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At six years old, little Emily Rogers didn’t have much of a say in anything. Had she exerted any bearing on the earliest events of that one chill evening in October, she would have remained safely at home, baby-sat by her college-aged sister Brooke and buried in a pile of library books she was keen to read.

Instead, Brooke Rogers loaded her charge into the car and proceeded to make the cross-town trek to her ex-boyfriend’s house.


The break-up had been recent; for a full year, Brooke had tolerated – even embraced – Tyler’s brainy interests. From video games to computer programming, from figurine collecting to the creation of small but complex “inventions” Brooke wasn’t allowed to touch, Tyler’s private life was profoundly nerdy and antisocial. And, as time went on, Brooke’s friends and acquaintances grew increasingly vindictive vis-à-vis the company Brooke chose to keep. 
Ultimately, Brooke decided that continuing to date Tyler was having a deleterious effect on her social standing—his apparent arrested development clashed with the air of sophistication Brooke made certain to exude whenever possible. So she broke his heart… without first making sure that all her personal possessions had been liberated from the boy’s off-campus house.

Brooke had waited for an evening when she knew Tyler and his roommates would be out for a few hours; it just so happened to be the same evening she was tasked with babysitting her kid sister Emily. So Emily openly pouted in the passenger seat of the sedan as Brooke weaved her way through the town’s streets to arrive at Tyler’s house.


“I don’t think this is such a good idea,” Emily warned, “breaking into someone’s house like this.”


“I’m not breaking in,” replied Brooke. “I have a key. The very key he had made for me in better times. Now, let’s go.”


Brooke shut off the car and, moments later, used her key to gain access to the empty dwelling. Emily held on to Brooke’s hand, somewhat scared of the darkened domicile… until Brooke flipped on a light, revealing the inside of a small and standard house littered everywhere with inventions, parts, and geek ephemera.


“Wow!” exclaimed Emily. “This place is so cool! It’s like a fun house!”


Brooke nodded morosely. “It’s only ‘cool’ for so long. Then you tend to outgrow a lot of this stuff. At least, some of us do.”


“What do you mean? When you get to be as old as you, fun stuff isn’t fun anymore?”


Brooke chuckled. “Something like that. Take, for example, this—”—she was pointing to something that looked like a miniature jukebox that would be hung at a booth in a diner—“it’s all done up in vivid, gaudy colors. Probably his attempt at recreating a prop from one of his many sci-fi infatuations. He’ll bring it to some convention and a bunch of boys his age will gawk and drool all over it.” Brooke reached out to touch the garish device.


“I wouldn’t do that if I were you,” peeped Emily, her childish voice taking on an uncharacteristic edge. “It’s naughty to touch other people’s things.”


“Oh, please,” sniffed Brooke. “Anything I do to this piece of junk would only be an improvement.”


Brooke touched the device—and a very real shock, stronger than static electricity, leapt into her finger and caused her nerves and bones to shake.


It also caused nearly twenty years’ worth of accumulated knowledge and accrued emotional maturity to vaporize from her mind.


“Brooke?” Emily asked, noting the distant, glazed-over look in her babysitter’s eyes. “Are you okay?”


Brooke didn’t feel okay. She stumbled backwards once, than twice. She tried to take inventory of her mind, tried to reconcile it against her adult body… and came up empty. So empty.


As empty and as scared as a two-year-old toddler.


“Emiwy?” Brooke sniffed, anxiously shifting her weight from foot to foot. “Wha’ happened to me?” No sooner did the question escape her mouth than Brooke felt a great emptiness, an overwhelming anxiety that she knew intrinsically only one thing could cure: Brooke extruded her thumb from her clasped left fist and slowly, purposefully, slid the stiff digit between her pert lips. She began to suck. With her free hand, she twirled her hair. Every miniscule step she took seemed wobbly and uncertain.

Her memories were there. Brooke knew she was a college student in her early twenties. But, for the life of her, she couldn’t stop acting like a toddler.


“Brooke?” asked the child. “How do you feel?”


“Feew widdwe,” was all the woman said from behind the thumb she nursed with increasing fervor.


Emily eyed the device up and down. It seemed to crackle and glow with the energy it had robbed from Brooke. She had to figure out a way to restore her babysitter to normal. It was an act of faith – an act of deductive, adventuresome reasoning – that compelled Emily to reach out her tiny hand and touch the device in turn.


Emily, too, received a shock. But instead of having knowledge and maturity robbed from her, Brooke’s knowledge and maturity – all two decades of it, stored as energy inside the machine – entered Emily’s six-year-old body and found rest in her mind.


Emily had all the knowledge and emotional strength of a woman in her early twenties. Brooke’s knowledge and emotional strength.


“Wow,” Emily said, looking over her childlike form and finding it an unsuitable vehicle for all the very adult knowledge she suddenly possessed. “Suddenly I feel like I know everything. Badass.”

Emily glanced up at Brooke, who was crossing her legs and still sucking her thumb. “What is it, Brooke? Something the matter?”


Something was the matter, and it was announced by a loud, protracted whine coming from around Brooke’s bobbing digit. Emily looked down at her babysitter’s legs and saw one yellow stream, then two, course down the young woman’s thighs.


“Are you… peeing your panties, Brooke?” asked the six-year-old.


Brooke could only nod and sniffle and suck her thumb harder. Her bladder had completely loosened and soaked her panties to the core, leaving long, unbroken rivulets of urine to paint her thighs and legs and gather in a warm, bubbly puddle on the hardwood floor below.


“That’s a very naughty girl, Brooke,” Emily scolded. “Now you wait right there while Emily gets something to clean up your mess.”

“Emiwy?” asked Brooke as she squeezed off the last few drops of her mess.


