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Colin Milton


It was lunchtime. I'd finally managed to get through my morning's paperwork and a frustrating meeting and was enjoying, what I felt was a well-earned lunch. As was usual I was drinking a dilute fruit juice and eating a healthy sandwich. My wife, Ruth, prepared lunch for me each day. She had done ever since we'd got married around a year before. Not having to go to the restaurant or the local coffee shop each day was, for me, a good thing.

My mobile rang. Well, I say 'rang' but rather it vibrated. When I was at work I always set it to vibrate rather than ring. I always found it irritating when other peoples' phones would ring in meetings or conversations and they'd 'have' to take the call as though their lives depended on it.

I took my phone out of my pocket and took it out of its case. "Ruth" I smiled at the photo I had associated with her contact details in my address book. I'd chosen a picture with one of her favourite looks. Half grinning; mischievous.

"Hi love!" I said cheerfully as I accepted the call. "Hi Colin. You having lunch?" she asked. "Yeah. Just finishing actually. Felt like I needed it today..."

"You had a bad morning sweetheart?"

"No not really," I reassured her. "More irritating than anything else."

"Oh well. Never mind. Soon be time to come home and i'll make it all better for you hmmm?"

The inflection in her voice left just sufficient room for me to anticipate intimacy that evening.

"That would be nice." I chuckled.

I could hear the smile in her voice.

"I wondered if you could do me a teensy favour sweetie?" "Yes of course. What do you need?" Normally a favour would necessitate me picking something up for her or popping to the store to buy something she'd forgotten.

"Well...can you remember I mentioned Laura? My best friend from school?"

It wouldn't have been true if i'd said that I'd remembered all that Ruth had told me about Laura but I did recall Ruth telling me that Laura had made contact with her via Facebook a few months back and that she was now living only three or four miles away. She was married and had recently had a baby, a couple of months ago. Beyond that I knew almost nothing about her.

"Oh yeah...Laura. Your friend from school?" I replied. "Yes. Well, she's calling over this afternoon for a coffee and catch up! I thought it would be nice if you were here and met her. I think you'll like her. She asked all about you when we were out last week."

"Really?" I said, feigning any real interest. "Yes...really!" Ruth knew my disinterested voice. "Anyway, she's managed to get a whole afternoon without Charlie, her little boy, so I thought it would be nice if you got some nice wine; chocolates and some good fillet steaks that we could have? I'm sure she'll stay for dinner."

"Erm...yeah. OK. I'll do that. What time's she going to get there?" "Oh, I'm meeting her at 2 o'clock silly! We're going into town for a coffee and mooch around. I might even get you a present if you promise to be a good boy for me tonight..."

I laughed.

"I'm always a good boy for you." I responded.

"Well most of the time!" she replied.

"OK...most of the time. Anyway, i'll get the things for you. No problem."

"Thanks honey bunny!" she said, using one of the pet names she has for me.

"Pleasure sweetheart."

"Oh...and Colin...?"

"Uh huh?"

Ruth paused and then spoke quietly.

"Are you wet?" I felt weak in an instant at three small words and I responded as immediately and as in role as if a switch had been flicked on.

"No Mummy..." "Are you sure? Are you telling Mummy the truth baby?"

"Yes Mummy. I'm still dry."

"I don't think you'll still be dry when you get home to Mummy will you?"

"No Mummy." I meekly agreed.

"Good boy. I'll see you later. Say 'bye bye Mummy'."

"Bye bye Mummy."

"Are you waving your pandy for Mummy?"

On her reminder I opened and closed the palm of my hand, imitating a wave as though from a small child.

"Yes Mummy. I'm waving my pandy."

"Clever boy. Mummy loves you up to the sky and back down again...see you later."

The phone went dead. -ooOooI suppose, dear reader, that you're wondering why my wife likes me to call her 'Mummy' and why she asked me if I was wet? Well, the explanation is simple but unusual.

About six months after we'd got married, a rumour went around the office that my secretary, Stephanie, and I were having an affair. It wasn't true. Sure, Stephanie is attractive and we've been to conferences together and so forth but everything has always been work based and professional between us. Steph is in a relationship with a guy she adores and well, that's about all there is to tell. Colleagues. That's all. However...this rumour got back to Ruth somehow - I still don't know how. She was so cross. More so than i'd ever seen her. Accusing me of 'fucking around'; making her feel 'worthless' and 'a laughing stock'. No matter what I said, she believed i'd been having an affair.

After reassurances that I loved her; adored her and worshipped her she eventually calmed

down...agreeing to us both 'working harder' to make our marriage work. I was happy with that. I didn't want to lose her; under any circumstance. They were the words I chose... 'Under any circumstance.'

We calmly discussed what we could each do to improve things in our relationship. Ruth worked from home, developing her own on-line business, and I worked in the city. There was no necessity for Ruth to work, as I made enough money for both of us to be comfortably well off.

Ruth asked that I spent more time with her and that I made a point of coming directly home to her after work. If I was delayed I was to let her know promptly. I had no problem with that. She asked that I be more willing to experiment with sex as she wanted to 'spice things up' and she promised she would be more affectionate and caring towards me. I was delighted at that and agreed. And then came the request that explains the earlier phone call and 'Mummy' reference.

"I want to be sure Colin, that you're not fucking anyone else." Ruth said looking directly at me.

"But I'm not love...really." "Yes...you say that, but I want to be certain," she paused. "I want to know that you can't." She went silent, waiting for her meaning to sink in.

"How do you mean? 'Can't'?" "I mean, that I want to know that there is no way that you can get your cock out in front of any other woman than me."

"But...how would...?" I gabbled, trying to understand. Ruth smiled.

"Well, you know we talked about 'spicing things up' a little?"

I nodded.

"I think it might be quite exciting if I took away your access to your cock." She said it so matter-of-factly.

"What do you mean?" "I mean that I would like you to start wearing something that will stop you...or anyone else but me...from touching your cock."

"But how the hell would that work?" I blustered, still trying to process what she was saying. "Oh, it's simple Colin. I put something over your cock which means you can't touch it and then I lock you into it."

"Lock?" I said. "A chastity belt?"

"Oh god no," Ruth laughed. "Nothing anywhere near as complicated as that!" "Then what are you talking about?" "It's something that tens of thousands of boys and men wear every single day and no one thinks anything of it."

I shook my head, still not sure what she was referring to. I shrugged my shoulders hoping for clarification.

Ruth put her hand onto my leg and said, "Nappies".

I remember my eyes felt as though they were about to pop out of my head.

"Nappies? Like babies' nappies?" "Yes. Exactly like babies' nappies. Cloth or disposables. I decide. With lockable plastic baby pants on top that only I have the key for."

