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"Hi honey!" Shannon's voice came clearly down the phone line. It sounded as though she was calling from the next room rather than the other side of the country. ""How's the conference going?"
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"Hi! Good to hear you. It's going fine. I'm just about to eat. You just caught me." I replied.

"I'm going out with Jan and Rebecca in a little while so I wanted to catch you before you went to bed. What time is it there?"

I looked across towards the muted TV news channel for the time.

"It's almost eight here. Seems weird that you're three hours behind me!"

I heard her laugh. "I knew that you wouldn't appreciate a call when I got back from my night out," Shannon said, "you know how Jan and Rebecca can talk!"

"Oh yeah...I know alright! Good thing you're such a good listener!" I teased her gently, knowing that when the three of them got together that they could talk traffic to a standstill.

"You know what you're having for dinner tonight honey?" Shannon asked.

"Er...yeah...!" I replied, taken a little off guard by her question. I turned my head towards the bedside table where my evening meal awaited. A baby bottle full of warm formula and a large jar of pureed fruit Gerber baby food. A large terry towelling bib lay neatly folded between the two with a brightly coloured baby spoon on top of that.

"I'll bet you're hungry after your day honey..." she continued. "I'll bet you'll just have your usual 'trip' menu." She was correct. This was my usual evening menu when I was on a business trip. Shannon was referring however to my 'usual' menu when we went out for a meal...pâté; a good steak and then a gateau of some description. The reality of my dietary preferences was somewhat simpler and in many ways, more complex.

My eyes were transfixed by the bottle, jar and bib...you see, I'm an Adult Baby. Ever since I was in my early teens...since puberty I guess, I've had a deep and burning desire to be treated like a baby or toddler...around eighteen months old.

Of course, when I was in my teens, I just assumed that I was the only one who felt that way. The onset of adulthood and, of course, the Internet, led me to realise that it wasn't just me. That realisation came both as a relief and a frustration. Realising that I wasn't some kind of weirdo but knowing that my feelings would probably mean I could never reveal them to anyone else. It was a blessing and a curse.

"Honey...?" Shannon's voice cut through my thoughts. "You there?"

""Hmm? Er...oh yeah, just there was something flashed on the TV screen and it took my attention. Sorry sweetheart."

"Oh, OK...I thought the line had gone," she said. "Anyway, it was just a quick call to tell you I love you and that I'll be out tonight so there'll be no one home if you'd called."

"Thanks love...I would have wondered."

"I knew you would and I didn't want you worrying. Hey! Before I forget....I'll be able to pick you up from the airport tomorrow! My boss gave me the whole day off...said I deserved it for working late last week. So I'll be there when you get in at six!" She sounded pleased at the thought of having a day off.

"That's great honey. It'll save me getting a taxi home."

"That's settled then. I'll be in Arrivals when you get there... actually," she continued, "having the whole day off will give me the chance to tidy the spare room. I tried to get something out of there last week and I could hardly find a place to put my feet!"

My heart sank as she spoke. The spare room was where I kept all of my Adult Baby things. Everything that I'd collected over the years... magazines; books; baby toys and even adult diapers and baby style clothes that I'd bought from ebay.

"Oh, just leave all of that!", I said, trying to hide the panic in my voice. "I'll give you a hand over the weekend. Two of us will get it done faster than you could on your own."

I felt the colour drain from my face at her next words.

"No honey...it's fine. Jan and Rebecca have said they'll give me a hand clearing it and then cleaning it out. We're going to have a 'Girl's Day'! We're really looking forward to it!"

"But the..." I began desperately. "The..."

"Just a second sweetie! I think the girls have just pulled up onto the driveway. Got to go! Mwah! Love you...see you tomorrow. Bye!"

My farewell was cut short as she put the receiver down. I stared into the room unseeingly. My mind raced in circles. I was thousands of miles away and my wife and her two best friends were going to be sorting through our spare room where all of my Adult Baby fetish items were stored. It was no good...explaining the situation in my head didn't make the dilemma any easier. Suddenly, the presence of the bottle of formula; the jar of food and bib on the bedside table seemed to taunt me. As if my fetish was about to alter my life.

Suddenly, I couldn't face what, ten minutes before, had been my longed for indulgence. I needed a drink...and not milk!

I grabbed my trousers from the back of the chair and pulled them on. My thoughts were still so frantic that it was only as I felt a slight resistance, did I remember that I was wearing a thick diaper and plastic pants. Putting them on had been the first thing I had done when I returned from my meeting... wearing diapers now felt so natural to me, I had forgotten I was wearing one. I pulled a t-shirt on quickly followed by my shoes. I needed to get a strong drink to help me to think calmly.

I rode down in the elevator with a young woman in, I guessed, her mid twenties. I had smiled at her politely but unconvincingly when I first saw her. She returned my smile equally unconvincingly. I stared upwards as the numbers displaying the floor we were passing decreased painfully slowly and I glanced across at her. She quickly turned her head, making it obvious she had been staring at me. I straightened my t-shirt, which hung loosely and, as I did so, I felt my hand brush against the soft plastic of the pants covering my diaper. I hurriedly pulled the cloth of my t-shirt to cover it. I felt myself blush as I realised that not only had she most probably seen the unmistakeable semi opaque plastic associated with baby pants but she had most likely spotted the unnaturally bulkiness of my behind and knew I was diapered. I fixed my eyes upwards as the floor indicator showed '1' and the doors slid open. I stood back and indicated that the woman should go before me. Not only was it good manners but it meant she wouldn't be walking behind me. As she left, she looked at me and smiled warmly before turning and walking away through the main foyer.

As I walked, the bulk between my legs was a constant reminder of my diapered state. I tried to walk as normally as I could, but it's not easy when one's thighs are being kept apart by a large cloth pad.

The bar wasn't busy, thankfully. I ordered a double Southern Comfort with ice. I don't normally drink spirits but I felt like I needed something that would steady my nerves. The first sip stung the back of my throat before it began to warm me. I closed my eyes and took several deep breaths, trying to predict and anticipate what might happen when Shannon cleared the spare room. I tried to go through every eventuality...planning what I would say if.... Over the next hour or so, the subsequent couple of drinks went down easier and I began to realise that my thinking was becoming more fuzzy and jumbled and that I would be unable to think clearly if I drank anymore.

I thanked the barman and headed for the elevator. As I reached out to press the call button, the woman who I had seen earlier in the elevator arrived and stood to one side of me. Without thinking, my hand went to my waist to check that my plastics weren't on display again. I looked at the floor, hoping I hadn't made my discomfort at her presence too obvious.

"Well, hello again." she said, her voice soft and feminine.

"Oh hi..." I replied, trying not to encourage a conversation... I just wanted to be back in my room, under the covers trying to switch off from the reality that I thought was going to bite me hard in the next 24 hours.

"Had a nice evening?" she said as the door of the elevator opened.

"Erm..yeah...it's been OK." I indicated that she should enter first.

"Had a few drinks hmm?" she ventured, looking at my tired and slightly tipsy stance.

"Just a couple," I replied. "Just needed to do some thinking and sometimes it helps to have a drink or two."

"Yes...it does. You're right."

The digits increased slowly as we headed upwards to my floor. An inner voice was screaming,'Hurry up! Hurry up!'

"I've been to see a friend of mine tonight," the woman said.

"Yeah?" I said, not remotely interested.

"Yes...she's just had a baby so I called across to see him and take a little 'baby shower' type gift."

"Oh, that's nice for you." I said as the elevator began to slow as we approached the floor where she was going to alight.

"Mmmm." she said thoughtfully. "He's got some pants just like yours..." She giggled a little as she spoke

I swung around to face her. My expression a mixture of surprise and embarrassment.

She smiled broadly.

"Not easy to disguise are they?" she said, her eyes glancing towards my groin. "They've got such a distinctive sound when they move don't they?" The elevator doors opened wide.

