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9th June 2005. It was a Thursday. I remember it well. As you’ll see as you read this story, it was the sort of day that, although began ordinarily, soon turned into something that I could never have imagined. It was the beginning of something which continues to this day and to which there seems unlikely to be an imminent end.

I was 19 that year. I was on summer break from University and was at home alone. I still lived with my parents but they’d gone off to Europe with friends for a month as they usually did each year. We’d done it as a family for as long as I could remember really but the last couple of years, I’d preferred to stay at home by myself, enjoying the opportunity to wind down; go to one or two festivals and just generally have some ‘me’ time.

The estate of houses that we lived in was around 30 years old. Large, mature houses I guess you’d call them. Mom & Dad had always wanted a large house; double garage etc. and had worked damned hard to get it. My life had always been pretty straightforward and ‘easy’ in comparison to others. I wasn’t a ‘rich’ kid, but we’d never been short of money.

This was the only house I had known. I’d been born in 1986 and had lived there all my life. Most of the neighbours had lived there for at least that length of time and, although we knew them to say hello to and chat amiably, I couldn’t really say we had spent any time socially with any of them over the years. I knew all of their names and the names of their children and pets, but beyond that, everyone kept themselves to themselves.

I suppose everyone has a favourite neighbour though…? I know I did. Judith. She lived over the street from our house. A couple of blocks down.

She was, I estimated, in her mid to late 40’s. Short, blonde hair and a warm smile. I’d never seen her in anything other than a good mood. Ever since I could remember, she’d always greet me with a cheery smile and wave and, if there was a minute or two to spare, she’d stop and chat to find out my ‘news’. Over the years, I’d looked forward to seeing her when I was at the front of the house. Even a five minute chat with Judith was something that would help make my day a little more special.

I’d been really surprised when my Mom told me that Judith had just become a grandparent. Her daughter Rachel had just had a little boy and Judith had been showing some pictures of him a couple of weeks before.

I’d been mooching around the house since I’d got up an hour or so before hand. I was sitting channel surfing, trying to find something to occupy my mind before I made my mind up to do something. I was still in my pyjama trousers and a scraggy t-shirt as I lay back on the couch. The t-shirt had seen better days. Much better days. Mom would often say that she was going to throw it out – give it to the Thrift Store; throw it in the trash. Up to now I’d managed to persuade her not to. It was a t-shirt I’d saved for a few years back and it was one of the first clothing items that I’d bought for myself. There was an ‘attachment’ I guess. It wasn’t though the sort of garment I’d choose to go out and about or be seen wearing by a neighbour.

Unfortunately, my idle reverie was about to be broken as I caught a movement from the corner of my eye. I turned my head and saw Judith walking up the driveway to the house.

‘Shit!’

I cursed, not because it was Judith coming to the door, but because I wasn’t yet dressed. I was still in my PJ’s and it was almost 11:00 a.m. I could have more easily coped with a total stranger coming to the door but Judith…?

I quickly sat up; put my coffee cup onto the table and brushed the front of my t-shirt to get rid of any crumbs or other detritus that may have found its way onto me. I looked down and noticed a faint stain from some yogurt that I’d spilled onto myself the night before. I’m not sure why, but I rubbed it anyway in some delusional belief that rubbing dry yogurt would miraculously make it disappear. It didn’t.

The doorbell rang and I stood up and looked around the room. It wasn’t tidy. Not in the parental understanding of the word. Even with my limited grasp on home management, I wouldn’t have called it tidy either. It was ‘lived in’. After all I still had three weeks before Mom and Dad came back from their vacation! I hadn’t been expecting visitors!

I crossed the living room, sidestepping the coffee table and pizza box that was perched perilously on its edge. The remaining slice and nibbled crusts didn’t look anywhere near as appetising as it had done last night. I flicked the lid to cover up the evidence of my picky eating and simply managed to knock the box onto the floor along with its contents. How many crumbs can one box hold? Well, this particular box didn’t seem to have any left inside after it had hit the floor.

“Coming!” I shouted towards the door. “Just a minute!”

I instinctively pushed the overturned box with my foot, edging it towards the underside of the couch. I managed to spread the spillage even wider. ‘Fuck!’ I swore under my breath.

