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Chapter 1 

 

Stephanie was lollygagging. She didn’t have long to get to 
work and yet she felt no impulse to move like she had a purpose. 
She sat in front of her vanity mirror, a towel wrapped around her 
hair and a towel wrapped around her chest. She was idly going 
through her cornucopia of makeup, trying to find the right eye 
shadow to go with the light red lipstick she planned on wearing. She 
hadn’t yet chosen a dress to wear and would have to coordinate 
with that as well. Her cell phone, which sat mere inches from her 
hands, was lighting up with texts and notifications. Her followers on 
Instagram were liking her latest pic. It was a saucy shot of her fresh 
out of the shower, her wet hair hanging over her eyes and the top of 
her breasts being exposed. She had edited it to not show any nudity, 
but it was still showing more than her parents would like. 

She still lived with her parents. She had just graduated and 
had turned eighteen at the start of school. She was planning on 
living with her parents before she went off to college, a few months 
away. She was going to live on campus and truly take in the college 
experience. Not that she cared what her parents thought. She didn’t. 
She did what she liked and loved the attention and praise that came 
with her behavior. 

Her boyfriend, Jason, loved her exhibitionism. He was older 
than she was, by seven years, and he was known around town as a 
party animal. He didn’t like girls who were shy or unwilling to have 
a little fun. The more she showed, the more attention he doted upon 
her, and the more willing she was to show or do more. 

She stood up from her vanity and went over to her closet to 
find a dress suitable for work. She was a hostess at a classy 
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restaurant downtown and the owner, Clive, wanted her to look 
attractive but respectable. Her mother had to buy her a whole slew 
of new dresses just for this job, ones that didn’t have a low cut 
around the chest or a short cut around the thighs. She lived and 
loved miniskirts, as did Jason, and to have to wear something she 
couldn’t easily hike up as a tease for him was a drag. That didn’t 
stop her from getting dresses that were as tight as possible to 
accent her curves and assets. Her mother had protested but was 
quickly ignored. A prudish conservative, her mother wouldn’t know 
sexy or stylish if it slapped her in the face. 

Her dress chosen, Stephanie let the towel around her chest 
drop and grabbed her phone. She covered her chest with her arm 
and took a pouty-faced selfie with her phone stretched up above 
her. No one would be able to see anything, but they could clearly 
tell that she was naked from head to toe. She posted the picture 
with captions that said, Adulting Sucks :( and the hashtag 

#workinggirl. 

Her best friend since they were children, Tenaya, video-
called her just as she was about to set the phone down. 

“What are you doing, hoe! Your pale ass ain’t dressed yet?” 
her friend said incredulously, trying hard to sound like she had an 
urban upbringing. 

“Bitch, don’t you even worry about it, girl! Being fabulous is 
a work of art and you don’t rush the artist!” 

“Whatevs. You need to rush something. You know Clive ain’t 
giving you no more chances if you’s late.” 

“He wouldn’t fire me. Jason wouldn’t let him. Besides, I just 
need to throw this dress on and do some touch-ups and I’m good.” 

“You gonna wear some panties or going straight 
commando?” 
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“I don’t know. Haven’t decided yet. You going to the party 
after work?” 

“Hell, yeah! A beach party to kick off summer? You best 
believe that I’ll be there, and I’ll be getting mine.” 

“Getting yours? Shut the fuck up, you ain’t getting shit.” 

“Oh, I know you ain’t talking to me like that, miss virgin 
thang! How long you gonna lead that hunk of man meat along? If 
you ain’t climbing that mountain, at least get out of the way and let 
me have a turn! Whoo! I know he ain’t ready for this!” 

“Ain’t no one want your tiny ass. You’re short enough to not 
have to drop to your knees!” Stephanie made gagging noises and 
mimicked giving someone oral sex. 

“Shit, I know it! But at least I know what it’s like. Unlike 
someone who hasn’t even let a finger slip, much less felt the real 
thing. So don’t you be bringing that grade school shit over here!” 

“Whatever, T. I just want to make sure that Jason knows he’s 
getting something special.” 

“Special? What? You think you’ve got a magical pussy 
between your legs? You think he hasn’t already tried to compare 
you to every other girl he’s had? Stop being delusional and give that 
poor boy something to hold on to before he finds someone else. Or 
before someone else gives him what you won’t!” 

“I-I don’t think it’s magical. But you know, you’re only a 
virgin once.” 

