Bandsy Grows Young Chapter 33

Ravel finally had some serious time to do what she had been eager to do all day, veg out in total baby mode. She was laying across the one chair she had in her living room, in a rather precarious position laying across both arm rests, but one that felt oddly like she was being cradled. She was lazily nursing at her bottle filled with water. She was still wearing the onesie she had put on as soon as she got off her call with SmolSally. As she was downing the last of the water she exhaled with relief and felt her diaper grow warm and wet. She pressed it against herself feeling the warmth before it was absorbed into the waiting padding. 

The nipple of the bottle left her mouth and the nipple of her pacifier took its place. Ravel suckled the pacifier, closed her eyes, and started rubbing the front of her diaper, just barely stopping herself from fully pleasuring herself completely. She had only used the diaper once, and getting off in a diaper usually ruined the sap in it so it wouldn’t hold anything else. Diaper orgasms were more fun when the diaper was full.

The disappointment she felt afterward was more than just a result her edging herself. She really could have used the distraction. She just lost her job, or rather she quit. It was the right move, but she would have to start taking a bunch of steps, and soon. Nagging thoughts on her conversation with SmolSally were still in her mind. Did she need to start a Cosmic Fans? Was selling images of her body really the only way to make a living from the internet? She hoped silently that it wasn’t. She had always been taught that if she tried her hardest and worked hard, that she could do anything. Presumably, that included making a decent living as a diaper streamer without an accompanying Cosmic Fans. Of course, that was all just hopeful rhetoric to inspire kids to take part in a system that would abuse them and spit them out with the promise of fortune when they got out of it. Admittedly, Ravel wasn’t taking part in that system, but still it was all just happy lies that ignored the brutal reality. Ravel stopped her train of thought. While these were pressing concerns thoughts of the indoctrination in public schools were not really thoughts that needed to be in the head of a baby girl in a soggy diaper.

Try as she might though, Ravel couldn’t shake her general anxiety. She stood up with a huff. The childish onesie and soggy diaper betrayed the very much adult Ravel that was wearing those things. She glanced at her phone to see that SmolSally had sent her the list of ingredients she needed and pitched a time for the collab in a few days, soon enough that the ingredients would not spoil. Ravel resolved to go get those ingredients tonight, since her little space mood wasn’t going to happen. Only now did she come to realize that little space was what she was going for. She chuckled at her slow and steady progress to full adult baby. The conclusion was so inevitable she didn’t feel like denying it any more.

She quickly sent SmolSally the confirmation while she looked over the ingredients and mapped out a route through her local store to get everything. While she was still resolved to go get her ingredients tonight, she also didn’t want to waste her diaper, and could still use the relief that comes from a diaper masturbation session. She refilled her bottle with the resolve to wet her diaper one more time, where it would be used enough to not be wasted when she ruined it with her vibrator. As she was filling her bottle up a thought hit her like a jolt and Ravel immediately felt bad.

She had meant to text Donna Sue the news about her job, but had gotten distracted by SmolSally. She felt bad because Donna Sue was her best friend, losing one's job was something best friends should know. She had been growing more and more distant from Donna Sue as she got more and more into her new career as a diaper streamer. Because Donna Sue was becoming more and more skeptical of her new career. It almost made Ravel hesitant to tell her friend the news that the career she was so skeptical of was now her only career. They were still friends though, and she felt she owed Donna Sue the news and explanation.

Hey girl. So, I got some news. :Ravel

Donna Sue: News?

Donna Sue responded annoyingly fast.

I may have quit my job. :Ravel

Donna Sue: You what?

Ravel didn’t have a chance to text a response because Donna Sue was already calling her. Ravel answered the call with a wince.

“You quit your job!?” Donna Sue was coming out swinging.

“Yes, I quit my Job,” Ravel answered plainly.

“Ravel …” Donna Sue said with obvious concern.

“Leroy didn’t really leave me much of a choice,” Ravel said defensively. “He was going to fire me if I didn’t quit.”

“You know you can sue over that.”

“But he’s right Sue,” Ravel said with confidence. “That’s a job for a highschooler. I can’t live off of that job forever.”

“And you can live off of streaming?”

“It’s paying more than the hardware store did,” There was silence as Donna Sue couldn’t deny the facts of what Ravel was saying. Ravel took a moment to take a drink from her bottle. “I’m so close to making this streaming thing work. I know I can do it.”

“I don’t mean to say that you can’t,” Donna Sue had a measured response. “It’s just that …” There was a pause as she chose her words. “It’s good to have a stable fall back.”

“Only if I have time,” Ravel countered while taking another drink from her bottle. “I was barely at the shop any more, I used all my time off. Even Leroy called it out. I couldn’t grow my streaming as well as keep that job it just wasn’t going to happen.” Ravel punctuated her thoughts with another drink from her bottle.

“Well, do you need to do anything in particular now that you’re full time? Anything I can help with?”

“No not really,” Ravel grew quiet as she could predict what reaction her next statement would have. “I might have to start a Cosmic Fans.”

“You do not need to start a Cosmic Fans!” Donna Sue’s reaction was immediate and strong. “You don’t need to do that to yourself.”

“I said might,” Ravel countered ineffectively. “But like every other diaper streamer has one, and I’ve seen what’s on them and it’s not like it’s the worst thing. Just some pictures in baby clothes, maybe a diaper change.”

“Ravel that’s a bridge that you can’t uncross when you cross it. Not to mention that it’s a death nail for being anything other than a diaper streamer. Really it’s the death nail for being anything other than a porn star. You’ll never get another job.”

