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Aunty Janette and Mummy laughed as they looked down at me, lying in my cot. With my feet dangling in the air, Mummy gave me a grip rattle. Her smile, seen only by me, was teasing and she looked satisfied.
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"Entertain the lady!" she encouraged as she stepped back to observe and taunt me further, her hands on her hips.

I shook the rattle, hoping that it's noise would somehow cover my increasing embarrassment, but of course it only laid me open to more ridicule from the ladies.

As Mummy went to fetch my bottle of baby milk as I heard Aunty Janette chuckling at the idea of my having to have a bottle of real infant formula. Mummy tested the temperature of the milk in a novel way not foreseen or promoted by Dr. Spock. She laughingly inverted the bottle over my nappy area and allowed milk to dribble from the teat onto my excited tinkle. Once satisfied that the milk was indeed 'just right' she offered the bottle to Aunty Janette so that she could 'feed the baby'.. Mummy giggled excitedly as she knew how excited I would feel to be fed by her friend.

Aunty Janette approached, the sound of her heels on the wooden floor somehow reinforcing my submissiveness to her, and of course, to Mummy. "Gurgle for the lady…" Mummy said sharply.

I gurgled a little as Aunty Janette leaned forward slowly, all the while cooing "Good boy…. Good boy…"

As the milky bottle teat was eased firmly between my lips, Aunty Janette asked Mummy if I was expected to drink all of the milk. Mummy's response was that I would drink it all or I would be spanked. Quite simple.

I suckled contentedly on the bottle, gazing happily at Aunty Janette as she and Mummy chatted. Aunty Janette spoke very softly when she was beside me - perhaps not wishing to frighten the baby with a normal level of conversational volume?

"He's a chronic wetter! So I put two nappies on him always." Mummy said. Aunty Janette smiled thoughtfully as she rotated the bottle slightly to allow air into it, all the while looking at me, smiling and nodding gentle encouragement to take all of the bottle's contents.

"Aren't you a lucky baby?" Mummy asked, knowing there would be no verbal answer. The truth is that I felt like the luckiest adult baby in the world. I had one beautiful woman bottlefeeding me and my gorgeous Mummy fussing around me preparing to put me into a clean nappy (or two).

"I've told the lady all about you. The things you do and the things I make you do!" Mummy teased.

Mummy pulled the nappy over my erect penis and, as I was so excited, she could not fasten it easily. Mummy's easy - but painful solution - was to smack it. Hard. I winced and quickly the nappy was fastened.

Shortly after, Aunty Janette realised that I had finished the bottle of milk, she stood up and returned it to the side table. Mummy leaned over me, smiling, telling me that I was a “…goodly baby…” I heard her reassuring, loving voice and all was well with my world.

Mummy unfolded another nappy and mused that once I was nappied she might let me shuffle about on the nursery floor (on my bottom) and perhaps even 'nuzzle' at the lady's high heels. (Mummy knows of my permanent desire to be suckling on something or other nowadays and is exploring all of the possibilities it seems! :)

With the new nappy fastened tightly in place, Mummy moved back to inspect me. I looked towards the foot of the cot to see Aunty Janette opening up a pair of plastic pants, stretching the elastic - all the while staring at me… her eyes telling me clearly that these ridiculously infantile pants were going on me. She knew how her teasing was making me feel. I could almost feel myself shaking with the anticipation.

"May I?" Aunty Janette asked Mummy. "Of course! Are you going to put the plastic pants onto the little baby?" Mummy stood next to me, arms folded, watching my eyes and knowing how excited, yet humiliated I was. She smiled and wrinkled her nose at me.

Aunty Janette pulled the pants onto me quite forcefully. Her demeanour ensuring that I knew how ridiculous she thought I was. She checked the fit of the pants, ran her hand over the front of the pants and nappy.

"He seems like a very happy baby!" she observed laughing as she felt my erection through the padding, Mummy leaned over and joined in, rustling the pants and thick disposables underneath.

"The lady knows how to treat little ones like you." Mummy paused. "Firm. Spanking…. Shake your rattle in appreciation!" she said dismissively as she pushed the infantile toy into my hand. Aunty Janette chose my baby outfit and Mummy looked for accessories like mittens and bootees. I grimaced at the thought of being put into lacy (girly) things! Mummy ridiculed my expression of discomfort and reminded me that I would wear whatever she chose for me. I then heard the mention of 'tights'. Pink tights!!! My heart sank but clearly the idea appealed to both Mummy and Aunty Janette. Mummy speculated that perhaps Aunty Janette had a cruel streak, wanting to dress me as a little girl?

