a week ago. The absurdity of it all! I’m glad that I can laugh a little about it now. This certainly isn’t my idea of enjoyable, but considering how depressed I was just a few days ago I am glad that I can at least laugh about it a little bit.
 
Ashley must be thinking the same thing because she says with a smile, “Did you ever fathom that you would find yourself in a situation like this?” She thankfully kept her question nondescript because a group of people heading into Olive Garden just walked by. It’s a rhetorical question though, so I don’t even answer.
 
A second later the other girls walk out and we head to the car. On the way home Monique tells me, “Danielle, remember, when we get home you will go back to being Baby Danielle. You’ll know when it starts because we’ll give you a pacifier. No more talking like a big girl after that until we tell you, Ok? And it probably won’t be until next Thursday again.”
 
“Ok,” I respond.
 
When we get inside the house all of the girls take off their heels and I follow suit. They all give me a hug and all I say is, “Thanks.” I don’t say thanks ‘for a fun night’ because it was still really weird and unnerving, looking and acting like I did in public, even though it was more fun than I’d had in weeks. But I am thankful for them taking me out, and thankful for the minor changes that are going to occur in my life as a baby.
 
They must understand what I mean because they just smile and don’t say anything. Then Vanessa sticks a pink pacifier in my mouth. Monique puts her hand out and I give her my purse, and then she says, “Come on, let’s crawl downstairs, Baby.” So, I get on my hands and knees and follow them to the basement. The scene of us going downstairs is probably even sillier than usual. Instead of a giant baby crawling with four attractive women, I look like another full grown woman dressed for an evening out, crawling with a pacifier in my mouth.
 
Once downstairs they quickly undress and redress me, putting me in my normal babyish wig along with my usual pink nightie and pink bonnet. “You’ve had an exciting day,” says Monique, “so we’ll redo your makeup in the morning. Our pretty baby needs her sleepies!” After the usual bedtime routine of a diaper change, teeth brushing, and bedtime books, I settle down in my crib for sleep. As the girls leave Vanessa is the last one out, stopping at the door to turn out the light. I just look at her with a thankful smile and she smiles back.
 
“Goodnight, Baby,” she says.
 
“Goodnight, Mama.”
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Over the next few weeks the mood changes around the house, or at least my mood begins to change.  I start trying harder to let myself go, have some fun, and get better at acting like a baby. I know that changing my attitude will make my time here easier, but I also know the girls would enjoy it too. Granted, they never seemed to get tired to treating me like a baby when I was never in a good mood, but I have no doubt that this is a welcome change for them as well.
 
At the same time, though, I have to work though my psychological confusion and the way I feel like I have lost my masculinity in a certain sense. Would actually complying and acting like a sissy baby somehow compromise my masculinity? Would I begin to change in ways that I didn’t want to? These are issues I will have to deal with throughout the entire semester, but by the time the second week of February rolls around I am able to completely reconcile the fact that I would be living like this for the next few months and I am Ok with it.  I know that whatever changes come about in me by accepting the role as baby throughout my time here would not be worse than the effects of living bitter and depressed would for months at a time. Something that did help me not to lose grip of who I am and my former life was the hour or two a day that I now spend in my playpen.  I usually read a sports magazine or a good (masculine) book, or I play my Nintendo DS.  This helps tremendously to keep me from going crazy.
 
It also helps that I mastered going in my diaper because I don’t get spanked as much; only when I misbehave (or when Ashley thinks I need one and makes up an excuse about my behavior) do I get spanked. But I started going in my diaper regularly very early on. It was actually during my second week with the girls that I began pooping on my own without an enema, partly because I really didn’t want to be spanked every single night, especially because the number of spanks had gotten up to fifty by the end, but also because the enemas had loosened me up so much inside that it was much easier to go. I will never get completely used to peeing and pooping in my diapers in front of four attractive women who are basically my age, but it’s become as much of a routine as one would expect.
 
Two other kinds of things begin to happen during the few weeks after my first night out with the girls: I begin to get more bold, and I start having more fun with the girls. One day when Monique was watching me she left me in my playpen while she went to do something in her room. When she left I saw some cookies left out on the counter. As soon as I thought she was definitely in her room I climbed out of my playpen, ran over to the counter, grabbed a few cookies, and hurried back to my playpen. I wasn’t able to eat them all by the time she came back, so I turned my back to her and tried to finish my last one.
 
I must look suspicious because she says, “What are you doing, Baby?”
 
With my back still facing her I say, with a mouthful of cookie, “Goo-goo ga-ga.”
 
Immediately she walks over so she can see what I’m doing. The last cookie was gone but she saw tons of crumbs on my dress and in my playpen. She looks over at the counter, then back at me, and she says very sternly, “Baby Danielle, what did you do? Have you been sneaking some cookies? Don’t lie; tell me the truth.”
 
I know I’ve been caught so I say, “Yeth, Auntie Monique.”
 
Immediately she tells me to get out of the playpen. She grabs my ear and pulls me over to the couch across her lap. My diaper is wet but she doesn’t even bother to clean me up first. She quickly undoes my diaper, yanks it down, and begins to spank my bottom, scolding me, “Bad baby! You know you aren’t supposed to take food without permission from your aunties.” She must not be too mad, though, because she only gives me fifteen hard swats and sends me to stand in the corner for ten minutes. It’s possible she was even amused that I would try something like that, kind of like something a toddler or young child would do.
 
After my time in the corner she tells me to crawl over to her and apologize.
 
“Sawwy, Auntie Monique.”
 
“Sorry for what?” she says.
 
“Sawwy me takes cookies, goo-goo ga-ga.”
 
She lays me down, cleans my diaper area, and puts me in a fresh diaper. “Now get back in your playpen and behave yourself. I’ll have to keep a closer eye on you today,” she says with a smile and a swat on my diapered butt.
 
Being more comfortable with the girls has definitely led to some more incidents like that, but also to some fun times with them. One day I was sitting on my blanket in the middle of the floor eating some Cheerios, not doing much of anything, as the four girls busied themselves about the living room and kitchen, cleaning up a bit.
 
Ashley says to Nicole, “I think the baby has been wet for a little while. Is it your turn to change her?”
 
“Yeah I think it is. I’m glad she’s just wet this time. I feel like our sissy princess saves all of her biggest messes for me!” They both laugh a little and turning to me, she says, “Ok, Baby Danielle, let’s get you into some dry dee-dees.”
 
I didn’t do it on purpose, but in the middle of Ashley and Nicole’s brief conversation I felt the urge to poop. So, right when Nicole turns to tell me I’m about to get my diaper changed I push and fill my diaper with a huge load! All of the girls hear me go and begin laughing because this of course means that Nicole gets another poopy diaper.
 
I laugh too, and Nicole walks over to me with a smirk on her face and says, “You think that’s funny, Baby? You like laughing?” Then she immediately starts tickling me. I am really ticklish, something they did not know yet, so I immediately fall over backwards in an effort to avoid her fingers. But she’s on top of me in a split second with her fingers up my dress, tickling me like crazy. The other three girls join in right way, sliding down next to us, and all of a sudden I have four sets of hands tickling me. For about five minutes all four girls tickle me unmercifully, all of us laughing so hard that we are crying! I make efforts to get away and even to tickle them back some, but it’s no use, not when it’s four-on-one.
 
After we all stop laughing and manage to compose ourselves, Vanessa says to Nicole, who’s wiping a tear from her eye, “Looks like you’re going to have a bigger mess to clean up now!” She’s right. The tickle fight has smeared the mess all over my butt, almost coming out the top of my diaper. The girls all laugh and Nicole says with a smile, “That’s Ok. I can live with that!”
 
After that day the girls started tickling me more, and on more than one occasion we’ve had a ‘tickle fight,’ which basically involves the four of them tickling me senseless until I pee in my diaper.
 
Living the life of a baby isn’t easy or always fun for me (probably never will be), but I still manage to enjoy a lot of my time and have fun with the girls. I do mischievous baby things frequently, and depending on what they are the response I get ranges from a laugh, a talking to, or a spanking. But there was one day that my boldness and my mischievous ways got the best of me. The soreness of my backside told me afterwards that it was not such a good idea.
 
Because it’s my job, literally, to act like a baby, I frequently try to think up things to do that babies would, like when I spit my food out, knock my sippy-cup off of my highchair, and when I color ‘pretty pictures’ for my ‘aunties’ and ‘mommy.’ So, I remember something that I think will be hilarious, and also because I think it would be a good/funny way to get back at Ashley for all of the spankings I’ve received from her.
 
It’s a Sunday so all of the girls are home. I call to Ashley, saying, “Auntie Ashley, me has a wet diapee, goo-goo ga-ga.”
 
“Ok, Baby Danielle, thanks for being a good baby and telling me.” She walks over, lifts up my pink dress with a lot of frills underneath to check my diaper and is satisfied with what she finds. So she leads me downstairs and puts me on the changing table. She takes off my wet diaper, cleans my diaper area, and reaches for another diaper. I had waited about an hour to tell her I needed to be changed. That way I would be able to do this. Right before she starts unfolding the new diaper I begin to pee and it goes all over her! Just like a baby would. She starts screaming, trying to block the pee with her diaper, and backs up as fast as she can, although she had already been hit by a good amount.  The other three girls run downstairs into my room to see what the screaming is about. They survey the scene, seeing Ashley very wet and me laying on the changing table with an innocent smile, and they burst out laughing.
 
I know immediately that this was a bad idea because Ashley looks furious! She pulls me off of the changing table and drags me diaperless into the main room of the basement and puts me over her lap on the couch. The other girls follow us into the room, still bent over laughing, and watch Ashley unleash a flurry of smacks on my behind. None of the other girls try to stop her from spanking me. Despite how much they laughed they undoubtedly would have done the same thing if I had peed on them. I’m not sure how long Ashley spanks me for, but I am definitely crying by the end and my butt feels like it’s burning as hot as the sun. She then marches me back into my room and instructs me to stand with my nose in the corner with my bare butt exposed, a punishment that I have received a few times before.
 
After a half an hour Vanessa comes in to get me. She puts me in a fresh diaper and instructs me to get on the floor and follow her upstairs where the other girls are waiting. On the way up she says, “Baby, Auntie Ashley is going to have a talk with you, Ok?”  “Ok, Mama,” I respond.
 
She leads me over to Ashley and sits me on Ashley’s lap. She has clearly calmed down since she finished spanking me. Nicole and Monique are in the living room too. She puts an arm around me in an affectionate manner and says, “You know you were a very naughty baby today, don’t you Baby Danielle?”
 
“Yeth, Auntie Ashley. Me sawwy for pottying on you,” I say sheepishly but sincerely.
 
“Thank you for your apology,” she says, “but I should apologize too. I shouldn’t have gotten so mad at you. That’s not to say that you didn’t deserve a spanking, but we should never punish you out of anger.” The other girls give an ‘Mmhmm’ and nod in agreement.
 
Ashley gives me a hug and I hug her tightly back. Despite her affinity for spanking me I actually have a pretty good relationship with her as my ‘auntie’; we have a lot of fun and she is very loving. So, I’m glad she isn’t still mad.
 
“I know you didn’t do that to be mean, Baby," she continues. "I know you are just a silly little sissy baby that does naughty things sometimes.” I just blush and nod.
 
Monique chimes in, “But hopefully you’re sore bottom will remind you not to do that again to one of us!” and the girls all laugh. “You can try it again, obviously, but the next time your punishment will be even more severe.”
 
I don’t know what that means and I don’t want to know, so I just nod as say, “Yeth, Auntie Monique.”
 
The next day Nicole stays home with me all day. After lunch she leaves me in my highchair and suggests that I paint a ‘pretty picture’ for Ashley. I agree that that’s a good idea, so when Ashley comes home from work I give her the picture I painted that says, ‘I wuv Anty Ash,’ and she loves it. She takes it and thanks me for making it for her, giving me plenty of kisses.
 
I get more and more used to my life as a baby. But even on very normal days I have no doubt that there will be more surprises in store for me as the semester goes on. 

