Kiss The Teat


By Colin Milton


Chapter One


A day's shopping with his girlfriend wouldn't have been Steve's ideal way to have spent his Saturday. He'd had the opportunity of a round of golf with three of his friends and when he'd explained why he couldn't join them he'd received the ribbing he expected.

[bookmark: _GoBack]"No problem Steve," Richard had said over the phone. "Being pussy whipped must take up so much time. We understand!"

Steve had been able to hear Mike and Alan laughing in the background as he squirmed at their ridicule.

"Yeah...as if!" Steve had retorted, trying to deflect his embarrassment. "Maybe next weekend?" he offered.

"Well, I’m not sure..." Richard continued, sensing his advantage and enjoying his friend's discomfort. "Shall I give Carol a call during the week to see if she'll let you off your leash for a couple of hours? There doesn't seem to be any point in arranging stuff with you if you've got to clear it with Mummy is there?"

"Oh piss off!" Steve had replied, half joking but still resentful of the limits he'd had placed on him by his girlfriend. "I'll give you a ring during the week and I’ll see you Saturday."

"OK then...just make sure you check with Mummy!"

Richard laughed again...self-satisfied with his teasing.

Steve sniggered half-heartedly as he disconnected the call and pushed the phone into his pocket.

"Who was that love?"

Carol, Steve's girlfriend of five years, had just entered the conservatory, drying her hands on a tea towel.

"Oh it was just Richard. He and Mike and Alan are going up to the course for a round of golf and they wanted me to go with them." He stood up and walked towards her. "I told them I’d promised to take you into town for some shopping." He leaned forward and kissed her lightly on her left cheek. She recoiled very slightly and looked at him a little quizzically.

"Is that a problem Steve?" she raised her eyebrows in gentle questioning.

"Eh?" he replied, taken aback by her slightly prickly reaction to his response.

"I asked if that was a problem. A simple enough question. Is coming into town with me such an unpleasant thing? It's not as though I ask you to come with me very often." She glanced downwards and mumbled, "Neither of us come very often if we're honest..."

Steve was just able to make out her words...their meaning took a little longer for him to assimilate.

"And just what does that mean?"

Carol twisted the tea towel in her hands.

"I would have thought that was obvious." She turned and began to walk back into the living room.

"Hang on!" Steve stretched forward and grabbed his wife by the arm, pulling her back to face him. "What do you mean?"

Carol's expression was cold, her eyes icy. She inhaled deeply before she spoke as if to calm her annoyance.

"I mean Steve, that I can't remember the last time you gave me an orgasm. I can't remember the last time we made love." She sneered at her own choice of words. "You humping my leg every two months or so while you suck on my tits is not my idea of wild and ecstatic love making."

Steve felt himself blush at her comment. She was right...the last time they had had any physical contact had been several months ago and it had happened exactly like that. Carol had initiated intimacy and in his excitement at suckling her breasts, he had pressed his erection against her thigh and had come almost immediately.

Steve was momentarily lost for words. Carol's humiliating, yet accurate assessment of their sex life was a long way from the image Steve liked to portray to his golfing pals.

"We talked about that..." Steve said sheepishly. "I told you I was sorry. I just got so excited. I couldn't help myself."

"Yes, we did talk about it Steven..." She had used his full name. That was the moment that he really knew she was serious. At that point however, he had no idea what had prompted this outburst from her. He had thought that she would be only too pleased that he was going shopping with her...and maybe lunch rather than leaving her to spend the day alone while he enjoyed a day with friends.

"We talked about it but, as ever, nothing changes."

She stepped forward, her eyes locked onto his...almost daring him to look away.

Her voice, when she finally spoke was suddenly calmer and more precise. Steve knew that whatever she was about to say had not been the result of a spur of the moment mood swing.

"I think we should go and get some advice Steven. Some counselling." She watched him closely to gauge his reaction. He seemed dumbstruck and lost for words.

After a moment or two Steve blustered,

"We don't need that love... We're OK aren't we?"

His voice had become whiny. Carol felt a small rush of satisfaction as she noticed his obvious discomfort. She hadn’t expected that.

"Yes...we're 'OK'," Carol agreed, "but I want more than just ‘OK’. Don't you?"

"I want you to be happy love. Look...I’ll try harder to spend more time with you. We'll make love more often. I will try."

She smiled to herself, however she was unable to prevent the smile from forming on her lips so she lowered her head and looked at the floor, biting the soft skin on the inside of her lower lip. Steve stood silently, waiting for her response.

Carol raised her head and looked at him.

"Look Steve. I love you very much. I know you love me too; but I think we both know that things haven't been like they used to be for quite a while don't we?"

Steve nodded his agreement.

"We don't talk like we used to. Every time I speak to you I feel like you're not listening or you've got other, more interesting things to occupy you."

"No love...it's not that it's..."

"Well what is it Steve? Come on, be honest with me."

"There's nothing." Steve mumbled.

"Are you being honest with me Steve?"

"Of course I am. I just think we need to both try harder. You and me."

"So where does Lucy come in all this?" Carol announced quietly.

Steve's face drained of all its colour and he felt his legs buckle slightly. He swallowed hard, hoping it would go unnoticed by a calm, yet stern Carol.

She stared hard at him as he stammered,

"L..L...Lucy?" he questioned unconvincingly. "I don't know any Lucy."

He forced a nervous laugh which sounded exactly what it was... Nerves. He shook his head as though scouring his thoughts trying to locate a 'Lucy' in his mind. He raised his eyes to look at Carol. He felt the muscles twitching relentlessly at the back of his neck and he could hear the tremor in his voice as he endeavoured to fill the silence that had fallen between them.

"No...I can't think of any 'Lucy'." He shook his head hoping beyond hope that Carol's questioning would stop.

She raised her eyebrows.

"Why don't we go and sit in the Living Room Steve? I think it's time that we really talked."

"Er yeah...OK. I thought though that you wanted to go shopping?" He knew it sounded feeble but he desperately needed time to think.In his mind, the idea that going shopping was a priority for Carol now was laughable – if it hadn’’t been so serious. Carol confirmed it.

"Shopping isn't important Steve. There'll be time for that another day."

Chapter Two


With that, she turned and walked into the Living Room. Steve followed behind her and she indicated the chair opposite her, showing him where she wanted him to sit.

It seemed unreal to Steve. He knew that his relationship with Carol was in jeopardy. Serious jeopardy. Lucy was his Mistress and had been for the last four years. They'd never had intercourse...that was never an option...however he had come to look upon Lucy as the only person who truly understood him and accepted him for the person he was.

Lucy was a dominatrix who Steve had written to after seeing an article on an Internet website for submissive men. After meeting him for the first time, Lucy had become intrigued by his fetishes and desires and, over the years, a relationship of two friends had developed from which they both drew benefits. No longer were they client and dominatrix.

Although her true role had not changed he had, somewhere along the line, become someone she valued and trusted. Someone reliable and loyal in a world where many others were not. She had learned that the hard way over the years.

"So...do you want to tell me about Lucy then Steve or shall I tell you about her?"

Steve regarded her with bewilderment. What the hell did Carol know about Lucy? How on earth did she even know about Lucy?

"Erm... I...er..."

"Why don't I tell you about Lucy then? Your memory seems to have let you down doesn't it? Although goodness knows how...you've been with her on plenty occasions."

Steve felt his entire body sink further into the chair. He felt as though he wanted to allow himself to sink into a hole as Carol continued. Her voice was calm and very matter-of-fact.

"Up until a few months ago I had no clue about Lucy. You'd done very well hiding her from me. The first hint I had that there was anything going on was one weekend where you very gallantly offered to pop down to the local takeaway in one of your lovely sports cars to bring a meal in for us both." She looked down at the finger and thumb of her right hand which she continuously rubbed gently together. She chuckled. "You're going to wish you'd asked for home delivery by the time we've finished talking."

Carol lifted her head and smiled at him. However, there was no warmth in her smile, Steve thought, simply determination.

"I remember you were so anxious to please me that you grabbed your keys and zoomed off down the road without thinking of logging out of your computer. Actually, credit where it's due...the screensaver had come on and if I hadn't knocked your chair into your desk as I walked past, then it wouldn't have disabled the screensaver and brought up your 'secret' email address." She paused for a moment or two to let the magnitude of what she was revealing to sink in.

"evets31" She smiled again. "Not very inventive are you? Well, at least so far as a username goes anyway. Your name backwards and then your age. Wow! So clever! Who could have guessed?”

There was nothing he could say. He felt sick to his stomach as the realisation began to hit him. Each detail she revealed felt like another body blow. His mind was in turmoil and he knew he could not deny anything that she was saying.

"So...curiousity got the better of me and I sat for a little while and had a look through some of your emails. Goodness me...I was almost proud of how well you understood the need to address ladies correctly. I wish you were that polite and thoughtful to me..."

She watched him closely. He was squirming under her continual stream of words and thoughts.

"It was obvious to me, pretty quickly, that emails had been going backwards and forwards between you and a 'Lucy' for several months...years even. I seem to remember thinking that it was just about every day you wrote to one another. 'Mistress' this and 'devoted Steven...' I hardly recognised this 'Steven' as being you. So polite, courteous and… submissive."

Carol left the final word to hang in the air. In all of their time together Steve had never shown any submissive inclinations. Disinterest and selfishness yes but submissiveness? No.

"Anyway, it was just starting to get interesting reading your private email collection when I heard you coming back. That silly loud sports exhaust has its uses eh? I knew you wouldn't remember if the computer had been left on screensaver or whether you'd switched it off, so I went back to the email you'd been reading and simply switched the monitor off. By the time you'd put the car away, I was happily pouring us a couple of glasses of wine just like the devoted little girlfriend you like me to be."

Steve shifted uncomfortably.

"It took me a few days to work out what to do next. I'd have liked more time to read the details of your sordid little escapades but I didn't know your passwords so I thought I was stuck." Carol paused, savouring Steve's discomfort more than she had imagined. Bless him, he was sitting quietly and obediently, listening to every word. She realised that it had been a long time since he had been so attentive and it was, it occurred to her, the first time she had imposed her will on him and felt in complete control of the situation.