The doorbell rang again and I knew I had to answer it. I’d just talk to her on the doorstep I thought as I crossed to the door. One last brush of my shirt and I reached the door and unfastened the latch.

“Oh Hi Judith!” I said, acting as surprised as I could. I didn’t want her to know that I had seen her approaching the house and wanted to appear nonchalant. I consciously leaned around the door to speak with her, rather than giving her the full, unkempt appearance of my student persona.

“Good morning Dan. How’re you this morning?” She smiled broadly, perhaps guessing I’d feel a little awkward answering the door in my pyjamas. (There is a joke about it being a strange place to have a door – but I won’t mention that.)

“Oh.. er.. I’m good thanks Judith? You?”

“Oh yes, I’m fine thank you. You know… keeping busy and such but yes, I’m fine.”

I nodded, already starting to feel awkward and conscious that I was leaning around the door like some sort of weirdo. I hoped that was simply my perception. I looked at her expectantly, waiting to learn why she’d popped over. My smile felt fixed and my teeth were drying in the morning air – or so it felt.

“I wondered if you’d mind doing a favour for me Dan? You see Frank is still away in the Middle East with his company and I need some things bringing down from the attic and well, you’re going to think this is silly… I’ve never been in the attic before. Frank always does that sort of stuff so there’s never been any need for me to be up there. Thing is Dan, I really need a couple of boxes from up there – they’re near the hatch but I sort of feel a little anxious going up there for the first time when there’s no one else in the house.”

She looked sort of helpless as she spoke. It was though she thought she was a little embarrassed at asking for help for something so mundane.

“I wondered if you would mind coming over and just being around while I go up there to fetch the boxes? It’ll only take a few minutes. It’s just that I don’t want to go up there and have some sort of stupid accident and not be able to get down again you know?” She grinned sheepishly and tightened her eyes, hoping for a positive response from me.

“Erm.. well, yeah. I can do that. That’s not a problem. I will need to get dressed first.” I glanced down at myself to indicate my ‘unready’ state and looked back at her.

“Would you? Oh Dan, that’s really kind of you. I do appreciate it.”

As she said that, she took a step inside the house.

“I know you’ll think it’s just something silly, but honestly, it’s been eating away at me for the last couple of days.”

By the time she’d said that, she was inside the house in the hallway and there was no more hiding my dishevelled state from her.

Her smile widened as she looked me up and down.

“Having a lazy day Dan?” she chuckled.

“Well, just… sorta…” There was no point in denying it.

“I saw you on the sofa as I came up the drive. I hope you don’t mind that I disturbed your morning?”

“Oh God no. Not at all. There’s only so much morning TV I can stand. I was just about to go up and shower anyway when you rang the doorbell.”

“Oh OK.” she said, smiling. “I’ll just sit myself down here while you throw something on. It’ll only take a few minutes.”

“Erm.. OK… that’s fine. You’ll have to excuse the mess Judith. It’s not normally this messy. Just last night I had a pizza and a few beers and well, I decided to clear it all up this morning but haven’t quite got around to it.”

Judith scanned the room and looked back at me, smiling.

“No… you haven’t have you?” She looked at the upturned pizza box and the mass of crumbs and crusts that surrounded it. “Too many brews last night?”

“No no… “ I stammered, trying to deflect my embarrassment, “I knocked that over when I came to answer the door…”

“Oh…I see.” Judith said, looking directly at me.

I felt myself blush a little without really knowing why and I looked away from her gaze.

An awkward silence came over the room for what must have been a couple of seconds, but felt much longer.

“It’s OK Dan. I’ve seen worse messes. I’ve had kids and grandkids. I understand mess.”

I looked at her awkwardly, smiling. I wasn’t sure how much I wanted to be compared to her grandson! At least this was an adult mess!

Both of us chuckled at her comment, more through social politeness than there being any real humour in her remark.

“I’ll just go and er…” I nodded my head to one side, indicating the stairs.

“OK. I’ll wait here.” Judith said, smiling at my evident awkwardness.

“Just… er… make yourself at home…” I gestured around the room grandly and backed out of the room, scurrying up the stairs to my room.