Chapter 10
 
Valentine’s Day arrives and I’m not really sure what to expect for the day ahead. It’s on a Thursday this year, so I assume we’ll have a ‘girl’s night out’ like we usually do, but other than that I have no idea.
 
All four girls come down and wake me up today, apparently because they are all so excited about my outfit for the day. Like most mornings I wake up to the sound of them coming into the room. The first thing I do when I become conscious in the morning is wet my diaper immediately, so that by the time the girls get to my crib I am already wet for them to change. After I wet my diaper I look up and see Vanessa standing above my crib. “Wakey wakey my little baby. Happy Valentine’s Day! Let’s get you changed and into your special outfit for the day!”
 
She takes off my nightie and bonnet and puts me on the changing table. She quickly and expertly puts me in a fresh diaper in no time.
 
“Come on over,” Nicole says, “and see your pretty Valentine’s Day outfit!” Vanessa helps me down from the changing table and I crawl over to my closet where Nicole and Monique are waiting with my dress.  The dress is not quite what I expected, but then I think to myself, Then again, what do I know about dresses or what goes on in these girls’ heads? Besides, it doesn’t matter to me. All of the dresses are basically the same. Some more girly and humiliating than others, but otherwise not much of a difference in my eyes.
 
The torso of this dress is a plain white sparkly material, and the short sleeves are made of the same material but are red instead of white. There is a red-looking sash sown into the fabric that goes around my belly and from there the bottom of the dress poofs out. It actually goes down relatively far, covering my diapers from view when I am not bending over. The bottom part of the dress is also white, but it is dotted with small-to-medium sized red and pink hearts all over it. There are of course multiple layers of frills underneath, and on the back there is a large red bow. The girls also put me in some white thigh highs with white bows at the top (they prefer these to tights because the tights go up over my diaper, which they like to keep in view). I am put in some white Mary Janes with a half-inch heel. They don’t put my hair in pigtails today, and instead of a bonnet they put a headband with a big pink bow in my hair.
 
After they finish dolling me up they coo at me, telling me how pretty I look. This dress feels a little fancier that ones that I usually wear, but I guess they think it’s a special day. Like always I don’t comment on the dress one way or the other unless they ask. I just stand there and smile while they make a fuss over me.
 
For breakfast the girls make heart-shaped pancakes and even I get some of these. It has become more frequent that the girls at least give me a little bit of what they are eating for meals along with my babyish foods, which is nice. One time when I didn’t get any I made a fuss and received a spanking for that, so I make sure not to complain too much, though I do push it as far as I can before I think I’ll get a spanking. This morning I get to eat just pancakes so I definitely enjoy them. As Monique feeds them to me syrup gets all over my face, but I don’t mind; I’m used to it.
 
After breakfast Vanessa, Monique, and Nicole head to work. Ashley and I have a nice morning together. She suggests that I make something for Vanessa, my ‘mommy,’ so we work on an art project for a lot of the morning. Ashley cuts hearts out of pink, white, and red pieces of construction paper. I wanted to do it but she reminded me that ‘wittle sissy babies’ can’t use scissors, so I just get to paste them onto a big piece of paper. Then Ashley helps me paint, ‘I Wuv Mama’ around the hearts and draw other girly things like flowers on it.
 
“You’re mommy is going to love this!” she says. Ever since I started calling Vanessa ‘Mama’ the other girls have actually encouraged it. I didn’t know if it would be weird for anyone but it definitely hasn’t been. Monique, Ashley, and Nicole realize that Vanessa and I have something of a special mommy-baby relationship. All of the girls love me and treat me well, but there is something about Vanessa that is more loving and tender than the others. I think we all realize that and are Ok with it. I know that she’s looking out for me and really cares about my wellbeing, so I have a level of comfort with her and a bond that’s just different than with the other girls. Vanessa doesn’t get to spend more time with me than the others or anything like that, and I have fun with the other girls too, but we definitely have a special relationship.
 
I’ve painted or colored all of my ‘aunties’ many pictures as well throughout the last couple of weeks. I do enjoy art, even this babyish form of it to some extent, so it is a good way to pass the time, and they love coming home and finding something I made for them. The refrigerator is covered with my artwork. They even have taken some of my pictures to work to put up in their office. Everyone but Vanessa can use the excuse that their niece made the pictures fort them, so I colored and painted Vanessa a few that don’t say ‘Mama’ on them so she can display hers at work as well.
 
After Ashley and I finish the art project for ‘Mama’ she washes all of the glitter, glue, and paint off of my hands, and then takes off the pink smock that they always have me wear when I paint.
 
The rest of the day goes by very quickly, and when three o’clock hits the girls unexpectedly come home early. I obviously look surprised so Nicole tells me, “We decided to take off a little early today, Baby, because we have a fun evening planned and wanted to get an early start on it!” So Monique takes me downstairs to start getting me ready to be adult Danielle for the rest of the day. I certainly don’t mind because it means I get to act like an adult today for longer than I usually do.
 
She goes through the usual routine of undressing me, taking off the makeup I am currently wearing, and applying a more adult look to my face. I can see she is going with a lot shades of pink today. On my previous nights out with the girls they’ve put me in dresses that aren’t purple and pink, presumably because I wear those colors almost all of the time. But it certainly wouldn’t surprise me if I wear pink on Valentine’s Day. Then she replaces my usual wig with my adult one and puts a very thin (in terms of thickness) pink headband in my hair.
 
My face and hair are done so she says, “Looks like the other girls aren’t done yet. Let’s go, I’ll change your diaper and keep getting you ready.” In the middle of changing my diaper Nicole shows up and says, “Sorry we’re taking so long! Vanessa and Ashley will be down in a minute with Danielle’s dress.” Monique heads upstairs and Nicole finishes changing my diaper. Then she puts my spanx on over my diaper and puts on my padded bra.
 
Vanessa and Ashley show up with my dress and my suspicions were correct: it is very pink. It is a bold pink that I think will make me stand out. I almost express my concerns to the girls that it will make me stand out too much, but I take one look at them and realize that most of the attention will be them. I may appear to be an attractive woman, but they are downright beautiful. Nicole is wearing a white dress, Vanessa a red one, and Ashley is in all black.
 
For the first time in a week I use my very real sounding woman voice and ask Ashley, “Why are you wearing black on Valentine’s Day?”
 
“Because I want all the guys to know they should stay away,” she says with a lot of sass in her voice. “If they don’t have the courage to ask me out every other day of the year, then they should leave me alone today!” We all laugh at this and the girls finish dressing me. They put me in white pantyhose today, along with high heels that are the same color as my dress and headband. They put a necklace on me that has a diamond encrusted heart, and my earrings are the usual hoop clip-ons that I normally wear.
 
Just like on every Thursday I marvel at my transformation in the mirror. While I certainly dislike looking like such an attractive woman, my concern recently has been that guys will approach me while we are out. Last week two guys came up to Nicole and I when we were standing in the lobby of the restaurant waiting for Ashley and Vanessa to come out of the bathroom. They starting talking to me and I froze up, not sure what to say. Thankfully Nicole was really cool about it. She very sweetly said ‘thank you,’ but told them that we weren’t interested in drinks because we both have very steady boyfriends. I think I might have winced when she said that, but they didn’t seem to notice. The guys left us alone without any more discussion, which I was extremely grateful for.
 
“You don’t think any more guys will try to talk to me again, do you?” I ask the girls. They laugh and Ashley says with a wink, “Well I can see why they would.” They laugh some more as I blush and Vanessa says, “Probably not tonight, Danielle. It’s Valentine’s Day so most of the single guys don’t want to go out anyways, except maybe to sports bars.” Good point, I think to myself. “And we’re going out to dinner early tonight, so that should help,” she says.
 
Then she says, “Oh, I almost forgot!” and runs upstairs. When she comes back downstairs she says, “It was Nicole’s idea to get it for you,” and hands me what looks like a nice engagement ring.
 
“It’s actually a fake,” says Nicole. “We don’t mind spending money, obviously, but even we didn’t want to spend thousands on a real engagement ring for you. Wear it when we go out on Thursdays so you can flash it if any guys approach us. Just tell them that you’re ‘spoken for.’ We won’t tell them that you really mean you’re spoken for by us, your aunties and mommy!”
 
“Thanks!” I say. “I really appreciate it, ladies. I hope it doesn’t happen again, but if it does it will be nice to have.”
 
“Please,” says Vanessa, “with the way you look we can almost guarantee it will happen a few more times during the next couple months!”
 
“Great,” I say sarcastically. “Maybe I’ll just use my real voice and say, ‘Back off, I’m a dude.’”  We all laugh hysterically at this, but I think the girls know as well as I do that I probably won’t have the guts to do it.
 
We head upstairs to the living room and Monique comes out of her room in a light pink dress, much less bold than my shade of pink, looking stunning.
 
It’s only about five o’clock when we get to the restaurant but you would never know it because we all order large meals. I get a 12 ounce steak and it is delicious! Every week I go out with the girls I talk more and more, but I’m still conscious of how loud I talk and still look around to see if anyone is looking at me suspiciously, but no one ever is. I just can’t help but feel like I’m sticking out like a sore thumb when I go out dressed like this. But, of course, I don’t.
 
During dessert the girls all quiet down and Ashley says to me in a little more serious voice, “Danielle, there is something we need to talk to you about, so we thought we would discuss it when you can use your big girl voice.”
 
“What? Is my lipstick smeared?” I ask jokingly.
 
She giggles and says, “No, No, it’s something about next week. See, we’ve got a slight problem because of our work schedule…”
Monique continues for her, saying, “Once every Spring and Fall our company has us go on a short business trip. Normally they are somewhat spread out, but this time they have fallen in such a way that we will all be gone next Friday during the day. Vanessa and I will be gone on Wednesday until Friday evening. Our plane gets in at five so we should be home by six. But Ashley and Nicole need to fly out on Friday morning.”
 
I think to myself, That doesn’t sound too bad to me! And for a second I actually think I will be able to stay by myself all day.
Monique continues, “So, we needed to talk to you about getting a babysitter. According to the contract we all signed,” (they signed at the bottom of it as well) “we can’t let anyone see you like this without your permission.”
 
“What?” I say? “Why can’t I just stay home by myself? It’s just one day.”
 
The girls all laugh and Vanessa says, “Because babies can’t stay home by themselves! That’s part of the rules in your contract as well. But we know someone who would absolutely love to babysit you. She of course has no idea that you are here or that any of this is going on, but if we mentioned it she would be ecstatic. And don’t worry, she would be required to sign the contract as well so she couldn’t tell anyone about this.”
 
I sit there and think about it for a few seconds. I can feel the girls’ eyes on me as I go through the options in my head.  Finally I say, “Fine. Someone else can come babysit me, but only if I get paid another 10,000 dollars.”
 
The girls all look very surprised. Clearly they did not expect this.
 
“But,” Nicole says, “you’ve already got 20,000 in your account and 30,000 on the way!”
 
“Yeah,” I say, “but you told me yourself that 50,000 dollars is nothing to all of you, so another 10,000 shouldn’t be a problem. I’m assuming your friend has a lot of money too. I don’t care if she pays some or if it comes from all of you, but if another person is going to find out about our little situation here, I want another 10,000 dollars.” I sip my drink as the girls let this sink in.
 
Ashley says with a smile, “What a little negotiator! Apparently all of those diapers and frills haven’t turned your brain to mush after all.” I just smile back, somewhat proud of myself for thinking of this.
 
The girls all give each other looks, as if having a conversation with their eyes about what to do. A few seconds later Vanessa says, “Ok, Danielle, you’ve got it. We get you a babysitter for next Friday, and you’ll receive another 10,000 dollars. We’ll add that to the contract tomorrow.” Then, after a short pause, “What a little stinker! But, I guess it’s fair.”
 
“Thanks, ladies!” I say with a smile. They must not want me to stay home by myself very much, because that would have saved them another 10,000 dollars. The only other choice would have been to get me a babysitter without my permission, but they would never do that because it would cost them 500,000 dollars. So, I think this is a pretty good deal for all of us.
 