She took a step forward towards the door, looking directly at me. "If you've had a lot to drink, I hope the diaper you're wearing can hold it all." And, with that, she stepped out of the elevator. I stood open mouthed still as she turned once more. She smiled. "Night night..." The doors closed and that was the last time I saw her.

Her comments, although gentle had felt humiliating. She had known from the first moment she'd seen me earlier that night that I was wearing a diaper. Perhaps she'd told her friend...the new Mom? Maybe they'd had a good laugh at the 'big baby' in the elevator? I would never know but I knew I wouldn't forget her words and that the possibilities of what might have occurred would likely form the basis for my future masturbatory fantasies.

The solitude and dim lighting in my room highlighted the dilemma I had tried first to reason through and then to obliterate. The baby bottle standing on the side brought me back to reality. What would I do if...?

The realisation was that I would simply have to face whatever happened. The biggest likelihood of course was that the case with all of my baby things would simply be transferred, without being opened, into the attic from where I could retrieve it when the opportunty presented itself. I vowed to myself that if I got away with it tomorrow then I would find a really secure place to store my precious things in the future. The sickening thought came to me that I couldn't remember if I had locked the case last time I had 'played'. If I had, would a padlocked case prompt more questions than an unlocked case. My head spun with the combination of panicked thoughts and strong alcohol.

I undressed down to my diaper and pants and climbed into bed. The blanket and covers soon warmed and comforted me. My eyes felt heavy and part of me wanted to suckle on the bottle teat, yet part of me felt too tired but wanted comfort. I reached out and lifted the bib from the table. The softness of the terry towelling felt good as I rubbed it in my fingers and then onto my face. I gripped it tightly, inhaling the soft, babyish scent and savouring it.

I must have fallen asleep fairly quickly as the next thing I knew my alarm clock was buzzing persistently on the dresser. I reached out and hit 'Snooze'. I knew though that I wasn't going to snooze. My diaper was still dry and I knew that it would probably be a long time before I had the opportunity to wear one again. I craved the feeling of a wet diaper. Ever since that first time I had wet in a diaper as an adult, the buzz and excitement I got from the initial letting go to the final trickle of urine into a warm, thick diaper had never diminished. 'I deserve this.' I thought. I reached to the bedside table and took hold of the bottle of formula. It was cool now, room temperature but the desire to taste the thick, cloying, sweet milk was immense. I eased of the plastic cap covering the nipple, placing it to one side. As I always did on these occasions, I first stared at the nipple, filling with milk as I tipped it towards my mouth, then closed my eyes as I moved it ever closer to my lightly closed lips. I imagined lying in Shannon's arms and that it was she who was lightly touching my lips with the rubber nipple. I could hear her voice in my head, see her smiling, loving expression as she began to feed me.

I kept my eyes closed as I took the teat into my mouth and began to suckle. I could hear her soothing me... "There's Mommy's good boy. Good boy... Take your baba for Mommy. Drink it all up like a good baby."

'Oh, if only it could be real!' I thought as the milk continued to flow down my throat. This was the moment I had longed for last night but denied myself. I could have held out no longer. It took around fifteen minutes to finish the bottle...the tell tale sound of the ingress of air bubbles marking the conclusion of this pleasure. I let the bottle fall from my mouth onto the bedcover, still feeling a sense of mild euphoria. I felt my bladder relax, imagining I was still in Shannon's arms, her smile gently encouraging me to use the diaper as any infant naturally would.

I pushed gently and immediately the flow of urine began. Slowly at first and then faster. I could feel the warmth of my urine spreading across my cock and balls and then spreading unstoppably downwards under my groin as the hungry diaper did it's work. I closed my eyes and instinctively splayed my legs wider in an effort to intensify the pleasure I was feeling. I could feel the warmth of my piss gently starting to contact the cheeks of my backside. Without thinking of any consequences, I pushed down hard, the desire to fill my diaper completely like a new born infant overwhelming me. In an instant I felt the warm poop sliding easily out of me, meeting almost immediately with the soft resistance of the already sodden diaper. My legs splayed wider as I felt my mess spreading itself out relentlessly over my groin, oushing into every fold and crease of my diapered groin. I groaned with pleasure at the almost total release. What I would have given for someone to wank me off into the diaper and then perhaps refasten it - leaving me to lie in every type of bodily waste I could expel into my diaper.

I gasped with the intensity of what I had done and slowly imy breathing became less shallow and, without thinking, I slowly straightened my legs. As I did so, I could feel the poop beginning to compress against my skin. I glanced down, not wanting any of the mess to leak out onto the bedclothes...it was enough that I would have to dispose of the diaper without worrying about soiling the sheets.

The plastic pants I was wearing were doing the job they were meant to do. All of the mess in the diaper was contained...although already I could smell the mess. 'Just a few minutes.." I told myself. 'I can enjoy this for just a few minutes...' I wanted to feel like a baby just a little while longer.

I rolled myself off the bed, onto the floor, trying not to put too much pressure on what was already a full diaper. I moved onto all fours, a position in which I had always felt comfortable and began crawling around the room, imagining Shannon watching me, directing me, loving the infant 'me'.

The diaper felt heavy and I loved the sensation it gave me as I crawled across the floor, my bulky, babied behind moving to and fro. I must have crawled for a couple of minutes before I pulled myself up to a seated position. As I put my weight onto my bottom, I could feel the mess compacting once more and pushing upwards, higher up the base of my spine. I closed my eyes. How could others not see the simple pleasure in this? Allowing oneself to be as innocent as an infant. It felt like such a release from the stresses and realities which weighed the adult 'me' down every single day.

Slowly, but surely, the reality that I had a plane to catch...and then a potentially awkward situation when I got home, began to permeate my thoughts. I wanted to block them out - forever, it felt like...but I couldn't. I opened my eyes and confronted the reality that was around me. I needed to get out of this diaper and get showered. Then I needed to bundle up the diaper; pants; bottle & bib and ditch them somewhere as I left. I checked the TV clock. I had time. No rush.

I got to my feet and began to waddle more than walk to the bathroom. I'd learned with experience that it was easier and left less room for problems if I removed the pants and diaper while I stood in the bath. The diaper sagged heavily as I took each step. It felt good. I smiled to myself as I imagined Shannon making me spend the day in a dirty diaper, just because it amused her... Oh, if only.

After a few tentative steps...I didn't want the diaper to fall off me - although that was unlikely...I stepped into the bathtub. This was the payoff for those minutes of pleasure. The moment the roller coaster of bliss finally slowed. I eased my thumbs under the elasticated waistband of my pants and eased it away from my body. The tightness of the elastic shown clearly by the bright pink line it had created in my tummy. I bent slightly, easing the pants a little over my thighs, exposing the sticky tabs which were now the only things holding the diaper on my groin. Gently, I eased the pants down and stepped out of them, finally pushing them to the end of the bathtub with my feet. The diaper sagged really badly now and I knew it would fall off if I didn't hold it. Gingerly, I pulled each tab away from the diaper, tearing the plastic backing as I did so. No matter...this was one diaper which wasn't going to be retaped! As I undid the last tape the full smell of what I had done hit me. I grimaced and turned away, lowering it quickly to the floor of the bath with a thud. These were the moments I could do without. These were the moments I needed a Mommy.

Almost like an automaton, I bent down and folded the diaper in on itself, as I'd seen Moms do on TV. I leaned over and placed the diaper and pants on the floor before I pulled the shower curtain along and turned in the water.

The water warmed quickly and it felt good as it cleansed my body. Within seconds my mind was already back in that 'baby' place, wishing I was going to be stepping out of the shower and then covered in baby powder and lotion. It wasn't to be. The plane wasn't going to wait for me.