I shook my head disbelievingly.

"But what about when I need the loo?" Ruth looked at me as though I was an idiot, raising her eyebrows waiting for me to realise what she meant.

"Oh you don't mean you'd expect me to...use the nappy do you?"

"Why not? Your baby pants will protect your clothes and I will change you when you come back from work. I don't think there's much chance of you shagging around if some piece of skirt has to take your nappy and pants off before you fuck her do you?"

"I can't believe you're asking this Ruth. I'd feel ridiculous..."

"More ridiculous than I was made to feel when I heard about you and Stephanie?"

I couldn't answer that.

"If anyone notices...which they won't... We can just say it's a medical thing that we're dealing with." "But nappies? My backside will look huge!" I protested, increasingly conscious that Ruth had made her mind up and wasn't about to be swayed.

"No it won't. The disposables that you'll wear for work and during the day are nicely shaped to make them as comfortable as they can be. At night time it won't matter because you'll be at home with me," she explained.

"Night time?" "Yes...night time. I've found a site on the Internet that supplies terry nappies for adults in different thicknesses - depending how often you need to use them of course." She looked at me, half smiling. "I will get my way Colin. Believe me. Now that you know of my solution you've got five days to get used to the idea. I'm ordering everything tonight that you're going to need and it'll all be here by Tuesday."

I was speechless. "Some good news though!" she laughed. You can wank as often as you like between now and then because once your first nappy is on, that freedom will be gone. That..." she pointed at my groin, "will belong to me - twenty four hours a day; seven days a week, fifty two weeks of every year until I decide otherwise."

-ooOooSo, that had been the start of it all. I'd come home the following Monday evening and, after our evening meal, Ruth reminded me of our 'agreement' and I duly accepted my first nappy. Ruth had been very thorough; buying all of the baby powders and creams and sweet smelling oils.

Ruth encouraged me gently as she undressed me and got me to lie down on a new rubberised sheet which she'd laid on the living room floor. Using the baby oil, she massaged my entire body, talking softly to me and telling me that being in nappies wouldn't be such a bad thing and that very soon i'd look forward to having my nappy changed. 'Being out of nappies will soon feel all wrong for you Colin. Trust me.'

I watched intently as Ruth picked up the terry nappy that I was to wear that night. I'd not seen one like it before. It was cut narrower where it went between the legs and it fastened with Velcro. I had not known anything lile thus even existed!

She placed it underneath my bottom, paused and said,

"Ask me to put it on you Colin..." "Hmmm?" I responded. "I said, ask me to put you back into nappies Colin. Back into nappies like a tiny, little baby. Ask Mummy. Say 'Mummy please..."

I felt ridiculous but played along with her request. I loved her and would do whatever it took to stay married to her.

"Please...Mummy. Please put me back into nappies like a tiny, little baby." She smiled broadly; happy at my request; my obedience and my first use of the term 'Mummy' to address her.

"Alright baby. Mummy will make you wear nappies from now on if that's what you want."

I nodded, allowing myself to be manipulated and controlled by her. "Oh!" she said, surprised. "I almost forgot." She placed her hand flat on my tummy, holding me in place as though I was an infant. She reached into her pocket and brought out a pale blue dummy, holding it up for me to see. I shook my head slowly, beginning to realise that nappying was seeming less likely to be the extent of my babying humiliation.

"There's no point in shaking your head Colin. If you're in nappies then it's only right and proper that you have a dummy." With that, she lifted the golden coloured rubber teat to her own mouth and pushed it between her lips to moisten it. Her eyes widened as she looked at me, anticipating her next 'move'.

Slowly she removed it from her mouth before holding it in front of her lips and allowing a large glob of her saliva to fall onto the end of the nipple. No sooner had she done that than she lowered it to my lips and pushed the rubber nipple between my lips.

"Suck it baby. Suck it and prove to Mummy how much you want to be back into nappies. Let Mummy see it bob up and down in your mouth as you do suck suck."

I began sucking exaggeratingly on the teat, making sure that the dummy shield 'bobbed' as Ruth had instructed.

"Oh God! That's so precious! You look adorable Colin. A dummy really, really suits you!" She clapped her hands in delight as she giggled. "So cute!" Ruth rubbed my cheek with her fingers. "Good boy. You're Mummy's good boy aren't you hmmm? Mummy's good and bestest baby boy..."

I felt weak as she spoke to me as though I were a small child. I wanted, despite my earlier reservations, to simply submit to her and, if this is what it took...then so be it.

My nappy and plastic pants were soon in place and Ruth snapped the padlock shackle shut on the chain which ran through the waistband of the pants. She smiled with satisfaction at the sight of her husband lying in front of her wearing a nappy and plastic pants suckling contentedly on a dummy.

-ooOooThat had merely been the start. Over the coming weeks, the nappies had become simply a part of my life. Ruth insisted I use them 'for everything' and, after the initial embarrassment of asking her to change my wet and then my dirty nappies, I thought little of it. Ruth was content that I wasn't flirting or screwing around and I spent more time close to her.

It hadn't been long before Ruth had introduced other baby things into my life. Bibs; feeding bottles; even formula milk had become a fixed part of my staple diet. Regular bottle feeds, each logged on a chart she kept as though I was a real baby. Gradually I had accepted my treatment as being my 'norm'. Any adult responsibility at home was, little by little, taken away from me. All decisions were taken by Mummy and I meekly went along with that. Turning the spare bedroom into a nursery for me had come as a shock but Mummy reassured me that it was for my own good and well-being. The manufacture of an adult sized cot and playpen was commissioned; duly delivered and set up. Although initially I was only put to bed in my cot one or two nights a week, that soon increased until it was each night. No longer did I expect to sleep in the marital bed with Ruth. The nursery was my room now. The large, white cot was my bed. My behaviour and acceptance of my new, dependent role in her life was monitored by two small nursery cameras, positioned at each end of the nursery. From their location, every inch of the nursery...and particularly my cot could be observed by Ruth on the monitor which stayed with her at all times in the house.

-ooOooSo there we are dear reader...give or take one or two details about the clothes that Ruth now dressed me in and the toys I was expected to occupy myself with, you have a good idea of how my life was the day that phone call was received.

-ooOooAfter leaving work I called at the local shopping centre and picked up an expensive box of chocolates and a good bottle of wine. The fillet steak I got from our local butcher. I'd called ahead to ask him to have some ready for when I called towards the end of the day.