“And then life gets infinitely better! Who’s filling your head 
with that virgin purity bullshit? There is nothing more liberating 
than an orgasm, let me tell you. And no one has ever said that they 
wish they’d kept their virginity. Any girl that’s had sex, loves sex. 
Wants sex and needs sex. Is it all good? No, but girl, when it is, 
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whoo, it’s like the best feeling you’ve ever had. Especially when 
someone is going down on you and making your toes curl!” 

“Ahh! Enough. Enough! I get it. Sex is great. Whoopdeedoo! 
I’ll get there when I get there.” 

“Best get that cherry popped before college. You need to 
know what you are doing with college guys or they will walk all 
over you! Anyway, hoe, I gots to go. See ya at the party.” 

“Bye, T!” 

Stephanie looked at her phone and had a miniature panic 
attack. She had five minutes to get ready or her dad wouldn’t give 
her a ride. She pulled her dress on really quick, zipping it up the 
side, and frantically pulled a brush through her hair. She finished up 
her makeup on the fly and hunted for her pumps. She decided to 
forgo underwear. She didn’t have time to search through her messy 
drawers for the thong Jason liked and figured it would make things 
easier if she had to sneak away from the party to pee. She grabbed 
her phone and her tiny purse which held her wallet full of credit 
cards and dashed down the hall to the living room. Her father was 
still getting ready for his shift. 

Her car was in the shop getting fixed, something to do with 
the brakes. They had “failed” on her when she rear-ended a car in a 
parking lot because she was too busy playing on her phone. That’s 
what she had told the police anyway. She had played victim really 
well, pretending to be scared and shaking from the crash, when 
really, she just didn’t want to accept responsibility. 

She rode with her dad in silence, too preoccupied with her 
phone. He may have said something about her car, but she wasn’t 
listening. She didn’t care about what her parents had to say. It was 
always a lecture or trying to teach some kind of lesson. Out-of-touch 
millennials trying to tell her how to live her life. Meanwhile, they 
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struggled to do anything close to fun. They worked dead-end jobs 
that didn’t pay them enough and yet thought it prudent to preach to 
her about the value of money, her clothes, or her lifestyle. They 
didn’t understand that styles have changed since they were 
teenagers. 

He dropped her off at the restaurant and she barely said a 
word to him as she got out of the car. She pulled her dress down a 
little more. It rested just above her knees but liked to ride up to her 
mid-thigh. She adjusted her breasts, lifting them up and squeezing 
them together. She wanted them to stand out as much as possible to 
keep the tips coming in and her boyfriend happy. She headed inside 
with a few minutes to spare. 

Chastity, the girl she was replacing for the night, was happy 
to see her. She had to get home to her kids and didn’t like it when 
Stephanie was late. It had happened more than a few times and 
Stephanie didn’t care. It wasn’t her fault that Chastity didn’t 
practice her namesake and had pumped out a couple of kids. The 
more times she was late, the more likely Chastity could get a few 
more tips to feed those mouthy brats. 

“Hey Steph, it’s good to see you. Should be a good night 
tonight. I wrote down your reservations and what tables they 
wanted.” 

“Cool. You make out good?” 

“Yeah. Today was good. Had a business meeting that paid 
out pretty well. Some others that weren’t too bad. The money looks 
good, just remember to play nice and move quick.” 

“I got it. The girls don’t let me down.” 

“Well, they are pretty perky so you shouldn’t have a 
problem.” 

“Never do!” 
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Chastity grabbed her stuff and headed to the back to punch 
out, leaving Stephanie to man the door. She looked over her 
reservations for the night and with some quick figuring based on 
the number of people and the average price per plate, she was 
looking at making a slick hundred just off them. If she shook her ass 
a little more, she might be able to pull an extra fifty. That didn’t 
count the walk-ins that she was bound to have. 

Her night went fairly well. She didn’t have a whole lot of bad 
customers and Clive was showing his appreciation for what she was 
doing. Jason was able to sneak out of the kitchen a few times to rub 
up on her. It made her wet to have his attention on her, even as 
there were waitresses his age that looked just as good as she did. 
She was a jealous girl and any attention he wasn’t paying her made 
her uneasy. 

When the last few customers left and she had a fist full of 
dollars in her hand and a fair amount in her purse, she helped the 
busboys clear the remaining tables just to waste the time. She 
couldn’t leave until Jason was done as he was her ride to the beach 
party. She hung out behind the restaurant with the dishwashers, 
being part of the crew as the cooks smoked and they joked about 
the shitty customers they had that night. 