“Is there a problem with me being a porn star?”

“You can do better!” Donna Sue spoke quickly but the silence that followed said more than her words did. Donna Sue prided herself on her progressive views even in the deep south. Loudly defending the rights and perspectives of the oppressed, including sex workers. Unless it came to her best friend it seemed. The silence that followed was her realizing that her views may have been more performative than she would have liked to admit. “I’m sorry,” she said finally. “I shouldn’t have said that. I know that maybe I should be better, but I’m just not. I don’t like the idea of you selling yourself on the internet like that.”

“I’m not Sue,” Ravel assured. “At least not right now. I can at least try to make it work without that until I have to.” Donna Sue sighed in relief. Even though she didn’t say the word out loud Ravel could almost hear the “Thank God!” that was playing in her mind.

“Well, what are you going to do?” Donna Sue asked fishing for a comforting answer.

“I can start streaming more for starters,” Ravel said in a calm seriousness. “And I can start fishing for some more sponsors. I can do adds for diapers and I can probably get deal from Onesies Above and some other baby shops.”

“There’s more than just adult baby sponsors,” Donna Sue offered.

“Well, it’s like you said once you cross a bridge you can’t cross back. Apparently, the baby girl stream is one of those bridges. I still haven’t gotten any ad offers outside of Stuffies.”
“It couldn’t hurt to ask.”

“True,” Ravel admitted. Though her hopes weren’t high, if she was going to reach out to adult baby companies for ads she might as well reach out to other companies as well. Assault: Dark Stories and Swiss vpn would sponsor anyone it seemed. Still more common brands raced through her mind and she suddenly felt better. “I’ll message everyone I can think of.”

“That’s good and you’ve got the time to do that now,” Donna Sue encouraged.

“Yeah I’ve actually got a new collab coming up soon. With SmolSally.”

“Never heard of her,” Donna Sue answered quickly.

“Different circles probably.”

“Well, what is it?”

“It’s a cute idea. She’s going to like teach me how to make spaghetti. She does like cooking streams and makes specialty bottle drinks for people.”

“You’re going to put that bottle you bought to use.”

“Yeah,” Ravel chose not to say anything about how that bottle was getting use at that very moment.

Ravel had finished the last of the bottle at that moment and on que she wet her diaper again. Admittedly it wasn’t the full wetting she had given it earlier, but she did technically wet her diaper twice.

“You still there?” Donna Sue’s voice shocked Ravel out of the silence she didn’t know she had.

“Yeah yeah sorry just spaced out there for a sec,” Ravel was thankful the phone would hide her blush. “I do gotta let you go though. I need to run to the store for ingredients for the cooking stream.”

“I appreciate you telling me the news,” Donna Sue said genuinely. “I know I’m a little nervous for you, but I hope it all works out.”

“Thanks Sue. I think it will,” Ravel said smiling. “I’ll text you later. Bye!”

“Bye!” With that Ravel closed the call and almost immediately her attention was on her diaper.

“Skirting it pretty close little lady,” The mommy in Ravel’s head chastised and Ravel imagined that her hand rubbing the front of her diaper was this mommy’s hands. “But two wettings is two wettings so you can have your fun but …” Ravel bit her lip as an appropriate punishment flooded into her mind. “When you got out shopping you have to do it in one of your baby diapers, and in one of your cute little skirts too.” Ravel took in a shaky breath. She hadn’t left the house in a diaper before, but she knew it was a possibility. A lot of people wore diapers in public all the time and rarely did members of the general public even notice. Even if they did, being an adult baby wasn’t the looked down upon fetish that it once was.

She wondered if the addition of a mini skirt to her outing was too much. She paused her rubbing to debate the matter in her mind. With the mini skirt being mini the possibility of someone seeing her diaper was high, almost guaranteed. It was also getting late, there wouldn’t be a lot of people in the store, and it’s not like seeing a girl in a short skirt and diaper was the strangest thing these days, even down in Alabama. Ravel settled on a more modest skirt that she had, which would safely cover the diaper from most onlookers but still give her the thrill of wearing a diaper in public. With the moral dilemma solved Ravel went back to her lewd thoughts and rubbing her diaper.

“Of course you’re going out in a diaper. A baby like you can’t be trusted to hold it for a trip to the store,” The mommy in Ravel’s head adjusted her teasing to fit the new narrative.

“But what about my pull-ups,” Ravel playfully fought back in her head.

“Pull-ups are for big girls who are potty training. With the number of wet diapers you’ve gone through I don't' think you can say you’re potty training any more. If You’re not potty training, you’re a baby that needs baby diapers so that’s what you’re going to wear as long as I have a say in it.” Ravel got up to move to her bed and set up her vibrator.

“I’m not a total baby,” Ravel continued protesting in her mind. “I don’t mess my diapers. What if I need to mess?” Ravel was almost surprised at this train of thought but let it keep going.

“Well with how bratty you’re being right now I’d say if you need to mess then you’ll mess your diaper,” Ravel had to stop the inner role play and ponder the direction it had just taken. She wasn’t wrong she didn’t mess her diapers, but with how fast she was grabbing her vibrator she couldn’t deny that she liked the thought at least. She decided to roll with it and adjusted the narrative one last time.

“You’re just a little baby girl now,” The mommy voice in Ravel’s head continued on her adjusted route. “And babies use their diapers for everything. The days of using the potty for poopies is over for you. Use your diaper like a good girl and I’ll change you when we you're ready.” That one did it! Ravel ran with that thought as she pressed the vibrator against her sodden diaper.