The drive home from the butcher's only took five mibutes and I gathered up all if the items and headed inside after I'd parked the car behind the house. A silver 4x4 was already there...I assumed it was Laura's as I caught sight of the rearward facing baby seat on the passenger side and the brightly coloured baby toy which adhered to the side window. I smiled ironically as I realised it was identical to one which Ruth had bought for me only a couple of weeks before. Mine was stuck to the window in 'my room'.

I picked up the three things that Ruth had told me to get. Walking away from the car I locked it remotely and I suddenly remembered Ruth's instruction that my nappy should always be wet when I returned home to her. I paused at the side of the house, closed my eyes and began to wet myself. I was aware that I didn't want to overfill the nappy. The only time I really felt fully free to let go was when I was at home, in the house with only Mummy. She knew that sometimes nappies leaked a little and that was normal for a baby. Being away from home with a leaking nappy would be significantly more difficult to conceal.

After being in nappies for a while now, it wasn't difficult for me to begin urinating. I just hoped Ruth wouldn't check my nappy immediately and fel the warmth of the padding which would tell her, in an instant, that I had just wet. Ruth liked me to wet throug out the day so that I would experience my own urine cooling around my groin in exactly the same way as a baby does.

Composing myself after wetting, I walked to the front door and let myself in. "Hiya!" I called through to the living room. "Just me!" I put the bag of things onto the floor and took my jacket off, hanging it next to an extremely stylish black velvet jacket which I did not recognise as being Ruth's. An expensive looking scarf was draped across it.

I heard the living room door click open and the familiar sound of Ruth's heels on the oak parquet flooring. Ruth loved wearing heels and I loved it when she did. She enjoyed buying lots of heeled shoes and boots and I enjoyed paying for them. Slowly and deliberately she walked towards me. The sharp sound of the 'click click' of her heels made me tingle as she knew it would.

"Hello sweetheart." Ruth said. "Have you been a good boy today?"

I smiled and replied.

"Yes i've been a good boy..." She raised an eyebrow and I whispered "Mummy..."

We leaned into one another and she whispered,

"Is your nappy wet little one?"

I could feel myself become submissive and weaker in that moment.

I nodded. "Good boy" she smiled. "Come on through and meet Laura." Ruth took my hand. "You can show us both what you've got in your shopping bag!"

As we walked towards the living room, Ruth said, "Give the chocolates to Laura as a little gift from you OK?"

I nodded my agreement and we entered the living room. Classical music was playing softly in the background.

Laura was sitting at one end of one of our four seater, leather Chesterfields. She had long, dark brown hair. Her legs were long and elegant and her feet were adorned with expensive looking high heeled black shoes. She smiled warmly as we saw one another for the first time.

"Colin!" she said as I approached her. She tilted her head to one side, almost appraising me as I moved closer to her. She held out her hand in greeting, palm downwards as though I was expected to kiss it in greeting. I didn't. It would have felt awkward. I didn't realise that my definition of 'awkward' would change so significantly in the next couple of hours.

-ooOoo"I've heard so much about you from Ruth!" she revealed. "She's a lucky lady!"

I blushed at the 'compliment'.

"Oh I don't know about that," I blustered.

"Oh I think she is! She's told me just about everything about you!" I shuddered a little. I wondered how much she had told Laura. I snapped myself out of that thought, remembering the chocolates.

"These are for you." I passed the box to her. "I hope you like them." "Oh bless! That's very thoughtful. Thank you Colin. Have you been raiding your piggy bank to buy these?" she chuckled.

I laughed but wondered at her reference to a 'piggy bank'. I dismissed it as my hyper awareness of standing directly in front of a woman, other than Ruth, wearing a wet and increasingly heavy feeling nappy.

Ruth meanwhile took out the bottle of wine and fillet steak from the bag.

"Ooooh!" she exclaimed. "Chateau Neuf! Yummy! My favourite. Well done Colin! I shall send you for wine again if you're going to bring this back with you."

She turned the label of the bottle towards Laura who nodded approvingly.

"Very nice!" she said.

I sat down on the single seat beside the fire, facing the two large settees.

"Have you had a good day then?" Ruth nodded and told me how they'd been shopping and had manicures and then had a 'lovely lunch'. Ruth reminded me of Laura's little boy and how today had been the first time since he was born that Laura had been out without him.

"That'll feel weird not having him with you is it?" I asked, trying to make polite conversation. "It does actually. It's amazing how quickly I got used to having a tiny baby around! For such a little thing, he can make me really tired."

"Is he not sleeping?" Ruth asked. "Oh he sleeps really well actually. He's fed and in his cot by seven and I feed him again around 11 and then again at about four in the morning. It's not getting decent and prolonged sleep that is so tiring."

"Does Mark not help with night feeds?" Ruth asked. "Not as yet." Laura said. "You see, Charlie's being breastfed. I'm producing so much milk! You wouldn't believe it! Any that he's not drinking, i'm expressing and freezing it. He will take a bottle but he's fussy and he knows what he prefers!"

Both women laughed at the comment although I was beginning to feel uncomfortable, not only with the topic of conversation but with my wet nappy. I wanted it changing but knew I couldn't do so unless Ruth did it for me.

We chatted a little more and I tried to hint, with my eyes, to Ruth that I needed changing. She merely smiled...knowing what I needed but enjoying the prolongment of my discomfort.

Around half an hour had passed before my evening altered dramatically. Laura looked across at me quizically.

"Colin?" "Uh huh?" I responded. "I'm sorry but I've just noticed. On your trousers. Have you spilt something or sat in something? Just there are a couple of dark patches."

I glanced down and saw, to my horror that my nappy had begun to leak, leaving dark patches at the top of my left thigh, front and back. The plastic pants had only been able to cope with a certain amount. My heart sank and I quickly re-adjusted my position on my chair, trying desperately to hide the wet patches that Laura had noticed.

"I think er...I must have.. spilt and er... sat on something." I blustered. I felt my face reddening, knowing exactly what the cause was.

I glanced over at Ruth who half smiled and raised both eyebrows. She knew as well as I did what had happened.

"Have you done a wee wee Colin?" Ruth asked. My mouth fell open and my eyes widened at the realisation of what she had so directly asked. She was making no attempt to disguise what had happened and this in front of Laura!

"No! I haven't!" I retorted angrily, still trying to retain some control of my rapidly disappearing dignity. I grabbed a cushion and held it over my lap, trying desperately to gain some thinking time.

Laura remained expressionless. An observer to the Pandora's box of humiliation that she had opened for me.

Calmly, Ruth asked again.

"Come on now. Tell Mummy. Have you done a wee wee Colin?" My God! She'd even referred to herself as 'Mummy'! I felt like crying. I didn't know what to do or where to place myself. I was conscious that I was shaking my head from side to side as if to clear my head of what must be a nightmare, but nothing was changing. This was absolutely real and I didn't know how to cope.