I finished showering and, after I'd dried off and dressed, I put all of the baby things into a couple of thick carrier bags. I would dump them in the waste bin outside the hotel as I left.

I felt a little self conscious as I left dragging my case on wheels and carrying the bulky carrier bags, but I knew inside that no one would think anything of it. Nevertheless, it was a relief when I dropped the bag of baby things in the trash...even though I hated the idea of throwing away a perfectly good bottle and baby bib.

---------------

The flight home was uneventful. I gazed around the plane, watching the other passengers, as you do... Feeling envious when I saw a stewardess taking a warmed baby bottle to a woman with a young baby three rows in front. Wishing i'd been offered a kiddies' colouring book instead of an in-flight glass of wine. I smiled as I remembered reading somewhere years before that one of the best ways to avoid getting uncomfortable pressure in your ears when flying was to suck on something. Why didn't the airline just give out pacifiers? Yeah...as if!

As the earth slipped by below and New York came ever nearer, my thoughts were of what had been happening at home when the girls had been tidying up. I say 'girls' but they were all grown women. Jan had a couple of kids who were around five or six years old and I remembered Shannon talking about Rebecca being "really broody." Both, I guess, were in their early 30's...a few years younger than me. Attractive women.

There was nothing I could do. Worrying would make no difference. It was late afternoon as we came in over the city. Everyone scurrying round, heading for home. I'd be one of those 'ants' in the next 30 minutes, I thought.

-------------------

Getting through Arrivals was surprisingly quick and, as she'd promised, Shannon was there to greet me. She was smiling broadly as I approached her...her arms wide.

"Hi honey! Good flight?"

"Yes, thanks. Pretty good. I'd already seen the movie though!" I laughed.

"Oh? Never mind honey. Let's get you home. I guess you must be pretty tired are you?" she said as she took my hand in hers, my other hand pulling my small flight case.

Shannon made small talk as we walked back to the car. Part of me was wanting to ask about her cleaning the back room...just to put my mind at rest....but I didn't want to broach the subject, just in case.

As we joined the highway, Shannon quietly said, "I've missed you while you've been away." She glanced across at me momentarily, smiling. "Did you miss me?" Another glance.

"Of course I did sweetie. You know how much I miss you when i've got to go to these stupid meetings on the other side of the country.

She smiled again and winked at me. "Good boy!", she said, patting my leg. "That's the right answer!"

I returned her smile, relaxing in her company after the long flight. The traffic was light and we were making good progress towards home.

"I've made something special for dinner honey..." she said casually. "Hope you like it. I think you will."

"Yeah?" I responded innocently.

"Yes, I was thinking about you all day and I thought I'd make something for you that you haven't had in a long time."

"Sounds great! What is it?" I asked, intrigued.

"Oh, you'll have to wait and see. I've never made it before but I remember your Mom telling me once how much you used to love it." She smiled, knowing her teasing would only serve to make me even more curious.

"Oh come on!" I laughed. "You can't do this! Gimme a clue?" I jokingly begged.

"A clue eh? Hmmm....let me see." She furrowed her brow as if deep in thought. "Oh..OK. I'll give you a little clue." She looked at me. "Ready?"

"Yeah...!" I chuckled, "I'm ready."

"Well, I wasn't sure of exactly how to make both courses so I got Jan to talk me through it."

"Jan? Why Jan?"

"Well, she was at the house helping me clear the spare room so I just asked her. She knew exactly how to do it."

This was the first time she'd mentioned the spare room. So, they'd actually gone ahead and cleaned it. I felt the same butterflies in my stomach that i'd felt when Shannon had first told me of her intention last night on the phone. I wanted to move away from the subject of the spare room and thankfully Shannon did it for me.

"How about when we get home you take a shower and we go to bed for an hour and relax a little?" She smiled mischieviously and lifted her eyebrows in question. She knew what my answer would be.

"That sounds great honey. I'd love to. I've missed you too." She smiled.

---------------

Shannon opened the front door and stepped inside. I followed close behind her and placed my case behind the door. As I was taking my coat off Shannon stepped closer to me, leaning in to me, kissing me on the mouth. My jacket was half way down my back and I couldn't return her embrace. She pushed her tongue into my mouth and, as she did so, I felt her hand cup my cock through my trousers. She squeezed me gently and I groaned softly as she softly kneaded my cock and balls. Her tongue continued to explore my mouth as she began to rub the front of my trousers. I could feel my penis beginning to harden. Our lips parted and she stared at me...her hand continuing to rub.

"Do you like that hmmm? Do you like that baby?"

I nodded, savouring her touch. The word 'baby' made me tingle.

"You go get a shower and then come to bed. There's more where that came from." She gave my balls a light squeeze and my eyes widened. She laughed.

I stripped and left my clothes on the stair landing as I had always done. Anticipating the next hour or so, I didn't think that clothes were going to be a real concern. I showered for the second time in around twelve hours, this time simply refreshing my body rather than cleansing it.

I guess I was in the shower for around five minutes. I was keen to get into bed and make love with Shannon. She was clearly in the mood and I loved when she took the initiative.

As I turned the shower off I heard Shannon tapping on the door.

"Yeah?" I answered. "What's the matter?"

"Nothing's the matter honey. Just wondering how long you're going to be..."

"I'm coming out now."

"OK," she replied. "I'll be in bed waiting for you."

I wrapped the towel around the lower part of my body. I loved the feel of the terry towelling and wished it was thicker and diaper shaped.

As I stepped out of the bathroom, I could see that Shannon had pulled the curtains together in the bedroom. I walked into the semi-darkened room, consciously holding my breath to hold my stomach in. Vanity can be a cruel Mistress! Shannon was already in bed and she smiled as I approached the bed. She lifted the cover, revealing her exquisite nakedness. I pulled the towel from myself and and eagerly slipped into bed beside her.

Her body was warm and inviting and we pressed hard against one another as we began kissing. I was erect in seconds, we hadn't made love in over a week.

""Suck my breasts Justin. Move down and take my nipple in your mouth." Alreasy she sounded breathless with excitement. I was only too keen to follow her instruction. I shifted my body down a little so that I was looking upwards to her. Her hand moved under her 36D breast and supported it as I moved my mouth towards it. "Come on...come on..." she whispered. "Take the nipple...there's a good boy."

My lips closed around her erect nipple and I began to suckle on it. She gasped as the suction of my mouth stretched her nipple into my mouth. "Suck it...suck!!" I obeyed her, sucking as hard as I could, drawing her erect teat ever further into my mouth.

I winced as I felt her nails digging hard into my back. "Suck it Justin. Suck it!" Her finger nails scraped down my back. I wriggled with a mixture of ecstasy and the searing pain I was feeling down my back. The more I squirmed, the tighter she held me to her.

"Oh good boy!" she said breathlessly. "Oh what a very good boy!" Suddenly she twisted her body, wrenching her breast from my mouth. "Get between my legs Justin. Go down on me now...!"

I fumbled my way under the covers and climbed between her legs. Her hands grabbed the back of my head and pulled me to her forcefully. I heard her groan with pleasure as my tongue began to lick and explore her. I knew she adored this and I adored doing it for her. Repeatedly she bore down onto my mouth, pushing onto me and directing my tongue to where it could pleasure her most.

For several minutes I continued to lap enthusiastically at her like a puppy dog until finally she came with an intense scream. I slowed my caresses, as I had done in the past, expecting to be encouraged to have intercourse with her. I moved my mouth from her, tilting my head to one side, resting on her thigh. Her breathing was deep and regular and I felt a hand slowly stroking my hair. Although muffled by the blankets which still covered me, I could hear her saying, "Good boy...good boy..." My heart soared when she said that to me...and she knew it. We lay still until she tapped my shoulder, indicating I should come out from between her legs. She kissed me full on the lips.

"Thank you sweetheart. That was incredible! You are amazing!"