“Yes, baby girl?”


“I… I fink I need… to wear… diapers.” Brooke closed her eyes tight. She couldn’t believe she had said the words. But there was no way around the fact that she had been stripped by the machine of the most basic toilet training.


“Well, duh,” Emily replied. “I’ll be right back with some supplies.”

-=-=-


When Emily returned, she had her older sister strip off not just her saturated panties, but her skirt, shirt, and bra, as well. “Toddlers have no modesty,” Emily had explained, using one of the many thousands of words she had learned simply by absorbing Brooke’s knowledge.


Emily had Brooke lay down on the floor. The younger, more mature sister cleaned up the puddle of piss Brooke had deposited where she once stood, then used baby wipes and powder to clean her big sister’s genitals and prepare them for the diapering to come.


Improvising, Emily wrapped Brooke’s private areas in a white terrycloth towel she had found, fastening the makeshift diaper together with safety pins from a nearby tool drawer. When it was done, Brooke looked very much like an oversized baby with tits, her thumb never having left her mouth as she endured the humiliation of being diapered by her six-year-old little sister.


“Such a naughty baby girl,” Emily scolded, just to rub it in. “First touching something that clearly didn’t belong to her, then going peepees all over Tyler’s nice wooden floor. I hope you’re ashamed of yourself, little girl.”


Brooke blushed around her thumb. She was ashamed. So, so ashamed.


“Well, it looks like it’s up to me to figure out how to get us back to normal,” said Emily. She stood up and walked to the machine, then rifled through stacks and stacks of paper until she came to what appeared to be a rudimentary instruction manual for the device.


Emily read through the booklet for at least a half hour before she set it down and announced her plan.


“Well, Brooke, we both touched the front of the machine, and this is what happened. From what I can tell, all we have to do is touch the back of the machine – simultaneously – and both of our minds will be restored to normal.”


Brooke clambered to her feet, her swaying breasts looking ridiculous atop an oversized terrycloth diaper. Still sucking her thumb, she positioned her free hand inches away from the back of the device, just as the six-year-old Emily had done.

“Ready?” asked Emily.


Brooke nodded around her thumb.


“Set?”


Both girls’ hands inched closer to the cold metal of the contraption.


“Go!”


Their hands touched the device, and both girls were shocked. The current seemed stronger that time. Brooke smiled and waited for her mind to be replenished.

Instead, the college girl began to shrink. Her skeletal structure and musculature began to contract upon themselves as Brooke, physically, became younger and younger.


Concomitantly to this horror, Emily began to grow older. Her pants unzipped and began to split as she became pubescent, then a teenager. Her round, perfect breasts began to fill out just as soon as Brooke’s completely deflated into flat, nippled nubs.


Brooke screamed and whined and cried as she fell out of puberty from the wrong direction. The makeshift diaper that had been pinned to her fell unceremoniously to the ground, revealing her flat, naked, boylike figure. Fat tears streamed down her face as she became a kindergartner, then a preschooler.


Emily, meanwhile, admired her own naked body, her clothes having long since split away and piled upon the floor. Her breasts were firm and perky, her belly slender, her vagina lightly hairy and damp with excitement. It was happening. It was really happening!


When the process ceased, Emily was all woman—post-graduate, stunning, and possessed of all the knowledge and emotional maturity expected of someone of her advanced age.


Brooke, meanwhile, had become a baby. Unable to so much as form words to the end of voicing her disapproval, she merely threw her head back and bawled with her toothless, leaking mouth. She pounded her heels on the hardwood floor as tears and snot fell from her face and coated the rolls of her baby fat.

Emily leaned down and swept Brooke up into her cradled arms.


“Now, now, didn’t big sister Emily tell you not to touch things that didn’t belong to you? I wonder what Tyler will think when he gets back. I’m sure that by now he’s in the market for someone a little more mature and nonjudgmental than you, wouldn’t you say? We’ve both liked him, just at different times… and it’s pretty clear that you don’t deserve him. All you deserve are diapers! I’d better change into your clothes – minus the soaked panties, of course – and pick some up before Tyler gets back. There should be enough time to pick up a playpen and some nice, soft toys for you, too.”


Brooke bawled harder, squirming and kicking in Emily’s grasp. Somehow she didn’t think she’d be getting out of this one.
-=-=-


“God, you’re so fucking sexy,” Tyler breathed as he gradually stripped Emily of her clothing. Their making out was wet and sloppy, driven by lust as they raced to get the other lover naked first.


“Nothing compared to you,” Emily breathed as she unzipped Tyler’s fly and wrapped her hand around his leaking hardness. “Oh, God… I want this inside me so bad.”


Tyler fucked upwards into Emily’s grasp and felt more pre-cum drool from his slit. “You got it.” In moments, both twentysomethings were naked, crawling all over each other in the carpeted living room.


Ten feet away, in a playpen, ignored, stood Brooke Rogers—one and a half years old, and dressed in only a white disposable diaper. She cried a toothless howl as she watched her ex-boyfriend and former little sister scream out the multiple orgasms they gave one another.


Moments later, Brooke felt as though she was having an orgasm of her own. It was a feeling of intense, transcendent relief, borne from a primal need she had felt in her gut. It was amazing.


Brooke was shocked and humiliated to find that she wasn’t having an orgasm—she was pooping her diapers. They sagged, stinking, down the back of her thighs. Warm mush coated her little baby butt and spread between her legs. Brooke wanted to wretch.


Instead, she sat down in it, seemingly resigned to her fate. One of them would have to change her. And, as she relaxed and let a bladderful of pee soak into the front panel of her messy diaper, she resolved to make her sister’s evening as revolting as possible.
THE END