A silence descended. Ruth looked at me patiently and expectantly while Laura looked at me with the serene smile of a mother waiting for the truth from a small child.

Finally the silence was broken by Ruth. "Come on now. Don't be silly. We all know what's happened and it's alright. Laura knows that you wear nappies under your big boy clothes. She has a little boy as well so nappies hold no mystery for either of us!" Ruth smiled reassuringly. I looked across to Laura and she too had a reassuring, understanding look on her face.

"Are you wet Colin?" Laura asked gently. I could not find the voice to reply. I simply nodded slowly unable to process what was happening. I looked from one to the other and then back again...my mouth agape.

"Come on. Let me see." Ruth said. "Let me look to see how wet you are." She sat forward, looking expectantly at me. Laura meanwhile leant back, resting her chin on her open palm...an intrigued observer.

I hesitated, the realisation that I had little option than to go along with Ruth’s request quickly forming in my mind. I gulped hard and stood up. I could feel the clamminess of the wet nappy as it eased from my skin as I stood. The sodden material weighed heavily around my groin. I glanced down and saw the wet patch at the top of my thigh. There was no way to disguise the fact that this mark was the result of a wet nappy leaking past the elasticated legs of a pair of baby pants.

I walked uncertainly towards Ruth who held her arms out to me as though I were a toddler, still uncertain on my feet. Certainly I was conscious of my babyish, waddling gait as I approached Ruth.

"Come on sweetheart," Ruth cooed. "Clever boy." "Oh he is quite wet Ruth. His trousers are wet on both sides at the back. Right around his bottom. Poor baby! That must be so uncomfortable." Laura said.

Their conversation didn't include me now. It was simply about me...and my condition. I felt my submissiveness and increasing acceptance of my situation growing as I stood in front of my wife who began unfastening my belt from around my waist.

"Oh adult clothes are such a pain when his nappy needs to be checked!" Ruth said. "It's much easier once he's in one of his body suits or rompers. I don't have to go through the whole rigmarole of belts and buttons and zips. Five poppers and Mummy can see what she's got to deal with can't she baby?"

Ruth looked up at me as she finished her question.

I nodded. There was no other answer. I felt mute. Ruth pulled my zip down and firmly manouevred my trousers down y legs, bunching them at the ankles. "His shirt's not a one piece?" Laura said, sounding surprised.

"No. I've got some one piece shirts on order that i'll put him in for work. They should be here in the next couple of weeks. Up to now, i've always managed to get him changed before the nappy gets too wet and bulky." She ran two fingers underneath the elastic at the top of my thigh. "I had actually thought about asking Stephanie at work if she could keep an eye on him to make sure he doesn't get too wet. I'm sure she wouldn't mind keeping a couple of his spare nappies in one of the filing cabinets at work."

Both women laughed at the thought. I groaned, knowing that Stephanie, who was quite controlling would probably delight in keeping nappy supplies secreted away.

Ruth looked at me both lovingly and with domineering disdain. "Oh look..." she said, touching the bottom of my shirt with her fingers. "This is wet too! What am I going to do with you Colin? Hmm? Wet nappy. Wet pants. Wet shirt. I think the sooner we get you out of these wet things and into a nice dry nappy and romper, the better it will be."

My head was swimming with the humiliation of what was happening to me. Ruth began unfastening my shirt, slapping the backs of my hands as I made the mistake of trying to help.

"No!" she said sharply. "Babies don't take off their own clothes and they certainly don't try and undo buttons! Perhaps it's better if you have your leather mittens on tonight to remind you to not try and use your hands like a big boy? Is that what you want? Eh? Your mittens?"

"I'm sorry Mummy," I said gently as I became more submissive by the moment. "I just thought that I’d..."

Ruth cut me off short. "You just thought what baby? Hmm? What wonderfully, fascinating thought did my baby have that he needed so desperately to share with Aunty Laura and I?"

'Aunty Laura'? I stared at Ruth, my eyes wide with surprise. She unfastened the final button on my shirt and tugged each sleeve firmly from my arms, letting it fall to the floor beside her.

"Well...just that...I thought...." "Oh! So much thinking from a little boy in a wet nappy...and so much talking too! It's a good thing for you that your dummies are upstairs Colin! I think Aunty Laura and I have heard enough of a pissy baby's babble!"

"I've got one of Charlie's spare dummies in my bag if he needs one Ruth." I turned and looked over my shoulder as Laura reached down to pick up her handbag. I watched in dismay as she retrieved a plastic, egg shaped container clearly holding a pale blue baby's dummy.

"It's Charlie's spare one." Laura said, unfastening the container. "It's never actually been used. So Colin's welcome to have it if it'll help soothe him."

She stood up and walked the few steps to where Ruth and I were, holding it for Ruth to take from her. "The teat will be pretty small for Colin's mouth though. This is a newborn dummy for up to three months." Laura explained.

My stomach churned with embarrassment as Ruth replied, "Oh this'll be fine Laura. He's such a suckler you know. He's happies when he's got

something...anything in his miuth that he can suckle on. This newborn dummy will be fine for him until we can get him fed and put down in his cot. Once he's in his cot, I'll give him one of his own dummies."

Ruth glanced at Laura's outstretched hand holding the dummy and suggested that Laura gave me it. "Would you like to give him it Laura? He's never had to take a dummy from anyone else but me. I think it would be a really nice reminder for him if what his place really is."

Laura smiled and raised the dummy to my lips, touching them gently with the end of the rubber nipple.

"Come on Colin. Open up. Here's your dummy." I'd become used to taking a dummy from Ruth but this felt different. It was from a friend of my wife's and it was a dummy for a newborn baby. Nevertheless, my lips parted and Laura pushed the nipple between them, smiling broadly.

"Does he need me to hold it for a few seconds until he's got it properly?" Laura said, still pressing gently on the dummy shield.

Ruth looked at me and replied, "Oh, he should be alright with it I think. Colin understands that letting it fall out of his mouth wouldn't be a good idea." She looked at me. "Don't you sweetheart?"

I nodded dumbly, sucking hard on the small teat. "You're very wet sweetheart. I think Mummy change you here eh? Get you out of that nasty wet nappy before it gets too yucky." Ruth said.

"It amazes me how content babies are in wet nappies." Laura added. "Charlie's a really good baby. He very rarely cries if he's wet. Of course," she laughed, “…he's not so keen when he's filled it!"