‘Unbelievable!’ I thought to myself. ‘The one day when the house is like a tip and I’m dressed like some sort of bed ridden tramp, Judith – my favourite neighbour comes calling! She’s going to think I can’t look after myself! Damn! Damn! Damn!”

I rummaged through my drawers and grabbed a clean t-shirt. My jeans and underwear from yesterday lay where I had flung them last night as I’d climbed into bed. I quickly appraised my boxer shorts. I’d already worn them for three days – it saves the washing – they’d do for another day wouldn’t they? Yeah. The decision made, I changed my t-shirt, and pulled on my boxer shorts and jeans. Yesterday’s socks were fine too.

I realised I was hurrying. I couldn’t think why. Judith had already seen the state of the house. She’d seen the state I was in. How much more evidence of incompetence did she need to see?

I pushed my feet into my sneakers. Unfastening the laces seemed like a waste of time when I knew I could press down really hard and get my feet in. I’d save myself seconds! I was still squirming and wriggling my feet in my shoes by the time I’d got back downstairs.

“You OK?” Judith asked, looking at me slightly puzzled as I twisted my foot back and forth to finally get my foot in properly.

I laughed.

“Yeah, I’m fine thanks. Just getting my foot into my sneaker. It’s just not quite there yet. I’m fine though!”

“I can wait while you undo the laces you know Dan? I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable.”

“No really.. I’m fine.” I replied, trying to sound convincing, even though something wasn’t quite right with the fit of the shoe.

“You can do laces can’t you?” she said mischievously.

I chuckled again.

“Oh yes.. I can do laces… I’ve been able to do them for three or four years now.” I joked.

“Clever boy! I was just about to suggest some of those sneakers that don’t have laces. You know… the Velcro fastening ones?”

I nodded and smiled.

“My grandson has some. They’re so cute. I know he’s only a few months old but when I saw them in the store, I couldn’t resist getting them for him. I’m sure they do them in your size too! I could look out for some for you next time I’m at the store?”

“No that’s fine thank you. I’ll stick with the laces for now but I’ll let you know if I struggle with them.”

She smiled warmly and said, “Well, be sure you do now! I wouldn’t want you having your shoes stuck on your feet!”

Finally the sneaker felt comfortable and I stopped wriggling.

“OK . We’re good to go!” I said, picking up my house key from the rack behind the door.

“Do you need to check the back door Dan?” Judith said.

“No it’s fine thanks. I locked it last night and I haven’t been out since. It’s definitely locked.”

“Alright.”

“Shall we go and get these boxes sorted out?” I said.

“Yeah... let’s.

I opened the door, stood back and gestured for Judith to exit first. She smiled.

-ooOoo-

“Thanks for doing this Dan… I’m really grateful.”

“Oh it’s no problem. Honestly. As you saw, I was just sitting around. I’m happy to help.”

Judith put her key in the door, turned it and pushed the door open. The hallway was impressively decorated. Everything done with great taste and at no little expense it seemed to me.

“Sorry if it’s untidy Dan. I just rattle around in this place some days - particularly when Frank is away. Sometimes I just don’t see mess in here.” She added, as an afterthought, “Actually when Oliver, my grandson is here, it doesn’t really do to be too house-proud. For someone so small and helpless he does a pretty good job at making things untidy!”

She smiled as she glanced towards a small side table on which stood a silver framed picture of a baby, which I assumed was her grandson.

Judith didn’t look like the typical ‘grandma’ image that I think most folks have. She was still an attractive woman who looked much younger than she was. She looked, to me, as though she was in her mid-thirties. She dressed stylishly without being too flashy. Everything was co-ordinated.

“It’s a lot tidier than our place at the moment,” I responded. “I’ll have to go through the whole place before my parents get home.”

“If you just want to follow me up Dan, the attic hatch is in the guest bedroom. I’m pretty sure I can fit through it!”

“I’m sure there’ll be no problem. If you like, I can go up there for you if you know which boxes you want down.”

“I think I’m pretty sure there are only three that I’d like to bring down Dan. One’s got old clothes and the like. One’s got toys and the other has a whole load of baby clothes that I’m going to give to the local children’s society. They had a notice in the Thrift store the other day appealing for all kinds of clothes – but particularly kids’ stuff. I think, from what I can remember, I’d be able to fill the entire store if I brought everything down that’s up there. My kids seemed to have every ‘must have’ toy and just about the entire ‘Oshkosh’ range. God they always looked so cute in those outfits. I could never resist them! I’m going to sort through and see which stuff might be suitable for Oliver. Rachel loves OshKosh too.”