I smiled, blushing a little at the unexpected compliment. She cast her eyes downwards, as if thoughtful... just for a second. "Honey?"

"Yes?" I said, still bathing in the warmth of her comment.

"Can we try something a little different tonight huh?"

"Er, yeah...I guess. How different?"

She looked a little embarrassed. "Well, I'd really like to have you do that again, but..."

"But what?" I prompted her.

"Oh, you'll just laugh and say i'm being weird..." she said unconvincingly.

"No...I won't. If it's something you want to do, then we'll try it." I reassured her.

She smiled coyly. "I'd like to sit on your face while you do it...I read somewhere once that it meant the guy could go deeper with his tongue and then his cock."

"Yeah, that's fine!" I said, trying not to appear to eager.

She smiled at my instant acceptance of her idea. Little did I realise at that moment exactly what she had planned.

"Turn over love...lie on your back."

I lay flat, watching her as she looked down at me. "Close your eyes Justin." she said seductively. I did as she asked and I heard the drawer of the bedside table being opened, closely followed by the distinct sound of metal on metal.

"Give me your hands honey..." she whispered. "I want to fasten you to the bed." I opened my eyes in surprise. We had played, many years ago, with light bondage but it hadn't been mentioned for years. As I opened my eyes for that moment, I saw her holding the leather cuffs that we had bought all that time ago. I had thought they had been thrown away.

"Eyes!" Shannon snapped. I closed my eyes and held out my hands as she had instructed. I felt the cool leather placed around first one wrist and then the other. Shannon pulled the straps tightly, allowing no 'wriggle' room and fastened the buckles, before raising my arms and fastening them to the headboard. I was loving her dominance and she could see how much I was enjoying it by the size of my erection.

As she clipped the second cuff to the headboard, she paused. "Comfy?"

I opened my eyes again and nodded, grinning inanely in expectation of her moving on top of me.

"Good." she said, her mood suddenly cooler. "Because you're going to be there for a little while."

"Hmm?" I muttered, puzzled by her sudden mood change.

She stood up from the bed and lifted her dressing gown from the hook beside the door. What was she doing? She turned to face me, smiling once more.

"I like the idea of you lying there helpless Justin."

She moved back towards the bed, pulling the blankets over me and arranging them around me.

"I'm just going to leave you there for a while sweetie. I've got a couple of phone calls to make. That might take me a while..."

"But...er...why the...? How long will you..." I stammered, trying to understand what she was doing.

"Oh," she said casually, "maybe an hour...maybe two... I don't know." She stood next to the bed, looking down at me. "It doesn't matter does it? I know just where you are and dinner can be eaten any time. It's not late...well, it's not late for me.." she said cryptically.

"But honey..." I said, "I'm going to need to pee in a little while. Can you let me go now and then i'll come back and you can fasten me again? Promise!"

She chuckled quietly and stroked my cheek. "Oh, aren't you just precious? Of course i'm not going to unfasten you. Silly boy. If you need to pee then I guess you'll just have to do it won't you?"

I began to speak, unable to understand what she was saying... "What? You mean tha..."

"I mean Justin that if you need to pee then you'll have to just do it won't you? You needn't worry though..." she grinned, "I got a lovely rubber sheet before I picked you up today. While you were in the shower, I put it on the bed...just in case you needed a wee wee." She lifted her eyebrows and, with the use of that babyish expssion; her explicit permission to wet the bed and the rubber sheet...I knew that she had found my case of baby things.

I couldn't speak. Words would simply not come.

"So..." Shannon said, "you be a good little boy and lie there quietly while I go and speak to Jan and Rebecca. She patted the blanket as she walked out of the room, pausing only to blow a kiss towards me.

-------------

The next hour or so was agony. Mental and physical. I could hear her talking on the phone, although I couldn't hear what she was actually saying. Her conversation was regularly interspersed with laughter which made me squirm at what she might be talking to Jan and Rebecca about...after all, they were the ones who had helped her tidy the room. Had they, I wondered, seen my case too? In addition to that, I could feel pressure starting to build in my bladder. I knew that I would need to go to the toilet pretty soon but I also knew that that was dependent on Shannon. The thought occurred to me that the last time I needed to ask to go to the toilet was when I had been a toddler. I quietly prayed for Shannon to return soon...before I wet the bed.

Finally, I heard her footsteps on the stair. I would, I had decided, ask her really nicely if she would unfasten me. I would promise to take her for a nice meal...bottle of wine...

The door opened and she came into the room, still in her dressing gown, sming as if everything was completely normal.

"How're you doing then Justin? Still comfy?" She lifted the covers and placed a hand on the blankets between my legs. "Oooh! Still dry? Clever boy!"

I ignored her sarcastic, condescending comment and began to ask her to release me.

"Oh ssshhh...." she said softly, sitting down on the bed. "I think...that you're quite enjoying being trussed up like that Justin."

I shook my head unconvincingly, more aware, with each passing moment, of the growing need to pee.

"Oh, it's OK honey. I'm going to let you pee in a minute or so. See if you can hold on just while I tell you something..."

I froze as she began explaining.

"You see Justin, as you know...the girls and I cleared out the spare room. You wouldn't believe some of the things we've accumulated over the years. So many wedding presents that are still unopened; the smoothie maker that seemed such a good idea at the time...remember? Oh and of course all the baby things!"

I felt myself flush red. I listened intently, trying to gauge her mood. Was she about to break up with me? Beat me? I just didn't know. She paused, waiting in anticipation of some response which didn't come.

"Cat got your tongue baby? Or have you just forgotten how to talk as you're such a little baby really eh?"

"Look, I was going to get rid of them honestly..." I began.

"Ssshhhh...." she said, placing a finger gently against my lips. She held it in place for a second or two, before pushing it into my mouth. "Suck it Justin. Suck my finger and listen to me..."

"Saying you were going to get rid of them now is a little bit late don't you think? You must have spent quite a bit on your little fetish judging by the clothes and things we saw. It would be a pity for them to just be thrown away."

She had used the word 'we'! That meant that Jan & Rebecca knew!

"I'm thorry love..." I started to say. She eased her finger from my mouth.

"Well, it's little bit late for 'thorry' wouldn't you say?" she said sarcadtically. "Now that I know...and of course, Jan & Rebecca know...we need to decide what we're going to do."

"Look Shannon, can we talk about this in a minute please? I really need to go to the toilet..."

"Oh," she said, "I think we can do better than that. Wait there." she said, standing up. "Oh I forgot, you can't go anywhere can you?" she giggled. "Back in a sec!"

I was concentrating hard on not wetting. That was my focus in that moment. I would worry about talking to Shannon once she'd let me go to the bathroom.

"Here we are!" Shannon I'd, re-entering the bedroom. "And look what i've got!"

She was holding a disposable diaper, a pair of nursery print plastic pants and a container of baby powder.

"Oh no Shannon...you're not serious?"

"Of course i'm serious silly boy!" she pulled back the covers, revealing my full nakedness. "What could be a more perfect solution? You want to pee...I don't want you getting up so a diaper is perfect!"

She began unfolding it, looking to see which was the correct way round.

"Oh, this doesn't look too hard," she said, turning it in her hands. "Lift your bottom sweetie." I didn't move. "If you don't let me diaper you Justin, you will have to pee anyway and then you'll have to lie in it all night. I don't think you want that really do you? " As she spoke, she began sprinkling me with baby powder, the unmistakeable scent filling the room quickly. "Come on Justin...you know you want to..."

I certainly didn't want to wet the bed and I raised my bottom as she had told me to do.

"Good boy." she said, as she slid the disposable under me, moving it slightly to position it. "And down again.." I lay down on the diaper, closing my eyes as I did so. Within a few seconds, the sticky tabs were fastened and the diaper was snug around me. "Panties!" Shannon said. I looked at her as she put a hand through each leg hole in turn and grasped each ankle before threading them through the pants.