“Oh I know what you mean,” Ruth responded. “I really thought that Colin would be far more trouble to get back into nappies than he was. A little bit of gentle encouragement was all it took. After he realised that I wasn’t taking his nappy off before it was wet, he had to give in. Since then, it’s become a lot easier. He just accepts that he’s in nappies and that’s where his toilet is now. I always know when he’s wetting or doing a poo. It’s so cute to see him looking at me for approval. Isn’t is sweetheart?” she said, pinching my cheek lightly between her finger and thumb.

They both laughed. “Come on then. Lie down on the carpet and Mummy get you sorted out.” Ruth said, pointing at the floor.

I lowered myself onto my knees and then my bottom and lay back, spreading my legs as Ruth had taught me. The key to the locking pants that I was wearing hung on a chain around her neck. A constant reminder when I was with her, that I was hers completely. She unfastened the clasp on the chain and eased the key into the padlock, the unlocking sound signalled a new aspect of humiliation in that she was going to change my nappy in front of her friend…my ‘Aunty Laura’.

I turned my head to one side and saw Laura leaning forward from her seat on the settee keen, it seemed to me to observe my humiliation as clearly as possible. I sucked harder on the dummy in my mouth for some shred of comfort realising, as I did so, that this was a dummy that she had bought for her baby… but judged appropriate to give it to me instead. The result was the same of course, a contented and dummied baby.

Ruth set the padlock to one side and eased her fingers under the elasticated waistband of the pants, gently easing them over the bulk of the sodden nappy, down over my thighs and off over my ankles and feet.

“Oh dear. All wet and icky. Never mind, that’s what babies do isn’t it my sweetheart? Hmm? Lots of wees wees and poos in their nappies and Mummy cleans them up and tickles their tummies to make them smile doesn’t she?”

She ran her hand lightly over my tummy and made a ‘tickly’ noise. To anyone listening she sounded like any young mother changing her young baby’s nappy. The reality was different.

One by one, Ruth tore away the sticky tags on each side of the nappy, lowering the front down between my legs, exposing my genitals completely. I looked at the ceiling trying unsuccessfully to feel less selfconscious at being revealed to Laura.

“Oh,” Laura laughed. “I can see why he’s in nappies! It’s not very big is it?” She was right. My penis is not particularly large and, having just been wrapped in a wet nappy, it was completely flaccid and probably looked even more pathetic than usual.

“Honestly Laura, I don’t know what Stephanie saw in it that convinced her to have an affair with Colin.” I looked at Ruth pleadingly, trying once more to convey the reality that Stephanie and I had not had an affair. It had simply been a rumour.

“Even when he’s excited, it’s nothing to write home about. Is it baby?” She looked at me, her eyes suddenly cooler at the memory of Stephanie and what she believed had happened. I shook my head in agreement. There was no point in disagreeing.

“Putting him into nappies has been the best thing I’ve ever done to be honest Laura.”

“Really?” “Oh yes, absolutely. He’s not going to go flirting now is he? He’s much more attentive to me and I don’t have to go through the charade that having that inside of me gives me satisfaction. It never did but I let him think it did! Don’t we all?”

As she spoke, she lifted my ankles slightly to allow the nappy to be pulled out from underneath me. Ruth took a baby wipe and began to rub it over my groin. This was part of having a nappy change that I enjoyed. The touch of her hand, the softness of the wipe and even the gentle, babyish scent all added positively to the experience of wearing a nappy. Suddenly Laura spoke.

“Do you want me to finish changing him?” “Well, you can do if you like!” Ruth replied casually but I could see the delight in her eyes at Laura’s offer. “Do you not mind?”

“Oh Good Heavens of course not. He’s just a baby and it’s just a wet nappy. I’ve already changed three of Charlie’s today so one more isn’t going to make any difference… and anyway, I’ve never changed a nappy on such a big baby before!”

She eased herself off the settee and knelt down beside me. I was instantly more aware of my complete nakedness.

I watched as Ruth reached behind her and picked up the baby powder; baby oil and nappy rash cream from beside her chair.

“I’ll have to nip up to the nursery to get a night time nappy for him if that’s OK. It’s probably better if he’s into his nighttime nappy now rather than later. It’ll just mean that we can have our meal and not have to worry about seeing to the baby later. Once he’s got his night time nappy on, he’ll be in it until first thing in the morning. And…” she added with a glint in her eye. “You can see his lovely bunny sleep suit that I got for him. Honestly Laura, as soon I even get it out of his baby wardrobe, I can see his eyes start to glaze over with pleasure! It’s so cute! Putting it on him is so funny. He just goes all floppy and clingy…needing his Mummy. Just wait and see. I’ll bring it down with his nappy.”

“Oh that sounds lovely! I can’t wait to see it.” Laura laughed.

“Are you sure you’re OK to change him Laura?”

“Absolutely. I’d have to do it if I was babysitting for you wouldn’t I?”

My heart missed a beat at her mention of babysitting for Mummy. Surely not? I couldn’t dwell on that thought however as Ruth left the room. Laura moved between my legs, sat up and looked down at me, shaking her head in disbelief at the sight of me in front of her.

“Amazing.” She said softly. “Absolutely fucking amazing.”

I could feel my face reddening as she appraised me. “Some husband and man you are eh Colin? A prick that’s smaller than my little finger. Completely shaved from head to toe… as smooth as any baby. Lying on the floor having his nappy changed. Really it’s perfect. Perfect in every way isn’t it?” She turned and began sprinkling baby powder all over my body from my shoulders down. She sprinkled it liberally, explaining that it was important that I should smell like a new baby if I was being treated like one.

“All ladies love the smell of a clean baby. That lovely sweet smell that tells all the ladies that there’s a tiny baby nearby.” Her hands moved over me as she spoke, rubbing the powder gently into each crease on my torso and groin. “So… your Mummy tells me that you’re going to be in nappies and baby clothes for the rest of your life…” She spoke as though she was starting a conversation but her statement was rhetorical. I wasn’t meant to answer, nor could I as I still suckled on the dummy she had placed in my mouth earlier. “I think that’s adorable actually. Turn over…”

I turned onto my stomach. As I did so, I felt a hand under my tummy ‘helping’ me to turn. I realised that that was probably how she did it when changing her little boy… knowing that made me blush even more.

“Oh what a lovely little botty!” Laura laughed. “Does Mummy make you shave there too? It’s so silky wilky smooth!!!” She rubbed her hand over both cheeks of my bottom and patted it gently. “Oh, precious! Really precious! I wonder if your Mummy ever smacks this bottom?” I felt the gentle sensation of more baby powder being sprinkled onto my bottom and over my back.

“Lots of powder for the baby!” she half ‘sang’. “Oh, he does get his bottom smacked sometimes.” Ruth’s voice came from beside the door as she entered the room. “If he’s done something or said something I’m not happy with, I’ll put him over my knee. He’s always very sorry for upsetting Mummy I can tell you. His bottom gets very red doesn’t it baby boy?”