"We have lots of pink tights!" Mummy said as she approached the cot. "Pink baby tights for you!" she laughed as she began to ease them over my bare legs. "Then you can thank the lovely lady by shuffling around her heels and showing her your toys."

The instruction particularly to 'show her' my toys felt very humiliating. Exactly the sort of

instruction that any proud mother would give her tiny child.

"You will need to entertain the lady to make her visit worthwhile won't you?" She turned, once again, to Aunty Janette, explaining my baby routine and taking some delight in telling her that I was a good source of entertainment

particularly when I was put into the playpen. Slowly and deliberately, the tights were pulled up. I looked and felt ridiculous.

As my eyes wandered around the nursery, Mummy noticed me looking at Aunty Janette and warned me that I had better not be thinking about suckling at her breasts or I would be spanked. It was, though, difficult not to think about being nursed at her breasts as Aunty Janette stood to one side of the cot, gently stroking her breasts and smiling.

"They would be very rude thoughts if you were to have them!" Mummy reminded me.

The baby tights were snapped into place and Mummy adjusted them for 'best effect'. "Oh!" said Mummy, suddenly remembering, "I have some lovely chocolates which we could perhaps share? Then we could spit some onto the rubber mat for the baby to lick up? He does enjoy that! He's a very messy eater and sometimes I rub his face in it…. Doesn't he look ridiculous in his baby tights?"

Aunty Janette concurred…""Ridiculous!" "Knitted green mittens and bootees next. Of course, they don't match but that doesn't matter. He has no sense of style!"

Inadvertently I began to suck on the plastic of the rattle. Mummy noticed and decided it would be better for me to have a dummy in my mouth. I was told to make loud sucking noises before Mummy forced the large rubber teat between my lips to muffle any further noise.

Mummy then told me what was to happen. I was to be dressed and put onto the nursery play mat. I had to show Aunty Janette my toys and then the ladies would spit chocolate onto the mat for me to lick up.

Efficiently, as ever, Mummy put me into my blue romper onesie, explaining to Aunty Janette that all of my clothes must now have poppers to make the necessary nappy changes easier. With the added bulk of the double nappy, the romper was a little tight but Mummy simply said that I would have to have elastic marks on my legs so everyone would know that all of my clothes were elasticated and had poppers, just as any newborns would.

Mummy picked a woollen bonnet for me, (my favourite actually) and, as she fastened it she commented that it made me look even more foolish.

"It really enhances the ridiculous nature of the pink tights. You look like a silly little baby being dressed by Mummies for a fun time." ...and of course that was exactly what I was.

I listened as Mummy and Aunty Janette discussed a plastic 'swatter' which Mummy suggested could be used on me if I were to displease either of them. I resolved to do my best to amuse and entertain them. I didn't want spanking. I don't like that at all. Mummy, and now Aunty Janette, know how effective a deterrent it is for

me...although the excruciating pain I experience from a spanking is less than the pain I feel when I have upset or disappointed Mummy.

Soon I was sitting on my nappied bottom in front of Aunty Janette. My eyes shifted from her face to her heels to her breasts and then quickly away as she noticed where my gaze was falling. I did not want to be punished by her or Mummy for being naughty.

Aunty Janette's heel was in front of my face, her leg crossed to raise it towards me. "Touch it Diddums!" Mummy told me.

"So much pleasure in such ridiculous things! He's absolutely fascinated by things like that. I know what he is thinking… he wants to put it into his mouth."

I continued to stroke her heel, feeling increasingly aroused by it. Knowing how stupid and pathetic this must look to both ladies but being unable to resist the urge to do it.

Aunty Janette said that if I managed to push the dummy out of my mouth then she would allow me to suckle on her heel. I instantly began to try and force the teat past the mouth of the rubber baby mask I had been forced to wear. Not easy!

Mummy knelt down beside me and laughed at my pathetic attempts to comply. "Can't you even spit out your dummy?" she mocked. "How pathetic is that? A baby who can't even spit out his dummy?" She clapped her hands in delight.

Finally, it popped out from my mouth and I fell to suckling at Aunty Janette's heel. It felt very exciting. Mummy laughed and said that Aunty Janette's heel would need to be disinfected after I had had my mouth around it.

"Turn to face Mummy baby". I shuffled around and watched as Mummy took out a disinfectant wipe. I thought (briefly) that Mummy was going to offer the wipe to Aunty Janette… but no. She pushed the wipe into my mouth and pointed at Aunty Janette's heels. "I want you to use that wipe to clean Aunty Janette's heel. I think a baby should work, not simply rest and play."

Clumsily, I fell to my task of rubbing Auntie’s heels with the wipe. The strong taste of the antibacterial wipe filled my mouth.