"Up again!" I lifted again, this time with no resistance as she tugged the plastic pants up and over the diaper. She ran her fingers around the elasticated waist and leg openings.

"There we are! Diapered!" she stood back, admiring her handiwork. "And you look SO cute! I love the little bunny rabbits and baby toys on your panties sweetheart! You're a very clever boy choosing those all by yourself aren't you?"

There was no response that I felt I could give.

"Well, there you are then. You can have a wee wee now can't you?" She grinned, moving to her chest of drawers and taking out some casual clothes for the rest of the evening.

It felt weird. Not to be in the diaper - I had been used to that, after all this was my second in twenty four hours. What felt weird was that I was in a diaper and Shannon, the love of my life, had put it on me and was carrying on as though everything was perfectly normal.

As she continued to get dressed, she turned and spoke to me. "Tell me when you're going to wet your diaper sweetie. I want to watch while you use your diaper for me for the first time."

Her instruction simply added an extra humiliation.

"But..." I started.

"Ah! Ah!" she said, raising a finger to silence me. "I don't think I really need to be questioned by a little boy in diapers now do I? Hmm? You just go ahead and do what a little diaper boy does."

I had no option. She meant it and I knew I couldn't hold on any longer. I alised I had to give in to the inevitable.

"Shannon...?" I said quietly.

"Yes honey?"

"I think i'm going to have to use the diaper now..."

"Oh but it's not 'the' diaper baby" she said immediately, "It's your diaper! Tell me again, but tell me whose diaper it is eh?" She sat down on the bed once more, watching me intently.

"I think i'm going to have to use my diaper now..." I said weakly...feeling defeated.

"That's good," she said, placing a hand on the front of my diaper and pants. "Go ahead then baby. Show me how a little boy goes wee wee..." I pushed down a little but it didn't take a second for the flow of urine to begin. The relief in my whole body was clear to Shannon who smiled broadly as she saw me relax. As I began to piss myself, Shannon pressed a little more firmly on the front of the diaper.

"Oh, aren't you the clever one? Peeing yourself when you're told? I like when you do as you're told." she said with a smile. "Mmmm, that feels nice and warm. Does that feel good to you baby? Hmm? Doing wettums in your diaper?" She patted me a couple of times. It'll probably not feel so good in a few hours when it's cooled down though. Still...you'll get used to having a wet diaper pretty quickly."

I turned to look at her.

"Oh don't look surprised Justin. There's no way i'm not going to enjoy keeping you in diapers! What kind of Mommy would I be if I didn't enjoy the time my baby boy was all dependent on me to change his wet and messy diapers? Hmm?"

She leaned over and kissed me on the forehead. "Don't look so worried honey. It's going to take a luttle adjustment for us both to have a little baby around the house but I think i've got some good ideas on how it can work."

"How the...?"

"Oh don't you worry sweetie. Let me worry about all of that. You just have to be a good boy. Don't you?"

I was beginning to feel a little anxious. My fantasy of being babied by Shannon had never included the idea of being diapered over a long period of time. I'd always just envisaged 'playtime' and then back to being an adult. Being kept away from the toilet and kept in diapers felt like a step too far.

"You lie there hun and I'll fetch dinner. I guess it'll be nice to eat up here every now and then won't it?"

She left the room and I heard her moving pans and dishes in the kitchen. I could smell roast meat too. It seemed logical to me that she'd bring dinner up on trays and she'd release me to eat. Sure enough, within a couple of minutes she arrived with a tray, on which she had a plate and a glass of wine. Shannon placed the tray on the bedside table, before saying, "Right, now i'll go down and get yours." And, with that she left the room again.

My eyes widened as she came back into the room. In her hands was another tray, but this time I could see a baby bottle full of milk and a bright yellow, plastic baby bowl, from which protruded a green, plastic spoon. She placed this tray on the table beside me.

Her smile said it all. "I've made you a lovely tea baby. A lovely warm bottle of formula and a bowl of 'Chicken dinner' baby food. They're probably a little hot right Now so i'll have my dinner first before I give you yours."

She sat on the bed, placing the tray on her lap. Picking up the TV remote, she turned on the TV and began eating.

"Listen Shannon..." I said, "You've had your fun... How about you take these cuffs off me and we can talk about this?"

"There's nothing to talk about Justin."

"I think there is!" I said, shaking my wrists and gesturing with my eyes at the rapidly cooling, sodden diaper around my groin.

"Well, I don't." she said calmly, between mouthfuls. "And, what's more...you will need to learn that little children are there to be seen and not heard."

"But I'm not a child!" I said, more forcefully this time.

She laughed. "OK Mr Macho man. Let me remind you of your 'special case full of baby things. Not for a real little baby...but for a grown up little baby. You're lying there in a wet diaper with bunny rabbits on your plastic pants. Your dinner is a warm bottle of baby formula and a bowl of baby mush. Excuse me! Of course you're not a baby! All big strong men have that for their dinners!" She took another mouthful of beef.

"I just think.."

"Well don't. Don't think at all. Lie there in your wet diaper and know that Mommy is going to give you your baba once she's finished eating."

"Mommy?" I said quietly.

"Sure! Why not? I'm the one that's going to be feeding you; dressing you and looking after you. I think 'Mommy' is just the right name for you to use. Shannon sounds like you're a grown up. When you're in your diapers, which will be a lot from now on, you will call me 'Mommy'. On the odd occasion when you're not in diapers, you can still call me Shannon." She grinned. "I think it'll be fun having you call me Mommy!"

It took me a minute to assimilate all that was happening and I lay quietly, occasionally glancing to my right to see the bottle and plastic dish which held my 'dinner'.

Eventually, Shannon laid her tray to one side and looked at me. "I think we know what time it is don't we Justin? Hmm? It's time for your din-dins!" She eased herself from the bed and walked around to my side of the bed. "You've been a very good boy lying there quietly while Mommy had her dinner." She picked up the feeding bottle and shook it gently, mixing the milky contents. I shook my head, still not believing what was happening.

"Now Mommy wants you to be a good boy and drink this all up. It's good for you too. It'll help you grow up big and strong!" She laughed and gently levered the plastic top from the bottle.

"Come on sweetie...open up."

I turned my head towards the teat, which was now full of milk, a white, heavy droplet forming on it's tip. I opened my mouth just as it fell and it landed on my waiting tongue. Shannon lowered the nipple into my mouth and my lips closed around it. The warmth of the rubber nipple somehow made me calm and I felt my whole body relaxas I began to suckle easily on the bottle.

I looked up at Shannon who was smiling happily. "Good boy..." she said. "Good boy!...I wasn't sure if you'd like this little baby formula but it must be yummy on your tummy! Is it baby hmm? Is your formula just lovely eh?"

From behind the rubber teat, I managed a half smile, unsure of whether to allow myself to enjoy this. My acceptance simply encouraged Shannon to continue with the baby talk and the 'Mommy' tone of voice.

"From now on, you'll be having all of your drinks from a bottle Justin. It seems sensible doesn't it hmm? It will mean no more spilled drinkies on Mommy's carpets and furniture. Who knows I might, in a little while, see if you can manage a sippy cup!"

With every sentence it became clearer to me that she had thought a lot about how she was going to deal with the secrets I had kept from her.

Shannon fed for me for perhaps five minutes before removing the bottle from between my lips.

"That's enough for now baby." She put the bottle onto the table and picked up the plastic bowl. I knew from experience that baby food dinners did not taste good. I had generally tried to confine myself to jars of fruit puree when I indulged myself on my trips.

"Now then!" Shannon said, stirring the ill smelling mush as she spoke. "I'm just going to try you on this." She lifted the spoon and turned it, allowing a 'lump' of food to fall back into the dish.