I gulped and nodded.

Ruth handed my night time nappy to Laura who opened it deftly. “Lift your bottom baby…” Laura cooed. “Let Aunty Laura get this onto you before you do a wee into the air!” “Has he done that yet?” Laura asked.

“No he hasn’t. Not yet, but I think as the years go by and he loses more and more control of his bladder and bowels, I think I’m going to have to be more aware of it happening.”

“Yeah,” Laura agreed. “Once he’s got no control left down there, he’ll not even realise he’s doing it.”

I realised that they were discussing me now as though I was a real baby. I was not included in their conversation. I was there to be cared for; dressed and humiliated for their amusement. They looked at one another, only occasionally looking at me.

Ruth looked at me and smiled as Laura began to fasten the tapes at each side of the nappy. She placed her index finger into the palm of my hand and, as she knew I would, I closed my fingers around hers. She shook her hand backwards and forwards a few times and the touch of Ruth’s hand soothed me somehow.

“Oh Charlie loves that too! Once he’s got your finger he hates to let go. When I’m feeding him he loves to hold onto a spare finger. He’s done it ever since the day he was born. It’s very cute. It’s nice that you’ve trained Colin to do something so naturally babyish.”

“I didn’t have to train him actually, he’s just always done it since I started to baby him. I do find it quite cute, I’ve got to admit.”

Laura patted the front of my nappy. “There now. All done and dusted. One night time nappy for the little baby. You’ve been such a clever boy letting you Aunty Laura do your nappy haven’t you eh? Such a good boy!”

Laura had the ‘Mummy voice’ perfect. As I expected. To her I seemed little more than an infant of around her own baby son’s age.

“Now the plastics.” Ruth said, shaking out a clean pair as she spoke.

“I love the teddies on those!” Laura said. “I got them from the Internet for him. They seem a little bit more special and infantile. I usually put them on him when he’s crawling around the house just to remind him that he’s the baby of the house and always will be.” She paused, shaking her hand once again. “Not that I think he ever forgets it these days!” They both laughed.

“This is his sleep suit.” Ruth held up my precious sleep suit. I can’t explain why my sleep suit is so special to me. It just is. It was one of the very first items of baby clothing that Ruth bought for me. She told me that all newborns had to have a sleep suit and encouraged me to try it on. The encouragement was basically gentle teasing of my prick and the promise of a long overdue orgasm. The promise of that led me to agree to her request to wear it for her.

“ It’s made of cotton-jersey or a poly-cotton mix just like infant sleep suits. You can see in his little face that it’s comfortable to wear and it’s easy to wash as well.” She smiled at me. “Once he’s in this, he’s absolutely no bother at all. Does everything he’s told and behaves exactly as I tell him. It’s almost like he goes back to being a baby in his mind. I think it’s like a ‘regression suit!”

The next few minutes passed in a blur. I had sunk into my baby mindset and having my plastic pants locked on again and the process of being fastened into my sleep suit took over completely. I allowed myself to accept what was happening.

“And the piècederésistance, is his little hood with the little baby bunny ears!” Ruth exclaimed in a high pitched mocking, little girl type voice.

She eased the hood up over my head and ran her fingers around my face to straighten the edges. Both women were in hysterics as they looked at me.

“Oh God Ruth. That is just so funny! He looks… well… just like a big baby!!”

“Well he is that’s why!” Ruth giggled. “Just my little baby boy who is as cute as can be!”

I looked at both women as they laughed, feeling less and less like an adult or man by the second. Laura suddenly winced and sat up, pushing her shoulders back a little. The smile that had been on her face a moment before, evaporated. Mummy noticed it too and said,

“You OK?” “Oh yeah, I’m fine. Just a bit uncomfortable that’s all. I’ll sit back on the settee and relax for a couple of minutes. It’s just with kneeling down I think.”

Mummy looked relieved and they both stood up, towering over me. Mummy picked up a rattle and placed it in my hand.

“Entertain yourself with your baby rattle Colin. Show Mummy and Aunty Laura how much you like your rattle.”

I shook it and played with it as Mummy had taught me. Hours of sitting and watching ‘Baby TV’ and footage of newborns with toys had imprinted images into my mind of how I should behave as a baby. As I shook the rattle, my mind thought back to the days that Mummy had made me copy the movements of young babies that I had seen on the television. Perfecting my ‘performance’ “In case the ladies come to see you…”

-ooOoo“Right then!” Mummy said mentally going through a checklist in her head. “Baby’s ready for bed now. He’ll need feeding. Once he’s fed and in his cot, we’ll have that fillet steak he brought in. It looks really excellent. It’ll halve into two beautiful portions.

‘Two portions?’ I thought. But I’d bought enough steak for three good portions. Stupidly, I realised that I wasn’t going to be included in the ‘grown ups’ meal. That hadn’t been part of Mummy’s thoughts at all.

“Great!” Laura said. “And there’s the wine that Colin got for us.” Ruth paused. “Will you be able to have any Laura? What with you breastfeeding Charlie?”

“Oh yeah,” Laura replied. “I’ll be fine. I expressed some breast milk for him earlier on so I won’t need to nurse him until his din dins tomorrow. He’ll just take the milk from a bottle until then. Actually, I’m producing so much breast milk it’s ridiculous! I’m getting through breast pads like nobody’s business.” She chuckled at the thought. “I’m always checking my blouse to check that my tits aren’t leaking! Whenever I get the chance I just express some milk, bag it up and put it in the freezer. It means that Charlie will be able to have breast milk for as long as he wants. I should sell the fucking stuff! There are bags and bags of it in the freezer. He’ll be drinking breast milk at University if I go on producing as much as I am at the moment!”

They laughed at the thought.

Laura winced again, straightening her back more obviously now.

“You OK?” Ruth asked.

I turned my head to look towards Laura who was clearly suffering some discomfort. “Yes, it’s just… well, my breasts are a bit

uncomfortable to be honest. I’d usually be feeding Charlie around this time and I think the smell of the baby powder and the sound of the baby’s rattle sets me off with my milk. Sort of like I’m expecting to feed him any minute you know?”

“That must be awkward?” Ruth replied.

“Well, sometimes it is but generally it’s just a bit of a niggle. I’ll just express it when I get home.”

“OK then. If you can just keep on eye on the baby, I’ll go and get his bedtime bottle ready.” Ruth said. “No problem. He looks quite happy there.” “Shake your rattle for the lady Colin. Show her what a good baby you are.”