Stephanie slightly puffed on a cigarette. She didn’t really 
smoke, but to fit it, she took light drags on it, not enough to inhale, 
but enough to fill her mouth with the nasty flavors. The busboys 
were talking about some of the customers in a vulgar way, 
mimicking bending the customer over and going to town. She 
laughed when they laughed but her inexperience made her feel 
uneasy. She knew enough to understand what they were 
pantomiming but not the context of what that particular motion 
meant. 
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Jason emerged not long after and gruffly told the boys to get 
back to work. There wasn’t much left to do and then they could 
leave. It lit a fire under their asses and in a moment, Jason and 
Stephanie were alone outside. 

“Get a good haul tonight, babe?” 

“Not bad. Over a hundred and twenty I think.” 

“Good. I saw you shaking that ass,” he said, reaching behind 
her and picking her up with a firm grip on her butt cheeks. 

“It’s just for the money, sweetie, you know that,” she said 
with a slight squeal. 

She leaned in and kissed him. 

He gagged and glared at her. “Ash mouth isn’t sexy. You want 
something in your mouth, I can fill your need.” 

“Sorry, J. I was just trying to fit in.” 

“You shouldn’t have to worry about fitting in. They know 
you're cool,” he said, setting her down. “And there is only one thing 
you have to worry about fitting.” 

She laughed nervously, feeling like putty in his hands. His 
hands worked their way up her body, cupping her breasts and with 
a firm push, he walked her back into the wall, squeezing on her 
body. She moaned and felt completely exposed. She loved the 
attention but didn’t want anyone else to see him manhandling her. 

“Gonna be a fun night, huh?” he asked. 

“Hope so.” 

“Good,” he said. “I gotta finish up inside and then we can 
leave.” He lifted her chin up so that he could kiss her lips. “Don’t go 
nowhere.” 
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“Never,” she said. It was their secret code, where he could 
command her, and she would obey. She had kept it PG-13, much to 
his dismay, but she kept promising him that it would happen soon. 
She wondered if tonight was going to be the night. She texted 
Tenaya to make sure that she was going to be at the party and 
received a response almost immediately. 

Already three shots in, hoe! Get your tight ass over here! 

Steph sent a smiley emoji face back and updated her social 
media with the hashtag, #crunkwhitegirls! 

You ain't seen nothing yet. The potential here is out of this 

world! 

Tenaya was sending her pictures of the party. Guys were 
running around without shirts on and there were some girls that 
were down to their underwear. She sent a couple of selfies with 
some guy and the lewd positions she was putting herself in. 
Stephanie couldn’t wait to get to the party and start to have fun. 

She didn’t have to wait long as Jason and the guys emerged 
from the back, ready to party, and fully rowdy. The drive to the 
beach didn’t take long and as soon as they arrived, there were 
drinks shoved in their hands. To fit in, she drank anything that was 
handed to her and before she had found her friend, she was five or 
six drinks deep and starting to feel it. 

“Bout time you got here! I was about to start blowing people 
until I found you!” Tenaya said, obviously drunk. The guy she was 
draped on had a huge smile on his face and he was hoping that she 
was serious. 

“And you expect me to stop you?” 

Tenaya laughed, swaying on her feet. “Stop me? You should 
join me!” 
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“I’m taken, and you’re too drunk!” 

“So, start with him and work your way over here! And you 
better hurry before some hussy gets him first,” she said, falling into 
the guy’s arms. “Hey, you. Wanna get lucky?” 

He nodded vigorously and they sauntered off away from the 
party. Stephanie watched her go and wondered briefly if she should 
intervene. She looked through the gathering crowd of people to see 
Jason talking to some girl and looking more friendly than he should. 
Her inhibitions were fading, and her jealousy was showing. She was 
handed another shot of something on her way through the crowd 
and downed it with a choking gasp. The girl Jason was talking to 
had moved on before she got there, and Jason was sitting with some 
of their co-workers away from the crowd but close enough to see 
what was going on. 

“You find your friend?” he asked as she stumbled towards 
him. 

“Yeah. She’s pretty wasted, and I think she’s with some guy 
behind that brush,” she added, pointing to the other side of the 
large bonfire that was illuminating anything. 

“Lucky him,” he said, patting his lap. “How about you come 
have a seat before you fall over.” 

“I’m not drunk,” she said, her words slurred. 

“Not yet. But I’ve been staring at that ass all night and want it 
in my hands.” 

She smiled and straddled him. He was the type that always 
walked around with his pants around his thighs and his boxers 
showing. Her dress slid up a little bit as her thighs spread, but not 
enough to expose anything. His hands felt great on her body, and 
she moaned in his ear as he playfully slapped her butt a few times. 
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“Who was that girl?” she asked, laying her head on his 
shoulder. 

“Someone I used to go to school with. We were catching up.” 