“Oh… OK.” I nodded, not really too interested in Judith and Rachel’s preferences for baby clothing. It wasn’t unpleasant spending time with Judith but the conversation wasn’t exactly interesting me too much.

At the landing, Judith turned right and headed along a well-lit corridor towards the end room whose door was slightly ajar.

“This is the guest room Dan. I guess it’s pretty much the same layout of your Mom and Dad’s house is it?”

I looked around as though somehow that would make it easier to reply and said, “Yes, it’s identical really apart from the layout of our house is the other way around. Our guest bedroom is on the West side of the house. I think this is East isn’t it?”

Judith laughed.

“Oh I don’t really know. It’s not something I’ve ever thought about to be honest. Just it’s always been here!”

I smiled at her light hearted reply.

“So… there you go,” Judith said, indicating the hatch cover. “Frank had an attic ladder installed a few years back. Could you bring that chair over please Dan so I can use it to stand on and open the cover please?”

Judith indicated a solid looking wooden chair underneath the window and I crossed the room, picked it up and brought it back to her.

“Thank you. Good boy.”

I was a little taken aback by the ‘Good boy’ comment but put it down to it just being the way Judith was. She was getting towards 30 years older than me and had known me since I was born so maybe, I thought, that’s just how she talks to young people.

“You’re welcome.”

She placed the chair directly underneath the hatch cover and climbed up onto the chair. Reaching up, I watched as she pushed the hatch upwards and slid it back to reveal the base of the attic ladder. Judith turned her body to finish sliding the cover into its place and as she turned back to reach for the ladder, the chair on which she was standing wobbled slightly and she became unsteady.

“Oh!” she gasped.

“Woah!” I said, moving forward quickly to catch her should it be necessary. Judith’s arms grabbed onto my shoulders and I felt her fingernails digging through the thin fabric of my t-shirt. “It’s OK…I’ve got you!” I said, trying to sound more confident than I really was. I felt Judith’s weight press against me as she stabilised herself on the chair. Her breasts pressed into my face and I instinctively turned my head to one side. Judith’s hands moved from my shoulders in a moment and grasped the back of my head puling me into her bosom. My hands were on her lower back and bottom.

“Oh dear!” Judith said, sounding lost for words, straightening up . “I’m sorry Dan! The chair just seemed to give way under me. You see? It’s a good job you were here to catch me!”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “I suppose it was!”

For a moment we both felt a little awkward at the accidental closeness and we both eased away from one another. I held out my hands to her, offering to help her down from the chair.

“Look Judith, why don’t you let me go up into the attic for you? You can tell me which boxes you want. None of them sound as if they’re going to be very heavy. I can get the boxes and bring them down for you. That way you won’t need to risk your life going up there and I won’t have to worry about catching you!”

Judith stepped down onto the carpet beside me and said, “Would you not mind Dan? It seems like a real imposition for me to ask you to go up and start rummaging around to find some old dusty boxes for me. If I’d thought it was going to be this much kerfuffle, I’d have waited until Frank got back next month.”

“Honestly Judith, it’s no bother at all. I can get up there and have the boxes down in ten minutes. Maximum.”

“Well, if you really wouldn’t mind. That would be terrific.”

She stood aside as I stood onto the chair and reached up for the base of the ladder. It was easy enough for me to pull against the balance and lower it to the floor.

“There’s a light switch just inside the hatch over Dan. On your right hand side.” Judith said as I climbed the rungs of the ladder. “Frank had it installed at the same time as the ladder.”

I fumbled at the right side and quickly found the switch. I pressed it on and the entire attic was illuminated. Someone, presumable Frank, had gone to a lot of effort to light this place.

I climbed into the attic space and looked around. There were masses of boxes and black bags full of what looked like clothes. Most of the boxes were labelled and sealed with packing tape.

“OK!” I said, once I was standing up. “What am I looking for?”