"Mmmmm! This looks yummy! Lots of good things for a baby." She took a spoonful and tapped the spoon against the edge of the bowl.

"Come on the. Open up." the mound of mush on the spoon looked disgusting and my mouth remained firmly closed. "Come on baby," Shannon said. "It's lovely!" She paused. "Oh, I know...you want Mommy to play aeroplanes or choo-choos? Hmm?" She smiled and began making steam train noises as she brought the spoon closer to my lips. "Is the tunnel going to open for the choo-choo then?" I turned my head slightly to avoid the spoon. Shannon anticipated that however and continued to my mouth. The spoon and food contacted my lips and she began to smear the food around my mouth and lips, leaving me little option but to taste it. Without thinking, I licked my lips and that was the opportunity she needed to force the soft, plastic feeding spoon into my mouth. "Good boy!" she exclaimed, laughing. "Another?" she said, placing the spoon back into the mush. I shook my head. It was awful.

I was surprised but pleased when she said, "Alright then. No more. Mommy wasn't sure if you were ready for solids yet and I don't think you are judging by your reaction. Mommy just keep you on formula and baby juices hmmm?"

I didn't think she was serious.

"Well," she said, "it's almost half past eight. Time for Mommy to go watch TV and do her emails...and time for this little boy to go to sleep."

"What?" I gasped. "8:30? I'm not going to sleep at 8:30!"

"Oh, I beg to differ sweetie. I think you'll fall asleep nicely pretty soon. Those sleeping tablets you got from the doctor are pretty effective and a whole one crushed up into your milk should work nicely pretty soon."

She was serious.

"I'll feed you the rest of your bottle when I come to bed." she said, standing up and pulling the covers over me. "Night night!" She leaned over and kissed my forehead.

"Oh come on honey," I pleaded. "Let me loose? We can talk about all this?"

"Hmmm. That reminds me. That was one thing we didn't find in your case. Pacifiers. I would have thought you would have had a couple of those! Never mind, i'll add them to my shopping list. We can get you some when we go to the store. I don't want to have to listen to your constant chattering and whinging...and you'll look cute too! Now close your eyes and go to sleep. Mommy doesn't have time for a story tonight. Maybe tommorow if you're a good boy." She smiled, turned and left the room.

I listened as her footsteps faded gradually, leaving me, still secured to the bed, the taste of baby food and formula still in my mouth and wearing a wet diaper. My thoughts were in turmoil. How had things changed so radically in a few short hours? I tried to work out what Shannon might be thinking. Eventually I came to the conclusion that really what must have happened is that she found my case of baby things and decided to teach me a lesson for not telling her about my fetish. Yes...that's it! All that stuff about Jan and Rebecca! The tease! I'll bet they weren't even here! I smiled to myself. 'Definitely', I thought. 'She's doing this out of mischief.' Once i'd convinced myself of that, I could appraise my situation more happily. Less than 24 hours before, I had wished that Shanon would diaper me. 'She's done that...' Less than 24 hours ago I wished that she would bottle feed me. 'She's done that...' So...actually I had got two of my most deeply held wishes. I was actually pretty lucky! I could feel my body relax as I realised that it wasn't bad at all. I was comfortable and warm...amd yes, I was feeling tired. How much of that was from the flight or the sleeping pill that Shannon said she'd put into the bottle I didn't know. I chuckled to myself. No, she wouldn't have put a pill into the bottle...that's just more of her teasing. I didn't get time to dwell on those thoughts as I soon fell asleep...well before 9:00pm.

---------------

It was Shannon turning in bed which woke me. It was light outside. I hadn't even heard her come to bed.

I turned my head to look at her. She smiled as she realised I was awake.

"Good morning sleepy boy!"

I smiled my sleepy response.

"You slept well last night." she said. "All diapered and with a full tummy. You didn't even wake in the night! Clever boy!"

Shannon was continuing from where she left off last night. I was cosy and warm. Even my diaper felt as though it had warmed up during the night - probably due to my body heat - and it didn't feel unpleasant at all. Just the opposite in fact. It was making me feel horny.

I turned towards her but was restricted by the cuffs. I winced as I realised.

"Oh dear..." Shannon said with unconvincing sympathy, "you're still all fastened up. Would you like Mommy to take those off you baby?"

"Yes please."

Shannon raised her eyebrows. "Yes please what?" She spoke as if she were talking to a toddler. I played along. I wanted these cuffs off.

"Yes please Mommy."

"OK Snookums. Mommy will take them off but I need to tell you about what we're doing today and how I feel about all of this baby stuff I found."

I just needed to listen. I wasn't sure what she was going to say.

"I can't deny that I was shocked when we discovered your little collection yesterday Justin..."

"We?" I said, the enormity of what she had said hitting me like a ounch to the stomach.

"Yes...'we'. I told you that Jan and Rebecca were here helping me. Did you not listen?"

"Well yes," I stammered, "I did, but I thought you were just saying that to tease me!"

"No. They were both here. In fact, it was Jan who found the case and opened it first."

I closed my eyes, trying to block out the reality of her words.

"I didn't know what to say Justin. I really didn't. Thankfully Rebecca...blunt, straightforward Rebecca lifted one of your outfits out and said, 'Oh, it's just adult play clothes. Mike's got a fireman outfit that he likes to fool around in sometimes. Gets him in the mood.'

"Jan and I looked at each other while she explained how sometimes they dress up when they're having sex and it makes it more fun. She was really open about it! Seems that a lot of adulys play 'dress up'! I was surprised. She said that she'd heard of the adult baby thing but hadn't played with it." She paused. "I felt really embarrassed in front of my friends Justin. Do you know how that felt?"

I shook my head lamely. "No...I'm sorry."

"Anyway, we talked about it for a little while. We looked at all of your things and Jan thinks you're really good at picking out toddler outfits but thinks you need to look for more babyish things." Shannon was beginning to smile. "So Justin. I've decided I want to have a play day with you. Just to see how I feel about babying you. Like a real baby. And, if you agree, i'll undo the cuffs. If not, then you can stay there for a while longer until you do agree."

"I just.."

Shannon cut me off. It'll just be a typical day for a Mommy with her baby boy. "I'll dress you, feed you, change you and play with you. You will, eat, sleep, poop and play. No responsibilities Justin - for a whole day!"

I had to be honest with myself and Shannon. It sounded terrific. Although I did know that sometimes the thought can be better than the reality.

"So...what's it to be? Are you going to be a good boy for Mommy or do you want to stay there?"

"I want to be a good boy." I said quietly.

"A good boy for who?" she teased.

"A good boy for Mommy..."

"Alright then. Mommy will change your diaper first and then get you dressed. Then we'll go downstairs and you can play on the floor while Mommy does her chores. Maybe we'll see if there are any programmes on TV for pre-schoolers hmmm? I'll bet you'd enjoy watching them with Mommy."

I smiled self-consciously.

Shannon began changing my diaper before she unfastened me. Although the diaper hadn't been uncomfortable, it felt good to feel fresh air around my groin. The smell of stale urine was surprisingly strong. Shannon folded the diaper in on itself and sealed it, placing it to one side.

A fresh diaper was unfolded and was on me within a minute, taped tightly. "We're going to have to go get some new diapers for you later today. There's only another couple in your case. I'm thinking you'll need maybe five or six a day." Shannon said it so matter of factly. "Maybe we can just order them online hmm sweetie? I'll bet you can find me some suppliers of big baby diapers can't you?"

I nodded.

"OK then. What outfit shall Mommy put you in hmmm?" She picked up two terry towelling rompers that I had had especially made for me. Both were made from stretch terry towelling.

"I think I like this one for this morning," she said, holding up a pale yellow onesie. "I love that you had it made with a little baby choo-choo train on the tummy! I'll bet you look really adorable in this!"