"Soooo..." she drawled, dragging out his suffering, "I did a little bit of Internet browsing on my own. It's amazing the things one can find isn't it? I even found a website which detailed some of the services that Lucy offers."

She studied her nails carefully for a second as though gathering her thoughts. She looked at her now cowed boyfriend, eagerly hanging on her ever word. "Lucy seems very strict Steven?"

An almost imperceptible nod of his showed his agreement.

"That's interesting. It's an effort for me to get you to do anything but it seems that you go and see this woman & pay her money so that she can boss you around?"

He didn't need to reply. Carol could see from his expression and continued silence that she was near the truth. She shook her head, as though puzzled by his desires.

"So anyway...I knew I’d have to see exactly what sort of things you were writing. I didn't have your passwords and I could hardly ask you now could I?"

This time his head movement was clearer. He shook his head from side to side. Carol noted the increasingly 'fragile' look in her boyfriend's eyes. A look she hadn't seen or recognised before. She knew he could sense the tightening of her net around him. He had been caught and now he was floundering under her increasing dominance.

"Have you ever heard of keyboard logger software Steve?"

"No..." he cleared his throat. "No...I haven't."

He was lying and Carol knew it as well as he did. However, she was enjoying being in control and chose to humour him.

"Well neither had I but it's very clever. What it does, you see, is it runs on the computer invisibly. You would never know it was there unless you'd installed it. Anyway, while it's running, it keeps a record of everything that's typed on the keyboard. Which is very handy indeed!"

Steve was starting to feel very warm. How long had she been tracking him? How much did she really know about him and Lucy and his 'needs'? He could feel his heart beating hard in his chest.

"Every day," Carol continued, "it sends a little file to an email address that's been specified by the person who installed it. Again… all done invisibly. It's really remarkable. So every day for the last few weeks, I’ve been getting an email which shows me everything you've typed that day. Emails; passwords; website addresses and so on. Honestly...it's fascinating. I think all girlfriends and wives should have this on their partner's computer. It would put a stop to so much of the playing around that you boys are so fond of."

Steve continued to listen quietly. He sensed that Carol was building to a coup de grace.

"You're very unoriginal with your passwords though Steven. I probably could have guessed them if I’d thought about them. Favourite football team and a racing driver's name spelled backwards. Really? And..." she laughed. You use those two for everything? Yahoo accounts? Facebook? On-line bank accounts? Savings Accounts?"

Steven looked at his feet; knowing that everything she had said was accurate.

Carol chuckled.

"I say you 'use' them for your accounts. To be more accurate, I should say 'used' shouldn't I?"

He looked up quickly and stared, wide eyed at the implications of what she had just said. He didn't dare speak lest he revealed what had jumped into his mind.

He didn't need to.

"Those passwords won't work anymore. I changed them earlier this morning when I came downstairs. You were in the shower so I had a good idea how much time I had before you made an appearance. As it turned out, it only took ten minutes to change them all."

"You can't do that!" suddenly Steve found his voice. His voice, although angry, remained relatively calm sounding. He was in no position to use shouting.

"I'll think you'll find I can Steven...and what's more, I have."

She smirked as she saw him begin to process exactly what consequences her actions could mean.

"Oh...and you'll like this..." she said without the merest hint of irony in her voice, "your PIN numbers have all been changed too. That'll make it easier for me to keep a tighter rein on what you spend. From now on, if you need money for anything...whether it be clothes; petrol or to buy me drinks or meals, you'll have to justify the expense to me. If I don't think you deserve it then you won't get it until your behaviour improves."

Steve shook his head in disbelief at Carol's revelations. How had she become so devious and domineering? Despite himself, part of him felt excited by his girlfriend's new found dominance. The ongoing practicalities of her dominance might, he realised, be a different matter.

Chapter Three


Carol eased back in her chair and looked him up and down.

"I think I'd like a glass of wine Steven. Go and get one for me."

This was not a request. It was an instruction.

"Eh?"

"I think you heard me the first time." Carol said, raising her eyebrows seemingly to indicate her mild displeasure at being questioned.

"Erm...er...yeah...OK Would you like red or white?"

"I think I’d like a large glass of that Chateauneuf I bought you for Christmas. That would be nice and you can use the best crystal. I know we were keeping that bottle and the crystal for a special occasion and this feels like a special occasion to me."

"But it's only one o'clock love. Don't you think it's a bit early to start drinking?"

"Start drinking?" Carol replied, clearly irritated by yet another question.

"I don't think I need to be lectured about having a glass of wine Steven. I'll have the rest of the bottle this evening once you're in bed."

Steve stood up as she spoke.

"How do you mean...?"

Carol was tired of waiting for the glass of wine but remained calm and in control.

"Go and get the wine like a good boy then come back and I’ll explain the rest of what I feel you need to know. For the time being."

Steve turned and walked uncertainly into the kitchen. Carol heard him remove the wine from the rack and place it on the bench before he opened it. She felt more than satisfied with Steve's reaction to all that she had told him. She knew that he would need time to come to terms with everything she'd said, but the ease with which he'd accepted her dominance excited her and she slipped her hand under the waistband of her trousers and down into her knickers. She breathed more deeply now as her fingers touched the top of her moist vagina and she gently began to rub herself as she listened to her boyfriend busying himself at her bidding in the next room.

Carol continued rubbing herself, moving her fingers in a tight circle around her clitoris. Consciously maintaining control of her breathing, she breathed out as quietly as she was able. Allowing any groan or sound of satisfaction at this point would not have suited her plans at all. All too soon, she heard Steve's footsteps on the oak floor as he came back to the Living Room. Quickly, she removed her hand from her panties, cursing inwardly at how quickly he had carried out her request. As he entered the room, she did her utmost to maintain her composure and looked at him calmly and coolly.

"Two glasses Steven? Two glasses?"

"Eh...well I thought if you were having a glass of my wine then I’d have one too." At the moment he said it, his comment had seemed perfectly reasonable...to him.

"Two things Steven. It is not 'your' wine. Firstly, it was bought for both of us to enjoy. Secondly, as you are driving in the next hour it wouldn't be a good thing for you to have a drink now would it?"

"Well it's only one glass." Steve replied, trying to justify the glass of slowly warming red wine in his hand.

"As I said," Carol repeated herself slowly, as though speaking to a small child, "Firstly, it was bought for both of us to enjoy. Secondly, as you are driving in the next hour it wouldn't be a good thing for you to have a drink now would it? Do you understand? Hmmm?"

"But..."

"No 'buts' Steven. Give me my glass and then go and pour the other one back into the bottle and put a stopper in the top of the bottle. Once you've done that, come back and sit down....there are still some things I need to tell you before we go out."

She watched, with satisfaction, as he obeyed her instruction without question, although she could see his discomfiture in his face The faint pouring noise as he returned the contents of his glass to the bottle merely served to give her the confidence to continue with her plan.

"Don't forget to rinse the glass and put it away!" Carol called through to the kitchen. "There's no point in just creating washing up for yourself." She felt pleased with herself as she heard him rinsing the glass. The instruction for him to do so had come naturally to her. His instant compliance was all the more satisfying.

She took her first sip on the velvety rich red wine in her glass. 'Very nice..' she thought to herself. 'Very nice indeed.' She wondered how well he might accept her telling him that the wine...his gift from her...was no longer available to him. Carol felt confident that she could find other, more appropriate, drinks for him.

As Steve entered the room, Carol could clearly sense a change in his demeanour. He looked cowed and unsure suddenly. Carol felt sure that she was on a firm footing with what she was about to say. She had thought long and hard about it and this was, she knew, a moment that she would savour and remember for a long time.

"Sit down over there...and listen. Don't interrupt. I'll tell you when I want to hear your opinion."

Carol pointed to an empty chair which was opposite to her. Steve walked over to it and sat down, looking at her uncertainly.

"We're not going shopping today Steve..." she said calmly sipping her wine. "We're going to see a friend of yours..."

Steve froze and he could feel his mouth drop as he realised what Carol was implying. She chuckled at his reaction and took another mouthful of wine.

"I say a friend of yours...but you know...I feel like I know Lucy quite well too now."

He had been right. Steve felt his heartbeat racing and his throat drying in an instant. He shook his head from side to side, unable to fully comprehend what he was hearing.

"I've spoken to Lucy three or four times now actually.” She turned her glass deliberately in her hands. She purposely avoided looking at him. “She seems very nice. Very well spoken and clearly an intelligent lady - I can understand from seeing photos of her on her website and hearing her voice how you would find her attractive."

Steve looked like a deer caught in headlights. Struck dumb with anticipation of what was imminent.

"I originally called her to try and discover just what it was she did with you, or should I say ‘to’ you that made you so well behaved, polite, romantic and thoughtful. I wondered if you went to her to be whipped - after all, that's what I thought dominatrices do! It turns out I was quite wrong. Lucy told me that she doesn't do that sort of leather domination stuff. Hitting men. Strange isn't it that that's what everyone thinks of when they think of a dominatrix? She assured me that that wasn't part of what you get up to when you're with her."

Steve felt himself blushing as she continued.

"Mind you..." Carol smiled, "she was reluctant to tell me exactly what it is that you liked doing..." Carol took a longer drink of her wine and raised her eyes to watch him squirm at her words; enjoying both Steve's embarrassment and the expensive wine. "So...we agreed that the best thing we could do was to go and visit her." She rotated the crystal glass once again, which by now was only half full, as she studied his face for a reaction.

Steve felt dizzy as almost every sentence that Carol spoke revealed even more secrets to him. He breathed hard.

"So that's what we're going to do Steven. It's going to be quite an adventure isn't it?" Her smile broadened. "You see, the way I look at this is, this could have easily ended our relationship. With a lot of couples I imagine it would but the thing is Steven...is that I love you. I always have and I always will. When I first found out about Lucy I was livid. Absolutely incandescent… but the more I thought about it...well, it seemed silly to throw it all away - particularly when it was something I knew nothing about. I have to say, mind you, that Lucy was really lovely - very understanding. We're going to stay for a couple of days and nights with her. She tells me that I can have one of the guest rooms and you'll be in your 'usual room'? That was what she said anyway; she didn't elaborate but she did say that you would know what she meant."