“She seemed to like you.” 

“She’s a dyke. And you need to let it go.” 

“Perhaps you should make me,” she said, coyly. 

“The things I can make you do,” he said, squeezing her ass. 

She hesitated for a moment before whispering in his ear. 
“Like not wearing panties?” 

She felt him shift under her and felt something warm press 
up against her leg. It took her a moment to realize that his erection 
was resting on her inner thigh. She trembled with uncertainty. She 
wasn’t ready to have sex and even while intoxicated, she was 
hesitant. She felt him move around under her dress, which was 
barely covering her lower body. His hand slid down there to help 
things along and in a panic, she spouted out the first thing that 
came to her mind. 

“I gotta pee!” she blurted out, getting off him.  

He scrambled to put himself away as she walked off into the 
darkness. She was trying to get her head straight and while walking, 
found that she really did have to go. When she was far enough away 
and with no one seemingly around, she hiked up her dress over her 
hips and squatted down. The stream had barely started when a 
bright, blinding light shone in her face. 

“Ma’am! Please cover yourself and come over here!” 

Red and blue lights flooded the party as the police swarmed 
the area. A female officer grabbed her by the arm and wrenched her 
to her feet. The stream ran down her legs and into her flats. She 



A [REDACTED] Summer 

17 
 

pushed down her dress to cover her sex as she was dragged 
towards the officer with the light. 

“Public indecency and public urination, what a way to start 
the night!” the officer said. The female officer let her arm go and 
Stephanie practically fell over from intoxication. “Add public intox 
to the charges.” 

“What’s your name, miss?” The male officer asked. 

Stephanie stammered something, the alcohol having kicked 
in. She was well over her limit and with little to no resistance to its 
effects. The female officer dug through Stephanie’s purse and 
managed to find her identification. She read it carefully before 
handing it to her partner. 

“Underage drinking. Nothing like knocking it out of the park 
in one night, huh?” the female officer asked, pulling Stephanie’s 
arms behind her back. “You are under arrest for public nudity and 
public intoxication.” 

Her head swooned. She watched people get arrested from 
the back seat of the police cruiser. She didn’t know what had 
happened to Tenaya or Jason. All she knew was that her shoes were 
wet from pee, and she felt filthy. When the officers returned to the 
car to take her to the station, the jostling of the car sent her over the 
edge, and she vomited onto the floorboards before passing out. 

She woke up the next morning with her head pounding. She 
had no idea where she was or how she had gotten there. Her body 
hurt from sleeping on the cold concrete floor. She sat up and 
retched. The nausea was overwhelming, and the migraine was 
splitting her skull open. When her eyes focused, she noticed that 
she was in a small room with three concrete walls and one set of 
iron bars. 

“Morning, sleepy head!” 
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“Tenaya? That you?” 

“In all my glory! Stupid pigs.” 

“Where are we?” 

“Drunk tank. The police tossed us in here after they broke up 
the party.” 

“Jail? We are in jail?” 

“Yup. I’m sure our parents will be here soon. The shift officer 
said they were on their way.” 

“Our parents…” Stephanie felt like she was going to be sick 
again. What she could remember of the night before was 
fragmented but she could clearly remember trying to pee on the 
beach before the cops came. 

“Yeah, I’m not worried about it. They didn’t get us on 
anything serious, I don’t think.” 

Steph thought back to the charges that the officers were 
rattling off. Public nudity. Public urination. Underage intoxication. 
She doubted that they were going to waive the charges. She leaned 
against the wall as she struggled to her feet. She needed a shower. 
There was vomit in her hair and for some reason, her shoes smelled 
like urine. 

There was a slamming thud that echoed through her mind as 
a door opened and the click of hard heels on the cement floor. She 
turned towards the noise and saw an officer leading her parents in 
front of her cell. Her mother’s face was one of quelled anger while 
her father’s was one of shameful ferocity. 

They didn’t say anything to her as they gathered her things 
and got the instructions from the officers as to where and when she 
was expected to appear in front of the judge. She hadn’t been able 
to say goodbye to Tenaya and her mother held her purse while they 
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waited for her to be discharged. She couldn’t access her phone and 
had no idea what had happened to Jason. 

The car ride home was tense. No one said anything and 
Stephanie was waiting for the fight to start. They arrived home in 
silence and Stephanie walked slowly up the stairs to her room. Her 
parents followed her, as their room was upstairs too. 

She noticed something was wrong the second she walked 
into her room. All that was there was her bed, moved to the middle 
of the room. Her dresser, her vanity, and her decorations were 
gone. Her closet doors were open, and her vast array of clothes 
were gone. All she had was her bed. 

