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I woke up to find my diapers wet and messy, with Mommy nowhere in sight.  I started crying, like any other twelve-month-old; wouldn’t you?
Maybe I’d better explain.  My name is John, but my wife Susan and I were taking a week’s vacation out at the House, so for the week my name was Baby Gina, and her name was Mommy.  Susan had hypnotised me at the beginning of the week, and this was three days later.  I don’t know as much about hypnosis as Susan does, so I don’t understand it all, but by that Wednesday I was so used to being Gina that I didn’t answer to “John” anymore.
Anyway, for all intents and purposes except for size, I was a baby girl.  My diapers had gotten messy, which woke me up from a nice nap.  As Gina, I didn’t know my diapers needed changing; all I knew was that I didn’t like all that hot stuff in my panties, that I didn’t see Mommy anywhere, and that I was scared.  So I started to cry.
Susan had gone to fix me a bottle before bedtime, but she’d been away far too long.  That upset Gina, because Mommy always comes when she needs something so badly that she’s crying about it.  Trouble is, this time Mommy didn’t come, and that scared me even worse.  The walls of all the nursery rooms are soundproofed, so nobody could have heard me unless they were right next door, but Gina didn’t know that and didn’t care.  I cried harder, and kept it up.
Suddenly, I heard the door open and saw two people enter the room.  Baby Gina didn’t recognise them at all, but speaking to you now as John, I can tell you that they were Dan and Maureen, two other Society members.  As it turns out, they were in the next room over that night.  I didn’t stop crying, but I did quiet down a little, because they didn’t look scary.  In fact, they looked like babies too.
The one who I can now tell you was Dan was wearing a one-piece, baby blue footed sleeper.  He carried a rather heavy wooden paddle, presumably to be used when one of them was bad, but I don’t know which one.  Maureen had a sleeper on too, but it was pink and had lace on it that looked like the lace on my dress.  The arms of her sleeper were zipped shut, so it looked like there were mittens over her hands, and she had what looked like a recently-used pacifier dangling from a yellow ribbon around her neck.  Both were obviously wearing thick diapers.  “John, are you all right?  Where’s Susan?"  Maureen asked me.  Remembering it now, I know what she said, but as Baby Gina I didn’t understand her, so I just looked at her and kept crying.
Dan, meanwhile, had let down the side of the crib and understood the situation sooner.  “Aw, poor wittle Gina!"  he said in a soothing tone of voice, hugging me and patting my back.  “Mommy’s not here, and Gina needs her dydees changed!  I’ll help you, poor thing."  I stopped crying, and while I sniffled a bit, Maureen wheeled the changing table over.
My infantile mind got the message, and I crawled onto the table, which was at the same low level as the crib’s mattress.  “I’ll go look for Susan,” said Maureen.
Dan managed to get me to lie down on my back, and started pulling my long, white stockings off.  “All right.  I’ll get Gina cleaned up,” Dan responded, and Maureen left.
Dan slid my plastic panties off and tossed them in my laundry basket.  Then, he peeled the tapes off my diaper, lifted me up a bit, and slid it out from under me.  He cleaned me up thoroughly with my baby wipes, then spread oil and powder all over my diaper region.  A fresh diaper and a clean pair of plastic panties from the drawer, and my stockings and outer panties could go back on.  I crawled back onto the crib, and Dan gave me my pacifier and raised the side again.  Then he went away for a moment, probably to take care of my old diaper and to wash his hands.
We heard quick, quiet steps out in the hall, then the door opened and Maureen was back, her eyes wide.  She shut the door softly and nervously, then burst out, “Some guy’s got Susan down in the library!  He musta broken in.  I think he’s got a gun."  Baby Gina didn’t understand what Maureen was saying, but she could pick up on the panic in her voice.  I looked at Maureen, and continued sucking my pacifier, but Dan was thunderstruck.  “What?  We’ve gotta help her!  Did he see you?”
“No,” said Maureen, catching her breath.  “I heard his voice before I got near the library, so I took the elevator upstairs and looked at the security monitors.  I think he’s trying to rob the House.  I called the sheriff’s department, but it’s gonna take ‘em hours to get way out here.”