Steve could feel himself in a cold sweat; his heart beat hard. Thoughts spun like a top in his head.

"Do you know what Lucy means Steve?"

Carol looked at him sardonically although her question was clearly rhetorical. Carol knew that Steve would understand Lucy's comment although, as yet, it was not clear to her.

One thing which was becoming ever clearer however was her desire to find out more in the coming days and nights.

Chapter Four


"I've packed an overnight bag with a few things for me Steven." Carol said brightly, her mood boosted by her boyfriend's acceptance of her plans. "I've put a couple of t-shirts; jeans; socks and underwear in for you as well. It seems foolish to take two bags if we're only intending to stay a couple of nights doesn't it? "

Steven nodded unenthusiastically. The situation seemed unreal. Two or three hours ago, it would have been unimaginable. Surely something would happen in a moment and he would wake up? The sound of Carol's voice broke into his thoughts.

"Lucy said that I wouldn't need to worry about bringing things for you… which I thought that was a bit of an odd thing to say..." She spoke more casually now. Confident in her new, increasingly dominant role. "Can you put that glass into the dishwasher Steven?" Carol wafted her hand vaguely at the wine glass she had been using which was now fully drained.

Steve was on his feet in a moment, picking the glass up and placing it in the dishwasher as she'd instructed. Anything to distract himself from the increasing realisation that Carol was going to learn his inner most, deeply held secrets within the next few hours.

'Perhaps Lucy might not reveal everything to Carol?' he thought...optimistically for a fleeting second. The thought disappeared as quickly as it had occurred to him. Mentally, he was clutching at straws.

Maybe if he apologised to Carol? Swore he would never contact or see Lucy again? Perhaps then she might retreat from her threat to accompany him to meet Lucy and find out what had been going on?

That thought evaporated as quickly as his previous one had done. His eyes turned towards the living room door as he heard Carol speaking to someone on the phone.

'She must be on her mobile phone' he thought. 'I didn't hear the house phone click...' He turned his head slightly in the hope that he would be able to hear what was being said - albeit one side of the conversation.

"I think an hour or so... I looked for a route on the Internet."

Steven heard her laugh quietly.

"Yes...he knows where he's going but I didn't want him to delay things by taking the long way round. I'm really looking forward to meeting you!"

He heard her footsteps as she walked out of the bedroom, the creaky floorboard that he'd been asked to fix for years, pinpointing her precise location. A series of 'Yes... It will won't it...' and satisfied chuckles punctuated the noise of Carol's descending footsteps. He looked at her as she entered the room.

"Yes...he's just here. Would you like a word with him?" she paused and then proffered her phone to him. "It's our mutual friend...". She smirked as he sheepishly reached out to take the cellphone from her.

"Hello...?" he said nervously.

"Hello sweetheart..."

Her voice drifted softly down the phone. It was Lucy. His beloved Mistress. As occurred every time he heard her voice, it was as if a submissive switch had been flicked somewhere inside of him. No other woman, even Carol, had come close to having this effect on him. Her voice was the closest thing to being drugged or hypnotised that he had ever experienced.

"Hello..." his response was barely audible. He glanced towards Carol who stood with her arms folded smugly watching him as he spoke to his Mistress.

"Would you like to put this on speaker phone Steven?" Lucy said.

"Er... Er..." he stammered.

"Put it on speaker phone Steven. I think it's important that we don't have any secrets between the three of us anymore don't you?"

Her voice was smooth and hypnotic.

"Yes...OK." Steven fumbled with the phone for a moment before pressing the key which allowed Carol to hear and, if necessary, participate in the conversation. "There we are..." he said, instinctively putting the phone back to his ear despite every sound now being amplified to the room. Realising his error, he held the phone in the palm of his hand, waiting for Lucy's next words.

"Am I on loudspeaker now Steven?"

"Yes..."

"Excuse me...?"

Lucy's voice had developed a sudden edge and Steven knew why. Giving one word answers were not what she had trained him to give. Steven glanced at Carol as if by doing so Lucy would accept his monosyllabic grunt as a response. A silence of perhaps one or two seconds ensued although in that time it felt like a thousand unspoken words had passed between them.

Lucy spoke again, more softly but yet with more menace in her tone.

"I said, Excuse me...?" She emphasised the final syllable as if to remind him of to whom he spoke.

Steven closed his eyes resignedly accepting his training.

"Yes...Mistress..."

No sooner had the words left his mouth, than he opened his eyes and looked shamefacedly at Carol as though silently begging her forgiveness. She raised a disdainful eyebrow as she waited for him to continue his conversation.

"Better." Lucy replied. "Now," she said after a short pause, "this is a lovely surprise isn't it eh? Your girlfriend and I have been chatting quite often recently and you were the main topic of our conversations. Isn't that nice to think that two beautiful ladies have been chatting about your welfare?"

"Yes Mistress." It was easier for him to say it a second time.

"Now...I understand you're going to come down to see me today? I've been really looking forward to it Steven. I know you very well indeed don't I? However, it'll be splendid to finally meet Carol and show her how you really like to be treated. I've got everything ready for you. All the usual things and one or two little surprises that I got especially for you."

Steven stammered his 'Thank you.'

"Now I want you to be especially good on the way down here. I don't want any reports from Carol about you being annoying or not doing as you're told. That wouldn't be a goodly thing now would it?"

"No Mistress..." he agreed.

"No Mistress" she mockingly mimicked. "Now turn off the speaker phone thing and pass the phone back to Carol so I can have a last, quick word. See you soon. Bye bye!"

"Goodbye..." Steven replied feeling as though he was being sucked further down into the quicksand that his fetishes had created for him. He pressed the speaker icon once more, disconnecting the loudspeaker before passing it back to Carol.

"Hi Lucy...yes..." she laughed. "I’ve never heard him say 'Mistress' before. It's good hearing that come out of his mouth."

As she listened to Lucy, she nodded and responded with an occasional 'Alright...that's fine.' Clearly, Steven thought, Lucy was explaining, in more detail, what the next couple of days would hold. Equally clearly, Steven was not to be informed of anything until it occurred. His feeling of increasing helplessness was hard to deny.

"OK then...bye for now. See you shortly! Bye!" Carol held the phone at arm's length and pressed to disconnect the call. "So many surprises today eh my love?"

Steve nodded.

"So...do you always call her 'Mistress'?"

"Not always...no," he replied hoping she wouldn't continue with this particular aspect of the conversation. He knew, only too well, that she was likely to find out the other names he was expected and permitted to use soon enough.

"Come on then! Let's go!" Carol said enthusiastically. "Your Mistress is waiting!"

Steve stood up and walked towards the door as Carol handed him the car keys. Normally, visiting Lucy was a high point in his life; today however he felt trepidation unlike any he had felt before.

The sound of the front door closing behind him felt, somehow, like a chapter in his life had closed and a new existence was pulling him inexorably forward.

---------

Steve knew the journey to Lucy's home would take a little less than an hour. He was surprised however, that Carol seemed keen to talk en route.

"You know why we're doing this don't you Steve?"

"I’m not sure..." he replied honestly.

"It's because I love you and want to be with you. Not just for a few years but I want to be with you always. When I first found out about Lucy, I was livid with you. I didn't know what to do. The one thing I didn't want was to lose you. I looked around on the Internet and got some good advice from complete strangers. Really unexpected actually. Slowly, as the days went past, I realised that you visiting Lucy wasn't because you don't love me...but more likely that you felt she could give you something that I couldn't. I won't pretend that realising that didn't hurt. I thought we shared everything?" Steve noticed her glance out of the car window as though looking for words to continue or simply a few seconds in which to contain her emotion. "Obviously I was wrong."

Her words hung in the air as Steve indicated to overtake another vehicle.

"I do love you Carol. Of course I do...but something inside me needs what Lucy gives me. She accepts my feelings and desires...no matter what they may be."

"Well, she's clearly got more experience than I have Steve. You're the only guy I’ve ever been with or ever want to be with..."

"I'm sorry love..." Steve said earnestly.

"Maybe something positive will come out of all this eh?" Carol said, the hope evident in her voice. She reached over and stroked his leg tenderly. "I hope so..."

"I hope so too..."

Chapter Five


The meandering country road which led to Lucy's house was prettier than Steve had seen it previously. Springtime suited Fox Lane. The view down over the valley was stunning.

"We're almost there now love..." Steve said, trying to disguise the nervous tremor in his throat.

"OK" Carol responded. "Oh, before we get there, Lucy asked me to tell you to behave as though I'm not there. I want to observe what it is that she does to you...how she treats you. She did say that she would teach me lots of things that I need to know - to take things forward."

The onus was, Steve realised, entirely on him now. He had to try and ignore the presence of his girlfriend in the room while he was interacting with his Mistress.

Steve slowed and indicated left off the lane and pulled onto a short gravel covered area in front of a large building of Edwardian appearance. He eased the Mercedes alongside the blue 4x4 which had obviously been recently cleaned. Rays of sunshine broke through the overhanging tree branches making the larger vehicle sparkle and gleam.

"Very nice..." Carol said, leaning forward to give herself a clearer view of Lucy's home. "Very stylish. Why am I not surprised eh? You've always been attracted to stylish women haven't you?"

She shook her hair playfully. Her excitement conflicted in equal amounts with his anxiety it seemed.

They climbed out of the car and made their way to the front door. The door was heavy, made of oak and was clearly the original door. A traditional door knocker, in black dominated the centre of it.

"You'd better knock Steven. You're the one that's been here before." He took that comment as it had been intended... a last 'dig' at him.

He raised and lowered the knocker twice and heard the impact reverberate through the entrance hall which already knew to be quite grand. He heard Lucy's footsteps before Carol did. She had been momentarily distracted by the deep barking coming from dogs, seemingly at the back if the house. Steve recognised the barks as being from Poppy & Holly, Mistress' two Old English Sheepdogs of whom he had become particularly fond over the preceding years.