"Oh yes! I have these chocolates." Mummy remembered and I continued to cleanse the heel. As the chocolate wrappers rustled gently, I felt that I had completed my task, I sat up and looked towards Mummy, prompting laughter from them both as I sat to attention with a white cloth wipe hanging from my mouth. I bowed my head in embarrassment and the wipe fell from my mouth. Mummy stopped.

"Did I say to drop it?" she snapped angrily at me. I knew I must pick it up again. I bent forward but could not get purchase on the cloth with my mouth. I began to feel that I would not be able to do it. Eventually, I gripped it between my lips and sat up again, eager for praise.

"He's been puppy trained as well!" Mummy told Aunty Janette. She held out her hand to me as I gripped the wipe. "Leave!" she ordered in the 'owner' voice that I know and love so well. I leaned forward and placed it as gently as I could into her open palm.

To demonstrate some of my puppy training Mummy jiggled the cloth in her hand teasing me "Where is it going to go?". She dropped it to one side and the command "Fetch!" was issued. This time it was easier to pick the wipe up. I dropped it into Mummy's hand and she was pleased. "I think he deserves a little reward don't you?" Mummy asked Aunty Janette.

I watched, absorbed, as Mummy placed the chocolate into her mouth.

"Do you want it? Do you want it? Mmmmm!!!! Mmmmmm!!!!" Mummy exclaimed in an exaggerated fashion to excite both the baby and puppy in me. I could not take my eyes from her at that moment. She was clearly savouring the chocolate and my unstinting obedience as she picked up the wrapper and pushed it into my mouth with the command "Hold it…." I held it.

"Babies like wrapping" she said as she removed it once more.

"Shuffle back!" I moved backwards and watched as Mummy leaned forward and spat onto the mat. A thick mixture of saliva, dark chocolate and masticated cherry.

"That's for you baby'. That's your reward. Lick it up." Before I was Mummy's, such a thing would have not felt like a reward at all but such has been her effect on me, this truly did feel like not only a reward but also an honour that she would choose to share this with me… in any way. I fell to my task as best I could. My tongue licking and mouth sucking up the chewed remnants.

As I sat up, Aunty Janette and Mummy laughed loudly at my appearance. My face was covered in chocolate! Mummy took photos and ridiculed me again. Despite my degradation and their laughter I was pleased that I had entertained them.

I watched as Aunty Janette chewed her chocolate

- hoping and knowing what was expected from me.

Aunty Janette stood and let the chewed chocolate fall from her mouth onto the rubber mat. Mummy simply pointed at it and I pushed my face to the mat to eat it.

Mistake.

Aunty Janette had not given permission and I had taken Mummy's pointed direction as permission. Stupid of me. Mummy, of course, noticed and was cross.

She unfastened the poppers of my romper and pulled down my tights and nappies. I knew what was going to happen and steeled myself to receive the punishment while also cursing myself for my stupidity and presumption that I was allowed to make my own decision.

Whilst my nappies were pulled down, Aunty Janette playfully stuck a chocolate wrapper in between the cheeks of my bottom which, of course, caused much hilarity for the ladies.

Mummy asked Aunty Janette if she thought I should be spanked or paddled. Aunty Janette decided that a spanking with her leather gloves was in order. She spanked me firmly several times on each cheek. Perhaps it is silly to say this but Aunty Janette and Mummy both spank differently to one another. Both, though, are painful !!! The true pain of course, comes from knowing that I have displeased them.

After the spanking Mummy told me to kiss Aunty Janette's boots to thank her for correcting and punishing me. I felt honoured to do that as she placed her foot on the floor in front of me. While I was doing that Mummy pulled up my nappy and tights once more. Satisfied that I had apologised properly, I was given permission by Aunty Janette to eat the chocolate spittle.

Mummy gave me a rattle and some other toys and told me to entertain Aunty Janette. Selfconsciously I began to play. Aunty Janette tested my catch reflex - which she found wanting. I didn't even manage to catch the cloth cube!

Mummy decided I should go back into the cot but unfortunately, as I climbed back in, I got chocolate on the tights which left Mummy no option but to punish me again.

Prior to that however, Mummy decided to tease me again by calling me a baby girl. A ribbon was tied to my tinkle. Tightly. I protested but the protests simply earned me the promise of more spanks.

With my legs held high in the air, Aunty Janette took the swatter and began to spank my bottom. With each smack I heard Mummy's

voice…."You're a girl…. You're a girl… A little baby girl…"

Sadly time had passed all too quickly and Aunty Janette was about to leave. Mummy instructed me to gurgle for her.