“Sit down, Stephanie. We need to have a talk,” her mother 
said. 

“I can explain,” Stephanie started. 

“No. Not this time. No lies. No manipulations. Not this time,” 
her mother said, the volume of her voice raising slightly. She was 
holding back the yelling. 

“But mom, I can-” 

“Enough!” her father said with a loud, sharp outburst. “We 
don’t want to hear it. We got the call that you got arrested last night 
and we’ve been up all night trying to figure out what we were going 
to do about it.” 

“Dad, it’s fine. I’m sure that it’ll be a slap on the wrist and a 
fine. I’ll pay for it, don’t worry about it.” 

“Underage intoxication is not a slap on the wrist. And we 
don't think you will learn anything from a slap on the wrist.” 

“So, we’ve decided to take a more drastic action,” her mother 
added. “You’ve gotten out of hand lately and we are sick and tired of 
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it. We didn’t raise you this way and we are going to make sure that 
you remember how you were raised.” 

Her father pulled out his phone and with a few swipes, 
showed it to her. 

Stephanie’s eyes grew large as the impossibility loomed on 
his screen. 

“Your behavior, this filth you keep posting on social media, 
your lies, and now this arrest for indecency tells us that you need to 
start over.”  

They each sat down next to her and placed the phone on her 
lap. On the screen was a website she never knew existed. 

The banner across the top made her blood run cold. 

All of your Adult Baby supplies in one place! 

“You can’t be serious,” she said, trying to find some 
compassion in her parent’s eyes. 

“We are, and to prove that we are, you are going to pick out 
your first pack of diapers,” her mother explained. “We will have 
them express shipped here and you will start over. And maybe, 
when this has all blown over and you are ready for college, you will 
remember how we raised you.” 

“So, choose!” her father ordered, lifting the phone off her lap 
and putting it into her hands. 

“I won’t!” 

Her mother looked at her sternly for a moment before 
bending down and reaching under the bed. She pulled her 
husband’s old belt out, a sight that Stephanie immediately 
recognized. 

“It’s your choice. The hard way, or the harder way.” 
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Stephanie was shaking in fear as she scrolled through the 
various pictures on the sight. Her parents made her pick out a few 
outfits, a bottle set, a pacifier, and after more protesting, a pack of 
diapers. They paid for it on the spot, including splurging for next-
day shipping. They left her in her bare room with one final thought 
and a twisting fear eating at her empty stomach. 

“The rules come tomorrow, as do your diapers, and they are 
both non-negotiable. Let the belt be a reminder of what happens 
should you resist.”  
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Chapter 2 

 

Stephanie spent most of the day in her empty room. After 
her parents had left, she did a quick inventory of what was left 
which turned out to be barely anything. All of her underwear were 
gone. She had a couple of basic bras left but not a single pair of 
panties. All of her tight and revealing clothes were gone. She had a 
few pairs of pajamas, some sweatpants, and some t-shirts. 
Everything else, from her makeup to her music, to her tv and 
movies, was gone. Where, she didn’t know, but her room was as 
basic as it could get. 

She couldn’t believe that they were serious and she highly 
doubted that they were. They had made similar threats before. 
Never going as far as to order anything. That was new, but she 
figured that in a couple of days, this would all blow over and she 
would get her stuff back. 

They are crazy if they think they are going to get me to wear 

diapers! Over my dead body! I’ll call the cops on them for abuse, the 

sick fucks! 

Brave thoughts, but the belt lying next to her was a quiet 
reminder of how serious they were. 

I could just leave. Grab what clothes I can and hoof it on out of 

here. I’m 18 years old. What can they possibly do? I bet this was all a 

ruse. I bet they made me pick out those things to scare me and they 

won’t actually go through with it. I mean, who would spend four 

hundred dollars on pervert shit just to teach me a lesson? They don’t 

have that kind of money anyway. 
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So, I’ll play the sad girl and tell them how sorry I am. Squirt 

some tears and this will all just be a bad hangover dream. I have to 

work tomorrow anyway. They aren’t going to keep me from making 

money and I’m sure as hell not going outside in one of those things. I 

wonder what my followers are doing. I should check my pho- 

Where’s my phone? Last time I had it was...That’s right. The 

cops took it. It probably got turned over to my parents when they 

picked me up. I should go get that back. 

Stephanie stood up and immediately regretted it. The 
hangover was still in full force and standing made her dizzy and 
nauseous. 

Slow down, girl! You don’t need to throw up again! This 
reminds me that I need a shower. Or a long, hot bubble bath. What 
the hell, I have time to kill and nowhere to go, it seems. 