Steve's skin felt clammy with nerves. His throat was dry as he tried to swallow. He could hear Lucy's footsteps coming closer to the door and listened for that brief second as she unfastened the lock.

The door swung open and she was there. Beautiful, immaculately dressed with a warm, welcoming smile.

"Hello! You must be Carol!" She glanced at Steve and lifted a disdainful brow. The Dom/sub relationship had begun. "I already know you..." she smirked, ”…do come in."

Carol entered the large entrance hall first with Steve followed behind, moving to one side to allow Lucy to close the door.

"I've really been looking forward to meeting you!" Lucy said enthusiastically. "Can I take your coat?"

Carol graciously accepted and passed her grey, woolen jacket to her hostess.

Every time Steve was in Lucy's company he became unsure of himself. He accepted instinctively that she was his superior in every way. He would never, in his wildest dreams have imagined such a beautiful woman as she would ever give him the time of day - let alone become so intimate with him. Albeit always on her terms.

Turning to Steve for a moment she spoke condescendingly. "And have you been good since you were last here?"

Steve nodded shyly. Lucy grinned at his reaction and ruffled his hair as though he were a child. Carol observed their interaction, intrigued by Steve's acceptance of her tone and the childish ruffling of his hair.

"Do you know who else is here to see you Steven? Eh?"

Steve's eyes widened with surprise. Surely there was no one else her to witness his humiliation? He looked at her anxiously, pleading silently for the intensity of his humiliation to ease. Already he was aware of Carol's surprised expression at the manner in which Lucy was treating him. He knew though that the surprises had only just begun.

"So," Lucy repeated, "do you know who else is here to see you Steven?

He shook his head.

"Oh you are a shy one today aren't you eh?" Lucy laughed.

She turned slightly and pointed to a wooden, Victorian armchair on which sat a fawn coloured teddy bear with a pale blue ribbon around it's neck.

"Look! Who's that? Who's that sitting waiting for you? Eh? Who is it?"

Steve looked at her, fully aware that this was the first of many questions which could not be answered by a gesture of his head. He swallowed hard.

"It's Shaggy..."

"That's right! Clever boy! It's Shaggy! You remembered! Good boy. Go and get him then. He's been waiting for you!"

Steve glanced at Carol and walked over to the chair on which the bear was sitting. He picked it up and, despite himself, felt instant comfort as his hand gripped the warm fur of the stuffed toy.

"There we are!" Lucy said. "Bring him back here sweetheart. You can hold on to him."

Steven walked back even more self-consciously. He cast a glance towards Carol who continued silently observing the scene which was playing out in front of her.

Lucy held out her hand to Steve who took it instinctively. He edged closer to Lucy until he was almost touching her. He could feel the warmth of her body and could smell the familiar fragrance of her expensive perfume.

"Good boy!" she praised him. "Well done. All the way there and back without any stumbles!" She wiggled his hand in hers and smiled at him.

She turned to Carol.

"I thought it might be easier if you were to take your things to your room and then we can meet in the Living Room," she turned and pointed behind her, "in about ten minutes? It'll give you a chance to freshen up if you want to and it'll give me an opportunity to get him settled and open a bottle of wine. What do you think?"

Carol smiled and agreed.

"Your room is at the top of the stairs...second on the left. I've put some fresh towels out for you. Make yourself at home...and we’ll see you in a few minutes?"

"Lovely...thanks." Carol said and then turned and walked up the 'dog-leg' wooden staircase.

The ornamentation in the carving was intricate and Carol guessed that not only was it likely to be the original staircase but that it was well cared for and maintained. She glanced over her shoulder as she came to the turn in the flight of stairs and saw her boyfriend, his right hand held in Lucy's and his left hand clutching the arm of the teddy bear, making their way to the Living Room.

-ooOoo-

Chapter Six


As Carol came down the stairs, she was could hear the faint strains of classical music floating towards her. She could see that the double doors to the Living Room were slightly ajar. Her heels clicked on the floor as she walked. She had thought high heels might be more appropriate for the environment in which she presently found herself. Consciously, she slowed her walking pace. She wanted to give the impression of calmness, serenity and confidence.

As she entered the room she saw Lucy sitting in a large, leather chair. She too wore high heels and Carol congratulated herself on her choice of footwear.

"Ah there you are!" Lucy said. "Do come in and sit down. I've poured you a glass of red wine. I hope you like red wine?"

"Yes thank you. I do."

Carol sat back in the chair and breathed deeply, almost as though preparing herself for what was to come.

Lucy smiled and raised her glass.

"Cheers!" she said happily. "Here's to ladies in control!"

"Ladies in control." Carol chimed as they chinked their glasses together. The wine was clearly an expensive one. Vintage even. It's smoothness surprised Carol. She could, she thought, get used to this!

"Where's Steve?" Carol asked as she placed her glass lightly onto the side table.

A smile crossed Lucy's lips and she gestured with her eyes and an almost imperceptible tilt of her head, towards the corner behind the door through which Carol had come only minutes before. Carol could scarcely believe what she was seeing. Her boyfriend was standing in the corner, facing the wall still clutching his teddy bear. 'His' teddy bear?' Carol thought. What was even more shocking to her was the fact that Steven's trousers and underwear were around his ankles. His shoes and socks had been removed and his t-shirt rolled up his chest. His naked bottom, lower back and legs seemed at odds with the sophisticated ladies drinking wine.

"What the...?" Carol said, looking at Lucy with incredulous eyes.

"Oh, it's just his corner time. I put him into his corner sometimes to calm him down or allow him time to get his head into the right 'space'. I put him there sometimes if he's been naughty or if I just want some quiet time. Don't I sweetheart?"

Carol saw Steve's head move up and down a couple of times, indicating his agreement.

"I put him there for a minute for every year old he is. So he's got about another twenty five minutes to stand there before it's time for him to come out."

"And he'll just stand there?"

"Oh yes..." Lucy appeared surprised that such a question has been posed. "He'll stand there all day if I tell him to. He'll just do as he's told. He wants to please me so he'll accept whatever I tell him to do." Lucy lifted her glass and sipped once more, anticipating the next question from Carol.

"But why the trousers around his ankles...? And the teddy bear?"

Lucy chuckled.

The bare bottom and legs makes him feel vulnerable and humiliated. Standing there exposed. He trusts that I will look after him and protect him...after all, I know a great deal about him and I know what turns him on. Plus of course it gives me free access to his bottom if I fancy smacking it. Or his legs." A conspiratorial, satisfied smile flickered across Lucy's lips.

"The teddy bear?" she took a breath. "It's somehow appropriate don't you think? All men are just little boys at heart. It's just that some of them don't know it or don't acknowledge it. I recognised it in Steven straight away. I'll never forget the day that I introduced Shaggy into his life. At first he looked mortified with embarrassment but within ten minutes it was as if they were inseparable. As though he'd had Shaggy since he was a little boy. It gives him comfort. That's what a teddy bear is for after all isn't it? No matter how old the little boy may be."

Carol was momentarily speechless. Lucy recognised her slight puzzlement and changed the subject, ignoring the teddy bear clutching adult serving out his corner time under their supervision.

The next twenty minutes were filled by Carol and Lucy sharing stories about their working lives and interests. The wine continued to flow and Lucy was not an ungenerous hostess. Their laughter quickly became louder and more frequent. Their female confidences became increasingly detailed. Clearly both women were becoming more relaxed in one another's company.

Steve heard Lucy suddenly pause and say, "Oh look at the time. I think someone's had enough time in the corner to think about things. Shall I go and get him?"

Steve heard Carol's slightly inebriated voice reply, "Yes...why not?"

Steve closed his eyes in anticipation of what was to come. He had felt ridiculous standing in the corner with his trousers around his ankles, listening while the two women chatted as though it were perfectly normal to have a 32 year old, half naked male, standing in the corner of the room holding a teddy bear.

Lucy's footsteps resounded on the oak floor as she approached him. Despite himself, he felt his penis twitch with excitement. It was hard for him not to get excited, knowing she was so close.

He sensed her before he saw or heard her. He knew that she was within inches of him. Every fibre of his being yearned to touch her...to be held by her but he knew that even the slightest movement would likely bring her disapproval and punishment. In whatever form she deemed appropriate.

He felt her touch first. Gentle. Her hand resting gently against his right bottom cheek. She rubbed the skin gently as she moved closer to his side. She leaned close to him. Her words were for his ears alone.

"Have you been a good boy for Mummy?"

She felt his whole body shiver, as she knew it would at the mention of his 'trigger' word. She saw him close his eyes and groan slightly. Eight words and he was hers to do with as she pleased - it had become that simple. Steve nodded. A mixture of shame, excitement and acceptance ran through his body in equal measure.

"I know baby...I know," she whispered. She turned slightly, and took a couple of steps to stand on his other side.

"And you're going to keep being a good boy aren't you?" she whispered into his other ear. He nodded again and winced almost immediately as Lucy dug her fingernails into his tender skin. "You're going to make me proud today little Stevie. You're going to make me proud by showing your girlfriend what a good little boy you can be if you're treated properly." She paused again. "Carol's going to love having such an obedient little baby boy around isn't she?"

A thousand thoughts and images flashed through his mind but he nodded his agreement.

Carol could only observe the interaction between her boyfriend and this woman who she had met less than an hour ago. Part of her felt she should be annoyed and jealous. Annoyed with him for his deception and secrecy...jealous of her for her closeness and obvious understanding of Steven's psyche to which she had not, as yet, been allowed access.

Lucy stepped back from Steven and looked him up and down; appraising him as if to ensure he was prepared for what was to come. Like some trainer of a performing animal who was about to do tricks to please it's Mistress.

"So...!" Lucy said in a clear voice. "Are you ready to show Carol what a silly one you really are?" This time there was no movement of his head. He had to be ready. Lucy was.

"I think we'll take these silly trousers from around your ankles. Knowing your clumsiness, you're likely to fall flat after a couple of steps!"

She bent down behind him and tapped his left calf.

"Lift!"