Aunty Janette stroked my tinkle and plums with the swatter. I didn't know if she was about to spank me with it. Thankfully she only stroked me. I waved the rattle in farewell as Mummy and Aunty Janette stood chatting at the door.

"Bye Bye baby!" she waved and laughed as she left. After closing the door, Mummy came back to the cot and spoke gently to me about Aunty Janette and how she knew what I had been thinking. I was told that I was going to make a creamy for Aunty Janette to show my appreciation for her.

Mummy fastened a creaming rattle around my tinkle and plums and my dummy was re-inserted. Mummy told me to think of Aunty Janette as I made a creamy for her. Another creaming rattle on my left wrist… another on my right wrist. Making me look and sound ever more ridiculous.

Mummy took a sip of red wine and then dribbled it from her mouth onto my tinkle. She moved the romper up my tummy.

"Now baby. Take that pathetic little tinkle in your pandie. In your mittened pandie… Remember how the lady humiliated you by putting you in baby girlie tights…? She had you suck her heels and you did as you were told… she spanked your bottom and stroked your tinkle… Now baby, let's see your pathetic creamy in honour of Lady Janette's ridicule of you….."

"Faster…. Faster… suck that dummy… slower…. Stop… start…. Stop…. Faster……" She was controlling and teasing, ridiculing. Using the 'trigger' words that she knows excite me….

I came in a torrent as Mummy sneered and mocked me. "A little baby creamer…" "I don't think she really believed you were so pathetic until she saw you. She saw you for herself. What a lovely lady she is… and what a pathetic baby you are. You've wet yourself and are covered in chocolate . A typical baby."

Mummy sat, drinking her wine, speaking softly. Gently teasing… I was absolutely hers… and she knew it…

"Now that you've been pacified and drained, you can have a little biscuit bear. Suck on it. Do not bite it. Do that while I tidy up after the ladies' entertainment!"

I sucked gently on the biscuit and felt calmer and very secure and safe. I also felt quite sleepy too! It had been a long day for a little one!

I felt absolutely drained. Mummy told me that if I needed a wee wee then I would need to cry to be allowed to do it.

She came across to me (as she always does when I cry) and began rearranging my nappy. I was surprised when she did not pull them up and fasten them tightly. Instead, she stood back and told me that I was going to do a wee wee all over myself. I gulped. Wetting in a nappy is

humiliating… but being made to actually wet directly onto myself - this was something new.

New but necessary. It was Mummy's instruction and, as such, has to be done. There was no point in getting upset about the idea… it would have to be done. As the realisation sank in, I tried to relax as I listened to Mummy's voice. Soon the urine began to flow. Mummy laughed loudly as I wet myself uncontrollably. Mummy thought this was hilarious and again took photos as she gently chided me and continued to laugh.

"Always a baby… Always a baby…." Mummy mused.

"Now to fill yourself up again darling." She said as she handed me a large baby bottle of warm water.

"You are incontinent and that's why you have to be kept in nappies all of the time. No self control. Lying in your own wee wee."

Mummy tugged off the pink girly tights and I was pleased to see them go.

Mummy held up the nappy to show me what I had done. "A wee-wee nappy." As ever, when I have been creamied and have wet, I knew my tinkle was shrivelled and pathetic. Much more appropriate for nappying. Mummy wiped me with a baby wipe and I relaxed. As I relaxed my legs closed. Mummy quickly realised and slapped my legs, reminding me that my legs must be splayed at all times. Babies have such short memories!

Thoroughly wiped, Mummy applied some nappy cream to my tinkle and bottom.. then some oily… then sweet smelling baby powder. All done quickly and efficiently - just like any busy Mummy with a newborn to care for. She paused and appraised me… "Pathetic creature!"

The remaining nappy was pulled up and Mummy spoke sharply to me about some stray creamy which was in my tummy button. Quickly wiping it, she seemed satisfied. Her closeness was overwhelming. I adore her being close. She wiped my face carefully, chiding me all the while for being a 'dirty little thing'.

I then watched as Mummy brought something to the cot that I had never seen before. Quite a large, colourful item with Winnie The Pooh characters all over it - and lots of straps. Slowly it began to dawn on me what it may be.

"I'm putting you in the immobiliser…." Mummy said. I had seen something like this before but had never imagined I would experience one.

I lay on it as Mummy fastened the clips and straps… My legs splayed wide as this solid restraint was fastened to my body. I was unable to do anything but lie flat on my back. Immobile. Just as immobile as a newborn would be. I could not turn or bend in any way. It was simply not possible. Mummy pulled the straps tighter allowing me no movement. It felt absolutely fantastic!!!! I felt secure and controlled and so at peace.