“Omigod.  What are we gonna do?  We don’t have any guns, or knives, or anything.”
“I dunno, but let’s get down there.  We’ve gotta help Susan!"  So Dan took me out of my crib and strapped me into my stroller, pacifier still in my mouth.  Maureen asked, “Are you sure we should take her?  It might be dangerous.”
“She’s a baby,” Dan answered.  “If we don’t take her, who’s gonna watch her?”
“Okay,” said Maureen, turning the doorknob, “but I hope that pacifier keeps her quiet.”
It did, for a while.  We took the elevator down to the ground floor.  It’s a good thing that elevator is so slow.  I didn’t get upset by the feeling of going down, and the burglar probably didn’t hear the elevator running.
Maureen looked left and right before we left the elevator.  Dan pushed my stroller slowly through the parlour, then the hall, while Maureen scouted ahead.
We were about to enter the sitting room when Maureen came back.  “He’s still in the library!"  she whispered.  “You can hear him as soon as you turn the corner.”
We slowly edged into the sitting room, and sure enough, I could hear an unfamiliar male voice coming from the other side of the library door.
“Wrong answer,” said the voice.  “Let’s try it again.  A house this big must have valuables in it somewhere.  Where are they?"  “I’ve told you twelve times already, there aren’t any,” said Susan’s voice.  Unfortunately, to Baby Gina it was Mommy’s voice, and she missed Mommy.
“Mommy!"  I yelled, dropping my pacifier.
I heard some noises behind me and looked.  Maureen was gone, and so was Dan’s paddle.  He started pulling me back toward the hallway, but couldn’t move fast enough.
The library door flew open, and we saw a man in dark clothes pointing a gun at us.  Dan froze.  “Don’t move,” said the burglar, as if we were going to.
Then he saw us, laughed, and came toward us slowly, keeping his gun trained on Dan’s chest, or mine, at all times.  “Well now, isn’t this cute?  Two babies, one in a stroller.
He bent down and looked at me, his gun frighteningly close to my chest.  “Having a good time?"  he asked.  I looked at him, frightened.  I had to piece together what happened next from what Dan and Maureen told me.
“She doesn’t understand you,” said Dan, looking levelly at the burglar.
The burglar stood up and looked at Dan then, saying, “Doesn’t speak English, huh?  But you do."  Stepping slowly around behind Dan, the burglar pointed the gun at his head and said, “So tell me, baby, are your diapers wet?"  He grabbed the seat of Dan’s pants and felt the mess that Dan had recently made in them.
He seemed truly surprised and drew his hand back quickly.
“Shit!"  he exclaimed appropriately, “you’ve dropped a load!  For real!”
Then there was a loud, sharp sound, like a note played fortissimo on a xylophone.
Dan started breathing again and sighed, “Nice job!"  Maureen took a deep breath and gave Dan the paddle back, and I saw the burglar lying on the floor.
Then I saw Susan running toward me from the library, unlocking the other handcuff from her wrist.  The burglar must have left the keys in there with her; not a smart move.  “Mommy!"  I said, and she crouched down and hugged me.
She asked me, “Gina, are you OK?"  I was smiling and hugging her back, so she assumed I was.  She turned to the unconscious burglar, quickly cuffed his hands behind his back, and started searching him for weapons.
“Susan, I’m so glad you’re all right!"  exclaimed Maureen, picking up the burglar’s gun.
“I am too,” Susan said, flashing a smile.  “Thank you for rescuing me.”
“Oh, it was no problem!"  said Maureen in a sarcastic tone.  She turned to Dan and said, “Well, I guess we’d better get a certain little boy’s diapers changed.”
Dan answered, “You don’t have to do them, Maureen; they’re messy.”
“There’s a first time for everything.  Anyway, it’s only fair, because a certain little girl just messed herself, too."  Maureen turned slightly pink.
Susan dragged the burglar toward the elevator and said, “Let’s take him upstairs and call the police.”
“They’re already called,” said Maureen, as we went back through the hallway, Dan once more pushing my stroller.  “They should be here within,” and she looked at her watch, “an hour and a half.”
Susan tsked.  “Darn,” she said with real disappointment, “and I thought we’d get to keep him longer."  She had a wicked expression on her face.  