As instructed, Steve mutely lifted his left leg and Lucy tugged his clothing from around his ankle before sharply tapping his other leg. This time it sounded, to Carol, like a slap that one might deliver to a stubborn or misbehaving toddler. It sounded as though it would have stung as her palm met his flesh.

"This one..."

Once again she tugged the material - this time free of both legs. She stood up and shook Steve's trousers to straighten them and then, just as casually, tossed them onto a nearby chair.

"We'll not be needing those will we Steven?"

Steve shook his head. He had a good idea of what the rest of the day and indeed the rest of their time with Lucy held for him.

Carol however watched, increasingly absorbed by the events which unfolded in front of her. She sat silently, sipping her wine, not wishing to interrupt the dynamic between the two of them. To her surprise, she was beginning to feel a little turned on by what she was seeing. She parted her legs a little and took a breath.

"Now that you're less likely to fall over," Lucy said, "I think we're ready to start to show Carol just exactly how silly and pathetic you really are." She stepped up to him and smiled to herself. She could see that he was trembling. Not with any sense of cold temperature. Carol knew that his gentle shaking stemmed from his nervousness that his true self was about to be revealed for the first time to his girlfriend...perhaps the one with whom he would spend the rest of his life. Lucy recognised the importance of the moment and spoke tenderly.

"It's alright sweetheart. It's alright."

He felt her hand on his back, gently stroking him to comfort him. Carol could see his eyes filling with tears as he fought back his growing terror. Lovingly, she placed her hand in his and held it for a few seconds before squeezing it gently and whispering, "Come on then. There's my good boy."

'Good boy...' How many times, he thought, had Lucy said that to him? Every occasion it seemed, regressed him a little further. This was no exception. Physically he could have resisted her. He could have resisted both of them...but mentally each of them were more than a match for him.

Lucy savoured his discomfort. She had grown to love Steve over the preceding years but relished pushing his boundaries a little more on each occasion that they were together. This, though, felt most intense. Lucy knew that, engineered properly, these two or three days would change their lives forever.

"Come on then. Come with Mummy. Hold on tight to Mummy's hand."

Carol's eyes widened as she heard Lucy refer to herself as 'Mummy'. She didn't have to wait long to understand why she had done so.

Carol watched with anticipation as Steve was encouraged from the corner by Lucy who held tightly onto his hand. Carol's mouth fell open and she felt her entire body sink into the chair as Steve was turned to face her.

In his mouth was a baby's dummy and around his neck was fastened a baby bib with pale lettering on it, which she was unable to read at his current distance from her.

Steve's eyes remained largely fixed to the floor as he was led across the room towards Carol. She noticed an occasional, brief glance out of the top of his eyes but they quickly returned to the floor.

Carol was lost for words as she watched her half naked boyfriend being led towards her by a lady who had referred to herself as his Mummy and who, in turn, was telling him what a good boy he was to '...suck on the dummy teat for comfort.'

"Here we are!" Lucy said with a playful lilt in her voice. "Here's little Stevie pie!" Lucy looked across at a still dumbstruck Carol. She continued. "Sit down here at Mummy's feet little one. Just there."

Lucy pointed at the floor between the two women.

"Gently...gently..." she cooed maternally as she guided him onto the floor. "Splay those legs for Mummy. Sit like you've been trained to sit. Like a baby..."

Steven glanced quickly at Carol, unable to hold her gaze for more than a fleeting moment. He could see her stunned expression and once again he swallowed hard and looked towards Lucy for guidance, as he had come increasingly to do.

'Mummy's baby'. Carol could see the pale lettering on her boyfriend's bib now that he was sitting between her and Lucy. He looked so meek and calm; his eyes roaming the floor as though looking for something on which to focus rather than look at her.

"So...!" Lucy chuckled. "Surprised?"

Carol looked at Lucy and nodded.

"Stunned if I'm honest!" Carol replied. "How've you got him to accept..." she gestured vaguely towards him. "...well...accept this?"

"I think you'd be surprised how easy it was actually." Lucy said, sounding content with Carol's initial reaction to seeing her boyfriend bibbed and dummied like an infant. "It wasn't hard." She glanced down at Steven. "Was it baby?"

He looked up at Lucy submissively, any audible response muted by the rubber teat between his lips.

"I can't hear you suckling on your dummy little one! Make suck suck noises for Mummy so that she knows you love your dummy..."

Instantly Steven sucked exaggeratedly on the rubber nipple which filled his mouth and Carol noticed how the plastic mouth shield bobbed up and down in his mouth as his suckling became more pronounced. Her eyes locked onto a small, infantile rivulet of saliva escaping from one side of his mouth as it began it's ponderously slow descent towards the absorbent cloth fastened around his neck.

"How long..?" Carol managed to utter before clearing her dry throat. "How long has he been seeing you and being well...treated like this?"

"Well...let's think." Lucy said, casually lifting her wine glass to her lips and sipping the wine. She looked thoughtful, glancing down at the man child at her feet. "It'll be about three years since he first visited me. It didn't take me long to realise that regressing him was the best way to control him. He's very oral isn't he?" she grinned.

As if on cue a noisy sucking noise punctuated her question. Lucy chuckled.

"I imagine that as his girlfriend you're only too aware of his oral fixation?" Lucy looked questioningly at Carol who flushed slightly at such a direct question.

"I suppose I’ve always enjoyed him giving me oral sex and sucking at my breasts...yes," she admitted. Carol felt a momentary realisation of surprise that she would admit something so intimate and personal to someone whom she had only just met.

"I'm sure you have..." Lucy commented, "but isn't the idea that he'll always have something in his mouth - like his dummy - rather fun? Even when you're not there he can practice sucking and using his tongue on the rubber teat? Added to that of course, it keeps any uninteresting male chatter to a bare minimum. You choose when he speaks. The rest of the time he suckles. Honestly, dummies should be compulsory for all males in my opinion. No matter what their age. The benefits far outweigh any disadvantages." Her contented smile showed Carol that this was not simply conversation...Lucy genuinely saw the benefits of a dummied male populace.

"Three years?" Carol said, surprised by how long Steven had kept this from her. She was though, despite her initial discomfort, becoming increasingly intrigued at his acceptance of the treatment he was receiving and how content and compliant he was. She watched him as he sat between them quietly sucking on his dummy.

"Would you like me to show you his room?"

"His room?" Carol replied.

"Yes...his room. You don't think he sleeps in my bed do you? Oh dear me no. He has his own room just next to mine. I like to be nearby in case he needs me during the night."

Clearly there was still a great deal that Carol was unaware of and as the minutes ticked by, she became ever more curious as to the extent of Steven's fetish and submission.

"I would like to see his room. Yes." Carol said, sipping the last mouthful of wine and carefully replacing the crystal glass onto its coaster.

"Excellent." Lucy exclaimed enthusiastically. "We do need to do something before we take him upstairs though."

Carol paused, unsure of what needed to be done. Lucy however could see from the barely perceptible slump in Steven's shoulders, that he knew what was coming next. Her grin confirmed it to him.

"We don't want him having any accidents so it's best to get his nappy on now rather than upstairs." Lucy said it so casually, it was as though she was referring to nappying a real infant rather than a grown man.

Once again Carol struggled for words. Part of her had wondered how far Lucy's babying of Steven actually went - she was now discovering just how far Steven had been regressed.

"A nappy?" It was all Carol could say.

"Yes. A nappy. He's a baby and babies wear nappies. It's quite simple."

Lucy stood up and eased a wicker basket from underneath a small table. Carol watched, transfixed as she opened it and took out what was clearly a baby changing bag. The pastel colours and faint drawings of babyish items made its purpose clear.

Steven watched as Lucy returned to her chair and opened the Velcro fastening on the bag. Carol could see he was used to seeing this.

Lucy reached into the bag and quickly brought out an oversized nappy and plastic pants. Placing them onto the arm of her chair, she reached back into the bag and brought out a small, grey tub, a container of Johnson's Baby Powder and a pack of Pampers Baby Wipes.

This seemed increasingly surreal for Carol who was unable to take her eyes from the scene which was unfolding in front of her. Lucy, it seemed, was increasingly oblivious to Carol's presence and Steven gazed at Lucy.

"Come on then baby. Nappy time!"

Lucy knelt on the floor beside Steve and placed a hand behind his head to support him.

"Lie down for Mummy. There's a good boy."

Steven allowed himself to be eased backwards, supported by Lucy until he was flat on his back, his eyes never leaving Lucy's face. He looked at Lucy adoringly and Carol felt a pang of jealousy that her boyfriend should look at another woman in that way. It looked like complete and utter devotion and she yearned to receive that level of adoration from him too.

“There’s a good boy…” Lucy cooed. “What a good boy you are for Mummy! “ She rubbed his tummy in exactly the same way she would have done with the smallest of infants. “You love your nappies don’t you baby? You love when Mummy puts you into nappies…but you’re getting a chubby tummy baby. Mummy must be giving you too much baby milk! What a lovely chubby tummy. I think Mummy needs to try you on a different formula so that we can get you into smaller nappies. I don’t want you to ever get too big for nappies. That would never do!”

As she chattered, she unfolded the nappy and turned it in her hands.

“Lift your bottie darling. Just up for Mummy.” Steve pushed his bottom upwards allowing Lucy to slide the opened nappy underneath him and adjust it equally on either side of his body. “And downsie baby…” Steven lowered himself onto the disposable nappy and Carol heard the plastic covering crackle slightly as his weight fell on to it. “Good boy!” Lucy congratulated him.

Carol watched, engrossed, as Lucy took a glob of thick white cream from the tub and began smearing it over Steven’s genitals. She smeared it liberally and rubbed it into each fold of his skin. His eyes never left her face. His suckling never slowed – not even for an instant. Carol noticed that she paid particular attention to Steven’s rapidly hardening penis and his balls. Rubbing gently and encouraging his excitement. Lucy smiled. Clearly this had happened on many other occasions. Lucy glanced up at Carol.

