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Austen

“Sit down, Austen,” my father demanded as I came in from my part-time job at our local supermarket.

I frowned and pulled the chair out before sitting down. My parents were both seated at the table. Their faces resembled thunder, and I started to catalog everything I’d recently done that could cause that look on their faces.

As soon as I sat down, my father lifted his hand and placed it on the table. When he opened his fist, my eyes widened, and I gasped as he revealed my adult-sized pacifier. 

“Explain why my adult son would have a box filled with pacifiers, diapers, and baby powder? An adult son that doesn’t have children. An adult son that shouldn’t need such things,” Papa growled.

I bit into my bottom lip and swallowed hard. Glancing between Mama and Papa, I knew they wouldn’t understand. I breathed in deeply and slowly let it out. “They are mine.”

“Yes, we’ve worked that out,” Papa growled. “Why do you need them? Do you have a child we don’t know about?”

I shook my head. “No. I use them.”

Papa’s frown deepened, and he licked over his bottom lip. “You use them?”

I nodded my head. “Yes. I wear the diapers and suck on the pacifiers.”

Mama’s eyes widened, and she looked at my father, whose face was growing redder, and I could see the anger building around him. I could feel his magic darkening. We were warlocks, and although Papa’s magic was intense, it felt much stronger at that moment. 

“You wear them?” he questioned.

I swallowed thickly and nodded my head. “Yes.”

“Austen, please,” Mama said quietly. “You don’t expect us to believe that.”

“I do,” I pleaded. “I’m what they call a little.”

“A little?” Mama asked.

“Yes. We are adults who like to dress as babies or toddlers. We wear diapers, suck pacifiers, some drink from bottles, and others wear training pants. I prefer diapers, though. It’s a part of the BDSM community.”

“Enough,” Papa growled, slapping his hand on the table and making my mouth shut quickly. 

I’d never seen him so angry in all my twenty-two years. He said nothing and just stared at me. Nerves filtered through my entire body; I wasn’t sure if he would beat me or what he would do.

“Papa,” I began but stopped as soon as Papa shook his head in warning. 

“I want you to gather your belongings and leave this house. I will not have a pedophile under my roof,” he growled. “You disgust me, Austen. Fucking disgust me.”

My eyes widened, and I gasped, shaking my head vigorously. “I’m not a pedophile, Papa. I don’t want to touch children.”

Papa’s lip curled in a sneer. “You want to dress like a baby; you want to be fucked while looking like a baby. You’re sick, Austen. Sick. You make me sick. And I won’t have that in my house.”

Without another word, he stood abruptly, knocking the chair over and storming out of the kitchen. I watched my father leave with tears in my eyes. I looked over at Mama, who was watching me with horror.

She shook her head sadly, and tears trekked down her cheeks. “I don’t know what I did wrong,” she whispered. “I made a big mistake with you, it seems.”

“Mama, please, I’m not a pedophile.”

“Maybe not, but you are sick. Normal people don’t do this, Austen. This is disgusting. It’s sick.”

With that, she stood and walked out of the kitchen and towards where Papa had gone. A sob fell from my lips. I wasn’t a pedophile. I had no interest in children. I wasn’t sick. Yeah, I liked wearing diapers and sucking on a pacifier. It was comforting. But that didn’t make me sick. The feeling of having someone caring for me and the surface of the diaper around my cock felt good. It was no different from someone who liked leather or latex. I just preferred a diaper and baby powder.

I stood from the kitchen table and went into my bedroom. I wondered what would happen if I disobeyed my father. If I just sat in my room and did nothing. I wondered what he would do. As I looked around my room, my bedroom door opened, and Mama stepped in.

She handed me an envelope. “Here, this will give you enough to get a place somewhere,” she said before turning and leaving again.

I opened the envelope to see a large wad of cash. That was my answer. They were serious. Slowly I started to load my clothes and anything I didn’t want to leave behind, like my stuffies, into a duffle bag before going out to my car. Looking back at the house, I saw Mama standing in the window. I lifted my hand in a wave, but she turned her around. My heart cracked open, and I sighed before climbing into my car and bringing the engine to life.

I pulled out of the driveway as tears started to fall and drip from my chin. Where was I going to go? I remembered a post I’d seen on the Facebook group that I belonged to about a club in Lalbert where they had a large littles room. I reached out for my phone and opened my maps. I input Lalbert into the GPS and saw that I was only three hours away. 

Pointing the car in that direction, I followed the map as tears flowed steadily down my cheeks. I needed to be with people like me. People that understood. People that knew there was nothing wrong with me. I wasn’t sick.
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Ione

Club KINK was by far the best club I’d ever attended. Asher catered to everyone, and I’d never felt so safe. I’d tried Hellfire, but that place was full of sleazebags, and I could never fully immerse myself in my little side. There was just one thing I was missing. A Daddy or a Mommy. I wanted someone to call my own. It was fun to play, and I had a lot of friends at the club; sometimes, we caught up on the outside and played together. But I wanted someone special. I liked that person I could come home to after a full day at work and relax, knowing Daddy or Mommy had all my needs taken care of.

At the club, I saw littles ranging in age; some were babies, wore diapers, sucked on a pacifier, and even wore mittens; they often climbed into the cribs and slept. Others were crawling stage and liked to keep the Daddies and Mommies who came into the room on their toes. 

Then there were the toddlers. I was a toddler. I liked to color, paint and run around with my friends, being loud, but then I wanted to curl up in the bean bag and listen to a story while someone played with my hair and helped me to wind down. Jade, my best friend since college, was a little too. 

I was absolutely floored the day she admitted it all to me. As it happened, we were in the same dorm, and I’d forgotten to put my pacifier away after I’d used it the night before. Jade came bounding into my room as she often did, and her eyes seemed to zero in on the bright pink paci. My cheeks had flamed with embarrassment, almost as red as my hair. I tried to think of an excuse as to why it was there, but Jade knew I didn’t have brothers or sisters. She knew that I didn’t have any kids around. So, I stood there stammering until she looked at me with wide eyes.

“You’re a little?” she asked.

I bit into my bottom lip and nodded my head. A huge smile spread across her face as she bounced excitedly. “Me too,” she screamed before pulling me into a tight hug. From then on, we’d been even closer, more like sisters than best friends. We explored different clubs and met others in the community. But it wasn’t until we’d finished university and started working that we met Einar and Brandt. Einar was able to pick us up straight away. He came to me one day while I was typing away and quietly put a flyer on my desk. When I lifted it, I saw it was for Club KINK, and they were holding a littles night.
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