Two Months Later… 
--- 
Kelly was sitting in her crib feeling the usual boredom that happened after she woke up as she waited for someone to come and let her out. Her routine had been set in stone for quite some time and she knew exactly what was expected of her, any deviation from her expected behaviour was met with a spanking which quickly brought her back into line. She felt a strange pride that the spankings had become a much rarer occurrence. It had taken a while but she now wanted to be a good girl more than anything.
The rebellious and lazy streaks had been slowly but surely defeated to be replaced with the sort of little girl any parent would be proud of. Kelly used her diapers, played with her toys and did as she was told and in reward she was given praise and avoided punishment. She sometimes felt ashamed that she had been “tamed” so easily but those thoughts disappeared as soon as Beth or Craig appeared. Harsh words had been replaced with cuddles, the TV remote had been replaced by toys and fast food was now baby food.
From outside of the bedroom-cum-nursery there was frantic movement and lots of activity. Today was a very special day, something that Beth and Craig had been working on for the last few months and something Kelly had been dreading. The wedding was finally happening and Kelly could do nothing but go along with events, she had developed a need to do what Craig and Beth wanted even if it was against her own wishes. Much to Kelly’s chagrin her role for the upcoming nuptials was as a flower girl, embarrassingly for the thirty-year-old all the other flower girls were children. She balked at such a public display of her regression.
The bedroom door eventually opened and Kelly saw her mother hurrying in. She was still in her dressing gown with her hair in curlers and her make-up only half completed, she rushed in without even looking towards the crib and started pulling out the supplies needed for a diaper change.
“Come on, we have to be quick today, baby.” Beth said as she walked over in her slippers and stepped on the release for the side of the crib.
Kelly knew better now than to argue. She desperately wanted to be left at home or at least treated like any other guest at the wedding but these weren’t options. Like a small child she had been told what her role was and there was to be no discussion about it. The most she could do was pout in the same way a toddler would.
Kelly waddled across to the changing table and quickly hopped up on top. She had barely even laid down before her mother was pulling the tapes off the diaper and lowering the front. The familiar touch of the wet wipes still made Kelly jump before she got used to the cold temperature. She was thankful that her wet diaper wasn’t messy as well, it was a low bar.
A new diaper was soon placed underneath Kelly and the front was pulled up to cover her crotch again. She spent the whole time looking at the ceiling and thinking about how the day would go. All the family and friends she had been trying to avoid would be there and would see her. She hoped she could get through this without her embarrassing secrets being revealed but she had her doubts.
To Kelly’s surprise she was dressed in her regular adult clothes, she hadn’t even been sure she still owned them but they were hidden away at the back of the closet. She was taken downstairs and hurriedly fed breakfast whilst everyone rushed around in preparation for the nuptials. Kelly was like just another piece of furniture and no one seemed to take any notice of her. She was still drinking her bottle when she was dragged from the highchair and taken out to the car.
The drive to the church was a short one and Kelly felt butterflies increasing with every rotation of the wheels. Maybe her nerves were having a strong effect on her but halfway to the church she felt the front of her diaper quickly warm as she relaxed her bladder muscles. She didn’t even react as she flooded her padding, she had long since given up keeping tabs on her diaper usage, that was something for her parents to worry about.
“Go through there.” Beth said as they got out of the car. She was pointing to a side door just inside the lobby, “That’s where the flower girls are getting ready.”
Just like that the soon to be wed couple walked away leaving Kelly looking at a closed door. Against her better judgement she did as she was told and walked forwards, she gave the door a quick knock and then pushed it open. The door was very heavy and she had to really push to get it open enough to slip in.
“Oh, I’m sorry this room is for the flower girls only.” An elderly lady turned to the door to say.
“I… I am one of the flower girls.” Kelly practically whispered.
Kelly looked around the room and saw to her embarrassment that all the other girls were children. Most of them were very young with a couple who looked like they were pre-teen then there was Kelly who was thirty-years-old and couldn’t look more out of place.
“You’re Kelly?” The elderly woman asked as she looked at her notes.
Kelly nodded. She noticed the other girls were looking at her strangely and the oldest amongst them, a tall brunette who appeared to be around twelve-years-old, was grinning smugly. Walking into the room Kelly saw the dress she was going to wear, it was clearly meant for her because it was the only one that would fit an adult.
“OK girls, time to get dressed.” The old woman said cheerily, “The ceremony will start soon. You’re all going to look gorgeous.”
Everyone started getting their identical dresses off the hooks on the wall. The dresses were a light green in colour with big puffy shoulders, in truth Kelly didn’t like them very much but they were chosen by her mother.