“It’s important that he associates being nappied with pleasure. That way you can be sure that he won’t hesitate to come and ask for a nappy change when he needs it. His eagerness for the stimulation will far outweigh his embarrassment at being nappied.” She continued to stroke him and rub him gently as she spoke. Steven groaned with pleasure under her touch. “In fact, the more he associates babyish things with being excited, the easier it is to manipulate and train him. It’s so funny actually…” Lucy smiled recalling the memory, “… I had him wank himself off for me in return for a bottle of formula. He had to debase himself for me and when he’d done it, I bottle fed him as his reward. Any excuse to masturbate and he will. He’ll even masturbate into my hand and lick it up if he thinks it’ll get him his dummy for longer.”

Carol could find no words to respond but was aware of being oddly excited by Lucy’s description of Steven’s submissiveness.

Lucy set the tub of cream to one side and picked up the white Johnson & Johnson baby powder container. She twisted the lid, checking that the holes were open. With a great show of excitement and teasing, Lucy held the container over Steven’s groin and inverted it, shaking it as she did so.

“Oh look baby! It’s snowing! Santa Claus must be coming to see the baby! It’s snowing.” She laughed as his groin and body began to turn white with the generous amount of powder that Lucy was pouring onto him. “Doesn’t that smell lovely baby?” Lucy asked rhetorically. “All the ladies will know that there’s a baby nearby when they smell you. They’ll know that you’re in nappies like a good boy should be.”

Steven’s erection had grown. Lucy’s words had given him a full erection. No manipulation – just her words and his humiliation had done the trick. Carol was impressed and increasingly aware of feeling excited at Steven’s submission.

Lucy placed the container to one side and set about fitting the nappy onto her baby. The front of the nappy was eased over his erect cock and pulled tightly. Steven winced as his erection was ignored and pulled against his body. Lucy showed no reaction to his discomfort, simply pulling the left side of the nappy over the front and applying the sticky tabs. Without comment she repeated the process on the right side, encouraging him to lift his bottom once more to make sure that the nappy was fitted tightly.

Once the tabs were in place, she sat back and smiled with satisfaction.

“There we are! One nappied baby!” she patted his diminishing erection smartly, dismissing it from her thoughts.

“And now…Ta Dah!!!!!!” She said dramatically. “Plastic pants!”

Lucy held up the largest pair of plastic baby style pants that Carol had ever seen. Although Carol had not seen many pairs of baby pants it was clear that these were simply an adult version. Lucy crinkled them as she stretched them out.

“I like these.” Lucy said. “He doesn’t so much… they’re very crinkly and noisy but I do love to hear them making a noise as he moves around the house. It’s a nice reminder for him too. Hard to forget that Mummy has you in nappies isn’t it baby?”

Steven’s rate of suckling on the rubber teat increased as though to concur with the question.

Lucy gripped the plastic ring of the dummy and wiggled it slightly. “Such a silly boy!”

For all of her ridicule, Carol could see that there was a strong bond between Steven and Lucy. It was, to all intents and purposes, the very real bond between a mother and infant.

Lucy took each of Steven’s ankles in turn and threaded his feet through the leg holes of the plastics…easing them upwards over his legs and eventually up and over his nappied bottom. She eased her fingers around the elasticated waist and leg holes ensuring that her baby was comfortable in his nappies.

Steven’s legs were splayed by the bulk of the material that was now firmly held between his legs. He lay in exactly the way that a newborn infant would lie, his legs wide and his arms held over his head. The dummy and bib seemed appropriate now. Carol sensed herself warming to the situation in which she now found herself.

“There we are!” Lucy said. “Onto all fours baby.”

Steven responded instantly and looked expectantly at Lucy for the next instruction. Lucy stood up, towering over him – fittingly.

“Kiss Mummy’s feet baby.”

Her voice was low and calm.

Steven crawled forward and lowered his lips to her feet.

“Oh you are silly!” Lucy said. “How can you kiss Mummy’s feet when you’re still dummied?”

Steven raised his head and it occurred to Carol that Steven had forgotten about the dummy teat in his mouth – he had perhaps become so used to and comforted by it. Lucy reached down and pulled the rubber nipple from between his lips.

“There we are. Now you can do it. Mummy will give you this back in a moment.”

Once again Steven lowered his head, this time his lips contacted the polished leather of his Mistress’ shoes. His devotion was obvious. His nappied bottom, protruding into the air, even more so!

As he lifted his head, Lucy congratulated him and said, “And now for your girlfriend’s feet?”

Carol hadn’t been expecting this and shifted uncomfortably, placing both feet flat on the floor. She didn’t want to spoil the moment and watched mesmerised as her nappied boyfriend crawled towards her, the bulk of the nappy swaying comically from side to side.

Steven looked up at her and she saw a look of submission and desire in his eyes that she had never seen before. She liked it. She liked it even more when he lowered his head to the floor and kissed her feet. Once on each foot.

As he began to lift his head, Lucy said, “Only one kiss baby? That doesn’t seem very grateful. I think you should keep kissing Carol’s feet until she tells you to stop.” He glanced uncertainly at Carol but she did nothing to interrupt or intervene in Lucy’s instruction. Steven dropped his head once more and began to kiss Carol’s feet as he had been told.

Lucy spoke to Carol.

“You know…? We’re going to have to think of a name that he can call you. I don’t think ‘Carol’ is appropriate do you?”

Carol looked down at her boyfriend who was absorbed in his simple task and somehow she knew that Lucy was correct. A line had been crossed and allowing him to refer to her by her name seemed incongruous now.

“He calls me ‘Mummy’…” Lucy continued. “There’s no reason why he can’t call you the same is there? After all, you can baby him as much as you want now. Now that you know what he needs. Or maybe Nanny?” Steven could hear the ridicule in her voice despite his concentration on Carol’s feet.

“I don’t know. You were the one who first babied him so I think he should keep referring to you as ‘Mummy’… maybe…he could call me ‘Mama’? How would that be? It sounds very babyish and it would differentiate us for him. Mama sounds like one of baby’s first sounds. I think I like that.” Carol said.

“I like that too!” Lucy replied. “So.. Mama it is. I wonder if he can say it?”

Carol moved her feet away from Steven’s face.

“Baby?” she said.

Steven was immediately aware of the significance of the word. Carol had never called him ‘Baby’ before… at least not in this way. She was speaking as though to a small infant…not to a lover.

She looked at him directly, the expression in her eyes much softer than earlier that day.

“Mama…. Ma…Ma…”

Carol exaggeratedly enunciated the simple sounds, ensuring that Steven was looking directly at her. Lucy, watching from beside her grinned. How easily Carol had, unknowingly, slipped into addressing him as an infant. The look on carol’s face was identical to that of a parent encouraging a small baby to copy the sounds that it’s parent was making. Lucy saw him blush and resignedly mimicked Carol.

“Ma…ma…”

“Good boy!” Carol exclaimed, clapping the palms of her hands together in mocking congratulation.

“Can you say it again for me?” Carol encouraged.

Steven swallowed hard. Not only was he moistening his mouth but he was swallowing his pride.

“Ma… ma…”

Carol and Lucy both smiled broadly at Steven’s acceptance of the new word that he had been ‘taught’. Carol reached forward and stroked his cheek tenderly.

“Clever boy. What a clever boy you are to say ‘Mama’.”

Lucy leaned forward and replaced the dummy in Steven’s mouth and smiled as he began to suckle on the nipple once again. She had, she thought to herself, trained him to the rubber teat very well.

-ooOoo-

Chapter Seven


“Alright.” Lucy said. “Now that he’s nappied, I think it’s time I showed you his room. Would you like to see his room?”

Carol was still coming to terms with the sight of her boyfriend being dummied and nappied in front of her. Being called ‘Mama’ might take some getting used to but her curiousity had taken firm control and she found herself agreeing – sounding more enthusiastic than she had expected.

“Definitely. It must be a very special room. I’d love to see it.”

“Oh, I think you’ll like it.” She turned and looked at Steven. “Do you think she’ll like your room baby?” Steven looked at Lucy, realising that his humiliation and regression still had some way to go.

“Up you come.” Lucy said encouragingly, standing beside him. “I think if each of us hold his hands, we won’t need his reins.”

“Reins?” Carol said as she stood up from her seat.

Lucy smirked.

“Oh yes, I have baby reins for him. I must show you them later. I had them made especially for him. Baby blue leather with little duckies on the chest piece. They are adorable. They keep him close to me while he’s toddling around the house. He looks absolutely delightful when he’s fully dressed and walking around. I don’t think any lady can get tired of seeing a man in thick nappies waddling around on baby reins. I know I never do.”

Carol tried to hide her astonishment. Although she knew of baby reins and their purpose, she had never contemplated the thought that there may be ‘baby’ reins which would fit an adult. Nor had she ever considered that any adult would wish to be restrained in such a way. She certainly was learning many new things.

Steven stood up and Lucy and Carol stood either side of him.

“Pandies…” Lucy said calmly.

Straightaway, Steven raised his hands and took placed one in Lucy’s left hand and the other in Carol’s right. Carol noticed immediately that Steven had placed his hand inside hers. Normally, it would be Steven’s hand that enveloped hers. It was a small difference but it struck carol as being significant that he had put himself in the submissive position of having his hand held rather than being the one ‘doing the holding’.

“Good boy.” Lucy said, squeezing his hand gently. “We’ll just go steadily shall we? Sometimes it takes him a few seconds to get used to having a nappy on again.”

Carol looked at her boyfriend as they began to take their first steps from the room. Her eyes were drawn, as Lucy had intimated, to the large bulk of padding around Steven’s bottom. She had been correct, the side to side movement of the nappy did look comical – all the more so as the nappy was so large and being worn by an adult.

Steadily, the ladies led Steven through the hallway and up the stairs. Lucy insisted that he negotiated the stairs one at a time. Only allowing him to move to the next once both bare feet had been planted firmly on the previous step. Carol, holding onto her boyfriend’s hand realised she was guiding him as though he were a child.

At the top of the stairs, Lucy praised Steven for negotiating the stairs so well. “Just like a big boy!” she cooed, smiling at him. “But now it’s time to be a little boy again isn’t it darling? Eh?”

Steven knew what that meant and he lowered himself to the carpet, positioning himself on all fours between the two women.