To enhance that - Mummy put up the side of the cot once again. She stood and looked down at me. Smiling. This must be what Heaven feels like!!!!

Mummy could be sure I was not going anywhere! She said that she was very pleased with her immobilised baby.

"You can have a little cot nap while Mummy tidies the nursery and sends these pictures to Lady Janette."

Ordered to close my eyes, I heard Mummy's footsteps around the nursery. She wound up the cot mobile and I began to relax further and further into the baby world that Mummy makes me live in.

I began to feel cold and stupidly (once again) attracted Mummy's attention in what

approximated to an adult manner. Mummy promised that once the cot nap was over I would be spanked for my mistake. I am learning... but slowly!

Mummy gently placed a baby blanket over my legs and tootsies and I warmed up. The blanket is my favourite with the teddy bears on it. I love it.

"Put your pandies underneath the cot blanket." I did immediately and was rewarded with a 'Good Boy'.

I couldn't sleep so Mummy said that she would put me to good use and spank me as I had done wrong by not alerting her to my coldness by crying. I knew I had made a mistake but didn't want to be spanked.

"The only communication you have is crying and sucking…" she reminded me.

One by one the straps were unfastened. "I don't want you to move… I want you to be totally immobilised. You can barely crawl. From now on you shuffle. If you try to crawl you will fail. There is only ever to be more and more regression for you. Eventually all you will be able to do is suck, cry and fill your nappy. Barely able to move... perhaps a little gurgle now and again. That's about it."

"Are you a tiny little baby?" She crooned. "Do you love your Mummy? Do you fill your nappy? Do you suck your dummy?" My goodness! What a lot you can do…! Aren't you clever? What a proud Mummy I am to have a baby who can do all those things. To be able to suck a dummy and cry and use his nappy! A clever little baby boy. One day you might be able to crawl but I doubt it. If you do crawl I will smack you! I want you to get weaker … weaker and weaker and weaker…. And wee wee and wee wee. That's all for you. That's all you will be doing. I'm going to take some pictures and send them to the ladies. I've told them about the immobiliser. I told them I was getting it for you. When they baby-sit - I will put you in your immobiliser."

Babysit? My eyes widened. I had never thought of that as a possibility… but knowing Mummy then anything is possible.

"They won't have to do anything. Just look at you every now and again. They won't have to worry about you getting into mischief. You're

immobilised - but you don't know what that means do you? You are a baby… MY baby. Let me hear you cry."

I cried for a few seconds until I was told "Enough!" I stopped instantly as Mummy began to unclip the immobiliser.

As she unfastened it she returned to my misdemeanour. I saw a paddle in her hand and winced - even before the punishment had begun. My legs were put into the air allowing Mummy clear access to my bottom. Unsatisfied with their position, Mummy fastened my legs with the straps. Several slaps later I was cringing and hurting.

"You are a pathetic little baby… nothing more, nothing less… If you are hungry - you cry! If you are dirty, you cry! If you are wet, you cry! Don't even think of doing anything else."

Slowly the lesson was being learned.

Mummy put me out of the cot onto the floor. "Hold on to Mummy's heels baby. I want you to go under Mummy's skirt. Fumble with the hem… you are just a baby... fumble… Slowly but surely try to get under my skirts. Put your face to my bottom. That's a good baby. Shuffle to Mummy. You are being trained under the skirts. That's where you go for comfort and security. That's a good baby." I did everything she bade me do. Happily.

Mummy walked forward slowly and I shuffled along on my bottom as best I could. Mummy directed me to sit against the wall - under Boots the Giraffe - the new height chart. "Mummy wants to see how tall, little, tiny you are." She began to laugh as I didn't even reach the bottom of the giraffe's legs. "I can see how small you are. I don't even need to look at the numbers. You are just newborn size!!! Perfect!! You will never grow any bigger."

"Now - under the skirts. Front. Face Mummy's special split bloomers. Face Mummy's special bits! Good baby. You are trained to heel and to skirt. Good little baby"

She patted my head in congratulations. I felt like the richest baby in the world.

Mummy walked back to me and turned her back to me.

"Under the skirt. Face to my bottom." What an instruction!!!

"Good baby….!"

She held me there for a few seconds and I relished the closeness and intimacy. So precious. Once again, Mummy had made dreams come true for me. She had opened up new experiences and emotions. To be controlled and regressed by Mummy is beyond word. The visit by Aunty Janette pushed those boundaries even further.

Shortly afterwards, I was instructed by Mummy that I am not allowed to call her visitor Lady Janette… it must always be 'Aunty Janette' and I am to always be her newborn nephew.

I cannot wait for her next visit.