Kelly looked around and saw the other girls pulling off their clothes and getting dressed without a second thought. The old lady saw Kelly’s hesitation and nodded her head as if to encourage her to get on with it. Kelly felt fear flooding her body, she had desperately wanted to avoid anyone knowing about her diapers and yet she was going to have to expose it in front of a bunch of excitable and giggly children.
“Is there a private room I could go into?” Kelly asked the older woman quietly. 
“I’m afraid all the rooms are in use.” The old lady replied, “It’ll only take a minute.”
Kelly wanted to explain why she didn’t want to get undressed here but she couldn’t work out a way of doing it without it being humiliating. Even worse, her hesitation meant that her fellow flower girls were all fully changed and waiting. Her diaper clung to her hips like a ball and chain and felt heavier than ever, Kelly’s anxiety started to spike.
Kelly’s shirt and pants were the only things giving her any modesty and right then they felt like a flimsy defence. Kelly pulled her shirt over her head at a time when most of the children seemed distracted, as soon as she dropped it she roughly pulled the dress over her head. Her heart was beating very quickly as she felt the long dress drop down and cover her up. The waistband of her diaper had definitely been shown but as Kelly looked around it was unclear if anyone noticed.
With the dress covering her up Kelly was able to pull her pants down without revealing her diaper. She was pleased about her ingenuity but as her hand brushed against the underside of the padding she realised just how wet she was, ideally she would be getting changed about now but that was clearly out of the question.
“You all look adorable.” The old lady smiled at each of the girls in turn, “Now put on your shoes and tiaras. Hurry girls, I think they’re about to start!”
Kelly joined the scramble to grab a tiara that she sat on top of her hair and then slipped her feet into some very elegant shoes. When she looked in the mirror she felt a strange mixture of embarrassment and pride at how good she looked. She couldn’t believe she was about to walk down the aisle with all these children as if she was one herself. She thought about all the guests who were sitting and waiting, she thought about how they would stare and whisper about the thirty-year-old doing a child’s job.
All the girls lined up at the door as the elderly woman leaned out waiting for the signal to go. Kelly was in the middle of the children and she felt her nerves reaching an apex. Just like at the dentist’s office she wanted to just run away. This was a big test for Kelly’s new found discipline and she didn’t know whether she should be pleased that the thing keeping her in place was the worry of potential punishment.
As they all stood in nervous anticipation Kelly felt another pang in her bladder. Just like in the car she released into her diaper as soon as she felt the need and felt the padding swell slightly as it absorbed her urine. She was starting to get worried about the capacity when she felt the flow finally stop. She knew her waddle would be very pronounced now but there was nothing she could do as they were suddenly being waved out into the church.
“Alright, off you go. Remember to smile!” The old woman handed a small basket of petals to each person as they passed.
Kelly nervously left the room with her small basket and soaked diaper. As they walked into the main area she saw all the heads on all the pews turning to look. At first everyone was smiling as they saw their daughters and nieces come out throwing flower petals into the aisle, the looks turn to shock and confusion as the much taller Kelly walked in. She was very aware of how much she was crinkling as she walked between the packed pews.
At once Kelly could see the faces change. She did her best to smile as she waddled awkwardly up the aisle. She could hear people whispering and asking what was going on. Kelly could only keep walking and try to get this over with as soon as possible.
When the flower girls reached the front pulpit they stood slightly off to the side. Kelly was very aware that every eye in the room was turned her way, even the priest was staring. Her face was a dark red and she felt so warm she was sure she was sweating.
Just when Kelly thought she might be overwhelmed the wedding march started and every head turned towards the entrance again. Kelly saw her mom walk in looking beautiful in a long flowing white dress.
Kelly was just admiring how beautiful her mother looked when she felt a pang of pain from deep in her bowels. Her thoughts instantly returned to herself and her own issues. It was like her body was programmed to embarrass her as much as possible.
“Not now… Not now…” Kelly muttered to herself desperately.
Kelly saw the nearest girls look around to her with confusion on their faces. Kelly couldn’t let anyone know about the sudden crisis in her body so she tried to force a smile back on to her face. As her mother finally locked hands with her soon-to-be husband Kelly felt a rumble go through her guts like an earthquake. Her legs trembled a little as she tried to clench herself closed.
To Kelly this must’ve been the longest wedding she had ever had to endure. It felt like the ceremony dragged on and on as the pressure in her bowels grew increasingly intense. After months of barely giving a second thought to her toilet habits her ability to hold everything in seemed to have diminished slightly.