After we finish our dessert the girls get the check and I head to the bathroom with Nicole. After a few weeks I’ve finally gotten over the weirdness of going into the women’s bathroom to use my diaper. One of the girls always comes with me, though. I just pick a stall and use my diaper in there. It’s certainly better than going outside with people walking by me.
 
Nicole and I meet the other girls in the lobby, and as we walk to the car I say, “Where to next?” assuming we’ll get ice cream or something like that because it’s still very early in the evening compared to when we usually go out.
 
“Actually, we’re heading home,” says Vanessa.
 
They must be able to tell that I’m disappointed by this because Monique says, “Don’t worry, you still get to hang out with us until bedtime, Danielle.”
 
“Oh, good!” I respond. “But what are we going to do?”
 
The girls all laugh and Ashley says, “You’ve obviously never spent a relaxing evening inside with girls before!”
 
Trying to imitate the sass I hear in girls voices sometimes, I say, “Well, obviously!” as I roll my eyes. This makes them all laugh again.
 
When we get home and inside the house Vanessa says to the other girls, “Go change your clothes and I’ll go help Danielle get dressed.”
 
“I thought I was going to be an adult all evening,” I say with a somewhat surprised tone.
 
“You will be! Remember, Monique said you’d be Danielle until bedtime,” she responds.
 
“So why do we need to change clothes?”
 
Vanessa laughs and says, “You’re so silly! We can’t have a slumber party all dressed up in our dresses! We need to get more comfy. Come on, your pajamas are already downstairs.”
 
Vanessa and I walk downstairs to my room and she takes my dress off. Then she takes my spanx off and says, “Wow! You really soaked that diaper at the restaurant, didn’t you?”
 
“Yeah,” I say. “I drank a lot during the day and I had a lot to drink at dinner too.”
 
“Not a problem. Hop up on the changing table and I’ll put you in a fresh one.” She quickly changes my diaper and puts me into another like the one I was wearing, which is not as thick as my usual ones. Vanessa helps me off the changing table and puts on a new pair of spanx that I have never seen before. Instead of being like a tight skirt it is like a pair of tight high waist shorts, but they still give me a nice figure. Then she takes some pajama bottoms off of the dresser and helps me into them. They are pink with penguins and hearts on them. Next, she produces a t-shirt and slides it over my head. It’s a tight, short white shirt (like girls wear, obviously) with Hello Kitty holding some strings of heart-shaped pink balloons. For a minute I thought I was going to get off pretty easy. I guess I am compared to the usual dresses and frills I wear, but Hello Kitty is still embarrassing.
 
Lastly, she puts my hair into a ponytail. When I look in the mirror I think it makes me look older. They’ve never put my hair in a ponytail, only down or in pigtails. “Come on,” she says, “let’s go upstairs. I’m sure the other girls are dressed already. They didn’t have a diaper to change! Oh, and I’ll try to remember to check your diaper throughout the night to see if you need a new one. But let me know if you need one and I forget, Ok?”
 
“Sounds good. Thanks, Ma-…um…I mean Vanessa.” She giggles and whispers, right before we reach the living room, “You’re welcome, Baby.” I just blush and keep walking, but I can tell she thought it was really cute that I accidentally almost called her ‘Mama’ when I am supposed to be acting like an adult.
 
Vanessa goes to change her clothes and I just sit on the couch in the living room, not sure what to do. Ashley, Monique, and Nicole are busying themselves in the kitchen, apparently getting some things ready. They are all dressed similar to me. They’re all wearing pajama pants and t-shirts except for Ashley who’s wearing very bright pink sweatpants with the work “Pink” on her butt. Monique and Nicole have their hair in ponytails, but Ashley put hers in pigtails tonight, and to be honest I think that look is really cute on her. Not that she isn’t always beautiful, but still. Vanessa is dressed very similar to the other girls, wearing purple pajama pants, a white top, and her hair is in a ponytail too.
 
I very quickly find out what the night is going to entail. They put on the movie ‘Love Actually’ (which I find out is terrible, at least in my opinion. They seem to love it), and during the movie the first thing we do is paint each other’s nails. All of ours are painted already, so they begin by removing our nail polish. Nicole does Ashley’s nails and both Monique and Vanessa work on mine. My nails are always painted, and they’re the ones who always do it, so this isn’t a big change for me. Once Ashley and I’s nails dry she begins doing Monique’s and the girls tell me that I should try to paint Vanessa’s. Nicole helps me out and tries to teach me how. I’ve had mine painted plenty of times but I never actually pay attention to what they are doing. Nicole does one of Vanessa’s hands and I do the other. When we’re done Vanessa holds up her two hands to show the girls and we all start laughing hysterically! The hand I painted looks like a child did it. The paint is uneven and I often go ‘outside the lines’ of Vanessa’s nails. “That’s Ok, Danielle,” she says as she looks at her hand proudly, “I love it!” So she just leaves it on there to dry.
 
Nicole is the only one who still needs hers done, so Vanessa works on hers and Monique, Ashley, and I go to the kitchen and pull out a ton of food they got for the night. We get out bottles of wine, popcorn, and even a chocolate fondue. We put the fondue pot on the coffee table and dip various things like strawberries, marshmallows, and graham crackers. We stuff ourselves full of food and wine while we sit on the couches and watch the movie. I sit by Nicole and Ashley. The five of us have to fit on the two couches so we are pretty cozy. I’m not complaining, though.
 
I don’t really enjoy the movie that much, but the food is great and I am just enjoying being up and acting like an adult. The movie ends around 9:45 and I assume that I’ll have to go to bed and be Baby Danielle again soon. However, Vanessa says to the other girls, “What do you think? Do you think Danielle should stay up and play with us?” The other girls look at each other, smile real big, and Monique says, “Oh yeah she should.”
 
“What are you talking about?” I ask. “Play what?”
 
“Follow us,” says Vanessa.
 
I follow the girls to the second floor, a place I almost never go, and they take me to a room I’ve never been in before. My room is in the basement so I have little reason for going up here. I’m not quite sure what to expect. When we go in the room it looks like an entertainment room. The room isn’t very big, but it has a massive television, a big comfy couch, and a couple of big beanbag chairs on the floor. Then I notice that there are gaming systems hooked up to the TV! There is a Super Nintendo, a Gamecube, a Wii, and an X-Box 360.
 
“You’ve been holding out on me!” I say. “This is awesome!”
 
“These are all Nicole’s systems,” says Vanessa, “She’s the gamer, or at least was the gamer, of the four of us. We don’t play much anymore, but in college she got us all hooked, so we played more regularly. And we ‘ve played even less since we’ve had a baby in the house, but we thought it would be fun to do tonight.”
 
“Yeah,” I say. “What games do you usually play?”
 
Monique says, “When we were in college we played Super Smash Bros. Melee the most. It’s our favorite game. We tend to play the older systems more often than the Wii or X-Box. What do you say, girls? Smash Bros?”
 
“Yeah!” they all respond. I get super excited because this is actually one of my favorite games too! I never lose in it. I’m so excited that I can hardly contain myself, but I manage to keep a straight face. “Have you ever played this before, Danielle?” Nicole asks me.
With a straight face I say, “Um, a few times.”
 
“Great,” Monique says, “I’ll sit out first so you can play.” Nicole, Ashley, and Monique sit on the couch and Vanessa and I sit on the beanbag chairs on the floor.
 
The character I always play with is Samus. When I choose her to fight with the girls joke with me about picking a girl character. “Nice choice, Danielle,” says Ashley. “Samus is actually a girl!”
 
“Oh, that’s Ok,” I say, joking back, “I guess it’s appropriate then!”
 
Vanessa chooses Zelda, Nicole picks Captain Falcon, and Ashley chooses Peach. I haven’t played in a few years but it doesn’t matter. Once the game starts I destroy them.  Only Vanessa and I are left at the end, her with one life and I still have four, and she says, in a sweet and joking tone, “You wouldn’t kill your mommy, would you?” Immediately I shoot a rocket at her; she rolls under it but when she comes out of her roll I hit her with a fully charged blast. She flies off the screen and I win.
 
“Sawwwwy,” I say in mocking voice with a smile.
 
“What a little stinker!” Nicole says. “You lied. You’ve played this more than a few times! No one has ever beaten me that bad before!”
 
I come clean and tell them how it’s one of my favorite games and how I never lose. “Well, get ready to lose, Girlie!” says Nicole. “Let’s play again.” So, we play a few more matches and I dominate them every time. They start to pick up on my moves a little bit, as is natural, but I win easily. They rotate through so everyone can play. The person who dies first sits out the next round.
 
Despite their shock at my skill and determination to beat me, we laugh a lot and have a lot of fun. After the fourth game Ashley says jokingly, “Ooo, if you were a baby right now I’d be spanking that diapered butt!” Vanessa responds, “Baby or not, I don’t care!” Then she pushes me on my side pulls my pajama pants down a little and gives me a few swats on the butt.  Without the diaper I’m wearing they probably would have hurt, but I barely feel them. We all laugh at this and then the girls start another game, determined to beat me. I might be dressed like a girl, sound like a girl, and am wearing a soggy diaper, I think to myself, but I can still kick butt!
 
We play for quite a while, and then Monique looks at her phone and says, “Oh my gosh! It’s 11:30! We have work tomorrow and Danielle needs to go to bed!” But Nicole says, “Let’s play just one more. I know I can beat her this time!” “Sorry,” Vanessa says as she pops the pink pacifier in my mouth, signaling that I’m supposed to be a baby again, “but this little baby needs to go to bed, and so do we.”
 
“Fine,” says Nicole. “You’re right.” She’s obviously still disappointed. All of the girls probably win sometimes, but based on tonight I do think she is the best.
 
“Don’t worry girls,” says Vanessa, “this is far from over! We’ll practice and then beat this little sissy baby the next time we play.”
I just give them a smile behind my pacifier and say, “Goo wuck, goo-goo ga-ga.” Ashley gives me a swat on the butt and we all head downstairs.
 
It’s Monique and Vanessa’s turn to put me to bed so they take me downstairs and we go through the usual routine. Once I’m in my crib I think to myself about how this was the most fun night I’ve had so far. I’m excited about the prospect of getting to play more Smash Bros with the girls. The only worrisome thing I have on my mind is my babysitter next week. It’s only one day, but having someone else see me like this is not something I’m looking forward to. Still, an extra 10,000 dollars is going to be great. I guess I’ll worry about the babysitter next week, I think to myself as I fall asleep. 

Chapter 11
 
The day after Valentine’s Day the girls added another 10,000 dollars to my contract like they had said. Now the amount I will receive on May 15th is 40,000 dollars instead of 30,000. I don’t hear much about the babysitter until Tuesday at dinner. I wanted to ask about her before that, but it’s hard having real conversations when I can only talk like a baby. I figured they would let me know about her eventually.
 
During dinner on Tuesday Vanessa says to me as Nicole feeds me, “Well, Baby, we have officially booked your babysitter for you. Her name is Lindsey and she is a very good friend of ours. You’re going to love her!” We’ll see, I think to myself.
 
“We know her from college,” she continues, “and she lives in the area. We hang out sometimes, but life gets so busy that it’s not as often as we’d like. When we told her about you (not by name) she was beside herself! Like we told you, almost all girls have the desire to dress up a guy like this, but it’s almost never possible unless we do it to a little brother or someone like that. She said yes immediately and had no problem paying the 10,000 dollars. I think she actually thought that was a bargain for an opportunity like this!” All the girls giggle at this, but I just sit there eating the mashed potatoes Nicole is feeding me. “You two are going to have so much fun!” Ashley says. “We’re really excited for you to meet her.”
 
“Save your questions for later, Baby Danielle” says Vanessa. “We’ll tell you more about her when we skype on Thursday night when you can talk like a big girl. Ok?”
 
“Ok, Mama, goo-goo ga-ga,” I say.
 
At bedtime Vanessa and Monique take me downstairs to go through my bedtime routine. They’re both leaving for their business trip in the morning so they must want to spend some more time with me. In addition to the usual routine they decide to give me a bath. Vanessa goes to run the bathwater in the bathroom attached to my baby room, and Monique puts me on the changing table. “Come on, Baby,” she says, “Let’s get these wet dee-dees off of your cute little behind.” She cleans me up and helps me get off of the changing table. Then she says, “Follow me, Baby.” I crawl with her to the bathroom and Vanessa almost has the bath filled for me.
 