She unfastened the poppers in the crotch and, after unfastening my wrists, eased my head and arms through the holes, laying me down again to fasten the poppers once more. The slight tightness of the material felt comforting as Shannon eased it into place. The cuffs were left in place in each wrist.

"Oh! Justin! How precious do you look? You absolutely suit baby clothes!" she laughed. "That looks much better on you than some silly grown up clothes!" I blushed at her words. The romper certainly felt better than any of my grown up clothes.

"Come on then. We'll go downstairs and have a Mommy and baby day shall we? I’m really looking forward to this!” she said as she helped me stand.

The diaper felt instantly bulky between my legs and Shannon looked me up and down as I stood in front of her for the first time dressed as an infant. Albeit an overgrown one.

“Do you want Mommy to hold your hands or do you need your baby reins on?”

The reins. I’d forgotten them. In a moment of extravagance a couple of years ago, I had found a maker of adult sized baby reins. He made them in leather and what made them so special was that he was able to print a babyish appliqué onto the leather at the front of the reins. I remembered in a moment that I had chosen a nursery picture of a duck wearing a hat. I had vaguely remembered something similar from when I was a real baby. Shannon bent down just as I was about to toddle past her and picked up the leather strapping from the case. The pale yellow leather another reminder of my infancy – past and present.

I walked in front of Shannon, conscious of the bulk of the diaper as I went down each stair and turned into the living room. Shannon closed the door as she came into the room and patted my bottom.

“Good boy. I wasn’t sure if you were going to be old enough to manage the stairs. You did very well!” her tone was condescending but playful. “Come to Mommy.” I stepped closer to her and she turned me towards her, feeding the loops of the baby harness over each arm and adJusting the shoulder straps.

“Turn around baby.”

I rotated slowly and felt her adJusting and twisting the leather straps as I did so. Suddenly I felt the straps on both sides of my body being tugged together firmly and threaded through the buckle at the back. Shannon pulled them together tightly and secured them. “Stand still…” she said. From the settee, she picked up the long, strap that was the rein itself and clipped it to the ‘D’ rings that were on either side of the harness. She tugged playfully on it and I stepped backwards – restrained.

“Oh, these are good Justin! Really excellent. They will make sure that you’re always close to Mommy when she needs you to be. There’s no way you can run out into the street when Mommy has you in your reins is there?”

I looked at her aghast.

“Oh don’t worry silly boy! I’m just teasing…but it might be fun to take you out with your reins on if you’re ever naughty or do something to deserve it!”

I shook my head and said “Please Shann… Mommy.. No?”

“We’ll just have to see won’t we darling? Mommy will decide things like that from now on.” She tapped my nose lightly. “I think you’ll like Mommy deciding everything won’t you?”

I couldn’t deny that what she has said was true and I hung my head as I realised she knew the truth about my submissiveness.

“Now, I know Mommy said that we were going to have a Mommy & baby day but as you’re such a clever boy, I think you could earn your bottle feed this morning by doing the washing up for me. When you’ve done that you can dry them and put them onto the table for me to check. While you’re doing that, I can look on the Internet and see if I can find anywhere that I can get some more diapers for you and maybe, if you’re a good boy, some more clothes. Shall we do that?”

There was no choice and I knew it… and the truth was that I was quite happy to do the chores for her. Doing it dressed in a diaper would be different! It certainly felt different to be doing chores knowing that I was going to be given a bottle of formula as a reward! I nodded and Shannon, still clutching the reins, led me to the kitchen.

The counter top was stacked with dirty dishes. Clearly all of the dishes from yesterday had been left unwashed. I could see this was likely to take a while.

“Now Mommy, is going to fasten you to the cupboard door honey. It’s not because you’ve been naughty, it’s just that you’re going to have to get used to staying where Mommy puts you, because Mommy always needs to know where her little diapered baby is doesn’t she hmmm?”

She unclipped one end of the reins and looped it through the cupboard handle under the sink and then re-attached it to the harness.

She smiled and patted my bottom again. “There we are diaper boy! Off you go. Make them all clean for Mommy.” She stepped away from me towards the table where her laptop lay. “Oh! I know what I need to do!”

I turned and looked at her as she went to the refrigerator and took out a baby bottle full of formula. “Mommy put that just here so you can see your reward.” She smiled mischievously. “Don’t worry though... Mommy will warm it for you.”

For the next fifteen minutes, I washed the cups; saucers; pots and pans as I listened to Shannon tapping away on the keyboard of her laptop. Every now and then I would hear her snigger or say something like,

“Oh, that’s adorable!”… “I didn’t think they made those in your size!”

Each time she did not elaborate on what she was looking at. My curiousity was growing with each key stroke that she made.

I finally felt that I was making progress with the dishes when suddenly there was a knock at the door. I swung around to look at Shannon. My heart was pounding hard as I looked from side to side in panic.

“It’s OK honey… don’t panic…” Shannon said calmly. “It’s probably just the mail man. Mommy will go and see. I’ll close the kitchen door just in case…” She winked and I felt marginally comforted although my heart was pounding in my chest.

I listened intently as she opened the front door, expecting to hear the masculine voice of the delivery guy. Instead, to my absolute disbelief and horror, I heard the very feminine voices of Jan & Rebecca, Shannon’s friends.

“Oh hi girls!” I heard Shannon exclaim clearly. “Glad you could make it!”

‘Glad you could make it?... Glad you could make it?...’ She was expecting them? I stared, unseeingly out of the kitchen window, frozen to the spot.

I broke out in a cold sweat and glanced down at the rein securing me to the kitchen cupboard. I noticed for the first time that Shannon had knotted the leather strap tightly and there was no way that I was going to be able to unfasten it! I prayed that she would not bring them into the kitchen. My breathing became shallow, I didn’t want to make a sound. This couldn’t be happening!

“So…” I heard Jan say, “how’ve you been since we saw you yesterday?”

“Oh really good!” Shannon replied. “Sit yourselves down and I’ll tell you.”

Oh my God… tell them what? I started to feel light headed and looked again at the tight knot that held me in place. I really was stuck.

Their voices became quieter, punctuated by the occasional chuckle and “Really?” comment. Although it felt like an age, it was probably only a few minutes before I heard Shannon say, “I’d better go and check on him actually.”

I closed my eyes in despairI felt myself shaking, sensing that what was to come was going to be more humiliating than anything I had ever experienced or imagined in my entire life.

“Justin? Honey?” I heard Shannon’s voice call from the living room. Maybe if I responded she wouldn’t come through?

“Er yeah Shannon. What is it??” I called back as casually as I could.

Her next words confirmed my fears.

“He still hasn’t got used to calling me Mommy yet…”

I watched with horror as the door handle began to turn. “I suppose that it takes them a long time to get used to new things.” I heard laughter from the three women as the door opened.

“Oh! There he is!!!!” Shannon said it in the way a mother would do with a small baby with whom she was playing ‘peek-a-boo’. I looked at her – genuinely scared and humiliated. I shook my head as she approached me. She simply nodded, smiling as she did so. There was no way out of it.

“Do you want to come through and see what a clever baby I have girls?” she called back into the living room.

“Oh yes please!” the two women chorused. Shannon moved behind me and turned me towards the women as they appeared in the doorway. I couldn’t look them in the eyes and I felt myself go bright red.

Both women were attractive and couldn’t hide their glee at the sight which greeted them in the kitchen.

“Oh my God! That’s the biggest baby I have ever seen!” Jan screamed with laughter. “He’s adorable! And such a clever boy too doing the dishes for Mommy!”

Rebecca was the first to come close to me. I averted my eyes, unable to maintain eye contact with her. I felt her hand under my chin. She lifted it gently so that I was looking directly at her.

“You look lovely Justin. You really do. All diapered and dressed up in your baby romper. All ready for your own little baby shower with Mommy and her friends.”