“I think there are three boxes Dan. One is labelled ‘Baby clothes’; One is ‘Toys’ and the other is ‘Clothes’ – that last one has a smiley face on it I remember!”

The three boxes were together luckily so I didn’t have to go looking too hard.

“Yeah! Found them Judith. I’ll bring them down.”

“That’s great! Thanks Dan!”

It took less than five minutes in total for the boxes to make it through the hatch into the guest room. Rather than pass them down to Judith, I made return trips. After the last one, I turned off the light, pushed the ladder back into place and replaced the hatch cover.

“There you go! Easy!” I said, pleased that I’d been able to do something so easily and quickly for her.

“I’m really grateful Dan. Really I am.” She leaned towards me, hugged me lightly and kissed me gently on the cheek.

I blushed and she saw it.

“Oh sorry Dan. You’re blushing. I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

“Oh that’s OK. It’s nice to be appreciated.” I replied.

“How about we have a coffee or a drink before you head back across?” Judith said.

I wasn’t in any hurry so I agreed.

Judith went downstairs in front of me and I followed her into the kitchen where she indicated that I could sit at the table.

I looked around as Judith began brewing fresh coffee. Like the rest of the house, the furnishings looked expensive. The whole house looked like something from a magazine. Evidence of her family and grandson lay around the kitchen in the form of photos and toys as well as a small container near the sink which contained two pacifiers. A baby bottle sterilising unit stood in the corner of the bench.

Judith turned towards me as she was waiting for the water to boil.

“Did you ever have one when you were a little boy?”

“Sorry?” I said, snapping out of my thoughts.

“I said, Did you ever have one when you were a little boy?”

I was puzzled. I didn’t know what she was referring to.

“One of what..?” I asked, genuinely mystified.

“A pacifier. You were staring at the pacifiers beside the sink.”

“Was I? I wasn’t thinking anything. Just gazing around.” I replied honestly.

Judith smiled but returned to her question.

“So…? Did you ever have a pacifier when you were a little boy?”

“I don’t know.” I said. “If I did, I was very young at the time and have no memory of it.”

Rachel had one until she was around 4 years old. She didn’t want to get rid of her pacifier no matter what we tried. Eventually we just let it run its course and one day she didn’t want it anymore. Some parents get really anxious about their children using a pacifier for longer than accepted. But hey… who makes the rules? If it gives comfort to a child or even an adult, who would care? It’s harmless isn’t it?”

“Erm… yeah, I suppose so. I’ve never really thought about it. Although you don’t see many adults sucking on pacifiers do you?” I laughed at the idea.

“No… you’re right Dan. You don’t. Maybe that’s because they only have their pacifiers when they’re at home or when they go to bed?” She turned her head to check the temperature of the water. I couldn’t tell whether she was kidding or not.

She turned back to me and stared intently at me.

“I have one.”

“Sorry?”

“I said, I have a pacifier. I use it sometimes when I get really stressed or lonely. Usually when Frank is away. He knows about me having one but thinks it’s silly. I’ve always had one – ever since I was a teenager. I keep it hidden away upstairs in the bedroom but every now and then, I go up and take it out. I lie down with it sometimes and fall asleep and other times, I’ll suck it during the day around the house. I couldn’t really be the one who took Rachel’s pacifier away when her Mommy still had one now could I?”

I shifted awkwardly in my seat.

“Well, I guess not no…” I faltered.

Judith took a couple of steps towards the sink and picked up the small container containing the two pacifiers. One was a dark blue; the other a baby nursery blue.

The container clicked open as Judith pressed the sides and removed one of the pacifiers. Deliberately she closed the container again and replaced it on the bench.

“Have you ever wondered what it would feel like to have a pacifier again Dan?”

“Erm no… I think I’d better be going now.”

This was starting to get weird.

“Oh don’t go Dan. There’s still a lot of the day left. You’re alone… I’m alone and well, you leaving a neighbour’s house quickly wouldn’t look too good to some people who might see you? Particularly if my hair was all mussed up and my clothes were all over the place now.”

Judith put her hand on her immaculately styled hair and ruffled it hard, leaving hair at all angles. I watched aghast as she yanked hard on her blouse tearing off three buttons and splitting the cloth.