“Let’s go, little lady,” says Vanessa as her and Monique take off my wig, dress, bonnet, girly ankle socks, and Mary Janes. It’s hard to believe that being naked in front of the girls doesn’t faze me anymore, but it doesn’t. Vanessa gives my bottom a tiny slap to direct me into the tub. They help me get in and immediately start cleaning me all over. I’m not going to lie, now that I’ve gotten over the initial stage of humiliation, it’s actually kind of nice being pampered at times like this. I never have to do anything in the bath except play and splash around. It’s been about a month and a half since I’ve taken a shower and actually cleaned myself.
 
When Vanessa starts cleaning my privates I get a little excited. At first this never happened because I was too embarrassed and humiliated by the whole situation, but now things are definitely different, at least in terms of that. My whole life is somewhat humiliating now, but I’ve gotten over the initial shock of it. They ignore it, like usual, never once commenting on it.
 
Monique leans over the tub to grab the shampoo and I splash her with a little bit of water. “What a little stinker!” Vanessa says jokingly, so I give her a splash too! “Oh!” she yelps, smiling. A second later both girls are splashing me and I’m splashing them back. We laugh and have a lot of fun doing this for a minute.
 
When we’re done splashing Vanessa says, still smiling from our fun, “Ok, my naked little princess, let’s finish washing you up so we can put you in bed.” She finishes washing me, but she leaves my makeup as it is. Monique had already washed my face and reapplied my makeup earlier in the day. They help me out of the bath and Monique begins to dry me off with a towel. When she is done drying my hair Vanessa immediately puts my wig back on. Once Monique is done drying me off I look at the girls and realize how wet they are from our game of splashing.
 
“Mama and Auntie Monique, yous is wet!” I say.
 
“Yes we are you little stinker!” Monique says in a playful tone. “Come on, let’s go put you in your jammies.”
 
Monique leads the way and I crawl from the bathroom to my changing table buck naked. Vanessa puts me in a nighttime diaper and Monique dresses me in a purple nightie and bonnet. They take me to my crib and they take turns feeding me a bottle and reading me baby books.
 
After they finish the last book Vanessa says to me, “When you wake up in the morning we’ll already have left for our flight. We’re going to miss you while we’re gone, Baby!” Monique says, “Yeah,” echoing these sentiments. “We’ve never left you for more than a day of work before,” continues Vanessa. “It’s going to be hard! But don’t worry, it’s only for a few days, and we’ll see if we can skype with you on Thursday with Auntie Ashley.” I think I actually see Vanessa’s eyes tear up as she says goodbye to me. It’s only for a few days, I think to myself. But it’s these kinds of moments that confirm the special relationship that Vanessa and I have. She is actually fighting tears over leaving me for a few days, I think to myself. The look on her face and the love I feel from her actually brings tears to my eyes too. “Goodbye, Baby,” she says, as she kissed me on the head.”
 
“Goodbye, Mama!”
 
Monique also kisses me on the forehead, saying, “Bye bye, Baby. Have fun with Auntie Ashley and Auntie Nicole! And be good for Miss Lindsey. We don’t want to hear that you’ve misbehaved, Ok?”
 
“Goo-goo, Ok.”
 
“Goodbye, Baby!” Vanessa says again. “We love you!”
 
“Wuv yous,” I respond.
 
They shut off the light, close the door, and I doze off for the night.
 
 
The next couple of days go by quickly. Nicole stays home with me on Wednesday and Ashley on Thursday. Before Nicole got home from work Thursday evening Ashley had already begun to get me ready to go out for the night. Originally they had talked about just staying in because it was only three of us, but then they remembered, thankfully, that it really does me some good to get out of the house. Ashley redoes my makeup and begins getting me dressed. When Nicole gets home from work I am already dressed as an adult – wearing a yellow knee-length skirt with a plain white top and white high heels – and she is talking to someone on the phone.
 
“Ok,” Nicole says, “Yeah…they’re both dressed and ready for the evening already…yep, we’ll get on right now. Bye!” She looks at Ashley and says, “Get the laptop. Vanessa and Monique are ready to skype.” I had forgotten about skyping with the girls. Ashley goes and gets her Mac and brings it to the kitchen and we all sit down at the table, huddling up around it.
 
Before long the call connects and we see Vanessa and Monique on the screen. It’s weird but I actually feel really happy to see them. When I began my life here is a baby I thought I would hate it here and never really connect with the girls. But when I see Monique and Vanessa on the screen my heart actually leaps a bit, like when you see old friends again that you really care about after a long time. It had only been two days but I guess I missed them more than I thought.
 
“Hi, girls,” says Monique, “Hi, Danielle!” Immediately following Vanessa says, “Hi, Baby!”
 
I respond to Vanessa, “I’m an adult right now!”
 
In a very matter-of-fact way and in a motherly tone, Vanessa say, “You’ll always be my baby.” I don’t know what to say, so I just blush and kind of look down for a second, smiling a little. The other girls giggle at this and Ashley says, “Awwww.”
 
Nicole picks up the conversation right away, asking the girls how their trip has been. They say it’s good, and describe the city they’re in (Phoenix), the meetings they’ve had, and some of the things they’ve done. After more chit-chat they finally come to the main reason they wanted to skype. Monique says, “Well Danielle, we wanted to talk to you a little but about tomorrow with Lindsey. Now, we know it’s going to be weird for you, having another person come in and see you as our baby, but you need to behave just like you would for us, and listen to whatever she says. Got it?”
 
“Yeah,” I respond. There isn’t much for me to say in the conversation other than to listen to what they have to tell me.
 
“Good,” she says. “If you misbehave she has permission to punish you any way she sees fit. We know that she will have no problem spanking you if needed.”
 
“We should give you a fair warning, though,” says Vanessa, “She is very excited about this and you probably won’t get a lot of downtime. She’s going to want to see you acting like a baby all day, so we can almost guarantee that you won’t get any playpen time like you usually do.” This disappoints me, but not too much because it’s only one day. Continuing, she says, “And she is probably going to want to get her money’s worth, if you know what I mean. She’ll want to change wet diapers and definitely want to see you go number two as well. We told her she could only give you one enema, that way she doesn’t go overboard. I’m sure she’ll also want to play dress up with you, along with all of the other things you normally do as a baby.”
 
Chiming in, Ashley says, “The most important thing is to be good and listen to her, Ok? If we hear you’ve been bad then you will be in more trouble when we get home.”
 
“Don’t worry, I’ll be good,” I say. I had never really thought about all of this before. I guess I figured it would be like any other day at home with one of the girls, but it does make sense that Lindsey would want to pack in all of the things that the girls get to do with me regularly. I can’t say I’m excited about it, but I don’t imagine that it will be that different from what I’m used to.
 
We chat for a few more minutes and then Ashley says, “We need to go to dinner, girls.” So we all say our goodbyes and Vanessa and Monique tell me that they’ll see me tomorrow night. They blow me some kisses and I blow some back (this has become normal when they leave the house for the day).
 
Girls night out is fun with Ashley and Nicole, but it is definitely different without the others. Tonight we decide to be a little more relaxed, so we just go Outback Steakhouse and then get some ice cream.
 
Once we’re back home they put me to bed, telling me that Lindsey will probably be there when I get up.
 
 
I awake in the morning to the sound of Ashley coming into my room. “Wakey, Wakey, my little sleepy sissy. There’s my big baby! Did you sleep well? Good! Come on, let’s change those wet dee-dees and get you dressed for the day! Miss Lindsey is already here. Auntie Nicole and I leave for our flight in a half an hour.”
 
This is something I will never understand. I don’t know why the girls still get so much pleasure out of talking to me like I’m a baby. At first I figured they would get tired of it, but there appears to be no end in sight. It doesn’t really matter though. It’s not a big deal, just weird. Besides, I have something else to be concerned with today: my babysitter.
 
Ashley helps me off of the changing table and starts taking my nightie off. She dresses me in pink and white baby dress with many layers of frills underneath, and she completes my outfit with a matching bonnet. She says, “Oh, that is one of my favorites! We want you to look especially cute for Miss Lindsey. And don’t forget, Baby Danielle, that you need to call her that. Don’t forget to show her respect just as you would your aunties and mommy. If you don’t address her as ‘Miss Lindsey’ I can almost guarantee you will be spanked. But something tells me you might be getting few spankings today either way,” she says with a wink and a smile.
 
I think to myself, Uh oh, I don’t like the sound of that.
 
“Like I said, Miss Lindsey is already upstairs with Auntie Nicole, so be a good baby,” she says as she pops a pink pacifier in my mouth.
 
“Yeth, Auntie,” I say.
 
As I crawl into the living room behind Ashley I hear Nicole say to Lindsey, “…and here’s the baby now.”
 
I get my first look at Lindsey and she reminds me of someone. After thinking about it for a second I realize who she reminds me of. The best way to describe her is to say she looks like a slightly younger Jessica Biel with darker hair. She is probably mid-twenties like the other girls, but she is definitely taller. She looks to be about six feet tall, which is even taller than me. She has a very big friendly smile that gives me a little bit of optimism for the day ahead.
 
Speaking to the other girls, Lindsey says with a tone of excitement and shock, “Oh my gosh! She is so precious! This in unbelievable! It’s not that I didn’t believe you before, but I still wanted to see this with my own eyes! It’s hard to even tell that this giant sissy baby is really a guy! You girls have done an amazing job with him – I mean her!” I just sit there blushing and really embarrassed as she gushes about me, shocked at how much I look like a girl.
 
Ashley says, “Believe us, Baby Danielle is a boy. You’ll find out the first time you change her diaper. One time our little baby thought it would be funny to pee on me, just like little baby boys do sometimes. But don’t worry, I think her bottom is still red from the spanking I gave her that day, so she won’t try the same thing with you.” I think to myself, I definitely remember that day. I’m not going to try that again.
 
“She better not!” says Lindsey, smiling. Then, turning to me she says, “You are just the cutest wittle sissy baby I have ever seen! We are going to have so much fun today!” It strikes me that she seems a lot like the girls were in the first week of my time here as their baby, in the sense that she is super giddy and obviously cannot wait to get started.
 
Nicole says, “Ashley, can you give the baby her morning bottles while I show Lindsey where everything is?”
 
“No problem,” Ashley responds.
 
So Ashley feeds me my bottles on the couch and Nicole shows Lindsey around the kitchen and basement, showing her where all of the things are that she’ll need to take care of me with for the day. When I’ve finished my bottles Nicole and Lindsey are already back in the kitchen, apparently getting my breakfast ready. Ashley puts me on the baby blanket in the middle of the floor, and she and Nicole gather their luggage.
 
“It’s time for us to go, Baby,” says Nicole. “We’re going to miss you a lot! But don’t worry, you’re going to have so much fun with Miss Lindsey.”
 
“Bye bye, Auntie Nicole,” I say. “Miss you too, goo-goo ga-ga.”
 
“Be good while we’re gone, Baby,” says Ashley. “We won’t be back until Sunday evening, but Auntie Monique and Mommy will be back tonight. Have fun, Sweety! We love you!”
 
“Wuv you toos,” I say.
 
Then Ashley and Nicole kiss me on the forehead, grab their bags, and leave for the airport. I definitely get a little sad when the girls head out the door; probably because I am dressed like a big sissy baby girl, alone in the house with this stranger. I’ve become so comfortable with the girls that I didn’t realize how embarrassed and nervous I would be in my baby-situation with a new person. The last two familiar people in my life for the past month and a half just left. It’s amazing how attached I’ve become to these girls, even in this very strange situation. Lindsey strikes me as friendly, so I am hopeful for the day ahead. Besides, it’s only one day.
 