She pulled out a pair of pajamas. A two-piece pant and t-shirt 
combo that was super cute and pretty comfy. She would have to 
sort out the underwear situation at some point. She couldn’t go 
commando all the time. 

Stephanie left her room and tiptoed down the hall to the 
stairs. The family bathroom was downstairs. Her parents had their 
own and left the other for Stephanie and all of her backup girl stuff. 
Her mother was in the kitchen baking something. It smelled like 
peanut butter cookies, her favorite. Her father was nowhere to be 
seen. She made it all the way to the bathroom when she realized 
that her parents were more serious than she thought. 

Why the hell is there a lock on the bathroom door? 

It wasn’t just a regular knob lock, either. The knob wasn’t 
locked but her dad had added a second lock at eye level. It was one 
of those shed-type locks, a metal flap over a basic tongue that had 4 
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screws in it and sealing the room from her use was a combination 
lock. 

“This is getting ridiculous! I can’t even take a bath now? 
Where am I supposed to pee?” 

“Funny you should ask that,” her mother said, causing 
Stephanie to jump. She spun around to see her mother leaning 
against the wall not five feet away. 

“Mom? Why does my bathroom have a lock on it?” 

“Why do you think? Can’t very well start raising you all over 
again if you can just use the bathroom whenever you wish.” 

“Look. I know I screwed up but there is no way that I’m 
letting you-” 

“You assume that you have any control over the matter,” her 
mother added, standing tall. “You seem to think that you can just do 
as you please and walk all over your father and me. Did you know 
that your car isn’t broken? Yeah, the mechanic looked at it and said 
there is nothing wrong with it. You hit that car in the parking lot 
and flat out lied about it. And that’s just the tip of the iceberg. We’ve 
had it with you, and this drunk and disorderly stunt is the last 
straw. You go before a judge on Monday and if your father can’t 
convince Uncle Raymond to represent you and plead this down, 
then you are looking at some real time behind bars. You’re 18, and 
every mistake you make counts for real now.” 

“Ugh! Drama much? It was just a beach party. Nothing 
happened! So, I got a little drunk and tried to take a pee by a bush, 
it’s not a big deal!” 

“Which brings me to your attitude. It’s horrendous. I don’t 
know where you get off thinking you can speak to me like that, but 
it stops now!” 
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“Fucking whatever! I’m a go take a shower in your room 
then if I can’t use this one.” 

“You will do no such thing. That one is locked too.” 

“Wonderful. Just fucking wonderful. So, when can I shower?” 

“You will get a bath after dinner, not before or after. And 
mind your mouth before I soap it.” 

“You wouldn’t!” 

Her mother took a step toward her as if open to the 
challenge. “Wanna try me? You may be an adult by age but you're 
still my child. I brought you into this world and I’m not about to be 
talked to like that.” 

“Whatever! I guess I’ll go sit in my room then, because 
there’s fuck all else to do!” 

“That’s it, I’ve had enough of your potty mouth. If you want 
to disrespect me and the rules of this house, then you are going to 
find out what happens!”  

Her mother stormed towards her and grabbed her by the 
arm. With a rock-solid grip, she pulled Stephanie into the kitchen 
and towards the sink. She pulled open Stephanie’s bottom lip and 
filled the whole space with dish soap before holding her hand over 
her daughter’s mouth. With her other, she reached over, grabbed 
the spatula she was using for the cookies, and brought it as hard as 
she could across Stephanie’s ass. Once, twice, harder and harder, 
she just swung with abandon until Stephanie collapsed to the floor 
with a mouth full of soap suds and welts on her backside. 

Stephanie choked and gagged on the suds and the tears. She 
couldn’t remember the last time she had been treated in such a 
manner. Sure, she remembered the last time she had been spanked, 
but that was years and years ago before she hit puberty. She had 
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never had her mouth soaped though. She was shocked and horrified 
by her mother’s gall. It was something that a parent would do to a 
child, and she was far from a child anymore. 

She gagged and spit soap-filled saliva onto the floor. The 
taste was everywhere, and she couldn’t get away from it. Her ass 
was stinging from spatula strikes. She didn’t know what hurt worse, 
the physical pain or the emotional trauma. 

“Now that your attitude has been corrected, care to try that 
again?” 

Stephanie shook her head. Her mom was still brandishing 
the spatula and she didn’t want to test those waters any further. 

“Good. So, sit right there and stay until I say otherwise,” her 
mother warned, walking out of the room. 