I shook the rattle, touching it against my cheeks as I imagined a baby would do. I felt sure that I would be corrected if anything I did did not ‘measure up’ to expectations.

I watched Laura as she studied me thoughtfully. I imagined her trying to process the idea of a grown man, a professional being subjugated to the state that she was seeing at her feet. I was, it seemed to me, little more than the baby she had at home.

I glanced towards the door as Mummy returned carrying two glasses of wine. She set each down on a side table, one beside her seat and the other to Laura’s left side.

“I’ve put his bottle in the warmer. I prefer him to have it warm as it’s a bit more babyish than just having it cold.”

“Oh God yeah…” Laura agreed. “Particularly when they’re so young. It’s not so important that the milk is at body temperature when they’re a little older but when they’re just ‘new’, it’s better that it’s nice and warm for them.”

“He loves his bottle! Don’t you snookums?” I looked to Mummy and she smiled. “Don’t you love your titty bottle hmmm?”

The dummy in my mouth prevented a response but the humiliating comment was having the desired effect on me.

Laura and Ruth chatted for a couple of minutes until Mummy stood up and went to the kitchen, returning moments later with a baby bottle full of formula milk in her left hand and a patterned baby bib in her right. She tipped the bottle backwards and forwards, as she always did, to ensure that the milk was sufficiently mixed and the milk was evenly warm. The smile on her face told me that she was enjoying every moment of my humiliation in front of Laura.

Ruth sat down on the settee and patted the cushion on her right side.

“Come on baby. Time for your bottle. Good boy.” I pushed myself up onto all fours and crawled towards her, conscious of the size of my nappied bottom and how ridiculous I must have looked to Laura. I tried to block that from my mind as I moved onto the settee and lowered myself across Ruth’s lap. As was usual, she cradled my head in the crook of her left arm and pulled me close to her. The warmth of her body was welcome, as was the softness of her breasts beneath her blouse. Despite all of the humiliation and embarrassment she inflicted on me, I looked at her adoringly.

“Oh pretty bib!” I heard Laura say as Ruth shook it gently before tying it around my neck. “It’s one of his favourites actually,” Ruth laughed. “It’s got Ellie the Elephant on it. He’s got an elephant toy in his cot just like the picture on his bib. I like to think he connects the two in his little mind. He knows when he wears this bib that it’s nearly time for his cot.” She looked down at me as she smoothed it over the top of my chest. “Don’t you baby? Hmm? You know it’s nearly time for night night don’t you?”

I did. ‘Night night’ these days ranged from 5:00p.m. to 6:30p.m. Only very rarely did I get to stay up longer than that. Tonight was no exception. I would be in my cot within the next half an hour and be expected to settle and sleep soon after that. Disturbing Mummy wasn’t an option and the all-seeing baby monitor camera in my room ensured that was the case. Since Mummy had set the camera up, I had no idea when she was watching me. My behaviour had, at all times

– particularly in the nursery – to be as infantile as possible. Any movement or sound I made was being monitored by the camera.

Ruth removed the dummy from my mouth. It made a small ‘pop’ noise as the suction was released from between my lips. Ruth smiled and placed the dummy to one side, ready to be replaced in my mouth at a moment’s notice.

“Here we are then baby. Lovely baby milk for you.” Ruth tipped the bottle towards my mouth and I saw, briefly, the wide latex teat turn creamy white as it filled with the newborn formula that Ruth insisted I had. As the teat met my lips, the warmth of the milk was immediately evident. It was comforting and familiar now and I eagerly latched on to it and began to suck. My left hand moved up to Ruth’s right hand as she held the bottle in place. As had become her habit now, her little finger stuck out a little and I grasped in in my fingers as she fed me.

Ruth smiled, satisfied that I was taking the bottle as she wished and then raised her head, looking towards Laura.

“He generally takes about ten to fifteen minutes to finish his bedtime feed.” She chuckled a little. “Actually if I want him to work harder at feeding, I’ll just change the type of nipple I use. The newborn teats make him work much harder than some of the others.”

“I’ve actually got some spare bottles and newborn teats if you want them. Charlie never really took to the newborn teats so I’ve got two or three packs that haven’t even been opened.”

“Well, if you don’t mind, that’ll be great. After all, it’s not like Colin’s going to get much past the bottle anytime soon is it? Maybe in twenty years or so I might try him with a toddler cup… but then… I’m not sure I want the mess that that would probably bring.”

They laughed. My eyes closed occasionally as I sank further into the comfort of the warmth of my wife’s breasts and the sweet, cloying taste of the formula milk. Every now and then, Ruth would reach over and take a drink of wine, resting the bottle against her chest for the few seconds it took her.

“This is lovely wine baby! You’ve done very well to get one as nice as this. I think I’d like you to buy a case of it next time so that Mummy always has some nice wine in the house for when the ladies come to visit and, if you’re very good, I might even let them see you in your very best baby clothes! Won’t that be lovely?”

There had been a time when I would have taken that comment / threat with a pinch of salt but not now. The presence of Laura in the sofa behind me was proof of that.

A silence descended on the room and the only sound that I became aware of was the noise of my suckling on the milky teat. Ruth was smiling at me as the level of the milk slowly fell and I assumed that Laura was looking across at us both. The sound of her voice came as a surprise and instinctively I turned my head a little, ensuring that I did not lose the nipple from my mouth.

“Ruth…?” Her tone of voice was a little different to earlier.

“Uh huh?” Ruth said, glancing up at her friend. “Look, I know this is going to sound really weird but… I’m getting pretty uncomfortable here watching you feed the baby.”

“Oh, I’m sorry Laura! I thought you’d like to see what I’d done to Colin and how he lives now. I didn’t want to make you feel uncomfortable!”

“No, no… it’s not that Ruth. I think what you’ve done to him is fantastic! He looks so peaceful, calm and well behaved. I would never have believed that a grown man could be babied so easily and totally as you’ve managed with Colin. He’s so cute as a baby! So much cuter than he is as a man!”

“So what’s the problem?” Ruth asked. “Well…”Laura continued, “it’s just that I can feel my milk coming in as I’m watching the baby have his bottle. The thought of him being put into his cot in the next half hour or so…. Well, I find that quite exciting.” Laura hesitated. “Look… there’s no easy way to say this Ruth.”

I looked at Mummy’s face as she looked quizzically at her friend.

“What is it Laura? Just tell me…”

“Well… I can feed him if you want me to.”

A silence descended once again. Just for a moment this time.

“Bottle feed him?” Ruth said, looking at the baby bottle in her hand which was now 90% empty. “No.” Laura replied. “Breast feed him. I’d be feeding Charlie about now and I’ve got more than enough milk to feed at this very moment. Too much in fact. I’m feeling really pretty uncomfortable with the pressure in my boobs. If you’re willing to let me, I can feed him now and it would stop me hurting so much.”