I turn to Lindsey and she says, “Oh don’t worry, Baby; your aunties and mommy will be back before you know it. But until then we’re going to have tons of fun!” As usually I am skeptical of what she thinks is ‘fun.’ “Come on, Baby Danielle, let’s get you some breakfast.” She watches me with a huge smile on her face as I crawl over towards the table. It looks like she is trying to hold in a laugh. I can tell she is loving this already. She helps me into the high chair and straps me in. “I have a big breakfast for you, Baby,” she says. “We need to make sure your tummy is nice and full for the day!”
 
She puts my ‘princess’ bib on me and begins to feed me a big bowl of oatmeal. She plays airplane with the spoon and talks to me with condescending baby-talk the entire time. She even purposely misses my mouth sometimes so she can comment about what a messy baby I am. The girls treat me like this all of the time, but I guess because I don’t know Lindsey I feel more embarrassed than usual. I feel just like when I began living with the girls. It dawns on me afresh how ridiculous and embarrassing this situation is. Here I am, grown man, dressed in a thick diaper and a big frilly pink baby dress, being fed by an attractive woman who is basically my peer in terms of age. A month and a half ago I couldn’t image a more humiliating situation to be in, and I still can’t. But I think to myself, Calm down. You’ve lived like this for a month and a half now. It is humiliating, but just get through the day.
 
After she feeds me oatmeal, a banana, and an apple, she starts to feed me some yogurt and I turn my head, saying, “Me full, Miss Lindsey. Me full.”
 
She says, “Come on baby, you still need to eat some more. Your aunties told you to listen to me. Now open up unless you want a spanking already.”
 
As she feeds me the yogurt I realize what she is doing. She is doing what the girls did the first couple of weeks I was here. She is trying to fill me up with tons of food so I’ll poop in my diaper for her! After the yogurt is gone she pulls out another banana and feeds it to me. When that’s gone I say, “Pwease, Miss Lindsey. Me full, goo-goo ga-ga.” I’m so full that I don’t think I can eat another bite. But she says, “Don’t be silly, Baby. There’s still more to eat!” She brings over another big bowl of oatmeal and I feel like I’m going to be sick. When she tries to feed it to me I keep my lips closed and won’t open for her. “Baby, you better open up this second or you’re doing to be in big trouble,” she says in a very firm tone. But I’m so full and still really embarrassed by her being here that I just keep my lips pursed.
 
“That’s it, Baby! You’re getting a spanking,” she says. She gets me out of my chair and leads me over to the couch. I’ve been spanked plenty of times, but being pulled over this stranger’s lap is too embarrassing for me. She lifts up my dress with one hand and pulls my diaper down with the other and begins to spank me.
 
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
 
The humiliation coupled with the pain of her fierce smacks causes me to cry more quickly than I usually do during spankings. After about twenty she lets me up, refastens my diaper, and says, “I’m sorry, Baby, but you gave me no choice,” but I can tell that she enjoyed it. While she is lecturing me she definitely has a suppressed smile. “Come on, we still have to finish your breakfast!” I slowly crawl back to the table with my sore bottom and she helps me back into the highchair. She proceeds to feed me two more big bowls of oatmeal and an orange. I’m so full I feel like I’m going to pop, but I still don’t have to poop.
 
She helps me out of the high chair and to my surprise she takes me over and puts me in my playpen. Then she says, “Baby Danielle, I will be right back. And when I get back I expect you to have a wet diaper.”
 
Thankfully I do kind of have to pee, so I begin pushing on my bladder once she leaves because I don’t want a spanking when she gets back. When she returns she is carrying a couple of diapers that are unfolded and stacked on top of each other, and she also has something else in her hand that I can’t quite see.
 
She helps me out of the playpen and checks my diaper. “Good girl! You wet your diapee! Let’s get you out of that wet thing.” I assume that she is really excited to change me, just like the girls were. She lays me on the changing mat on the floor and cleans me up, but she doesn’t put me in the diapers that she brought from downstairs. Instead, she tells me to crawl over to her on the couch and she helps me up. Much to my dismay she puts me across her lap and I can tell I have another spanking coming. So this is what Ashley meant, I think to myself. I begin to wonder how many spankings I will get throughout the day.
 
She spanks me hard again, but only about fifteen times. I manage not to cry this time, despite the fact that my butt is still sore from the first one. Then she tells me to pull my legs up so they are under my chest, touching her thighs, and I know what is coming. She inserts an enema into me and says in a sweet tone, “We don’t want our little baby to be all stopped up, now do we?” I can feel it begin working as she finishes squeezing it in because my belly is quite uncomfortable already. I don’t receive enemas very much anymore because I’ve gotten better at pooping in my diaper every day. I receive them in the morning if I didn’t go the day before, and that usually loosens up my bowels enough that I don’t need one for a while. But I can tell that Lindsey just wanted to do this because she obviously doesn’t know if I’m constipated or not. I think of all the food she just fed me and realize that she doesn’t intend all of that to come out until later, probably in the afternoon. She knows that she isn’t supposed to give me more than on enema, so she must be depending on the sheer quantity of food to make me have to go again. I think to myself, Vanessa was right; she is trying to get the most out of this experience and the most for her money. Girls are so weird.
 
She lets me up and tells me to hold it in. She lays me back on the changing pad and begins to powder me, saying, “I loved your cute diapered butt, Baby Danielle, but I think it should be bigger!” She slides one of my regular diapers under me – the one that gives me a good waddle – and then I see her put another one under my butt. As she fastens the tapes she says, “This will give you a better diaper butt, Baby. And it will be able to hold more! I cut slits in the first diaper so you will be able to fill both of these! This one is one of your nighttime diapers, so it should hold plenty.”
 
She’s right. I’ve never actually used my nighttime diaper more than twice, but it’s huge. And when I try to get up from the floor it is super difficult because of the bulk between my legs. She helps me up and I can’t even stand for long because my legs are so far apart. So, I get on my hands and knees because it is more comfortable. She says with a mischievous smile, “You can use your diapees whenever you need to, Baby.” The combination of my full belly and my enema makes holding it in longer not much of an option, so I have no choice but to fill my diaper in front of Lindsey. She watches with glee as I push and fill the back of my giant diaper. The humiliation of doing this in front of the girls for the first time rushes back to me, and I can barely keep myself from crying like I did then.
 
When I finish pushing she says, “Oh, what a good baby! Don’t be embarrassed. All babies go poopies in their dee-dees!” I know she isn’t going to change me yet, so I don’t even ask. I know that the giant diaper I am wearing is meant to last a while.
 
Lindsey leaves me on the floor for a minute and she comes back with two baby bottles. Filling my diaper made me feel less full, and I’ve had almost a half an hour to digest my food, so I am able to drink the bottles without feeling too miserable. I definitely couldn’t have finished them right after I ate.
 
For the next couple of hours Lindsey feeds me a bottle every 30 minutes or so, which causes me to continuously pee in my diaper. She frequently has me crawl around on the floor so she can see how cute I look, and she also makes me sit on her lap and read some baby books, probably so she can make sure I have to sit in the mess in my diaper. She even bounces me on her lap off and on between books, which of course makes the poop spread around my butt even more. I’m obviously a big baby for her to do this with, but she is a little taller than me and is able to manage it. She also makes me sit on the floor with her and play with some dollies. She gets a kick out of this so we play for a while.
 
Finally she says, “Well, Baby, the girls said it was important for you to take your nap. Let’s have a little snack before I go put you down.” By this time my belly has had time to digest the food from earlier, but I’m afraid she’s going to feed me like that again. However, she ends up just feeding me a bowl of applesauce and a few peanut butter crackers, which I am thankful for. But then I think, She called this a ‘snack’ so I’m guessing she’ll be feeding me lunch after my nap as well.
 
Lindsey lets me out of the high chair and tells me to follow her downstairs. By this time my diaper feels way heavier than any diaper I’ve ever worn before. The girls make me wet my diaper a few times during my training before they changed me, but that was nothing compared to this. So I crawl along with my enormous diaper filled with poop and more pee than I can imagine, and then we reach the stairs. I hesitate because I know I’ll have to go down on my butt, but I eventually go and slowly make my way down each step. I can feel the mess in my diaper shift with every stair. I keep going because I know this means I’m getting closer to getting this diaper off. But when we go into my room she leads me over to my crib, and says, “Let’s go, Baby; hop in. We’ll change that stinky diaper when you wake up.” The horrified look on my face makes her giggle, but she doesn’t change her mind and I am left in my crib wearing the biggest, wettest diaper I have ever worn. It’s so uncomfortable because of its bulk and the mess inside that I have trouble falling asleep.
 
While I try to fall asleep I can’t help but wonder what the afternoon will bring. I also can’t decide whether I should dislike Lindsey or not. It was certainly not a pleasant morning for me, but she has such a sweet smile and caring demeanor, so that even when she was bouncing me on her lap merely to squish the poop around or stuffing me full of food I found it difficult to be mad at her. Besides, I know that she is loving this whole experience. It makes no sense to me, but I know from talking to the girls that Lindsey was ecstatic when she found out about this. So, I try not to judge her too harshly. Still, I am not looking forward to the afternoon.
 
I manage to only sleep for probably 15 minutes before Lindsey comes in to get me up. She lowers the side of my crib and says, “Come on, my little stinky princess, let’s change that diaper.” She helps me onto the changing table and begins to undo the tabs, saying, “The girls warned me about changing your messy diapers for the first time. They said it could be rough. When she pulls back the diapers she has a very similar reaction the girls did the first time. She steps back and covers her nose, saying, “Oh my gosh! Wow!  Ew, ew, ew. That is disgusting!”
 
For the first time since the girls left I smile because I know this isn’t going to be pleasant for her. She steps back up to the changing table and says to herself, “Ok, Lindsey, get it together. You can do this.” As she cleans off my butt and private parts she’s like, “Ew…ew…oh wow…ew…” When she’s done she says, “There we go, Baby Danielle. That wasn’t so bad! Oh, your hiney looks a little red, Honey. Let’s put some cream on there. Don’t want you to get a rash!” I think to myself, If you don’t want me to get a rash then you shouldn’t have left me in a poopy diaper all morning! But I don’t say that out loud because I know my butt would be red for a different reason.
 
Once I’m back in a fresh diaper I feel much better. I’ve pooped in my diaper almost every day since I’ve been living with the girls, but sitting around with that mess on my butt is something I cannot get used to.  She put me in a nighttime diaper, which is big but it’s still better than the enormous double diapering she gave me earlier. Lindsey instructs me to follow her upstairs, so I crawl with her into the kitchen. “Time for lunch, Princess,” she says. She helps me into the highchair and goes to get the food. I’m worried that she is going to try to stuff me full of food again with the hope that she’ll get to see me mess my diaper a second time before the day is over. Thankfully, though, she doesn’t bring near as much food to the table as she did for breakfast.
 
After I’ve finished off all of the food I am definitely full, but I don’t feel like I’m going to explode. She lets me out of the highchair and takes me into the living room, leaving me on the blanket in the middle of the floor. She says to me, “Well, Baby, hopefully you’ll mess that diaper again before the day is done. But even if you don’t I still have something we can do for some fun.” This doesn’t sound good to me, but I have no idea what she is talking about.  She walks over by the front door and picks up what appears to be her purse, except it’s enormous! I’ve seen girls with big purses before, but this is one of the biggest I’ve ever seen. She begins to pull out food. I see her get out bananas, cottage cheese, canned corn, and other canned foods. I think to myself, She can’t expect me to eat all of this! This is ridiculous!
 
She walks over to me with some bananas in a bunch and says, with a mischievous smile, “Let’s have some fun, Baby.” She pulls the peel off of one of the bananas and tells me to stand up and turn around, so I do. It doesn’t dawn on me what she is doing until she lifts the back of my dress up. “Hold this,” she says, as she guides my hands to my dress. While I’m holding the back of my dress up she pulls the back of my diaper out and sticks the banana down there. It doesn’t feel like much, just a lump in my diaper. Then she says, “Stand there just like that and don’t move.” I can tell she is unpeeling the other bananas and is getting ready to put them in my diaper. Before she sticks the others in she says in my ear, “You know, I wanted to freeze these and stick them up your little precious bottom and watch you poop them out, but your ‘mommy’ said I couldn’t. That’s Ok. This is good too.” I cringe when I think what that would have been like, and I think to myself, Thank you, Mama! I’m going to give her an extra big hug when I see her. I’ve never been more thankful for Vanessa than I am right now.
 