Kelly couldn’t hold on forever and her padding was seemingly inviting her to let go just like she usually did. As the couple began to exchange vows Kelly could no longer stop her body. She was horrified to be in front of so many people like this but it wasn’t like she could just slip away, that would only bring more attention on herself.
Kelly had girls in front and behind her. She turned herself so she was basically sideways to the others, it looked a little strange but would be better than just pooping in their face. She wasn’t paying much attention to what was being said now as she tried to separate her legs under her dress a little. The diaper crinkled slightly but in the large room it echoed around a little, Kelly blushed a little harder but didn’t think anyone noticed. The idea of trying not to poop herself didn’t even occur to Kelly who had been trained to use her diaper whenever and wherever she had to.
As slowly and covertly as she could manage Kelly bent forwards slightly and stuck her rear out behind her. She focused on looking at a spot high up on the wall and with a red face she pushed down. She was thankful everyone was turned to the couple getting married but it still felt like she was on stage and performing a humiliating play for everyone.
Kelly felt her little hole opening up as she forcibly evacuated her bowels. She was aware that she was screwing up her face slightly as she felt a firm log push out, it emerged and pushed out against the padding in the rear of the diaper before being pinched and dropping. The turd nestled into the seat of the disposable, the padding sagged down even more than before.
With balled up fists Kelly took another breath and pushed again. Her grateful bowels opened and two soft lumps quickly dropped on top of the log that was already in there. A further push produced a slurry of very soft poop which seemed to fill a lot of the space in the padding. She was finally done but knew she had absolutely filled her underwear. The one positive was that the diaper was so wet it had been hanging down so most of the poop wasn’t pushed against her.
Kelly didn’t feel any relief over what she had just done. Her anxiety was high and remained there as she took stock of her situation. She was still stuck standing in front of a large audience in her very poopy diaper and it felt inevitable that humiliation was coming. The smell inside the diaper slowly started leaking out and Kelly was horrified when the girls either side of her started to frown and look around as their noses wrinkled.
Kelly felt the temperature rising in her face and she was desperate to get out of the church as soon as possible. The girls were now looking at her, they had seemingly located the source of the increasingly awful smell and even more of the flower girls were turning to look at Kelly. All the thirty-year-old could do was look steadfastly forwards and pretend she didn’t notice that a growing number of people knew she had filled her pants.
It seemed like the ceremony was finally winding down and it wasn’t a moment too soon for Kelly who had noticed the people in the pew nearest her were looking her way. The girls around her had backed away and were whispering to each other, it didn’t take a genius to know what they were talking about.
“Thank you for coming everyone. It means the world to us.” Craig was addressing the assembled crowd with a broad smile, “We have a reception booked at the community hall so if you want to follow us to celebrate you’re all invited!”
There was general applause as everyone started getting up to head out to their vehicles for the party to come. Kelly couldn’t hang around at the back of this increasingly stuffy room with her stink slowly creeping out over everyone around her. Without a second thought she ran forwards and pushed her way against the crowd. She ran straight out to her parent’s car which was thankfully in the corner of the car park.
Over the next several minutes Kelly stood half-hidden next to her parent’s car as she watched the new husband and wife receive the congratulations of all their guests. She was still in her flower girl dress and as people walked out to the vehicles that waited for them she saw many of them turning to look at her, some muttered behind their hands. Kelly pretended not to notice but it was pretty difficult. The last people to leave the church were Beth and Craig themselves.
“You were in a hurry.” Beth said as she came over, “You didn’t even get changed, you must really like the flower girl dress.”
Kelly didn’t say anything. She was like a deer in the headlights as the newlyweds advanced towards her. It was only when they had reached the car that they sniffed the air. Kelly turned her blushing face towards the ground and sniffed back the tears that were threatening to spill down her face.
“Oh dear…” Craig sighed as he stepped into the car, “Come on, we’ll change you at the reception.”
“You… You aren’t going to do it here?” Kelly asked quietly.
“I don’t think the next people to come here would be too keen.” Craig chuckled, “How would you feel if your special day was ruined by the eau de Kelly’s diaper!”
“What do you mean?” Kelly asked. She was awkwardly trying to pull the diaper away from her skin as she looked around.
“There’s another wedding in about half an hour.” Beth said as she put a hand on her daughter’s shoulder.
Sure enough Kelly looked up and could see that as the guests from her mother’s wedding left more cars were pulling in for the next one. As cars drove away Kelly could see more than a few people staring at her.
“Come on.” Craig called out again, “Unless you want to stay in that diaper even longer.”
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