I saw from the glint in Ruth’s eyes that this was something that had not occurred to her but it was an idea that was enormously appealing to her. I looked up at her not even knowing myself whether I wanted to be breast fed by Laura. The possibility seemed unreal. The decision however was not mine to make. Mummy’s words answered all that I needed to know.

“If you would like to Laura that would be fantastic. I’d love seeing Colin being breastfed like a real baby. Only if you’re sure though…” Mummy eased the bottle nipple from my lips as she spoke, anticipating that I would soon be off her lap and onto Laura’s.

“Well it would ease these blooming pains that I’m getting and would give Colin an experience of real mother’s milk… straight from the source…”

I gulped hard, still looking up at Mummy.

“Pass him over here Ruth. I’ll get him latched on and we’ll see how he does with real baby milk.”

Mummy patted my bottom, indicating that I should roll off her lap. In a daze, I did so, falling onto all fours and crawling across towards Laura. Laura had placed her glass of wine to one side and was shifting in her seat, getting comfortable. She looked at me as I crawled towards her.

“Oh, don’t look so nervous baby!” she teased. “This is going to be lovely for you. All babies like to be nursed when they’re fed and I’m sure you’re no different.”

I could feel my erection growing inside the thick nappy I was wearing. I stopped beside her feet, waiting for instruction. I glanced back to Mummy who was sipping contentedly on her wine.

“Come on then baby. Up you come…” Laura patted her lap encouragingly and I assumed the same position as I had a little earlier as I had snuggled into Mummy’s lap before having my bottle. I wondered how different Laura’s milk would taste. Laura helped me lower my body onto her lap and cuddled me into her breast. I was lower down on her body than when Mummy bottle fed me. I felt the warmth of Laura’s body and looked up as she began to loosen her blouse.

Pushing the material gently to one side, Laura revealed a white lace bra. She smiled, seeing the anticipation in my eyes.

“Oh he’s looking keen!” Laura laughed. I watched as she unclipped a small tag at the top of the bra cup and lowered the flap to reveal her breast and dark nipples. Her nipples were larger than Mummy’s but so desirable. I looked in amazement at the small white droplet of milk which was already starting to form at the very tip of her nipple. I knew I was starting to breathe heavily, excited by the prospect of what was about to happen to me.

“There now…” Laura said quietly. I felt her finger brush gently against the side of my mouth and instinctively I turned towards it. As I did so, Laura lifted her moist nipple up slightly and pushed it into my mouth. “Nice and wide baby. Nice and wide. Get it all into your mouth.”

I looked at her as she spoke, desperate to do it correctly. She eased my lower lip slightly and I felt her open my mouth more, so that my lips enveloped her entire nipple.

“Now suck baby. Suck gently and you’ll get the milk. You can have all the milk you want. Good boy.” She patted my gently and then looked towards Mummy.

“There now. He’s latched on really well. He’s a natural breastfeeder!” I heard them both laugh. My mind was spinning, finding it hard to take in all that was happening. Laura continued to pat me and stroke me gently as I sucked at her milky teat. The milk was warm… thinner than the formula milk that I was used to but feeling it fill my mouth was a wonderful sensation.

“He seems to like your milk.” Mummy said. “Well… he’s just a baby and any sucking that brings comfort and milk is bound to be high up on the things he likes!” Laura looked at me, smiling. “Good boy…Good baby…” She breathed deeply. “That feels better already,” she said. I’ll give him fifteen minutes on this side and another fifteen on the other. That’ll be enough to settle him for the night I think.”

The women chatted as I nursed and Laura kept glancing down at me to make sure I was still nursing properly. I lost track of the time but changing from one breast to another seemed to pass in a blur. It felt as though I was suckling some kind of drug. The more I fed, the more I wanted to feed. Nothing else mattered to me at that moment. I simply wanted to suckle at Laura’s breasts for as long as she allowed.

All too soon however, Laura gently pushed her finger into the side of my mouth, breaking the seal formed by my lips around her nipple. As she did do, she eased me backwards from her in a practiced way so that I was lying in her arms looking up at her. She smiled.

“Oh bless him, he’s got just the same glazed look in his eyes that Charlie has when I feed him. It’s adorable.”

Mummy came over and looked at me. She smiled. “He looks so content. Thank you so much for doing that Laura. That’ll be something he’ll never forget and he’ll certainly know his place next time he sees you.”

Laura grinned. “He’s been a very good baby Ruth. Really he has. Thanks for letting me feed him. Hope it didn’t seem too weird.”

“Oh God no. No problem at all. I’m sure he’d be happy for you to do it anytime you want!” I smiled dreamily at the thought.

Mummy popped my dummy back into my mouth and I returned to suckling.

“Oh he’s such a suckler! He just can’t get enough of having something to suck on!”

“Look Ruth. I was just thinking as I was feeding him. I’ve got bags of breast milk at home that I’m never going to need for Charlie. Why don’t I bring it across to you for Colin? You can freeze it up and then when you need it you can defrost it and put it into a bottle for him. I bet I could give you enough breast milk for three or four days a week.”

“Oh..” Ruth said, “I don’t know…” “You’d be doing me a favour actually. Really you would. I would feel that the milk wasn’t being wasted. Colin would be getting the very best milk. Breast is best as you know… and I would be making space in my freezer! Go on.. say yes!”

“Well, if you’re sure Laura. He did seem to enjoy the breast milk.” “Excellent. That’s settled then. I’ll bring some bags of milk over tomorrow when I’m out and about. Make sure you’re got room in your freezer!”

Both women chuckled. “Righto young man. Let’s get you into your cot. You’ve had your feed so I want you asleep while we have our evening meal.”

I eased onto the floor at Mummy’s feet and looked up at them both.

“What do you say to Aunty Laura baby?”

“Fank oo Aunty Laura…” I managed to mumble from behind the rubber teat which now filled my mouth. “You’re very welcome baby. Perhaps if you’re a very good baby for Mummy, I might be able to breast feed you again very soon.” She sipped her wine and sat back, knowing full well that even the thought of being breast fed again filled me with excitement and submission.

I was soon in my cot, Mummy fastened me in as she always did and kissed my forehead. Tucking my teddy bear in beside me, she said, “You’ve been a good boy for Mummy tonight Colin. Mummy is very pleased. Now I want you to go bye byes. Mummy and Aunty Laura are just downstairs and we’ll be watching you on the nursery camera. Sleep tight little one. Sleep tight.”

-ooOoo