After she puts the two other bananas in my diaper she says, “Come on, Baby, it’s time for your bottles.” The big lump in the back of my diaper feels weird, but not that bad. She leads me to the couch and I lay across her lap. She holds the bottle with one hand and her other arm is wrapped around me with her hand resting on my diaper. As she feeds me my bottles she massages my diaper with her hand, turning the bananas into mush against my butt. The more she does it the more it feels like I have poop back there, which feels gross.
 
Once I’ve drank both of my bottles Lindsey says, “Stand up and hold the back of your dress up again.”
 
I respond in a kind of pleading tone, “More? No more, pweeze.”
 
“Yes, Baby Danielle, more. I don’t want you asking every time, Ok? You know what? I can take care of that.” She goes over to her enormous purse and pulls out a pacifier, but it looks different than the usual ones the girls give me. When she sticks it in my mouth I see the difference, because I can see there are ribbons attached to the sides which she guides around the back of my head and ties together. “Much better,” she say. Now I can’t really talk at all. It would just sound like jibberish if I attempted my baby-talk at all.
 
Having silenced me, I watch Lindsey go back to her purse and get a can opener out. She opens what looks like a can of creamed corn and walks behind me. I feel her dump it in and this adds a feeling of wet mush to my banana filled diaper. She puts all of the other food items back in her purse, picks it up, and says, “Crawl with me to the basement, Baby. It’s time to play dress up!” I crawl behind her, hoping that dress up – something I play regularly with Nicole (and sometime the other girls) – will at least delay the next item of food being dumped in my diaper. I can feel the strange wet concoction in the back of my diaper against my butt as I crawl and it is quite unpleasant. It feels like having a poopy mess back there, but it’s not quite the same. It’s gross in its own unique way. And of course as I scoot down the stairs on my diaper I feel it get pushed around in my diaper even more.
 
When we get to my room where all of my outfits are she says, “Hmm…let’s see. What should our little diapered princess wear? Oh, that’s a perfect idea!” From the closet she pulls out a princess dress made for an oversized baby, something I’ve worn before. It is pink and looks very much like something Princess Peach wears, except the dress does not extend down to my ankles. Instead, it poofs out a lot and any movement gives visible access to my diaper. She proceeds to put me in the dress, some pink thigh highs, a pair of my white, two-inch heels, and she replaces my bonnet with a plastic princess crown.
 
Lindsey steps back to survey her work and says, “What a precious sissy baby princess! You are so stinkin’ cute!” Then she pulls the chair from my vanity out into the middle of the room and sits down on it. “I want you to show off your outfit for me, Baby Princess Danielle.” She instructs me to ‘walk like a princess’ back and forth in front of her. Humiliated and dejected, I begin to walk but it’s really hard! My nighttime diaper is so big that I have an exaggerated waddle, and high heels are tough enough to walk in. I have no doubt that I look ridiculous as I try to master walking like this. I push my thighs as close together as possible and try to make my way across the room. Lindsey giggles as she views my attempt to walk and says in her usual sweet voice, “You are so cute! You’re doing great.”
 
After I walk back and forth a few times she says, “Walk over here, please, Baby.” So, I make my way over to where she is sitting in the middle of the room. She instructs me to turn around and hold up the back of my dress. I hadn’t noticed her opening another can because I was concentrating so hard on walking. She dumps a whole can, juices and all, of diced peaches into my diaper. Then she spins me around and pulls me over her lap, saying playfully, “Baby princesses need to be properly trained and disciplined so they don’t grow up to be spoiled brats!” She proceeds to spank my enormous diapered butt. It obviously doesn’t hurt because my diaper is so big. Clearly her intention is to humiliate me and spread around the contents of my diaper some more. She succeeds at doing both.
 
As she spanks me she says in a condescending babyish tone, “Yes, we need to make sure out pwetty sissy babies are properly disciplined, don’t we? You’re such a pwetty wittle sissy, aren’t you? Yes you are, yes you are my diapered princess!” After she spanks me for a while she finally lets me up and says, “Now, Baby, what do you say?” I just stare because I have no idea what she is talking about. “Thank me for your spanking, Baby Danielle!” she says.
 
I just look at her for a second with a sense of loathing. I can see how much fun she is having with this. Still, I want to avoid as many real spankings as possible, so I attempt to say, “Tank you, Miss Lindsey, for me spanky, goo-goo ga-ga,” but it comes out garbled from behind my pacifier that is still firmly in place.
 
Bursting with joy and with an enormous smile on her face she says, “Oh you’re welcome, Baby. There will be more to come!” I just stand there feeling humiliated, and I miss the girls more than ever. I look forward to 6 o’clock when Monique and Vanessa get back.
 
For the next few hours we play this warped version of dress up. She picks out an outfit for me to wear, dresses me in it, touches up my makeup if she thinks it is needed, and then she watches me waddle around the room until I am told to stop. At which point she calls me over, puts some more food in the back of my diaper (usually mushy canned foods), and then proceeds to spank me. Afterwards I have to thank her for the spanking and curtsy for her (which is also really difficult).  While I walk around she instructs we to say humiliating things about what a sissy I am, how I love using my diapers, and stuff like that. Every once in a while we stop so she can feed me a bottle or two, and sometimes she has me crawl around instead of walk, but otherwise the routine is basically the same.
 
I’m exhausted by the end and my diaper is so full of food and pee that it is sagging almost to my knees. Finally she says, “Well, that was a lot of fun, Baby, but it’s time to stop. Let’s get you into a new diaper, Miss Saggy Britches!” Very thankful that the humiliating game of dress up is finally over, I crawl over to the changing table and she helps me up. When she takes my diaper off she says, “Wow, Baby! You sure know how to fill your diapers, don’t you? Don’t worry, Miss Lindsey knows how to take care of her baby. I’ll put you in another big, dry diapee.”
 
She must have decided to have some mercy on me because the rest of the day (which is only a couple of hours) isn’t as bad. Lindsey finally takes my pacifier out of my mouth and feeds me an afternoon snack and some more bottles. Thankfully she doesn’t strap the pacifier back in again. After that she just plays with me and helps me paint a picture for a while. Around 5:30 all of the food I have consumed throughout the day finally catches up to me, and I proceed to take a giant poop in my diaper again. Given what I’ve been through today, though, this actually makes me happy because it still grosses Lindsey out to change it.
 
As 6 o’clock approaches I try not to keep looking at the clock, but I just can’t wait for Monique and Vanessa to get home. 

Chapter 12
 
Time could not possibly pass any slower as I sit waiting for Monique and Vanessa to get home. I have been with my crazy babysitter all day, and I am ready for this day to end. My butt is sore from my spankings and it still hurts from sitting in my poopy diaper for so long this morning. When I first saw Lindsey I thought she looked pretty nice, and I was optimistic about the day ahead, but now I just can’t wait for her to leave.
 
6 o’clock finally arrives and I stare expectantly at the door for Vanessa and Monique to walk through it, but 6:01 comes and there is no sight of them. Immediately I become paranoid, thinking to myself, Oh no! What if their flight was delayed? Or Cancelled?!? I don’t want to be stuck here with Lindsey tonight! A million panicky thoughts run through my mind in a matter of minutes, but then, much to my relief, the front door opens and Vanessa and Monique come running over to me with their arms open. I stand to greet them as they both smother me with kisses and hugs.
 
“Oh, Baby, we missed you so much!” says Vanessa. I know it’s only been since Wednesday, but it feels like we were gone forever!” You’re telling me, I think.
 
I don’t say anything, but I hug Vanessa and Monique so tight that they know I missed them as much or more than they missed me.
 
After our initial greetings Monique asks, speaking to me and Lindsey at the same time, “Did you girls have fun together?” I just stare at her with sort of a dumb look on my face, not quite sure what to say. I know the girls are home, but I have no doubt that if I am rude I could easily end up over someone’s knee.
 
Lindsey doesn’t wait to respond, saying, “Oh my gosh we had the best day together!! We had so much fun, didn’t we, Baby Danielle?” The three of them look at me and I just nod my head slowly with the same dumb look on my face. I can tell by the expression on their faces that Monique and Vanessa understand quite well what kind of day I’ve had. Based on Lindsey’s commends about my mommy (Vanessa) preventing her from playing her ‘bananas in my bum’ game, I know that Lindsey must have had to discuss, at least to some extent, what sort of activities she would be allowed to do with me.
 
I sit down on the floor as Lindsey talks a million miles an hour to the girls about how much ‘fun’ her and I had together. The girls were right; apparently this was one of the best days of Lindsey’s life. She can’t stop gushing about how much she enjoyed it, and about how cute I look.
 
““Well, I’m glad you two had so much fun together. We really appreciate you being able to do this for us,” says Monique. “Was the baby good for you?”
 
In the split second that it takes Lindsey to answer I get worried that she is going to say I was bad, just to get me in trouble. Much to my relief, however, she says, “The baby was wonderful! You have such a good sissy baby. You’ve done a great job with her.”
 
“That’s great to hear,” Vanessa says. “Again, thank you so much for doing this. We didn’t want to leave our little princess, but we were comforted knowing she was in good hands.” This makes me want to chortle and make a sarcastic comment, but I don’t.
 
Lindsey responds, “Oh my gosh, it was my pleasure. If you ever need a sitter again, just let me know.”
 
“We will,” Vanessa says. “By the way, would you like to stay for dinner? We picked up something on the way home, and there is enough if you want to join us.” Vanessa’s eyes connect with mine and I give her a frantic look that says, ‘What are you doing??’  She shoots a glance back at me that is unmistakable, saying, ‘Don’t you dare give me that kind of look!’
 
Much to my relief Lindsey tells the girls that, while she would love to, she has other engagements that she has to attend to. Apparently she put off something really important so she could be with me today. Lindsey comes over to me, bends down, and says, “I had a lot of fun with you today, Baby. Thanks for being so good!” Then, with a mischievous grin on her face, “Hopefully I’ll get to see you again real soon.” I sure as hell hope not, I think.
 
Monique says goodbye to Lindsey from the door, and Vanessa puts me in my high chair to get ready for dinner. Once I’m strapped in she says, “By the way, Miss Sassy Pants, there is nothing wrong with inviting Lindsey to join us for dinner. She is a very good friend of ours, and, besides, you shouldn’t judge her based on your day with her. We told you that your day with her might be, um, interesting.”
 
“Sawwy, Mama,” I say.
 
“That’s Ok, Baby,” she says. “We know you probably had a long day. Just make sure to watch the sass,” she says with a slight smile.
 
“Goo-goo ga-ga,” I say.
 
 Dinner is quite a treat for me because I almost never get to eat entire grownup meals, and certainly never restaurant food. Granted, it is only burgers and fries from Five Guys, but I still am extremely grateful for it.
 
After dinner is cleaned up (and so am I), Monique lets me down from my high chair and directs me to the living room. “What do you want to do?” she asks Vanesa.
 
“I don’t know,” Vanessa responds. “I’m tired from our trip and just want to spend some time with the Baby.”
 
“Me too,” Monique says. “What do say we watch a movie and cuddle with Baby Danielle?”
 
“Yeah!” she says. “That sounds great!”
 
Like usual, I don’t really get a say in the matter, but that’s Ok with me. It’s rare that I get to watch a movie. They choose The Incredibles because it is a kids movie and they really enjoy it (so do I). After Monique grabs a few bottles to feed me and Vanessa makes some popcorn, I find myself on the couch cuddled up between both of them, and I just relax and enjoy the movie. After my exhausting day with Lindsey this is just what I needed: a movie and cuddling with these two ladies, who, based on the way they are holding me tight throughout the movie, seemed to miss me a lot.
 
 
 
Saturday was basically a normal day with the girls. I got very little downtime because they wanted to spend as much of the day as possible with me, but it was fine; I expected that.
On Sunday they both come in to wake me up from my nap, and they have unusually big smiles on their faces.
 