Stephanie didn’t move. One, because she was nauseous from 
the hangover and the mouth full of soap, and two, because she had 
to pee so badly that she didn’t know if she could hold it in any other 
position. She hated being talked to like that. It wasn’t like a person 
would talk to their child. It was how a human would talk to a dog. 

When her mother finally returned, Stephanie was still in the 
same spot, practically in the same position. Her mother threw 
something at her. A plastic-coated package of some sort. It landed 
with a plop in front of her and when it came to rest, Stephanie’s 
eyes grew wide with horror. 

“Your father was nice enough to pick these up from the 
store.” Her mother said. 

In front of Stephanie was a package of Depends adult 
undergarments, the pull-up kind. 

“These will tide you over until your diapers arrive.”  

“M-mom!” Stephanie whined. 
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“No whining! Put them on or I will put it on you!” her mother 
demanded. 

“I-I won’t!” Stephanie said, standing up. She could take a lot 
of crap, but she wouldn’t let her mother treat her that way. And 
there was no way she was going to let them put her back into 
diapers. 

“You just bought yourself another week!” her mother said, 
crossing the room with sudden ferocity. She grabbed her daughter’s 
hair by the back of her head and drug her screaming daughter over 
to the kitchen table. She slammed her hair-clenched hand into the 
table, pulling Stephanie’s head with her. Bent over the table, her 
hair in her mother’s vile clutches, she barely had a moment to 
process what was happening before the spatula cracked across her 
ass with a vicious strike.  

“I have had enough of your insolence!” 

Stephanie screamed in pain as each stroke fell. She hadn't 
recovered from the first spanking, and if her mother had been 
holding back, she wasn’t anymore. Any attempt Stephanie made to 
free herself from her mother’s grip or to block the impending 
strikes was meant with more strikes and more time. By the time her 
mother was done, Stephanie had accrued a full month’s worth of 
diapers. She lay crumpled against the table, her backside on fire. 

“This will last as long as it has to,” her mother declared. “By 
rod or by cane, you will do as I command.” A thespian at heart, her 
mother never strayed away from the dramatic. She kicked the 
package of Depends over to her daughter. “Last chance before your 
father gets home.” 

With hiccupping sobs, Stephanie slowly tore the package 
open and pulled one of the garments out. It was thin, not like she 
expected. The fabric was soft, and the leak protection was no 
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thicker than a maxi pad. With tears still streaming down her face, 
she unfolded it and pushed her feet through the leg holes. She 
looked up at her mother in vain hopes of getting sympathy but 
received none. Her mother was busy pulling cookies from the oven. 
Stephanie slowly pulled it up to her knees, trying as hard as she 
could to find a way out of her situation. 

“Dragging your heels won’t work on me,” her mother said, 
turning around. “All the way up with haste, lest you relieve yourself 
on my floor.” With no respite from her torture, Stephanie pulled the 
garment up to her waist. With a snort of derision, her mother 
crossed the room, lifted Stephanie’s dress, and inspected the fit. 
“Another!” she proclaimed, pulling another humiliating garment 
from the package. “I’m not paying for carpet cleaning.” 

Her mother finally stopped after six. The bulk of the stacked 
garments on her body made it impossible to hide. Her dress was too 
tight and had to be pulled up above her waist. The thickness 
between her thighs forced her legs apart. In an added cruelty, her 
mother had cut slits in the inner 5 layers so that any overflow of 
liquid would be absorbed into the next layer. The sixth one barely 
fit over the other five; stretched to near tearing, it had to be pulled 
up with her mother’s help. 

“Now that my floors are safe, it looks like you have enough 
left over for one change. Take that ridiculous dress off and then go 
stand in the corner.” 

Like a whipped dog, she complied, pulling her dress up over 
her head and dropping it on the floor. She followed her mother’s 
gesture and stood with her face in the corner, her arms across her 
chest. Her stance lasted mere moments before her mother pulled 
her hands from across her chest and twisted them behind her back.  

“Babies aren’t modest, therefore you will not cover yourself.” 
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“I’m not a baby!” Stephanie finally said, finding her voice. 

“Oh, but you will be,” her mother said with a sneer. “And 
don’t think that you will have me alone to contend with. Your father 
will be changing you too!” 

Her mother walked away as Stephanie gasped in 
astonishment and disgust. She couldn’t fathom the thought of her 
father seeing her naked, much less changing her diapers. 

Oh shit, they are going to make me wear diapers! And use 

them. For a month! This is so unbelievably cruel! 