“Imagine how that would be Dan? Messed up hair… torn clothing… your saliva all over my blouse, your sweaty hands all over my backside? Still, even though I’m much older than you, I managed to fight off the advances of a younger man who thought he could take advantage of a grandmother who lived close by who had never shown him anything but kindness and had, just that morning, been across to check that everything was fine while his parents were away….”

I could feel my heart beating faster through my t-shirt.

“What..?” I managed to bluster.

“It would be a real shame if I had to call the cops to report you trying to grope me wouldn’t it? Imagine how upset your Mom and Dad would be. So much promise shown in school and then a moment of madness as local boy attacks neighbour. It would be such a shame.”

I stood up and made to leave.

“You must be crazy Judith. I’ve done nothing of the sort. You know that.”

“Of course I do Danny… We both know that but who would the cops believe? A fit, young horny college student or a lonely grandma? I think we both know the answer to that don’t we?” She paused, looking satisfied. “Why don’t you just sit down again and listen? Hmmm? There’s a good boy.”

Judith eased the chair back from under the table and patted the seat.

“There you go…”

My mind was in turmoil as I tried to assess the situation. Surely she wouldn’t call the cops on me?

She interrupted my confused thoughts again.

“So, as I said… “Have you ever wondered what it would feel like to have a pacifier again Danny boy?”

I shook my head, hardly wanting to speak for fear of making the situation worse.

“Oh but I think all boys and men should have a pacifier Dan. It should be the law. Pacifiers for males. I think there’d be a really big market for something like that. Large nipples to fill a man’s mouth. Think of all the accessories they could have too! Something to fasten it into the mouth so it doesn’t fall out and keeps him quiet when his wife or girlfriend doesn’t want to hear him. It would put paid to all the snoring that men do too! A bedtime pacifier. Brilliant! I should market that as an idea! Maybe we could have pacifier clips to fasten to men’s clothes so their pacifiers don’t get lost? You could have pictures of sports cars or soldiers or rockets on them. I wouldn’t want all the men to be sissies. That would be silly wouldn’t it?”

I stared in silence, listening to her ramblings. My eyes glanced down at the pacifier that she was still fidgeting with in her fingers. She began to flick the rubber nipple on the pacifier, attracting my gaze even more than had been the case.

“I think you’re going to like having a pacifier again Dan.”

Her comment felt like an electric shock.

“What? What do you mean?”

“Oh sweetie? Do you not understand? I mean that you’re going to enjoy having a pacifier to suck on again just like when you were a little boy.”

“I’m not having a paci…”

“Oh… but you are Danny.” Once again she pulled at her blouse tearing the cloth again. “Don’t tempt me to make that call. Three little numbers and your life changes for good… Think about it.”

“I can’t believe you’re serious Judith. I came across to help you. How can you do this?”

“Oh that’s quite easy Dan. I can do this because you’re just a weak male. Like all men, you’re all macho on the outside but you can be so easily manipulated. I can do whatever I want to you now. If I had to call the cops, I could manipulate them too. Do you really think that I needed those things out of the attic? Really? I needed to get your hands on my backside and your saliva on my breasts that was all. I’ve done that. Mrs Harris next door saw you coming into the house twenty minutes ago. I’m sure she would be really sympathetic if I told her about how you grabbed me and started slobbering all over me.”

As she concluded her sentence, she lifted the pacifier to head height and looked at it and then towards me. She smiled.

“So… what do you want from me?” I said. The resignation in my voice was clear to us both.

“Oh well Danny boy… what I want from you is your obedience. I want you to be a good boy and do as I tell you. Whatever it might be.”

I felt my mouth fall open as she spoke.

“I don’t want to have sex with you. Nothing so sordid… but I do like the idea of a toyboy. A plaything to keep me amused when Frank is away.” She looked into the distance, as though carefully formulating her words.

Judith turned back to me.

“I want you to take this pacifier and suck it Danny. I want you to suck it nicely and listen as I explain how things are going to go from here.”

I shook my head.

“You are a big silly. We both know that this is going to be in your mouth in the next couple of minutes don’t we? Hmm? We both know that you’ll be suckling on it like a small baby while you listen to what I tell you? Why fight it sweetie? You know you want it?”