“Baby!” Monique says excitedly, “We just had a great idea! Nicole and Ashley’s plane arrives in an hour. They have a car at the airport so they aren’t expecting anyone to greet them when they land. Do you want to go surprise them at the airport with us? They would love it!”
 
As usual when they first throw these ‘great’ ideas or surprises at me I just stare at them blankly, unsure of what this exactly means. Do they want me to go dressed like this? Nicole and Ashley would definitely get a kick out that that, but there is no way I’m going to the airport looking like a baby.
 
Vanessa giggles and says, “You need to tell her the rest, silly!”
 
“Oh, right!” laughs Monique. “The other part is that you will get to go as Danielle. We’ll dress you up, and when we get home the girls will enjoy putting you back in your baby clothes. Seems like a win-win to me. You get a few hours as an adult, and the girls are going to love it!”
 
Assuming I can speak like an adult now, I say with a smile, “Sure, let’s do it.”
 
After a squeal of excitement, Monique says to Vanessa, “Pick out an outfit for her. I’ll change her diaper and touch up her makeup.”
 
Monique strips me of my baby dress and bonnet before changing my diaper, and then sits me in front of the vanity. She doesn’t totally redo my makeup like she does on Thursdays. Instead, she makes a few minor adjustments and says it is good enough since we won’t be out long. The closet in the (my) baby room is so stuffed with frilly baby dresses and outfits that my adult clothes have to be kept upstairs.
 
Vanessa returns with an outfit and says, “I thought we would go with something fun and summery, even though, you know, it’s not even March yet! One of the many reasons I love sunny Florida.”
 
Monique and Vanessa proceed to get me ready. They add the spanx over my diaper, my padded bra, and then dress me a white skirt with yellow flowers and a top that is the same color of summery yellow as the flowers. Lastly they add a beige sunhat with matching 1-inch heel sandals. They of course gush about how wonderful I look and make minor adjustments to my outfit here and there.  
 
My only complaint about the outfit is that the length of the skirt. I say, “This skirt is pretty short. Don’t you have a longer one?”
 
Monique replies, “It is the shortest one you’ve worn so far (as an adult), but it’s not too short. As long as you walk like a lady and the wind isn’t too gusty you will be fine.”
 
There is almost never any point in arguing, so I let it go.
 
“Alright,” says Vanessa, “let’s go! We want to get to make sure we’re there before the plane lands.”
 
The drive is only about 20 minutes and we make it inside just in time to see the status of their flight change to ‘landed’. We wait for 10-15 minutes the part of the airport where all of the people flying in have to walk through in order to make it to the baggage area, and then we see a large mass of people making their way towards us.
 
Vanessa says, “Quick, Danielle, step back behind that pillar where they can’t see you. When they ask where you are, step out and surprise them.”
 
I do as I’m told and I wait, listening for the girls to come. I glance behind me and see a guy checking me out as he walks by, which disturbs me. It makes me want to crawl in a hole and/or go punch him in the face (obviously I don’t). After about a minute I hear Ashley and Nicole talking excitedly with Monique and Vanessa.
 
“What are you guys doing here??” Nicole asks with a tone of surprised joy.
 
“You know,” says Vanessa, “we just wanted to surprise you for fun.”
 
“Wait,” Ashley says. Then, in a lower voice, “Where’s the baby?? You didn’t leave her at home, did you?”
 
That’s my cue, so I step out with a sheepish look on my face, smiling at the girls. I’m sure the entire airport could hear their reaction to seeing me because both Nicole and Ashley shriek with joy and run over to hug and kiss me.
 
“Oh my gosh you are so cute!” Nicole says. “You came to surprise us, Danielle!! How sweet!”
 
Ashley, in a rush of excitement, says, “I love your outfit! You are so adorable! I love your skirt!” As she says this, she grabs the bottom and lifts it up to feel it and look at the material underneath. This, of course, shows off my spanks to anyone who might be looking and I hastily try to yank my skirt back down.
 
“Ashley!!” I exclaim. “What are you doing?!?” My face is beat red from embarrassment.
 
I could immediately tell that she wasn’t thinking about what she was doing because she also turns beat red and says, “Oh, I’m sorry! I, uh, um…well, I’m so used to fiddling with your dresses and adjusting them and was so excited to see you that I didn’t realize what I was doing!”
 
Nicole, Monique, and Vanessa are also red but for a different reason: they’ve been laughing hysterically.
 
An elderly couple nearby, who I presume saw the whole thing, give us a nasty look and hurries away.
 
I’m still mortified, but by now I am laughing about it too. Still giggling, we finally begin to make our way towards the cars (Ashley and Nicole didn’t check any luggage). I ride with Ashley and Nicole and they ask how my day with Lindsey was.
 
“I have a feeling that you know how it went,” I say.
 
“Yeah, we do,” they admit with a giggle.
 
“I was glad to hear you were a good baby for her,” Ashley says. “Lindsey is one of our best friends and was really looking forward to her day with you. I know Vanessa already had a talk with you, but I want to reiterate that you shouldn’t be too hard on Lindsey. It’s hard for you understand how exciting an opportunity like this is for most women. Trust us, there are few things in the world that Lindsey wanted to do more.”
 
I just look out the window and shake my head, saying “Girls are so weird,” which makes both of them laugh.
 
We talk the rest of the way home. Once we get there Vanessa pops a pacifier back in my mouth and Nicole and Ashley take me downstairs to dress me up as their baby again.
 
It’s not even March and it feels like I’ve been living with the girls forever. I’ve somewhat adjusted to life as their ‘baby’, but I am still very much looking forward to May 15th. I am a 21 year old man who lives with these women as their ‘sissy baby’. I’ve received more spankings than I could ever need; I’ve been given enemas and suppositories; I’ve gone out in public and passed as a woman numerous times. I never could have guessed, not in a million years, that I would be living like this for any amount of time. Who knows what kinds of things I am going to experience between now and May 15th. I guess I’ll find out, but I’m not really looking forward to it. At least, though, I have come to care for these women. I know they genuinely love me, and I appreciate that. I am comfortable with them, and I hope the next few months won’t be too terrible. We’ll see.

Chapter 13
 
Two weeks have passed since the girls returned from their business trips. Our life has returned to the usual routines, but for some reason I have been in a funk lately. I’ve definitely been grumpier than usual and the girls seem to have noticed as well.  Sometimes the reality of my current predicament hits me harder than other times and I begin to resent the fact that I am dressed like this and live like a sissy baby full-time. I want to watch actual grownup television shows and be able to watch some sports, because I never get to see any.  All I get in terms of sports is my golf magazine and my Sports Illustrated magazines when I get to have some playpen time.
 
Needless to say, my grumpy demeanor has gotten me in trouble a few times recently, but I got in big trouble one night when I managed to steal Monique’s tablet and hide it under my pillow.  That night I pulled it out so I could quietly play some games and surf the internet, thinking that the girls wouldn’t come check on me. Apparently, though, I was wrong.  Monique had been home with me that day and evidently thought I had been acting suspicious, but didn’t catch me do anything wrong. When she couldn’t find her tablet that night she decided to come check my room and found me playing with it. Boy, was my bottom sore after that spanking.
 
This morning I wake up and discover something that worries me a lot: I have a wet diaper and don’t remember peeing in the middle of the night! I’ve tried really hard to maintain some form of urinary continence while I’ve been here.  I have attempted to be intentional about the use of my diapers so I don’t lose the ability to control myself. Every morning when I hear the girls come in to wake me up I pee in my diaper so they will have something to change, and except for today I have always been able to do this! There have been a few times recently when I have started peeing without being fully conscious of it, but I didn’t give it much thought. Am I becoming incontinent?? This possibility depresses me and I find myself in another bad mood today. The idea of being incontinent makes me more emotional and uptight than I usually am.  It is a weird feeling that is difficult to describe.
 
Nicole and Vanessa come in the room to change me and get me dressed for the day. They pick out a short pink gingham baby dress with a matching bonnet for me and in no time I am dressed and ready for the day. Before we head back upstairs Vanessa says, “Baby, we have a big surprise for you!”
 
Nicole continues, “You’re going to love it! We had it made special for you, so you should fit perfect! Do you want to go see what it is?” I just stair back at them, not really caring either way.
 
“Come on, Miss Grumpy Pants,” says Vanessa, “let’s go!”
 
As I reach the top of the stairs I see some sort of giant metal apparatus in the living room.  It has two sets of three poles that form a triangle, and in the middle there appears to be some sort of harness. It has to be at least 7 feet tall, and I have no idea what it is.
 
Whatever it is, the girls all seem really excited. They all look at me expectantly, but all they get back is a blank stare. Finally, I say, “Goo-goo, what?”
 
“What do you mean, ‘what?’” says Nicole. “It’s a baby jumper for you!” Come on, let’s try it out!” Having not been around too many babies in my life, I only have a vague recollection of what a jumper is. All four girls usher me over to it and fasten me into the harness-thing.  The harness has two leg holes and goes all the way up over my shoulders. The harness is connected to the metal poles by bungee cords of some sort.  Once I’m in, I can touch the ground, but only barely. I am kind of on my tiptoes, but if I push down I can bounce up and down pretty well.
 
“Well, what do you think?” asks Vanessa in a cheerful tone. “It’s just like what real babies get to use!”  I am not thrilled about this thing, so I don’t give a response. Do they really expect me to hang out in this thing? “What? You don’t like it?” Ashley says, clearly disappointed. “We thought you would have fun with it.”
 
All four girls can tell by my reaction that I don’t like it, and this really disappoints them. Apparently they had it special ordered for me (from where I don’t know), and really thought I would enjoy it, but, for whatever reason (probably my grumpy mood), I don’t. I think it’s stupid. This puts all of us in a downer mood for breakfast, and not much changes by the time Ashley, Vanessa, and Monique leave for work.
 
Nicole and I have a normal day together. She does put me into the jumper while I watch cartoons, which is fine. It’s not the worst thing in the world, but I don’t really enjoy it. I’m still in the bad/weird mood I woke up in, so I don’t even give it much of a chance. Naptime doesn’t help because I wake up wet again, which really freaks me out. I am losing control of my bladder and I hate the idea of that. I am losing even more control of my life, something I can’t afford to do. I try to remind myself of all of the money I am making, but that can only help me so much.
 
My mood goes from bad to worse when the girls surprise me with something at dinner time, which is when the poo really hits the fan.
 
“Baby, we wanted to talk to you about something,” Vanessa says. Not waiting for a response, she continues, “We had almost entirely forgotten about this until the invitation arrived in the mail today. Next Saturday night our friend, Ava, is having her annual Spring costume party. She has it every year and it is amazing! We haven’t missed it since we moved here.”
 
I don’t like where this is going. Ashley cuts in, saying, “What this means is that we will need to get you a babysitter for that night. We really don’t want to miss it. We are going to ask Miss Lindsey again. She usually goes to the party, but we have no doubt she will pass it up for the opportunity to watch you, you know, for obvious reasons.”
 
My eyes get wide and without thinking I respond, “No! Miss Lindsey stupid!! No!” in my babyish voice.
 
All of the girls eyebrows rise, looking at me in shock. Ashley quickly responds, “Baby, do not use that tone of voice with us! If it is not Miss Lindsey then we will have to find you someone else, and you probably don’t want that either.”
 
I’m not sure why, but I do something that shocks even me. It must be the combination of my sulky mood, the stress from losing control of my bladder, and the anger and fear I feel from thinking about Lindsey watching me again, or some other woman/women, that makes me do it. I scream, “No! Shut up!” and then I take my plate and sippy cup and throw them. My sippy cup hits Ashley and some of the food on my plate gets on Vanessa and Monique, while the plate itself knocks over a glass.  The room goes quiet for what feels like an eternity.  The girls gape at me in shock and I stare back, also in shock from what I’ve just done.
 
Finally, Ashley breaks the silence. Furious, she says, “That’s it! You are in BIG trouble! It’s time for the spanking of your life!”  None of the girls look happy, but Ashley and Monique look beyond mad.
 