She was left alone with her thoughts, her fears, and her 
regrets. Her mother busied herself about the kitchen, starting 
dinner and finishing up the cookies. Stephanie didn’t know how 
long she had been standing there, but she was well into desperation 
mode. She had been unable to use the bathroom and she blatantly 
refused to use the makeshift diaper. Her will, however, wasn’t 
stronger than her body. In a sob and with her face flushed red from 
embarrassment, the floodgates opened. 

Six layers weren’t enough. They were too densely packed 
with too thin of material that within moments, there was a dribble 
running down her leg and splashing on the floor. Stephanie cried 
more than she had ever cried before. By fear of discipline, her 
mother had reduced her to a baby in less than an hour. 

“Didn’t think it would take this long,” her mother said. “But 
you will soon realize that fighting it won’t get you anywhere. How 
about you sit in your puddle and hope to God that your diaper 
absorbs the rest of it?” 

Stephanie sank to the floor in utter humiliation and 
subjugation. There was no use fighting anymore. Between the 
spatula-fueled spankings and the package of clean Depends not far 
away, she knew that there was little point. She couldn’t change her 
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mother’s mind and maybe if she capitulated, they would ease up 
and let this one instance be the lesson for her. She was trying to be 
hopeful and as she sat on the soggy mess of fabric around her waist, 
she couldn’t help but stare at the clock. The mail was due to arrive 
in a few hours. That’s how long she had to show her parents just 
how sorry she was. In the pit of her stomach, she knew that if the 
packages arrived and her parents were still serious about making it 
happen, no amount of begging or pleading was going to get her out 
of it. She was going to be regressed back to a baby and if her 
mother’s threats were sincere, and she believed them to be, she was 
going to be in diapers for a month. 

Her father got home just before the mail came. She hid in the 
corner the best she could. She had goosebumps as she started to get 
cold. She was still mostly naked and did not want to face her father 
in that way. 

Her father didn’t seem to pay her any attention. Her mother 
had not allowed her to change, and the smell of urine was starting 
to creep around the kitchen. He sat at the table with the paper and 
engaged his wife in idle conversation. 

“I talked to Raymond. Explained the situation and he’s going 
to draft a motion to file with the judge. They are golf buddies and 
Ray thinks that he can get this knocked down to misdemeanors.” 

“Thinks? Or knows?” 

“Hard to say. He seemed confident enough, but when isn’t he 
confident? Remember that family reunion we went to a few years 
back? He had everyone convinced that he was going to ace the BAR 
exam and be recruited by a big New York law firm. Turns out he got 
wasted the day before and barely passed it.” 

“And now he’s a two-bit attorney in this town.” 



A [REDACTED] Summer 

31 
 

“True, but he’s doing this for us for nothing. We can’t afford a 
fancy lawyer to clean this mess up,” he said, unfolding the paper 
and digging out the sports section. 

“Speaking of messes, how’d it go?” 

“We are up to a month. Someone had a smart mouth and 
didn’t want to put her diaper on.” 

“So much for this being easy, huh?” 

“You and I both know that none of this means anything if the 
judge throws the book at her. Raymond, say what the worst-case 
scenario is.” 

“At her age? With all of the charges and previous history, up 
to two years. Public nudity alone is a year. The drinking is a minor 
offense as it’s her first time, but public intoxication is a 90-day 
sentence. It’s the vandalism charge that’s the real problem.” 

“They are charging her with vandalism for throwing up in 
the cruiser?” 

“And for kicking a window out when they tried to remove 
her from the car.” 

“I thought those windows were bulletproof.” 

“The newer ones are. This was the last of the older models in 
service and they don’t have the budget to replace the car until next 
year. That vandalism charge is being considered a felony. Comes 
with a $1000 fine and a year behind bars. If the judge doesn’t let her 
serve her time concurrently, she’s looking at just over two years in 
prison.” 

Stephanie’s blood ran cold. She didn’t remember the window 
until her dad brought it up. She didn’t want to have her dress 
dragged through her vomit when they tried to pull her out of the 
car and had been trying to get out of the car by herself. The female 
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officer had grabbed her by the upper arm and when Steph had lost 
her balance, her leg had come up and shattered the back window of 
the cruiser. The memory was hazy, but it was starting to come back 
to her now. 

Two years! I could be facing two years in prison. Prison! Those 

women in there would eat me alive! 

She started panicking as the realization hit her and the 
gravity of her actions came crashing down around her. It wasn’t fun 
and games anymore. She had seriously fucked up. She started to 
shake and hyperventilate. She was having a full-blown panic attack 
over it and before she could call out to her parents, the doorbell 
rang. 

“Ahh! Just in time!” her father said. “I know a certain 
someone that’s due for a diaper change!”  