“If you walk behind him Carol, I’ll go on ahead. Just make sure he doesn’t fall and hurt himself.”

Lucy spoke of Steven as though he truly was an infant only able to crawl with any level of safety and sureness. She walked elegantly away from Carol and Steven, opening a door at the end of the long landing. She turned and smiled as she watched the odd sight of a grown man, dummied and nappied being guided along by another woman.

“Come on then sweetheart.” Lucy clucked. Steven moved forward steadily. He knew better than to attempt to crawl quickly. He had been punished for that on other occasions and he had learned his lesson from the severe spankings that Lucy had given him.

Carol’s eyes moved from Steven to Lucy and then to the door which Lucy stood in front of. What, she thought might be in the room. She knew it would only be moments before she found out. She was surprised at the feelings that she was having at that moment. She felt moistness between her legs as she became more turned on at the thought of Steven being so submissive. Would she really be able to take advantage of Steven’s submissiveness in the way which Lucy clearly found so simple?

Lucy stood to one side as ‘the baby’ crawled into the room. It was obvious to Carol that this was part of his routine.

Lucy smiled and gestured that carol should enter the room in front of her, following the baby.

The room was more than carol had ever imagined. The idea of Steven visiting a dominatrix had conjured up visions of a stern, leather clad woman beating and whipping him. Wasn’t that what ‘submissive men’ craved? Apparently not in Steven’s case.

What she saw was a beautifully decorated room. A large picture window at one end on the room lit the room. The walls were painted in pastel colours and the furniture was clearly nursery style. This was, she realised, a nursery. A nursery for an adult.

To one side, Carol saw a large baby crib. White in colour with fine net hung over one end, suspended from the ceiling. The cot side was lowered and carol could see the pale blue bedding and nursery characters embroidered onto the quilt. Teddy bears and animals in clothes. A mobile, from which hung brightly coloured butterflies, swayed slightly above the mattress… positioned above where the baby’s head would be. Near the window was a large playpen, toys of all colours and description were scattered around and inside it. Each of the toys, Carol soon realised, were what she would call ‘baby toys’ – meant for the smallest of infants. The floor of the playpen was covered in a large sensory mat similar to those she had seen young babies playing on, exploring new sounds and touch sensations.

“Here we are!” Lucy said. “Steven’s favourite room in the whole wide world!”

Carol’s attention came back to Lucy and Steven. This was a lot to take in. Lucy knew that but knew that for her to take their relationship to the next level, it was essential that Carol knew as much about Steven’s submissiveness as possible.

“This is the baby wardrobe.” Lucy said, indicating a large cupboard which stood against the back wall of the nursery. As she said it, she moved across to the cupboard and eased the doors open to reveal a long rack of what were clearly baby style clothes. Carol stood, open mouthed as Lucy pushed the clothes hangers apart, revealing the style and nature of each item. Lucy grinned as she saw each one – perhaps savouring memories of having dressed Steven in some of them in the past carol thought.

The clothes seemed to run the full gamut of newborn style clothes; babygros and rompers through to what Carol took to be toddler style clothes…dungarees / t-shirts / shorts. It was hard for her to imagine ‘her’ Steven wanting to dress, or be dressed, in baby style clothes such as these. The evidence in front of her told her something very different.

“I think,” Lucy said, “we’ll get him into a sleepsuit and put him down for a couple of hours; that’ll give us a chance to chat properly.”

Lucy lifted out a white, all in one suit in stretch cotton. Carol saw that even the smallest details seemed to have been copied from an infant suit. There was the infantile applique on the tummy; the hood with small ‘animal’ ears and even the sleeves had extra material which carol realised was to turn over the baby’s hands. For an infant – to stop them scratching… for an adult – to render their hands useless.

Carol glanced at Steven who was watching their every move keenly.

“Oh this one is his favourite…” Lucy said. “This is what I call his ‘fleecy bunny sleepsuit.” She paused and held it up so that carol could see the full babyish nature of the outfit. “Honestly Carol, he gets so excited when he’s about to be dressed in this. It’s hilarious. Thing is, once he’s in it and I’ve put him down, he becomes such a goodly baby. He takes his bottle or dummy without any question or aggravation.” She turned to Steven. “Don’t you sweetie?”

Steven blushed crimson.

Carol stopped for a moment. That had never occurred to her. How had that not occurred to her. ‘His bottle’? How had she not thought of the possibility that Steven’s submissiveness; nappy wearing; dummy sucking had included being fed like a baby? For a moment she felt stunned and then a little curious as to what else Steven might submit to as she tried to imagine her boyfriend actively suckling on a rubber teat.

“Why don’t you get the baby into his sleepsuit Carol? I’ll go and sort out his feed and then once he’s had that, we can put him down.”

Carol looked nonplussed for a moment but mumbled, as confidently as she could, that that was fine. Lucy noticed Carol’s uncertainty and initial reticence and came across to her. She placed her hands on carol’s arms and smiled saying,

“Just treat him like a baby Carol. It’s fine. He’ll adore you for it and become everything you want him to be. Trust me?”

Carol nodded, knowing that her ability to treat Steven as an infant, or lack of ability, was as important a moment in their relationship as any would ever be. She took a breath and nodded. Lucy smiled her encouragement and left the nursery. For the first time since they had arrived, Steven and Carol were alone. Steven looked nervously at Carol who stared at him for a few moments as though girding herself to do what she knew was necessary. She had come this far.

“Carol… I….” Steven spoke from behind the rubber teat, his words muffled and unclear. Carol reacted spontaneously, surprising herself at the words she then spoke and her actions.

“Shhhhh… babies don’t speak. Mama doesn’t want to hear any silly attempt at talking. Let’s just get you into your fleecy bunny sleepsuit so that you’re ready for your bottle when Mummy come back upstairs.”

Steven’s eyes widened at Carol’s reaction. He had been expecting her to express her disgust at him; threaten to leave him… even perhaps just walk out there and then. What he hadn’t expected was his girlfriend to be calmly unfastening the poppers on his favourite item of baby clothing ready to dress him. He realised he was sucking faster on the nipple in his mouth. Carol noticed too.

Steven raised his leg to help Carol thread the material onto him. She stopped and cooly said “Oh, is that what babies do Steven? Do babies know how best to dress themselves in their fleecy bunny sleep suits and babygros? Or is that something that is decided by the grown up who is dressing them?”

She held the material in both hands, pulling it slightly apart, as Steven lowered his leg and looked towards the floor realising that if it had been Mummy dressing him, that would have earned him a slap on his thigh or face. He was relieved that Mummy had not seen that.

“So this is what you like is it Steven? To be treated like a little baby? Well, well, well. I always knew that you behaved like a kid at times but I had no idea that you wanted to take it this far.” She pulled the legs of the sleep suit up and over his thighs, pausing before easing the material over her boyfriend’s nappy and plastic pants. A realisation that she was beginning to enjoy this occurred to her. Without thinking consciously about it, Carol began talking to him as though he were a baby. “There now… isn’t that lovely? I’ll bet that’s all snuggly warm on your little tootsies isn’t it eh? You’re going to look ever so smart once Mama has got you all snapped up into your babygro. Oh look… who is this on the front? It’s a little teddy bear holding a rattle. Does he have a name? Does he baby? Has Mummy given him a name or shall I give him a name eh?”

Carol held the material in her hand, appraising the teddy bear applique which had been picked out on the sleepsuit in pale blue embroidery.

“I think we should call him ‘Baby Bear’ or… is that you? Are you Baby Bear?” Instinctively she tickled him and laughed. “I think you might be Baby bear!!! Yes I do! I think you’re Baby Bear really!”

She continued dressing him, making a particular point of turning over the ends of the sleep suit sleeves to form scratch mittens. Each popper fastening was counted and the hood was eased over his head. Carol gently ran her hand around the elasticated edge of the hood making sure there were no crooked seams which may be uncomfortable for the baby.

‘The baby…’ Carol suddenly realised that she had made a leap of perception – even just for that second. She realised that thinking of Steven as a real baby had made it easier for her to fall into role as his Mama... his parent figure. It also made the situation more real for Steven it occurred to her. She stood up and looked down at her boyfriend, lying flat on his back in the largest babygro Carol had ever seen or imagined. He was looking at her with a look she hadn’t seen for a long time. It was a look of unconditional love and adoration. Her heart melted a little as she watched over him. Apart from his adult size, his actions were so close to those of a newborn infant…Carol was taken aback. Clearly Lucy had spent some time training Steven to this point. He had an almost serene look on his face as he contentedly suckled on the dummy in his mouth. She thought perhaps that finally he was able to reveal his inner self to her. To not have to hide his deepest feelings? Perhaps that was the major part of his contentment? She smiled at him and, from behind the dummy shield, she saw the corners of his mouth rise too.

-ooOoo-

Chapter Eight


“Here we are!”

Both Carol and Steven turned towards the voice as the door of the nursery opened. Lucy immediately spotted Steven, now dressed in his favourite sleep suit awaiting her arrival.

“Oh... there’s my gorgeous boy! Don’t you look good enough to eat up? Eh? Yes you do!”

She walked to where Steven was lying and crouched down beside him.

“Are you Mummy’s snuggly little boy then? Are you?”

Carol observed as Steven’s smile widened as Lucy spoke to him. The tone of her voice, her demeanour- everything was perfect. Perfect for a mother talking to the tiniest of babies. The inflection in her voice, the softness, the timbre. Perfect. Carol realised that Lucy regarded Steven in the same way as she would a real baby. Something to be cared for and nurtured. The added bonus for Lucy, Carol thought, was the elements of humiliation that she had introduced into his training. Plainly, Lucy relished that aspect of their relationship as did Steven.

“Do you know what Mummy has got for you Snookums?” Her eyebrows arched questioningly. Steven stared directly at her, sucking harder on his dummy. Lucy tapped the front of the dummy with her nails.

“You do don’t you? Yes you do! You always suck harder when you know what Mummy has got for you don’t you?”