Vanessa speaks up right away, saying, “No, Ashley, you are too angry right now to punish Baby Danielle. You need to calm down first.” For a second I think my ‘mommy’ has saved me, but then she continues, “I will take care of this naughty, naughty little sissy baby myself. Nicole, please get her out of her high chair and bring her to me on the couch.”
 
While Nicole gets me out, Vanessa says, in a very stern voice – a tone I have never heard from her before; still motherly, it is firm and uncompromising, filled with just anger, but not rage – “Baby, you never throw anything at us out of anger or frustration, and you never speak to your aunties and mommy that way. Never. I have no idea what has gotten into you lately, but this has to stop. You are going to be punished severely, but it is for your own good.”
 
By this time I am over her lap, my dress has been pulled back and my diaper has been pulled down.  I don’t try to resist. I never do when it comes to spankings because that would only result in more smacks. And this time I am still in shock myself over what I said and did. I know I deserve what is coming, and I don’t have to wait long.
 
Calmly, slowly, and methodically, Vanessa begins to spank me hard.  The combination of my emotions running high and the force of the smacks causes me to cry before she even reaches 10.  Sometimes between smacks she reprimands me and reminds me why this is happening.  Again, she is completely calm, which amazes me, especially because I know the other girls were still seething when the spanking began.
 
“You are never to throw anything at your mommy or aunties out of anger” *SMACK* “You know we love you, which is why we have to punish you” *SMACK* “Sissy babies need to be disciplined so they don’t become spoiled brats” *SMACK*
 
Again and again smacks rain down on my behind. In the midst of my tears I lose count of how many, but I am pretty sure I received at least 50 of the firmest licks I have ever received since living with the girls. Finally, after what seems like an eternity, Vanessa stops and says, “Girls, can you please stand the baby in the corner where we can all see her red bottom?” Ashley and Monique guide me over to the punishment corner and leave me there.
 
From behind me I hear Vanessa’s same calm, motherly voice saying, “Stand there and think about what you’ve done, Baby, until we come to get you. Your punishment is not done yet. We need to go discuss the rest of it.” The girls move into the kitchen where I can hear their lowered voices but not what they are actually saying. As I stand in the corner I begin to go over in my head what I am going to say when they come get me. I know I should apologize, but I am not sure how. 
 
I expect to be made to stand in the corner for a good hour or so, but within 15 minutes the girls come back and get me out of the corner. It looks to me like the time away has allowed them to calm down some; they don’t look as upset anymore. Instead, they just look like they are determined to accomplish a task.  Right as I am about to speak up and say something Monique cuts me off by saying, “I assume you are going to apologize, Baby. That’s good, but you should wait until your punishment is over. You’ll have plenty of time to think, and we will have a talk with you when it is done.”
 
Ashley, with a very calm demeanor, continues, “We are going to give you an enema punishment, Baby, but this will be different from what you have received before. You are not to say a word. Just do as we say. Is that understood?” As she says this, Vanessa puts a pacifier in my mouth and I nod, indicating that I understand.
 
Vanessa and Monique guide me over to the couch where Nicole is waiting for me. They put me across her lap, push my knees under me so they are up against her legs and my butt is sticking up in the air. I always hate this position because I know what is coming, and also because it is a really humiliating and vulnerable pose to be in. I look over to the side and I can see Vanessa lubricating what looks like some sort of nozzle. What is that? I think to myself. It doesn’t look like the Fleet enema that I have received before. Instead, the nozzle is on the end of a long hose and is connected to a big red bag.
 
I see Vanessa hand the nozzle to Nicole, and Nicole says, “Ok, Baby, here we go. Remember, relax or it’s going to hurt a lot.” I manage to relax and feel the violating object enter my rectum. It feels like it’s going really far up there! Then it feels like something inflates up there, probably to block any return flow.  I cringe as I wait for the enormous flood of liquid, but it doesn’t come.  Instead, I hear Nicole say, “Auntie Monique and Auntie Ashley are going to lower you to the ground and put a diaper on you. And before you ask, no, they are not going to take the hose out first. Just be quiet and do as you are told.”
 
Once I am on the ground, Ashley begins to diaper me, and I can see Vanessa standing above me holding the red bag that is presumably filled with the enema fluid.  They put me in a nighttime diaper, which is not a good sign, and then take me over to the jumper.  I realize what their plan for me is and think, Oh no! Please don’t stick me in that thing with the enema! But that is exactly what they do. And they hang the enema bag on the side of the jumper so that it is elevated above my head.
 
After I am secure in the harness, Vanessa says, with her beautiful and motherly tone, “Ok, Baby Danielle, this is what we’re going to do. The enema is going to slowing drain into you for 20 minutes. You’re not going to be able to release it until we take the hose out, so don’t even try. After 20 minutes we will take the hose out and leave you in your jumper for your punishment. Don’t ask to be changed or let out. When your time is done we will come get you.”
 
Without waiting for me to give any kind of response, Monique lets the enema fluid begin to slowly work its way into me. After a few minutes my stomach starts to feel funny – a little bloated and a little upset – as the enema begins to go to work on me. Having the nozzle up my butt is really uncomfortable because of the way the harness is putting pressure on my diaper. The most unpleasant part about this is my stomach, which continues to become more and more full and bloated, but nothing compares to the humiliation and shame that I am feeling. Even though I have become somewhat used to living this way – being dressed like a baby girl, diapered, spanked, etc. – every now and again the humiliation of being treated like this by these beautiful women, my peers in terms of age, comes flooding back to me. This is definitely one of those times. Being strapped in the jumper with a hose up my butt is what does it, obviously.
 
To my surprise, Monique comes over to me and for a second I think she is going to let me out early, even though I know it hasn’t been 20 minutes. She is not, however, here to let me out.
 
“Here you go, Sissy Baby,” she says in her usual tone when speaking to me like a baby, “Here is a bottle of num-nums for you. You didn’t finish your dinner, so we need to make sure your tummy is full! Come on, drink up, Baby Girl.” Not having much of a choice I drink the bottle of milk that she puts to my lips. She stands there and holds it until I’m done, and then she goes back to the kitchen. 
 
After a few minutes all of the girls return and let me out of my harness long enough to pull the hose out of my butt. Then they return me to the jumper, and I don’t try to fight or bargain with them; I know it would be useless. “You may use your diaper whenever you need to,” says Vanessa. The enema had been working on my bowels for more than 20 minutes, so I have to go really bad. The problem is, though my nighttime diaper is so thick that my legs stick out to the side more than they had when I was in the jumper earlier in the day, so my toes only barely reach the ground. I don’t have enough leverage to hold myself up, so the harness is pushing the diaper tightly up against my butt.  This makes it really hard to go. My mind races. I look around for something, anything to help, and the only things I can reach are the giant elastic bands that are attached to the harness , so I grab onto them with both hands and pull myself up for as long as I can. This relinquishes a lot of the pressure on my diaper and I quickly let out the warm, disgusting, enema-mixed poop that had built up inside of me. I pee at the same time, so both sides of my diaper are extremely warm, but my backside feels much more revolting. I can only hold myself up for about a minute before my arms give out, and immediately the warm, mushy diaper is forced tight against my skin again, and the warm poop and pee are spread all around my diaper area.
 
The girls hadn’t left the room, but had stayed to watch me. “What a clever little baby,” says Ashley.”
 
“Ok, Miss Stinky Pants,” says Vanessa, “We will come get you out at bedtime. I don’t want to hear a peep from you. You will be given a few bottles between now and then, but otherwise we will leave you alone.”
 
I have felt this sensation before, but it is never pleasant. The warmness of my diaper slowly turns cold as the time passes. The only thing worse than a warm messy diaper, in my opinion, is a cold one that is stuck to your butt.
 
Finally, after what has to be two and a half or three hours, the girls come back to let me out. Speaking more to each other than to me, Monique says, “Ok, ladies, let’s get our baby cleaned up. I think she has learned her lesson.” Then, with an unpleasant look on her face, she says, “So…who wants to change this one? It’s going to be pretty ripe!” The girls all giggle, and after a second Ashley, much to my surprise, says, “I’ll do it. Can one of you give me a hand?”
 
“Sure,” Vanessa says. “Let’s take her downstairs.”
 
“Come on, Baby Danielle, let’s go,” says Ashley, indicating with her hands that I should crawl like I normally do. I had also peed a few times during my punishment from the bottles they gave me, so my diaper is extremely heavy.
 
As I am being changed downstairs Ashley says, “You know, we were originally going to leave you in this all night, but we changed our minds.”
 
“Goo-goo, ga-ga, fank yous” I say.
 
“But,” Vanessa says, “your punishment is not over yet. There will be nothing more tonight, but tomorrow night Auntie Ashley is going to give you another spanking. You hit her in the head with your sippy cup, so she is going to spank you as well. The number of spanks will be up to her own discretion. Do you understand?”
 
“Yeth,” I say. I’m disappointed but not surprised. And I know I deserve it.
 
Ashley and Vanessa just smile and finish wiping me down. Then they take off my pink gingham dress and put me in my purple nightie and bonnet.
 
We go back upstairs where Nicole and Monique are waiting for us on the couches. Vanessa takes a seat and pats her lap, indicating for me to come sit with her. She pulls me onto her lap and puts her arm around me. Her motherly embrace always comforts me, but never more than tonight. Since I’ve been in my bad mood for the past week or so I think I have been more distant and not been as comfortable with the girls as I was before. I’m not sure why, but I began to resent them and my situation a little. I blamed them for what I was feeling. I knew that this was irrational – that I had voluntarily taken this ‘job’, and was not forced to – but I couldn’t help it. So, being back in Vanessa’s lap helps my emotional state a lot (well, on her lap with my butt facing down, not up, helps).
 
After a minute of silence, Vanessa finally says, “Ok, Baby, what was that all about tonight? What has been going on with you lately? You haven’t been yourself. And please, speak to us in your big girl voice.”
 
So, with all of them looking at me with concerned and caring faces I begin to explain my moods and emotions from the past week or two, about how I didn’t feel like I had a ton of control over them. I also explained about waking up wet and losing some of my bladder control.  And, finally, I told them how the suggestion of Lindsey babysitting me again just sent me over the edge. I sincerely apologized for what I did.
 
After I finish speaking Nicole says, “Thank you, Baby, for explaining. I’m sorry – we all are – that you have been having a rough time lately.”
 
“We know that this isn’t always easy for you,” says Ashley, “but I guess we kind of thought you had adjusted all of the way to living like this with us.”
 
“There are ups and downs,” I say. “But for the most part, I have adjusted. However, I don’t think I’ll ever get completely used to this.”
 
“That’s understandable,” says Vanessa, “but it is never excusable to act like that. As always, if you misbehave you will be punished to the extent that you deserve.”
 
“I know, Mama,” I say.
 
“Good,” she says, as she gives me a kiss on the cheek.
 
“You still have a full two months left with us, though,” continues Monique. “So, let one of us know if you need talk. We don’t want you holding in all of your bad emotions. That won’t be good for you or for us. I know you’ve had talks with your mommy before, and that’ fine. We’re all here to help if you need it.”
 
“Thanks,” I say. And I mean it. I really appreciate it.
 
“Now,” Vanessa says with a sweet voice as she puts a pacifier in my mouth, “I think it’s time for our wittle sissy baby to go to bed! We can talk some more about Ava's costume party when we go out tomorrow night.  It is well past your bedtime, Baby. No books or anything tonight, just straight to bed.”
 
All of the girls come over, give me a kiss, and tell me they love me. As Vanessa begins to lead me downstairs, Monique says, “Oh, I almost forgot, Baby. I was shocked to hear that you still have any control of your bladder! How is that even possible?”
 
“Yeah!” says, Ashley, echoing Monique’s sentiments. “We all assumed you had lost control weeks ago. That’s impressive!” Nicole and Vanessa comment about how they were equally surprised as well.
 
On the way to bed Vanessa tells me not to worry if I lose total control of my bladder. They expected it to happen, and I can still get it back. She tucks me in bed, kisses me goodnight, and turns out the light on her way out. After the night I have just had, I have absolutely no problem falling asleep. Sleep comes so quickly that I don’t even have time to worry about the party or the possibility of Lindsey coming back.