‘A Baby Shower?’ I looked at Shannon who looked at me as though holding a baby shower for a grown man was the most natural thing in the world.

She began unfastening the rein from the cupboard door and, while she was doing that, Jan picked up a tea towel and reached out to take my hands. “Let me see your pandies sweetheart. I’ll dry them off for you.”

She began rubbing my hands dry with the soft towel.

Jan turned to Shannon and Rebecca and smiled, “It’s been a while since I had to do this! I remember my youngest used to love getting his hands dirty and I would be forever washing and drying them for him, until he got old enough to do it himself.” She looked at me and wrinkled her nose, smiling, “but you’re not there yet are you Justin eh? Just still an ickle baby.”

The way that she spoke to Shannon and Rebecca made me tingle inside. It was as though I couldn’t understand what was being said – and that it was being said about me.

The rein leash was clipped to my harness once again and Rebecca offered to take me into the living room.

“Yes, that’s fine. Just let him sit on the floor in between the two settees. He’ll be fine there.” Shannon said.

Rebecca let me go in front of her and I felt the already familiar sensation of being held back slightly by the reins. Rebecca guided me back into the living room and pointed at the floor.

“Sit down there baby while we talk to Mommy.”

I looked over my shoulder towards the kitchen door and was relieved to see Shannon coming back into the living room. She seemed to be smiling with ill disguised satisfaction.

“It’s a pity we haven’t got a few toys for him really isn’t it?” she said.

Jan spoke. “Well Becca and I had brought a few things with us. We thought it would be only right to bring a few things for the new baby.”

“Oh that’s lovely. Really kind.”

Jan reached into a shopping bag which she had placed to one side and brought out a package which was around 18 inches in height. She passed it to Shannon saying, “After we found all of those lovely things yesterday, I noticed that he didn’t have one of these yet and no new baby should be without one.”

Shannon began unwrapping the multi-coloured package and it soon became clear that it was a teddy bear.

Extracting it from the paper, Shannon couldn’t disguise her delight with the gift.

“Oh it’s lovely Jan. Thank you so much. Look baby!” she said, holding it out to me. I knew that I was expected to take it – the truth was that by then, I wanted to take it. I needed all of the comforting I could get. I took it in both hands and cuddled it to me, it’s soft, sweet smelling fur transporting me back for a moment to simpler times.

I glanced up at the three women who were watching me intently and smiling indulgently.

“I also brought this.” Jan said handing a medium sized box to Shannon.

“It’s a feeding bottle steriliser. It’s just been laying around at home for the last couple of years so I thought you might be able to use it with Justin.”

Shannon lifted the transparent top and looked inside.

“It’s really excellent.” Jan said, “Sterilises eight baby bottles at a time. You can sterilise a whole day’s worth of bottles so you’re never caught without one to feed him when he’s hungry… or just when you want to feed him!” she laughed. “Actually,” she continued, “that’s an advantage of having an adult baby I suppose… if you want him to be quiet, then you can just give him a bottle and he has to take it!”

“That’s a really useful gift Jan. Thanks!”

Rebecca spoke next. “I brought a few things for the baby too. On the way here we stopped off and bought a few pacifiers – because we both noticed yesterday he didn’t have any in his case. We also got enough bottles for the steriliser and….” She fumbled into her pocket.

“I thought of this last night and I hope you don’t mind but… well, this is just a cheap MP3 player that I had lying around.”

“Yeah?” Shannon said, looking intrigued.

“Well, I thought that as you said you were going to baby Justin as much as you could, that it might be fun if you could get him to sound like a baby too.”

Shannon and Jan clapped their hands, laughing - their eyes widened as Rebecca continued.

“Well, what I did last night was I went onto the Internet and found some sound files of babies crying and babbling. Some of them are so cute! Really. I thought that it might be a funny thing to see if you could train him to copy the sounds so that when he’s being babied, he can communicate with you just like a baby would. Without words.”

She paused, looking for Shannon’s reaction. “Is that too weird?” Rebecca asked cautiously.

“Oh God no! Not at all. I think it’s great. I would love to hear less of his inane adult babble. If I’ve got to listen to him, I’d rather it was baby babble.”

Rebecca passed the small MP3 player to Shannon who examined it.

“I’ve made a few different folders, and I’ve tried to match them to different stages before they begin to talk. It starts off with newborn crying and feeding noises, going through crying when they need a diaper change; to first words like ‘baba’; and ‘Mama’.

Shannon looked at me grinning. “I know what you’re going to be doing tonight baby! Learning to talk like a baby again!”

She placed the MP3 player to one side and opened the pack of pacifiers which Rebecca had given her.

Jan looked over at the pacifiers and smiled. “Oh they’re the type I used with my two! They adored them! I'll bet you'll have trouble weaning him off his pacifier Shannon!”

"Oh, I don't think that's likely to ever be an issue." Shannon replied. "I like the idea of him having a pacifier. I doubt that i'll ever want him to not need one."

Jan giggled. "It's really cute how dependent they become on their pacis. Soothing a tired or cranky baby is just that much easier!"

Shannon removed one of the pacifiers and called me to her. I watched her as she placed the nipple of the pacifier into her mouth, moistening it.

“Open up baby. Your first pacifier from Mommy.”

I opened my mouth and accepted the glistening latex teat into my mouth. Shannon held it for a second or two saying “Suck it hard baby. Mommy wants to see that you have it properly.”

I sucked on it, feeling the thin shield of the pacifier ‘bouncing’ on my lips. The women sat back, looking at me, diapered, dressed in a romper, holding my new teddy bear, and sucking hard on a pacifier.

“Now you play nicely Justin, while Mommy and the ladies chat.”

For the next twenty minutes or so, I was completely ignored by them. I could see that alternately they were looking at me and smiling, enjoying their dominance and my discomfiture.

Occasionally they would refer to me and they were clearly enjoying making their plans for my continued submission to all three of them. Shannon, of course, was still my 'Mommy' and she would have any final say but there was no sense of disagreement from her when a crib, playpen and even the possibility of turning the spare room into a nursery were mentioned. Nor was there any hesitation from Mommy when Jan offered to give me my bottle.

“It’s a few years since I’ve given a baby his bottle.” She said smiling.

Shannon went into the kitchen while Jan patted her lap, indicating that I should climb onto the settee and lay my head on her.

I felt awkward as I did so, but it was clear that Shannon thought nothing of it. She was clearly determined to humiliate me in return for the humiliation that I had caused her yesterday. Jan cuddled me into her, cradling my head in the crook of her arm. She smelled like a ‘Mommy’ and it was easy to feel relaxed in her experienced arms.

“It’s always easier to get the baby into position before you give them the nipple Shannon. Babies can be really squirmy things when they’re being fed – although I am sure Justin won’t be.” She glanced at me. “Hold the baby loosely but firmly and that way you’ll both enjoy the feeding.” Jan was right. I felt comfortable in her arms but knew that my movements were restricted by her.

Shannon passed the bottle to her, removing the cap. In an instant, Jan was in ‘Mommy mode’, cooing over me and patting my back gently with her hand.

“Come on den baby boy…. Open your mouth for your baba. Lovely milkie baba…” She opened her mouth slightly, encouraging me to mimic her.

I couldn’t resist and opened willingly. She eased the teat gently into my mouth and my lips closed around the teat and began to suckle.

“There we are!” Jan said, pleased with how easy it had been to introduce me to the bottle. “He’ll be fine now. Give him a few ounces and then try and get some of his wind up and then make him finish the rest. Once he’s finished then he can go and get on with his chores can’t he?”

“Oh, if only we could get all men to behave as well as this little one!” Rebecca said. “Wouldn’t it be wonderful?”

The nodded agreement of Shannon and Jan made me realise that this was likely to be only the very beginning of my infantilisation at their hands.

-ooOoo-