The intensity of their closeness and their relationship made Carol feel slightly uncomfortable for a few seconds. Even though she, his girlfriend, his girlfriend was only feet away from him, at that moment he only had eyes for this other woman. The woman who was demeaning him, regressing and humiliating him. Lucy reached behind her and produced a baby feeding bottle full of milk. Carol had been right. Lucy obviously intended to bottle feed Steven. This, she accepted had been a central and important part in their relationship with one another. Could there, she wondered, be any greater submission and expression of desire than for a man than to accept infancy and all that is associated with it to gain the unconditional love of a woman? Carol saw an excited look in Steven’s eyes. He genuinely looked delighted that he was about to be bottle fed.

“Do you want to feed him Carol?” Lucy asked.

“Erm… well… I suppose I could…”

“I think it’s a really good idea if you do give him his bottle. After all, hopefully you’re going to get used to bottle feeding him in the future. When he’s with me, he has six bottles a day. Sometimes more.”

As Carol was absorbing what Lucy had said, Lucy tapped Steven on his thigh, indicating that he should move – ready to be fed.

“If you sit on that sofa Carol, we’ll get him settled so that you can feed him.”

Carol sat to one side of the sofa. Quickly appraising what was about to happen, she sat on the left side so that Steven’s head could rest on her left arm. As Carol was right handed, it would, she thought, feel more natural.

Steven waddled across to Carol who, without thinking opened her arms to him. He smiled and lay across her, his head resting on her left breast and the crook of her arm supporting the back of his head. She pulled him to her, adjusting her body slightly to compensate for his extra weight.

“Make sure you’re comfortable Carol. There’s nothing worse than being uncomfortable and trying to feed a fidgety baby.” Carol twisted in the seat, pulling Steven’s legs more tightly to her, pulling him into an ever evident foetal position. She looked down at him and she saw the same look that he had been giving to Lucy a few moments earlier. He looked almost as though he were in a dreamlike state. His eyes, she mused, looked almost glazed over – such was his submissive state of mind. The dummy shield moved a little up and down as he continued to suckle.

“Judging by the way, he’s sucking on his dummy teat Carol, I would say he’s quite hungry.”

Lucy passed Carol a soft cloth which she proceeded to lie across the top of Steven’s chest. “He’s got lots of bibs but that’ll do for now.”

Steven’s eyes turned towards Lucy as he heard the sound of his milky bottle being shaken from side to side.

Lucy laughed gently.

“Oh he recognises that sound don’t you baby? Eh? The sound of your lovely warm milky feed?”

Carol eased the dummy from her boyfriend’s mouth and placed it to one side. She felt a tingle of excitement course through her body and she consciously parted her legs – ever so slightly. Steven’s lips remained slightly open and Carol noticed the dried saliva which surrounded them – evidence of his sucking. She turned to Lucy who prised the plastic cover from the top of the feeding bottle, giving it one last gentle shake as she passed it to Carol. Carol had only ever fed one baby before – many years previously. Bottle feeding her boyfriend was something new.

She turned the bottle in her hand and noticed Steven’s eyes following every movement of the bottle and teat in her hand. She couldn’t help but smile at his obvious excitement and anticipation that he felt, knowing he was about to be fed like an infant.

A thought popped into Carol’s mind. A mischievous though which came from nowhere. It was at that moment that she decided to take further advantage of Steven’s submissiveness and try her hand at humiliating him.

“Kiss the teat baby.”

Steven’s eyes opened questioningly. Carol’s face remained expressionless.

“I said… Kiss the teat.”

She and Lucy watched with ill-disguised satisfaction as Steven pursed his lips and turned his head towards the bottle teat. Carol saw him blushing as he did so. A warm glow spread through her body. His embarrassment was as a direct result of her instruction – and she liked how that felt. She moved the nipple closer to his mouth requiring him to stretch forward slightly so that his lips could touch the rubber. She held it stationary, savouring his acceptance of her demand. The room fell silent for those few seconds – although it felt like longer. Steven gently kissed the tip of the nipple and looked towards Carol for a response. When it came, he was surprised.

“Good baby. Now say ‘Thank you Mama…’”

Steven swallowed hard and repeated,

“Thank you Mama.”

“Say it more babyishly Steven. Say Ma.. ma…”

“Thank you Ma… ma…”

“That’s better.” Carol said. “We’re going to have to work on that aren’t we? You’ve going to have to learn how to talk like a baby talks aren’t you? After all, you can’t wear nappies, suck a dummy and have all of your meals from a feeding bottle and then still talk like a grown up can you? That would be silly!”

Steven lay back in Carol’s arms, taken aback by her sudden dominant tone. He hadn’t expected that at all. Inwardly, Carol was surprised at the tone and words she had used. Suddenly she felt confident and in control. How could she not be? Her boyfriend about to accept a bottle feed from her while dressed as a newborn infant? She and her new friend reveling in their control of him?

“From now on,” Carol continued, “when either Lucy or I give you your dummy or a bottle feed, you will kiss the teat and thank whoever has allowed you to do it. Do you understand?”

Steven nodded slightly.

“Good boy. Now open your mouth. It’s time for your bottle.”

Steven opened his mouth and Carol eased the milk filled teat into his mouth. She was pleased to see his lips close around the base of the teat and his chin begin to move as he started to suck the milk from the bottle.

“There we are…” Lucy said. “Easy isn’t it? Once he’s finished that, you can burp him and we’ll put him down into his cot. He can have a little baby nap for a couple of hours while you and I chat downstairs and get to know one another.”

“That’ll be lovely.” Carol said, glancing down at the adult baby in her arms.

“I know he won’t have mentioned it to you…” Lucy said, “but the milk he has is actually baby formula. When he first came to me, I fed him warmed up semi-skimmed milk. It didn’t take me long to realise how babyish he really was though so the formula milk was a natural progression. Oh, he was fussy at first – as all babies are – but when he realised there was no alternative, he soon settled to it.”

“So did you just persist with the milk or dilute It with ordinary milk?”

“Oh no – nothing as complicated as that.” Lucy laughed. “I put him over my knee and spanked him.”

“You spanked him?” Carol said, surprised.

“Oh yes. It’s amazing how compliant a man can be when he’s over a woman’s knee with his bare bottom in the air. As he’s just a baby, I spank him with my bare hand rather than using a paddle or something. Only on one occasion have I used the nursery strap on him.” Lucy pointed to a pale yellow, leather strap which hung behind the door. Around eighteen inches long the strap was, for the majority of it’s length, split in two. He didn’t like that. Did you baby?”

Carol peeped at Steven and saw that the memory of having a strap across his bottom was not a happy one for him. His increased rate of suckling confirmed it.

“So – formula milk it’s been since then. No fuss or bother. He knows what happens to a naughty little boy. I’ll sort the cot out.”

As Lucy turned away and fussed around the cot, Carol studied Steven as he fed. His eyes were fixed to hers as though no one else existed. Carol liked being the centre of his attention and if babying him meant that that would happen – then he would be babied.

Minutes passed and the level of milk receded in the bottle. Lucy turned back to them both.

“That just looks so perfect. You feeding him. Perfect. He’ll be finished that in a couple of minutes. Can I make a suggestion?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Let’s make him come in his nappy before he finishes his feed.”

Steven felt Carol chuckle at the idea.

“Really?”

“Absolutely. Men will do anything to be allowed to come and he’s no different even though he is just a baby. Making him come while he’s feeding will reinforce the pleasure that he gets when he’s being babied. If I were you Carol, I wouldn’t let him ejaculate in the future unless he’s done something to please or pleasure you. One of the good things about nappies is that all of his mess in nicely contained too!”

“Would you like to make a little mess in your nappy baby?” Carol asked.

Carol felt her boyfriend sink more heavily into her arms. His reaction told her all that she needed to know.

“I think that’s a ‘yes’.”

“Shall I do it?” Lucy asked.

“You do it this time and show me how you do it while he’s being babied. I’ll keep this teat in his mouth so he doesn’t make a noise.”

A look of mischief crossed Lucy’s face. She had done this to him on several occasions before and she was right. Being forced to ejaculate into his nappy really did deepen his submissiveness. It was so pleasurable though that he could not and did not want to resist. He was completely in their control.

Lucy knelt beside the sofa and placed her hand on his groin and began to rub gently and rhythmically. Increasing and decreasing the pressure until she could feel his erection growing under her touch. Lucy knew of the effect she was having on him as his breathing and suckling altered and became less steady. An occasional gasp before returning to nursing on the teat.

“The trick is,” Lucy said to Carol, “once he’s hard… then talk to him like a baby. Once you start that, he’ll come as quickly or as slowly as you want. Don’t you baby?”

A stifled mewl was the only audible response.

“You’re such a good baby aren’t you Steven eh? I think Mummy and Mama are very proud of you. Such a good boy to show Mama what a big baby you really are. I think that I need to talk to Mama and tell her where I get all the lovely baby clothes for you and where to get all the big baby furniture don’t you?”

Carol could feel Steven’s body stiffen slightly as he began to near orgasm. She cuddled him tighter and pushed the teat further into his mouth, effectively gagging him.

“Mmmm MMmmmm” he began to wriggle in her arms as the sensations grew in his groin.

“Wouldn’t it be lovely to have a nursery at home baby? Then you could be a baby all of the time at home. I could even come to visit and we could take the baby out to the beach or shopping for new bibs and toys!”

Lucy knew that he was close and he only needed one last trigger to push him to orgasm. Lucy knew what that would be and turned to Carol.

“Do you think it would be a good idea to make a nursery for Steven? He could always be a baby then…”

“I think that sounds like a wonderful idea…” Carol agreed.

Steven suddenly went rigid in her arms and his mouth opened wide as he climaxed. Lucy and Carol both smiled broadly. Their plan had worked like a charm.

As he sank back into her arms savouring the after feeling of his orgasm Carol lifted the bottle from his mouth, a lone drop of milk falling from the single hole in the rubber, onto his cheek.

“Kiss the teat baby. Kiss the teat…”

Steven pursed his lips and did as he was instructed. The look of adoration in his eyes told Carol and Lucy all they needed to know about Steven’s future.

-ooOoo-