She raised the pacifier to her lips and gently eased the rubber nipple into her mouth, turning the pacifier shield as she did so. All the while her eyes never left mine and mine never left the pacifier and her mouth.

She smiled as she removed it.

“I’ve always done that when I’m about to give a pacifier to a baby. I don’t see that you should be any different.”

She reached towards me holding the teat towards my mouth.

“You be a good boy Dan and you take it for Mommy…”

My eyes widened at her use of the work ‘Mommy’.

“It’s alright baby. You can call me Mommy when we’re together.”

I was frozen in place scarcely believing that this was happening. I felt as though I was watching the scene played out on TV. I wasn’t there. It wasn’t happening to me.

I felt the soft rubber touch my bottom lip. My eyes were focussed completely on Judith as she gently touched my lips with the teat. She opened her mouth slightly and I, unconsciously, imitated her and opened my mouth as though hypnotised.

Taking her chance, Judith pushed the pacifier teat into my mouth and held the mouth shield in place until she was sure I had it securely in my mouth.

Her smile was one of satisfaction.

“Good boy…Good baby. Now that’s better than being arrested by the cops isn’t it hmmm? All you have to do now is suck on your pacifier and listen while Mommy talks to you. Maybe you might not understand everything because you’re just a little baby now but I think you’ll understand most of it.”

Without thinking I began to suck harder on the nipple as Judith led me deeper into her control.

“Now that you’re learning your place, you need to understand what Mommy wants from you. Frank, my husband is away for 6 months of the year. I get quite lonely. What you will do is you will become my little toyboy. You’ll do what I want. When I want. You’ll also do it how I want it doing. It amuses me so much to see a grown man sucking on a pacifier. I’m sure you’re look cute in some baby clothes too – if we can find some to fit you. I can just see you sitting in the garden sucking your pacifier, playing with some baby toys and wearing a baby style sun hat. How adorable would that be? And, as you’ve seen, there are plenty of baby toys!”

She laughed.

“Now you sit there quietly while Mommy makes a drink.”

I tried to speak but the rubber nipple in my mouth made intelligible sounds impossible.

“What sweetie? Hmmm?” Judith looked at me. “You thought that Mommy has a pacifier since she was a teenager? No…. of course not. Mommy was just teasing you. Pacifiers are for babies not Mommies! What a silly boy you are.”

She turned back and poured her coffee, replacing the kettle before stirring it.

“Oh! Silly me!! She said in mock frustration. “I’m so wrapped up in myself I’ve forgotten to make a drink for baby!”

I watched aghast as she turned to the bottle steriliser and took out a bottle, cap and nipple.

“I’ve only got ordinary milk right now but that’ll have to do for today. I can get baby formula when we go to the store tomorrow.”

Judith took the milk from the refrigerator and filled the bottle with it. This was increasingly unreal. The bottle was filled and sealed with the nipple within moments. She lifted it and shook it gently from side to side before turning to me and instructing me to follow her to the sitting room.

I stood up from the table and followed her, as though in a trance, into her living room.

Judith placed the coffee onto the table and set the feeding bottle down beside it. I watched as she sat at the left side of the settee and indicated that I should sit beside her.

Awkwardly I sat beside her not knowing what was expected of me.

“You’re got a lot to learn Danny boy. A baby doesn’t sit up like that when he’s about to be given a feed. He lays down across his Mommy and she cuddles him in while he has his bottle. Come on now. Don’t be silly. Come and let Mommy nurse you with your baba.”

I turned my body around on the seat and lowered myself onto her. My head rested in the crook of her left arm and she eased me into her body. The warmth of her body against mine was immediate and it was welcome. I closed my eyes aware that there was little else I could do.

“Come on then… open up for Mommy. Let’s see you take your baba nicely.”

Judith gently inverted the feeding bottle and placed the nipple into my mouth. I felt the cool milk drip easily onto my tongue and into my throat.

“Suck it baby. Suck on your baba…”

I began to suckle on the nipple. Something I hadn’t done in perhaps 18 or 19 years. Somehow it seemed natural to suckle like that.

I opened my eyes and saw Judith looking down at me with a look of satisfaction and power. She had me where she wanted and it had been so easy for her.

“Good baby… There’s my good baby….” Judith cooed softly as gently rocked back and forth.

-ooOoo-


